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"You have an exquisite figure," he said, tracing along my thighs with his fingers. "You could have guys like me lining up whenever you want, and tonight, I'm going to prove it."

"What does that mean?" I asked, not understanding.

"You'll see. Now, I think it's time for a warm up."

He reached for my right wrist and pulled it behind my back. I felt something cold wrap around it, then a series of clicks. Did he just...?
 I thought. I started to pull my arm away, but he held it in place, then grabbed for the other wrist. He pulled it behind my back until both were touching, then he secured them, and I knew what had happened: I was handcuffed.

"What the hell?" I said, swinging my arms around, trying to shake off the cuffs.

"Relax, Vikki. It's just some handcuffs. The really kinky stuff comes later. Now get down on your knees."


Kinkier than handcuffs?
 I thought, incredulous but excited. I got down on the floor, intrigued to learn more. I quickly realized that despite my initial reaction, I liked the way the cuffs restricted my movement. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made: some weird part of me had liked obeying Kevin's orders, as a part of me craved the feeling of submission. I was mentally bound by him; now, I was physically bound too. I didn't have to understand it; I knew it felt good.
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Submissive Professor, Humiliated and Loving It

Why did I drive to the motel so early? I was eager, as much as I hated to admit it. I hated how much I wanted this, but I knew this was for real. That feeling I'd always lacked. The rush I've always desired. I wanted this to happen, I just didn't want to be seen.

I hid in my car, staying still, as if that would make me invisible. I was too scared to think straight, worried I'd be recognized by one of my colleagues... or worse: one of my students. Being the head of the Literature Department and having a reputation for being tough and humorless would make my presence here quite the scoop.

I tried calming myself down by insisting, It's just a motel
, but I knew the truth. This wasn't any motel: it was the seediest in town. It offered hourly rates. I'd never come within half a mile of a place so shabby looking. Across the street there was a strip mall with a liquor store, a head shop, a dry cleaner, a 24-hour laundromat and not one but two gentleman's clubs. Horny frat guys flocked to the area every Friday and Saturday night, and sometimes they met a stripper whose work on the side brought them to this very motel.

The last thing the college guys wanted was to be seen here by one of their professors, but the reverse was worse. If any of them saw me here, it could ruin my career: not because there was anything truly wrong about patronizing such an establishment, but nobody would ever take me seriously again. In public I always look and act like a proper intellectual, with long skirts and modest blouses, all designer quality. My long, blonde hair is always tied back in a tight bun, and I'd never felt the need to trade in my glasses for contacts. Translation: as soon as I step out of the car, I'll stand out like a sore thumb.

The buzzing of my phone sounded like a firecracker. I was so startled, my heart raced. I fumbled through my purse for my phone. No name attached, just a number, but one I recognized: it was the number of the burner phone I'd bought and given to him. Hands shaking, I opened the message: Room 205
.

It was him, all right. I took a deep breath and got out of the car. Scanning the parking lot for anyone who might see me, I quickly skulked my way to the building. My heels clicked against the pavement loudly, but years of wearing them made me quick. Soon I was trotting up the stairs and finding the right room. When I got there, I knocked softly.

"It's open."

I turned the knob and stepped inside. He was there, waiting, sitting on the bed. He was dressed in blue jeans and a shiny, button-down shirt, and his short, black hair was gelled. He smelled of too much body spray. "Victoria Lovelace," he said.

"Kevin Cross," I said. "Let's get this over with."


I just don't get it
, I thought to myself. Where was the man I always envisioned? Handsome, yet close to me in age, preferably a bit older; well-dressed and successful, but an intellectual equal to me; rugged and well-traveled; as in, the total package. I was young for my level of success, and I'd been courted by the men I'd always thought would be right for me.

So, why was I here with this frat boy? Sure, Kevin's handsome and athletic. He's not brilliant or artistic, but he'll have the kind of stamina and libido you'd expect from a 22-year-old. Was that all I really wanted? How did I end up here?

Actually, I didn't have to wonder about that. I knew exactly how it happened.

It started earlier this week with a knock on my office door. "Professor Lovelace?" he'd said.

"Yes, come in."

When I saw him I had no idea who he was, though he had on a shirt from our university's basketball team.

"Hi, I'm Kevin Cross. I'd like to talk to you about a paper I wrote for Jensen's class."

He said "Jensen" with contempt and anger, not the proper respect a student should show for a teacher. Something roared in me then with an intensity I hadn't felt in years.

"Sit down. Tell me about it," I said.

Instead of taking a seat, he produced a handful of papers from his black backpack and tossed it onto my desk. Its stapled pages were crinkled, as though they'd been crumpled up and then re-straightened. I flipped through them, noting the many red-inked corrections. At the end, I saw exactly what I expected: a D, and a short paragraph explaining the many flaws in his project. Jensen was a prick, his grades tough but fair.

"What did Professor Jensen say?" I asked.

"I didn't talk to him," he replied. "I decided to come to you."

"That was a mistake," I told him. "You should have discussed the matter with him first. Perhaps he could help you with your next paper, or plan out an extra credit assignment. I know he's willing to come to an arrangement."

Kevin stepped in close toward me. My instincts said to back up, but seated between my desk and my office bookshelves, there was nowhere to go. However, instead of feeling fear, or anxiety, I felt excited. A surge of adrenaline shot through me.

"Maybe I could make an arrangement with you," he said. "You're so much prettier."

I should have been insulted more deeply than I ever had in my career. I should have thrown him out of the office. I should have slapped him. Instead, I sat there, staring.

Feeling emboldened, he stepped around my desk and in front of my chair. At more than six feet tall, he towered over my petite frame. "I... I don't think that'd be appropriate," I stammered. I was breathing heavy, my heart pounding. I felt dampness spreading through my panties.

"Is that so?" he asked, his voice teasing. "Let me state my case." He crouched down and put a hand on my shoulder. With his other hand, he reached into my skirt. I gasped in shock as his fingers probed against the wet fabric of my panties, finding my sensitive clit.

"Kevin," I tried to say. "Kevin, not here."

"Not here?" he repeated as his fingers lifted away the panties and found their way inside me.

I squirmed in my chair, the proud intellectual in me screaming to push him aside, to get out of the situation, but that course of action was vetoed by animal instincts. I knew somebody could knock on my office door at any time. If any of the other professors in the department decided to waltz in after a cursory knock, I'd probably be fired within the day. I was not especially liked amongst my colleagues, and most would be glad to see a scandal open up my seat.

"No, not here," I said. "Come back tomorrow. Same time. I'll figure it out."

Kevin withdrew his hands and stepped back. "You better," he said, trying to sound intimidating. He didn't realize he didn't have to pressure me to get what he wanted. Deep down I already knew I would do whatever he asked.

He returned the next day, dressed nicer this time. However, when he knocked I was ready: I opened the door a crack, slipped a thick, manilla envelope out the door, and slammed it shut. Inside was the burner phone, programmed with my number, and a Post-it with a single instruction: Friday night. Get a room and call me.


Of course he chose the crappiest motel in town. Maybe he didn't care about being seen in this place; it was expected of guys like him.

"Get what over with?" he asked, innocently.

"Don't be cute with me," I said. "Finish what you started in my office and I'll ask Jensen to reconsider your grade."

"No," said Kevin. "I'm not fingering you through your skirt. That's not what either of us really want."

"It isn't?" I said, anger rising. "I think I know what I want."

Kevin laughed. "No, you don't. But don't worry, you will. After tonight. Now take off your clothes, Vikki."

"It's Victoria," I said.

"Not tonight it's not," he replied, coming toward me. Before I could react, he pulled down my skirt, then spun me around by my shoulders. I had never been manhandled like this before. None of my past lovers had been so aggressive, even when I was Kevin's age.

Yet, I could feel myself responding to his touch. I wanted him to put his fingers in me like he'd started the other day, but instead he slapped my ass. I yelped and jumped forward, surprised. My skin stung from the strength of the slap, and I was shocked to realize the sensation felt good despite the pain. That's new
, I thought.

"Strip," Kevin said again. followed by another slap. He managed to strike the same spot he had the first time, intensifying the pain. Part of me was afraid, but also excited, and wanted nothing more than to start disrobing, but another part of me wanted to disobey his order, get him to slap me again. Before I could feel a third slap, I started unbuttoning my blouse.

"Good," said Kevin. "Whatever you thought was going to happen tonight, I promise you, you're going to like my plans better."

It was then I realized that since I handed him the envelope days earlier, I hadn't really thought about what exactly would happen tonight. Sex, I figured, obviously, but none of the details. What's more, I'd been so preoccupied by all the disaster scenarios - being recognized by another student, or another teacher - that I hadn't taken the luxury of enjoying the anticipation of all the fun this would be.

"Yeah? What's the plan?" I asked as I removed my socks. Now all I had on were my bra and panties, a fairly plain set of white lingerie. They were nothing too fancy, but they were the nicest I owned. If the sight excited Kevin, he kept his cool. Then again, a young stud like him, he'd probably seen lots of women half-dressed.

Kevin picked his backpack up off the floor, unzipped it and spilled a pile of clothing and accessories onto the bed. "I don't want to spoil the surprise, but it will involve all of this," he explained. "But first..." He sifted through the pile and found a pair of scissors. "Stand still," he said authoritatively.

Although I could feel I was trembling, I did my best not to move a muscle. With great care but also impressive speed, Kevin grabbed my bra and panties and snipped them off. I gasped, thrilled by the sudden exposure. Sometimes the dull side of the blades briefly touched my skin, the cool metal sending electric shivers through my body. When he was finished, he tossed the scraps of my panties aside with the scissors, then put his hands around me, clutching my ample breasts.

"You have an exquisite figure," he said, tracing along my thighs with his fingers. "You could have guys like me lining up whenever you want, and tonight, I'm going to prove it."

"What does that mean?" I asked, not understanding.

"You'll see. Now, I think it's time for a warm up."

He reached for my right wrist and pulled it behind my back. I felt something cold wrap around it, then a series of clicks. Did he just...?
 I thought. I started to pull my arm away, but he held it in place, then grabbed for the other wrist. He pulled it behind my back until both were touching, then he secured them, and I knew what had happened: I was handcuffed.

"What the hell?" I said, swinging my arms around, trying to shake off the cuffs.

"Relax, Vikki. It's just some handcuffs. The really kinky stuff comes later. Now get down on your knees."


Kinkier than handcuffs?
 I thought, incredulous but excited. I got down on the floor, intrigued to learn more. I quickly realized that despite my initial reaction, I liked the way the cuffs restricted my movement. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made: some weird part of me had liked obeying Kevin's orders, as a part of me craved the feeling of submission. I was mentally bound by him; now, I was physically bound too. I didn't have to understand it; I knew it felt good.

When I was down on my knees, Kevin unzipped his jeans and let them fall to his ankles. A tall tent had formed in his boxers, but I only saw it for a moment, as he quickly took those off too, revealing his swollen member. I blushed at the sight: I'd never seen such a long, hard cock. It was intimidating, but at the same time irresistible.

"You know what I want you to do," he said.

No, I didn't have to be told explicitly. I knew what being on my knees meant. I opened my mouth wide and put my lips around his engorged shaft. Working my head up and down I heard Kevin begin to groan in pleasure. I was enjoying the act as well, feeling good about my ability to please him. It was difficult not being able to use my hands, but Kevin didn't complain.

After sucking on his dick for what seemed like a long time, I thought he was getting close to climaxing. Without warning, he grabbed me by my hair and pushed my head down deep onto his manhood. I started to gag as it went down my throat, and tried to extricate myself, but he was too strong, and I couldn't break free of his grip. Although it was momentarily frightening, I felt my pussy ache for his touch. My nipples were rock hard, and I could feel my heart pounding.

Then, just as suddenly, he let go and pulled his cock out of my mouth, just in time to cum on my face. I shouldn't have been surprised that the feeling of being bombarded by his warm, sticky seed both disgusted and aroused me. After it happened he sat down on the bed, giving his saliva-slickened rod a last few tugs, while I sat back on my legs and caught my breath.

"That was good," Kevin said. "You suck a lot of cock?"

Sitting there with his seed on my face I didn't have the energy to be embarrassed or outraged by being asked such a question. I simply answered the truth, "No."

"That's too bad. You're a natural. Now stand up."

When I got to my feet, Kevin reached around me and unlocked the handcuffs. "Go clean yourself up," he said.

I hurried to the bathroom and found the tissues. I cleaned off his cooling cum and was surprised to feel disappointed by the appearance of my cleaned face. I'd worn his seed on my skin with pleasure; I was sorry to see it go.

---

When I returned, Kevin embraced me in his arms and planted his lips on mine. I felt my knees grow weak, but he held on as we kissed. As his tongue curled around mine I felt my pussy drip. As a professor I should have felt an authority over a student, but all I wanted in that moment was to be his, to do as he asked.

I was then given a chance to do exactly that. "Put those on," he said, pulling out of our kiss and pointing to the clothes on the bed.

Completely unable to fathom his greater intentions, I sifted through the clothes. My eyes were immediately drawn to the skimpy, crimson red thong bikini. I'd never worn anything that revealing while swimming. These would definitely attract attention from the men. Below the bikini was something sheer: I held it up and realized it was a translucent fishnet dress. I laughed, imagining putting it on.

"This isn't a joke. Get moving," he said, and I felt another slap on my backside. This time it wasn't softened by my panties, and really stung. "Don't forget to let your hair down and put on the makeup."

I did as he asked, putting on the bikini and the dress. I couldn't see myself, but I knew I looked sexy in a slutty way. I could feel how hard my nipples were, and imagined it showed through the thin coverings. To complete the outfit, on the bed were a set of large, hoop earrings, and a pair of six-inch see-through heels. Putting them all on I realized I could pass for a... for a...

"I look like a stripper!" I said. The outfit was humiliating, and uncomfortable. I'd always hated thongs, though I admit I felt incredibly sexy when I wore them.

"Bingo. And you look hot! Let's go already, I want to show you off."

"What are you talking about?"

"Look out the window," he said.

Walking timidly on the heels, I went to the window and peaked through the drawn curtains. I had a view to the street, and across from it, the the laundromat, the dry cleaner, the liquor store and... the strip clubs. "I... I..."

"You'll fit right in," he said.

"Somebody will see me," I argued. I wanted to do as he said, but what if I get caught looking like this in public?

"They'll see a stripper, not a professor," Kevin reasoned. "Nobody would expect to see you here, so they won't."

Kevin had a point. It would be dark inside the club, wouldn't it? Everybody will be watching the real strippers, and nobody expects to see their uptight professor out having a social life, let alone visiting a strip club. The idea of going inside was exhilarating: I'd never been in one before. I'd only seen them in gritty crime films and TV shows. Teachers like me always tell students to "broaden their horizons," don't they? Who was I not to listen to my own advice?

"Trust me," he added. "They won't be looking at your face."

He was right. They'd be staring at my body. They were there for tits and ass. It sounded so demeaning, but I couldn't help but feel turned on by the idea. The men in my life had always claimed they were attracted to my intelligence and ambition, but I knew the truth: I was hot too. Maybe for once I'd enjoy being lusted after without all the pretense.

"OK, let's go," I said, feeling almost giddy.

Once we stepped outside, however, that feeling evaporated. I hadn't realized how cold I would feel, with the cool autumn breeze blowing right through my dress. The wind made clear how obscenely exposed I was. I couldn't believe I was outdoors in public looking like this! How did this happen? I felt like running back into the motel room, but I was also exceedingly aroused.

Then I heard it. A sharp whistle. I turned and saw a man standing there, watching. He chuckled to himself, a throaty sound. He was middle aged and heavyset, and dressed like a trucker. "Looking good, sweetheart," he said.

Kevin clutched and squeezed my ass cheek, urging me forward. "See? Isn't it great?"


It is
, I thought. Utterly humiliating, but incredible
.

We hurried across the street as quickly as I could in the heels, and got to the entrance of the club. The sign above the door said "Delilah's."

"Yo Kevin, how's it going?" said a guy at the door. Though dressed almost identically to Kevin, he stood with his arms crossed. I assumed he was the bouncer. "Who's this hot piece?"

"'Sup T.J.! Say hello to my girl Vikki here. You care if I bring her in?" Kevin asked.

"'Course not, man. Just don't get upset if someone asks her for a dance," said T.J.


Would that really happen?
 I wondered. Dressed this way, there was a fair chance.

"Not a problem. Come on, Vikki, let's go."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. They know Kevin here? Is he here that often?

The inside of the club was much like I expected: bone-shakingly loud music, intermittent strobe lighting and a three-pronged stage where a woman danced at each end. I stared at the girls like a teenager visiting his first porno site: they were nude, their beauty on display for all to see. All three were slim, but varied in height and other dimensions. They danced gracefully around metal poles, swinging around and even hanging from them by their folded legs.

Of course, my eyes were drawn to their crotches, which were all cleanly shaved. I'd heard this was the trend today, and even made an effort to trim my own mound, but now I wished I'd gone all the way.

Then there were the men: mostly seated in rows of folding chairs around the stage, they whistled at the dancers and leaned in close with cash in one hand and beers in the other. They were mostly young like Kevin, but a few were older, like the man outside. Additionally, there were several booths encircling the club where a few men sat at tables, either watching the action from afar or enjoying a private dance.

To my surprise, I noticed that there other women at the club who weren't employees: several men were there with women dressed as though they were going the movies or walking in the park. Do wives and girlfriends really go to these places with the guys?
 I wondered. I'd heard of some women doing it, but I thought it was all talk.

"Sit down," Kevin said, dragging me to a table. A waitress in a miniskirt and a bikini top was there the second we sat down. "A rum and Coke for me." Kevin looked to me.

"Cabernet?" I asked.

The waitress snorted, laughing.

"Vikki here will have a tequila," said Kevin. "I'm going to spank you for that later," he added once the waitress left.

"I don't drink tequila," I argued.

"Stop it," said Kevin. "Don't tell me 'I don't this' or 'I don't that.' Tonight you do as I say. I'm not going to get you drunk, but you do have to get a drink while you're here, and they don't serve wine at places like this. Now sit back and watch the girls carefully."

I should have been bristling with anger at Kevin's chauvinism, marching out the front door and taking a brick to our motel room window so I could get my clothes. It never occurred to me though. Instead, I was scanning the scene, looking for the waitress. Kevin may not have been trying to get me drunk, but I doubted he'd stop me if I wanted to. When she arrived with our drinks, I took one look at the shot, then poured it down my throat before I lost my nerve.

I gasped from the harshness of the alcohol. It burned in my stomach, but felt surprisingly good. I smiled and did as Kevin asked: I watched the dancers prance around the stage. A female DJ with a smoky voice called each one to the stage and introduced them as they started their routines. They used names like Amber, Candy and Crystal, and they took the stage dressed very much like I was, only they didn't stay that way for long. They also wore elastic cords around their thighs that dollar bills could be stuffed into. That's something I've never seen in the movies
, I thought.

After watching for a few minutes, the DJ cut the music. "Hey guys, put down your drinks and get your eyes on the stage. We have a special guest today. Clap your fuckin' asses off for Vikki!"

Shocked, I jumped to my feet, not realizing that everyone would see me. "Are you fucking crazy?" I yelled at Kevin.

"How is everyone supposed to see how hot you look if you're going to sit here?" Kevin joked. "Get up there and dance, whore."

I blushed, seething in anger. How dare he!
 Yet, I could feel my juices soaking through the bikini bottom. I couldn't deny it: I wanted to do exactly what he said. I took a deep breath, then walked up onto the stage.

I was not prepared for how terrified I would be, knowing that all the eyes in the club were focused on me. Somebody's going recognize me for sure!
 I thought. Not knowing how else to start, I put one hand on a pole and swung around it. After a few passes, I let go and began to strut down the stage, like some kind of fashion model. However, it didn't take long before I heard the calls of "Take it off!"

I had gotten on the stage, I knew what was expected. Still, I wasn't going to expose myself further just because a few dozen drunk men wanted me to. Instead, I found Kevin in the crowd. Him, I would obey. When he realized I was looking right at him, he nodded. Do it
, he mouthed.

Reaching to the bottom of my dress caused a cacophony of shouts from the crowd. I pulled the translucent dress up over my head slowly, shaking my hips as I did so. The men went wild when the dress hit the floor, and I had to admit, I was enjoying the attention. Remembering what I had seen, I got down on all fours and crawled across the stage, and sure enough, the audience ate it up.

Then the calls resumed: "Take it off!" I knew immediately what I had to do. I got to my feet and lifted off the top of my bikini in one motion. As the men hollered their approval, I swung the top around, then chucked it back at Kevin. The crowd cheered as I returned to the pole, dancing around it.

On the inside I knew I should have felt mortified. Strangers were staring at my naked body, and I was doing it because a student had told me to. At least the real strippers were getting paid. Kevin had called me a whore, but this wasn't a business exchange. I was doing this because some perverted part of me was enjoying it. "Whore" was the wrong word. I felt like a slut. It shouldn't have been a good feeling, but for whatever reason, I was aroused to an extreme I'd never imagined. If Kevin got up on the stage right now, the things I'd let him do,
 I thought, biting my lip.

Before long, I heard it again: "Take it off!" They wanted everything, I knew. Nothing left to the imagination. Mimicking what I'd seen in movies, I put my hands through the waistband of the tiny bikini and made like I was going to take it off. The men started cheering, but pulled their outburst back when they realized they'd been teased. I kept on dancing, occasionally lowering the bikini just a little bit more, a little further, until finally the audience reached a fever pitch and I let the thong drop to the floor.

Now nude for the second time that night, I danced on the stage as the crowd roared. What was it about seeing an amateur break free of her inhibitions that made it so much more alluring? Was it because the person involved was more real, and not just a performer? Nothing about this felt real to me. It was a dream. A strange dream, but weirdly enjoyable, and I didn't want to wake from it. Not just yet.

When my dance ended, I smiled at the crowd and started to gather up my clothes. However, before I could pick them up a hand took mine firmly. I looked up to see Kevin there. "Put them down and stand up," he said.

The audience went quiet, not sure what they were seeing. I didn't know what was going on either, though I noticed Kevin had brought a folding chair up to the stage with him. He sat down on it, spread his legs and beckoned me over.

"Guys, you're in for a treat," said the DJ. "We don't normally do this here, but it looks like Vikki is going to give her man a lap dance right here on stage."

My jaw dropped in shock. Again, the reality of what was going on set in: I was naked in front of strangers. They'd seen every inch of me, but could I really take this next step? Perform a sex act on a man I hardly know in front of so many people? Sure, I was enjoying myself so far, but why? Who was I? How did this happen? I didn't know how to give a lap dance. The idea should have been appalling.

Maybe Kevin sensed my apprehension. "It's easy, babe. Just sit on my lap and grind on my cock."

As I sat down, the crowd began to cheer again and I felt my confidence grow. I gyrated my ass against his crotch, feeling the bulge in his pants. Whether or not the audience could see it, I could feel dampness on his pants that I had caused; I was aching for release now, and soon I found myself rubbing my pussy against the hammer inside his jeans. If I had stopped to think that I was attempting to pleasure myself in front of a room of horny guys, I might have been horrified, but I was past the point of caring, I so badly wanted to cum. Just as I was getting close, Kevin took me by the shoulders and pushed me off of him, standing me up on the stage.

"Sorry, Vikki," said the DJ. "There's only so much you're allowed to do here at Delilah's."

I felt my cheeks go scarlet red as the crowd erupted in laughter. I had never been so humiliated. A week ago I was preparing to be the keynote speaker at a conference on early English literature, and now here I was, acting like an animal in heat, disregarding all thoughts of modesty or decorum. Yet, my body told me that this was what I wanted. I was enlightened enough to know not to fight it.

Kevin took something out of his pocket: a black, leather band of some kind, with metal rings built into it. "Don't worry," he said. "You're about to be rewarded."

---

He put the object around my neck and buckled it. A collar
, I thought. Then Kevin retrieved something else: a very long, black leather cord that he hooked into the metal ring that rested below my chin. No
, I realized, filled with dread and disbelief. A leash!


As the audience shouted and cheered, Kevin pulled on the leash, and I had no choice but to follow him, leaving my clothes behind on the stage. Where were we going?
 I wondered, now growing as excited as I was curious. I'd heard strip clubs have VIP rooms, and clearly Kevin had some pull with the management here. Denied release during the lap dance, I was still dripping, yearning to orgasm.

I followed him toward a door, which a muscular bouncer opened for us. Kevin led me through a dimly lit corridor, the plastic tiling frigid against my bare feet. Soon we were nearly out the other end, and I heard a bass beat getting louder. When we emerged from the hall I thought for a moment that we'd somehow walked in a circle, as we seemed to be back in the strip club. However, a quick glance around the room corrected this mistaken impression: we weren't in Delilah's, we were somewhere else.

"Members only," Kevin whispered into my ear. "If you didn't want to get caught in the regular club, I guarantee you'll want to behave in here."

Wherever we were, it was very different. My eyes were immediately drawn to the women dancing in the corners of the room. The fact that they were gorgeous was not what drew my attention: it was the fact that they were in cages. If they minded, they didn't show it, as they moved sensually within the limited space. Instead of one large stage, there were several smaller ones, and instead of a single woman dancing, the stages were shared by either two women or a man and woman. When I looked closer I realized that they weren't dancing: on each stage, one woman was somehow bound. One had her hands cuffed and chained to the ceiling. Another was tied to a chair, and another tied to a pole.

I creamed myself almost immediately taking in the scene. Just like being handcuffed earlier, there was something intoxicating at the thought of being in any of the positions as these girls. I couldn't keep my eyes from darting between each setup, trying to follow what was going on in each. I wanted to try them all. The woman tied to the pole was having her pussy eaten by another woman, while the one tied to the chair was having her breasts flogged by a man. It looked painful, but my own breasts tingled, imagining how it would feel with a sense of jealousy.

Like the main part of the club, the members only section had many men watching the performances. However, these were not the same clientele found in the main room of Delilah's. These men were all well-dressed, clean and mature. Some wore masks over their eyes, but most did not.

"What do you think?" Kevin asked.

"I had no idea this existed," I said, honestly.

"Eye-opening, right? But don't worry: this is Club Odalisque, and everything that happens in here, stays in here."

"That's good," I said.

"Yeah. I haven't seen any of my teachers here before. The men in here are far wealthier. Businessmen and lawyers. Or, in my case, an heir to one."


That explained a lot
, I realized. How else would a college student work his way in here?


"Mr. Cross," said a woman who had approached us. She was dressed in a gorgeous black dress, which hugged her slim figure and contrasted with her pale skin. "Can I get you anything?"

Kevin leaned over and whispered something into the woman's ear. "Thanks, Elissa," he added.

He led me toward a table. I started to take a seat on one of the chairs around it, but Kevin pulled me back up by my wrist. "Seats are for the spectators. Talent goes on the table."


Talent?
 I thought. I've never done this before!
 Still, I took his meaning, so I hopped up and sat down on the table, then curled my legs in so I could cover myself. If Kevin cared, he didn't say anything: he just smiled devilishly.

Soon the woman Elissa returned with a serving tray and a stand. However, there was no food or drink on the tray. I realized I was looking at several bundles of rope and a variety of what I guessed were sex toys.

"Open your mouth," said Kevin, retrieving one of the toys. It consisted of a large, red, rubber ball attached to some kind of collar, and as he inserted the ball into my mouth, I realized where I'd seen these before. I had forgotten about ball gags, but now I knew why they are so popular: the gag was tight and felt large in my mouth, but it felt good. It was an aspect of bondage I hadn't yet considered: I'd been bound in body, and in mind - now I was bound in speech.

"Get on your knees. Arms behind your back," Kevin commanded. I obeyed, and as I watched, he picked up a bundle of rope. After a moment I felt the rough fibers of the rope around my wrists, which he bound together. The sensation was very different from the handcuffs, as the ropes were much tighter, with no give. When the binding around my wrists was complete, he looped another band around my arms, forcing my elbows together. The position was painful, and I began to sweat from the strain of maintaining it.

Kevin bound my arms a third time, so that they were tied both above and below my elbows. When he was done with them he grabbed the ropes above my elbows and said, "Lie down on the table."

Trusting in his grip, I lowered myself down onto my stomach. When I was down on the table, Kevin pulled my leash out from under me, letting it dangle to the floor. He then picked out another length of rope, bent my legs at the knee so that my feet rested against my thighs, and tied them together with the rope.

With both my arms and legs now bound, I was completely immobilized on the table. The feeling was indescribable, like electricity running through ever inch of my body. I shut my eyes, trying to clear my mind of everything but the sensation of being restrained. It took a minute to realize that I had been instinctively struggling to get out, testing Kevin's rope work. Of course, I had no chance of getting loose: his ability with the rope was proficient. Furthermore, I had been concentrating on my bondage so intensely that I failed to notice the music and chatter in the club had subsided, and when I opened my eyes, everyone was watching me.

"Enjoying yourself, Vikki?" Kevin asked. The crowd chuckled politely.

"Mmm..." I mumbled through the gag, shutting my eyes again.

Suddenly I felt a soft impact on my face. I oped my eyes back and saw Kevin looking at me angrily. Did he just slap me?


"Keep your eyes open, and pay attention, whore. You're here to serve me, not yourself."

"Okay," I tried to say through the gag.

Immediately I felt a slap on my ass, a heavy one that caused sparks of pain to shoot through me. "Okay?" said Kevin. "Is that how you address your master?"


Master?
 Quickly my mind raced on how to address him. "No sir," I said. I couldn't really enunciate, but he understood, because he nodded.

"That's better. Now, I want you to spread your legs as much as you can," he ordered. From my position, I couldn't see him, but I did hear the zipper of his pants, and then something soft fall to the floor. I moved my thighs as far apart as I could, though it wasn't easy.

From the looks on the faces of the men and women watching, I knew something was about to happen. Then I felt it: Kevin's cock entered my soaking wet chasm. I shook in my ropes as pleasure exploded through me. His engorged member slid in without difficulty, despite its size, and I moaned and shuddered with relief. I had wanted this to happen since I first saw Kevin in my office, but nothing prepared me for just how orgasmic the moment would be. As he thrusted again and again at my willing crevice I sobbed in ecstasy. I didn't care who was watching, or who they would tell; this was the greatest fulfillment I'd ever experienced. I couldn't say how many times I climaxed in succession, as my mind drifted into a subspace of bliss; I'd never had multiple orgasms at a time.

Kevin was enjoying himself as well, groaning as he pounded away at my pussy. Occasionally he slapped my ass, the pain feeding my desire. However, before he could climax, he pulled out.

I struggled against the ropes, desperate for his cock to be back inside. I was still tied up, and I still craved his touch. I whined through the gag, squealing in desperation. The outburst earned me a series of spankings on my ass, which were pleasant but not what I really wanted.

"You want more, whore?" Kevin asked.

"Yesshh sir," I said, trying to be clear.

"Good. You ready to try something new? Something next level?"


Yes, anything
, I thought. I nodded and repeated, "Yesshh sir."

Kevin leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "That's my girl," he said. "You serve me well, and you're being rewarded. Don't you agree?"

"Yesshh sir." I meant it, too. This was rewarding indeed.

He put a hand on my ass and squeezed, eliciting a moan from me. Then I felt something new enter my still-wet pussy, something cool and large. It felt good, and I began to drip. I assumed the device was a vibrator. I'd used those to masturbate, but none so big, and of course never while being tied up.

Then I felt something strange and completely unexpected: something wet and slick was being poured between my ass cheeks. Lube!
 I realized. Oh god, does this mean...?


"That's right, Vikki. You know what's next, don't you? Trust me, you're going to want to relax. I promise you'll enjoy this," Kevin said.

I'd never tried anal, and I was afraid. I remained calm, though, merely whimpering in trepidation. His cock is so large
, I thought. Is he really going to...?


And then I felt it: his rock hard rod pushed against my tight hole, working the lube around. "Breathe," he said.

I exhaled, and forced myself to relax. Soon I felt my asshole begin to separate as his cock found its way inside just a little. As I began to moan from the combination of pain and pleasure, I heard a click, and the dildo in my pussy woke to life. The vibration was powerful, and soon another orgasm was welling up from within me. Kevin used the relief I felt to push his way inward, his cock penetrating deep in my ass. I screamed, though I couldn't say whether it was from agony or the rapture causing my entire body to shake and spasm. Kevin's groans were almost as loud as mine as my unused hole held him so snugly. Every time he thrust deep into me, I felt his member against the vibrating machine, a sensation so impossibly incredible I was astounded I didn't pass out.

Eventually, after too many thrusts to count and a growing cheer from the audience, Kevin came in my ass. By then I was overwhelmed by bliss, an all-encompassing, all-consuming orgasmic eruption that rocked me with the fury and energy of a hurricane. Somewhere in my perception I could feel a puddle on the table from all the times I came. It took a while, but I gradually regained my senses. The rush died down, and I could hear applause from the spectators.

"That was extraordinary, Vikki," Kevin said. "The moment I saw you, I knew you'd be the best I'd ever had, and I wasn't wrong. What about you?"

Barely able to think and fully unable speak, I simply nodded.

"I was joking, whore. Look at you. Of course it was the best you've ever had. Listen, I'm sweating like crazy. I'm going to take a shower, then I'll be back. Stay here, all right?"

Somewhere my mind registered that he was leaving, but I couldn't care less. I never wanted to leave this table. I wouldn't have minded being untied though, as my arms were burning from the strain, my legs were slick with sweat, my jaw ached and my crotch smoldered with soreness. Squirming, I realized he'd left the vibrator in my pussy, though it wasn't turned on.

As I waited, I watched as most of the crowd stopped paying attention to me. I could hear other women shouting and moaning as other demonstrations occurred. I didn't mind not being the focus of the club, but I was shocked at Kevin's disappearance. I could use a shower too, you know
, I wanted to say to him. I felt absolutely ravaged, and a hot shower would be incredible. I wished, at the very least, that Kevin had turned me around so I could see what else was going on.

When Kevin returned I was struggling in my ropes, trying to get enough movement to bring myself back to orgasm, but it was no use. "Stop it," said Kevin. "Who told you you could pleasure yourself when I'm not around?"

I stopped, but whined in frustration. I opened my eyes and looked at him: sure enough, he had showered, and was now looking fresh and energetic. To my disappointment, he began loosening the ropes around my legs, though it felt good to stretch them out. When they were both free, Kevin began working the knots in my arm bindings. He removed the ropes around my elbows, which was a great relief, though he left my wrists tied together.

"Get up," he said. Slowly I turned myself over, then sat up. I hopped off the table, landing with my feet on the ground. I nearly collapsed from the weakness in my knees, but Kevin held my shoulders until I was steady.

"I grabbed your things," he said, pointing to the clothes I'd worn to Delilah's, which were now set on a chair. "I'll help you get dressed, except for the thong; I want to see you put that on yourself."

Intrigued by the challenge, I smiled at Kevin. I looked at the garment, then backed up toward the chair and reached until I found it. I dropped it on the floor, then poked my legs through it, reached down to the floor and pulled it up.

"Not bad," said Kevin. "I bet you can get your shoes on too."

Sure enough, it was fairly easy for me to drop my shoes to the floor, position them using my feet, then slip them on.

"Excellent," Kevin said. He grabbed my wrists and untied them. When he was done I marveled at the marks left on my skin. They were deep and red, and it was almost as if I could still feel the ropes. "Put on the rest," Kevin ordered. "Then we can go."

I did as he asked, putting on the bikini top, the see-through dress and even the earrings. "Hands behind your back again," Kevin said when I was done.

Confused, but excited to be bound again, I complied, and he re-tied my wrists. "Just about ready," he said. "You're going to enjoy this next bit."

He detached the leash from the collar around my neck, but then re-attached it, this time to the metal ring on the back of the collar. He then held open the back of my dress and let the leash fall through. His next move was to reach down through my dress from the front; he paused to massage my pussy, sending waves of pleasure through it, then found the leash and pulled it up through my crotch and out the front of my dress. With one hand he held onto it, and with another he unbuckled the ball gag I'd been wearing.

He took it out of my mouth and set it aside. It felt good to have the gag out after such a long time, but I didn't have long to enjoy it. Kevin pulled the leash up tightly into my crotch, then held up the end of the leash and set, "Bite."

I bit down on the leash and felt how tightly it was wound up and down my body. It split my sore crotch like a saw cutting through me, and I wanted badly to open my mouth and let the leash go. Instead, I obeyed. "Keep it tight," said Kevin, "but expect it to pull on your mouth as you walk. We're going back to our room."


Like this?
 I thought. This is worse than when we came here!
 At least then I wasn't tied up. If I'm seen like this
... I stopped, mid-thought. It wouldn't really be much different, would it? It would be adding slightly more embarrassment to an already monumental ignominy.

"Ready, Vikki?" Kevin asked.

"Yeshh," I replied, though I was sad to say goodbye to Club Odalisque. I wondered how I could get back in, if they would admit me. Members only
, Kevin had said. How did one become a member of such a place? Was it invite only? If so, could Kevin arrange for that?

We walked through another corridor, the leash shifting between my folds, raising my arousal and pain. We emerged from an unmarked door next to the entrance to Delilah's. There was no handle or knob on the exterior. It looked like a door for an ordinary emergency exit. No wonder nobody knew the club was there.


We crossed the street to the motel quickly, the increased speed adding to the burning in my crotch. "Almost there," Kevin said. We climbed the stairs to the second floor, which was difficult in the heels I wore while also keeping the leash in my mouth, but I managed. And then we were at Room 205.

Seeing my purse and real clothes there in the room, it was almost possible to imagine my time at the clubs was just a dream, but the soreness in my body testified to how very real it had been.

"So, Professor Lovelace, did you have a good time tonight? You can let go of the leash."

"Yes," I said, biting back a tear. "That was... that was..." I was speechless.

"I know," said Kevin. "Now, since you had so much fun, what do you say about my paper?"

I smiled. "You still have to talk to Jensen. You never gave me a chance to mention that the grading is up to him. But I can put in a good word, convince him to let you rewrite it."

"I think you should help me rewrite it. I can give you something in exchange, perhaps," he said suggestively, fondling my breasts.

"Tell you what. If you tie me to that bed and fuck my brains out some more, I'll help you rewrite your paper," I offered.

"Yeah. All right," said Kevin, grinning. "I like the sound of that. You have a deal, Professor Lovelace."

"Kevin?" I said.

"Yeah?"

"Call me Vikki."

---


For Further Reading: "Kinky Katrina's Double Date"
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If you enjoyed this story, check out "Kinky Katrina's Double Date"
 by Sasha Rich.

Katrina Rose has a problem: the touch of a single man has never been enough to satisfy her. She needs two lovers to truly feel the relief she craves. She arranges to meet with her two boyfriends - the handsome and charming Trent, and the brawny and lustful Justin - and gives them an ultimatum: share her for the night, or go their separate ways. They promise to give Katrina what she needs, but ask for something in return: complete submission to their will for the entire night. Shocked to discover how much she enjoys being dominated and tormented, Katrina will learn that bondage, humiliation and subservience scratch an itch she never knew she had.


For Further Reading: "The Kinky Inventor"
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If you enjoyed this story and think you might like something more exotic check out Sasha Rich's "The Kinky Inventor"
 series!

Sweet and diligent on the outside, filthy and submissive on the inside, college student Rebecca has a secret job: product tester for the kinky inventions of Harry, the handsome, sophisticated designer. Whenever he invents something new, she's the first person he calls.

These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.


For updates on all new Sasha Rich stories, like her on Facebook!



About the Author

Sasha Rich is a writer from upstate New York who just began taking a hobby and an imagination and making something for others to enjoy. Sasha likes rich men, submissive young women and a variety of BDSM practices. Most importantly, Sasha has a lot of fun ideas and hopes to share many more of them in the near future.

For fun, Sasha enjoys cooking, good movies and stepping inside a warm apartment after a chilly walk in the snow.
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