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“Listen up: For the rest of the night, they’re not professors. We’re not students. They’re my pets, and you’re my pet in training. Do you understand?”






I nodded quickly as a chill ran through my body.
 His pet.
 I couldn’t explain why those two words filled me with such desire. It wasn’t just because Kevin was hot as hell, with his built physique and his chiseled face; the concept of being trained by him made me uncontrollably aroused, and I wasn’t even fully sure what that meant. However, I still didn’t understand what dressing like an exotic dancer had to do with anything.






“I do, but why all this?” I asked, indicating the professors’ attire.






“Think of it as a test,” said Kevin. He walked over to the women and grabbed each by the forearm. He pulled them to their feet and twisted, forcing them to turn around. “You need to prove to us that this is what you really want. Demonstrating that you will do as asked is nice, but it’s not enough.”






Arms spread wide, he pressed his fingers to their backbones, prompting them to bend down at the waist; the position caused their bottoms to stick out of their skirts, thongs visible between their legs.






“People degrade themselves in public for all kinds of reasons: money, fame, pity… None of that belongs here. We need to see that you’re not just willing to obey, but that you enjoy it. That you
 crave it
. That it fulfills a need that can’t be satisfied any other way.”






Kevin placed his hands on the professors’ heads and clasped their hair in his fists. He lifted both of them, causing them to whimper. “Tell me, pets, what you would like for a warm up.”






“A spanking, sir,” said Lovelace.






“A flogging, sir,” Henstridge added.






“See?” Kevin said to me. “Now, what would you like?”
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Submissive Professors, Collared and Craving It





The first time I noticed the strange necklace worn by my professor, I didn’t think too much about it. Later that night, while drinking a glass of wine in my room and trying to ignore my sorority sisters’ arguments, I worked on my paper for her class and pictured the necklace in my mind: just a plain piece of metal, really. Like the kind of hoops a magician waves around, joining and separating them faster than the eye can see. I started watching for it in every class, though it mostly stayed hidden under the collar of her shirt. I hadn’t noticed it when I was a freshman, but now it was always there. Every lecture I attended, every recent photograph I saw. I never would have learned what it was if I hadn’t seen another professor wearing one just like it.






As an English student focusing on early British literature, Professor Lovelace was one of my favorite teachers. I assumed the necklace was some kind of antique, something that might be worn by characters in stories of that time period. I didn’t know for sure.






My idle curiosity remained nothing more than that until one afternoon when I went to visit Professor Lovelace’s office hours, hoping to receive some guidance on my term paper. Located in the basement of Weir Hall, the English office was always shrouded in darkness, punctuated by puddles of light from the weak florescent tubes overhead.






When I arrived at the office, I thought I was the only one there. I knocked on the door softly.






“I’ll be with you shortly,” came a muffled voice from inside. Something about it seemed strange: though it sounded calm, I could swear I heard notes of distress and surprise. A hushed sound of laughter came from behind the thin office walls, followed by some kind of clicking noise. If it hadn’t been so quiet, none of it would have reached me, and when the door to Lovelace’s office burst open, the crash echoed through the hall.






What I saw then set off a series of discoveries that I never could have anticipated.






A woman left Lovelace’s office, smiling at me quickly and then going. I would have thought nothing of it had she not been wearing a necklace identical to Lovelace’s. I almost didn’t see it, but caught a glimpse as she went by.






“Professor Henstridge!” said Lovelace, following the woman out the door. “Your phone.”






Henstridge, who appeared to be maybe a couple years younger than Lovelace, turned around, took the phone with a nod and continued on her way.






“Cassandra,” said Lovelace. “Come inside.”






For a moment my brain refused to cooperate. I couldn’t think of anything but the strange necklaces. What were they? Why did both have one? Maybe if they were fashionable it could be ascribed to similar taste, but they were too plain for that. Also, who was Professor Henstridge? She wasn’t in the English department, or I’d have heard of her.






“Cassandra?”






“Sorry,” I said, stepping into her office. My confusion didn’t end there, however: something had clearly been going on between the two women before I arrived. A sheen of sweat shone along Lovelace’s hairline, odd red lines decorated her wrists and the odor in the room was unmistakable. I was a college senior in a sorority: I knew the smell of sex.






And yet, when Lovelace said she’d be with me shortly, she hadn’t lied: less than a minute went by before the door opened and Henstridge left. It was far too little time for anyone to get dressed in a blouse, skirt and heels without making lots of noise, and I would have heard. So what were they doing?






I’d interrupted something secretive, something scandalous. I was sure of it. The professor was flustered, even now. Did she know I could see her nipples poking through the sheer, white fabric of her blouse? Was there a bra stuffed into one her desk drawers right now? She wasn’t wearing one. Not that I’d paid her breasts a great deal of attention, but I had noticed that Lovelace’s were very nice for a professor. Despite having tenure and the position as a department head, she wasn’t even forty, and she kept herself in great shape.






In fact, Professor Lovelace had a youthful energy about her that made her seem younger still. She hadn’t always been like this though: the change had been so gradual, I never even comprehended it until now. Like a tree, you couldn’t watch it grow by staring; you had to photograph it every year to see it change. Lovelace was the same: she used to be dour and prickly. Now, she was still dour and prickly, but it felt more like a persona she purposefully projected, rather than the one that came naturally. I found it made her more endearing, actually; people don’t like the curmudgeon, but they love the actor playing one.






“I was hoping you’d had a chance to look over the notes for my paper,” I said, opting to show some mercy and change the subject, though I didn’t want to.






“Oh,” she said. “I have.” She opened the drawer of her desk and pulled out a green folder. “There were a few notes, nothing to worry about. You have some great ideas. I thought your critique of Austen was very nuanced.”






“Thank you,” I said, blushing. “I look forward to reading your notes.”






“And I look forward to reading your paper. Is there anything else?”






For a moment I considered asking about her necklace; I had to know more about it. Yet, I couldn’t summon the courage. “No, I think that’s it.”






“Good.” She stood up to open the door and walk me out. I got the distinct impression that I was being hurried along. “I’ll see you in class tomorrow then. I think I have another student waiting.”






“Sure thing.” I slipped the folder in my black backpack and followed her. Sure enough, another student stood in the hall, leaning back against the wall. I recognized him immediately: Kevin Cross, star of the university’s basketball team. I’d seen him plenty of times: at games, at the gym, at the parties thrown by my sorority. In fact, the team always attended our parties, building on their reputation for making moves on and off the court. Handsome, athletic and cocky as hell, Kevin would be a millionaire if he could bottle his confidence and charisma; of course, his family was already quite wealthy, so this was not a serious concern.






“Hey Cassandra,” he said. “What’s happening?”






“Oh, you know. Papers. What about you? I didn’t know you were in English.”






A smirk tightened his lips and his eyebrows dropped in amusement. “I’m just in it for a little fun before graduation.”






Either Kevin was messing with me, or he was a rare breed. Only a true literature devotee would take one of Lovelace’s classes for fun.






“Okay…”






“Kevin,” Lovelace called from inside her office. “I’m ready to see you now.”






“Gotta go,” he said. “Catch you later.”






“Yeah,” I replied. Confused, I walked down the dark corridor to the stairwell and left the library. Outside the building I noticed Professor Henstridge was still there, sitting on a bench and sipping a coffee. She didn’t see me at first, so I stared at her, trying to see that strange necklace. As soon as she turned toward me I shifted my gaze, though I knew I’d been caught. Embarrassed, I kept moving, but as soon as I turned the corner of the building, I doubled back to see if Henstridge was still watching. She wasn’t; instead, she was heading back inside.






I didn’t want to take a chance on being seen snooping, so I didn’t follow her. I needed to know more, and I had a few ideas on how to start.






When I got home I ran a search on my university’s website. I immediately found Penelope Henstridge, a professor of behavioral psychology. So, how did she know Lovelace? I checked out Lovelace’s Facebook profile and found the two were not listed as friends, which didn’t seem right; they obviously knew each other well enough for a basic social media connection. Feeling like a stalker but unable to stop myself, I skimmed through their photos, looking for the collars they wore.






That’s what they were, by the way: collars. I did a little research and found out about them. Wearing one all the time indicated that the wearer was “owned” by another person. I had trouble believing that anyone as independent and driven as Lovelace would want to be owned, but what other conclusion was there? She was always wearing it. And what about Henstridge wearing one too? Did they “own” each other? Were they closeted lesbians? Why would they keep that a secret? As far as I could tell, neither was married. My school and the surrounding community had a thriving LGBT scene, so unless they had very personal reasons for keeping it private, there had to be something very unusual going on between them.






As I did more and more research, I learned what else the collar often signified: sexual subservience to a master. I began to doubt that Lovelace and Henstridge were owned by one another; I got the sense that there was a third party who they jointly served. Could it be… Kevin? It would explain his presence at the office, despite not being an English student, and a relationship between a student and two professors would be something worth hiding.






I knew that I shouldn’t have been so fixated on their situation. Being nosy or invading their privacy was wrong, so I decided to drop the matter after learning about the collars. However, I ended up discovering exactly what was going on anyway. What happened to me next wasn’t fully my fault. All I did was agree to an interesting offer, and then agree to another, and another. Before I knew it, I was immersed in something utterly unimaginable, something life-changing. What I learned in the course of one night awoke a part of my identity I never knew existed, and it was all because of Kevin.





—





I walked slowly on the milky white carpet, following a trial of rose petals. I’m almost there, I can tell. Dozens of candles lined the walls, casting light and shadow in a million different directions. The scent of the roses and vanilla hung in the air.






The trail led to a massive bed. Petals formed a great ring on the bed, and I took it to mean that this is where I should be. Obeying the primal urge I felt, I climbed into the ring and got on my knees. I put my hands behind my back, crossing my arms. I looked out the door where I came in, then down at my naked breasts. I was fully nude, though the warmth of the candles saved me from the cold.






I waited for years, it seemed, staring into that dark portal. At last I could see a silhouette. Slowly it took form and then I knew it was him.






Kevin.






Nude as well, he walked toward me bearing something in his hand. I bit my lip in anticipation as he neared. When he was close, I saw in his hand a metal collar. Just like those worn by Lovelace and Henstridge.






I gasped as Kevin slipped the device around my neck, its cool metal chilling my skin. An ache inside my core started to gnaw away at me as the collar was fastened. As soon as it was sealed I felt a glow emanating from me brighter than all the candles in the room. I couldn’t explain it. All I knew was that I wanted to reach out and take Kevin’s engorged member in my trembling hands.






“No,” he said. He reached behind my back and I felt something wrap around my wrists, binding my arms behind me. Was it rope? I couldn’t tell — it just felt tight. “Open your mouth.”






I did as he asked, opening wide, allowing him to slide his massive rod between my soft lips. I moaned as I tasted the salt of his skin and felt the heat against my tongue and throat. With my hands bound, I could only use my mouth to pleasure him, but that didn’t matter. All I wanted was to serve my master…





—





I woke up to find my bed sheets soaked below my thighs.
 Good lord
, I thought. It was the most visceral dream of my life. I knew I’d never look at Kevin the same way again.






I tried not to think too much about the dream during the day, but the memories kept returning. Every time they did, I felt the call in my core, the blush of my cheeks. I wanted to see Kevin, to see if he caused the same response in real life as he did in the dream.






My wish was granted in Lovelace’s class the following day. Kevin was there too, though he wasn’t registered for the course: I’d never seen him there before, and with less than 50 people regularly attending the class, I would have noticed. Plus, this was a high-level literature course, not intended for somebody merely checking off their humanities requirement. So what was he doing here?






He approached me as soon as the session ended. “Hey, Cassandra. What’s up?”






“Not much. Are… are you in this class?” I asked. My palms felt sweaty; I was nervous.






“No, I’m here to see you, actually.”






“Me?” Cotton mouth. Dry throat.






“Yeah. I asked Vikki yesterday; she said you’d be here.”






“Who’s Vikki?” I asked.






“You know,” he said, gesturing toward Lovelace.






I laughed.
 Professor Victoria Lovelace. He calls her Vikki?
 “She told you that?” I asked, realizing how unusual it was for such information to be handed out.
 And to think, I had been the one concerned about her privacy!
 “Why would she do that?” I wanted Kevin, but this seemed creepy.






“Oh, she and I are actually quite close. She told me you’d be here, though I had to promise her I wouldn’t bother you again if you were upset I showed up like this.”






I had to admit, I felt reassured by his tone; it seemed genuine. Also, I trusted Professor Lovelace. If she trusted Kevin, I could forgive it. “It’s all right, I guess, but why did you want to see me?”






“Come with me,” he said. “I’ll get us some coffee and explain.”






In the dining hall I sipped my coffee and waited for him to sit down.






“So Vikki told me you were looking at her a bit strangely during office hours yesterday,” he said.






“I did?” Had I been? I had been so caught up in the situation, I didn’t know.






“Specifically, you were looking at her collar. You know what that is, don’t you?”






I nodded. “I do. It means they’re owned.”






“Exactly,” he said. “Do you have any experience with such practices?”






“No. I did a little research, that’s all.”






Kevin nodded knowingly. “Well, that puts you ahead of most people, believe it or not. But if you’d like to learn more, me and Vikki and Penny could teach you everything you wish to know.”






I couldn’t believe what he’d just said. Without any hesitation, he’d confirmed my suspicions about him and the professors. Was he not worried even a little bit that I might not keep their secret? “Why are you telling me this?”






He smiled briefly but then donned a serious expression. The change was like night and day: his boyish good looks seemed to harden into a smoldering intensity. “You mean risk the careers of two women I care about deeply? Jeopardize my own academic accomplishments? Maybe, Cassandra, it’s because I see the same latent desire in you that I recognized in them.”






It was undeniable: Kevin was absolutely right. A day ago I would have had my doubts; Kevin barely knew me. He was leaping to conclusions based on one chance encounter. Although… Professor Henstridge did specialize in behavioral psychology. Could she have confirmed his suspicions? Perhaps.






Regardless, my erotic dream made it vividly clear that I wanted to experience submission. Even now, just talking to Kevin, I could feel my nipples hardening and fluids dampening my panties. He had me convinced.






“All right,” I said at last. “Say I want to learn. What would we do?”






“I’d take you to where Vikki and Penny learned about their own desires. A safe place that doesn’t let in just anybody. Fortunately, they know me pretty well.”






“What place? And would V- err, Professors Lovelace and Henstridge join us?”






“Club Odalisque, and of course. They love seeing a first-timer’s introduction.”






“I’ve never heard of this club.”






“You wouldn’t have. It’s a well-kept secret. I wouldn’t be telling you if Vikki hadn’t vouched for your character.”






“Oh.” This was getting more and more exciting. An underground sex club? I knew these sorts of things existed, like speakeasies during Prohibition, but had never imagined myself going to one. But why not? It sounded fun. Like an adventure. Not to mention, I was having a bit of a dry spell — no boyfriend in months. I spent so much time studying and preparing for exams, I rarely got out to have a good time. I didn’t even go to all of my sorority’s parties. I’d been itching for some fun; hence the dream I had last night. I’d learned enough about psychology to know that some dreams are incomprehensible gibberish, some are perplexing riddles and some just smack you in the face:
 Cassandra, you need to get laid, and you want to try some kinky shit, all right?






Yes, ma’am.






“If Professor Lovelace is going, then I’m in.”






“Great.” Kevin stood up. “Meet me here at eight,” he said, handing me a piece of paper with an address written on it: Motel D, Rt. 79, room 205.






“Wait, I’m not going with you?”






He put a hand on my shoulder and grinned. “Cassandra, you have a lot to learn.”





—





Deciding exactly how to dress for a night out was challenging for me under normal circumstances; not knowing the sort of ensemble expected at an underground sex club, I went through my wardrobe five times trying to pick out something suitable for nearly any occasion. My strategy was simple: just look hot.






On one hand, I wanted Kevin to be impressed by my appearance. On the other, I didn’t want to attract too much attention. So, it had to be hot, but preferably also subtle. A black pair of capri leggings. Up close, they’d accentuate my figure; from a distance, I’d blend into the dark club. I assumed it was dark. If not… well at least I’d still look hot.






For a top, I selected a tight, white tank top. It would show some midriff and flatter my breasts. I found matching heels and a purse with some effort and ran out to the car, determined not to be late.






Driving to the motel, I felt a knot in my stomach as I realized the route was taking me further away from downtown and closer to the seedier outskirts of the city. When I arrived, I found Motel D to be among the sketchiest places I’d ever seen. It looked like where you might go to buy stolen goods out of the back of a truck, or to bring a prostitute. The shopping center across the street was home to two strip clubs, as if one wasn’t enough. This was in addition to the liquor store, laundromat and head shop. Everything you might need for a wild night.






It’s cool
, I thought unconvincingly.
 Just slumming it.






Scanning the scene in the low dusk light, I checked out the motel. I found my way up to the second floor, found the room and knocked on the door.






“Come in,” came a muffled female voice.






I took a deep breath, then opened the door to see two women dressed in skimpy miniskirts and bikini tops.






“I’m sorry, wrong room,” I said, turning away.






“Cassandra,” said one of the women.






Recognizing the voice, I looked back inside: it was Lovelace and Henstridge. My eyes widened and my jaw dropped in shock.
 They look just like strippers!
 was my first thought. The second:
 They look gorgeous!






“Close the door,” said Lovelace.






I did as she asked. “Holy shit,” I muttered.






“Surprised?” She flashed a wicked smile.






“You could say that. What the hell?”






“We’re in disguise,” explained Henstridge. “Nobody recognizes us when we look like this.”






“They’re not looking at our faces,” added Lovelace.






That’s for sure.
 If their outfits were any more revealing, they wouldn’t be able to wear them in public. Sitting there on the bed, I could see right up their skirts; and the breasts of both women were on the verge of spilling out of their too-small tops.






“Is this how people dress in Club Odalisque?” I asked.






Lovelace smirked. “Slaves don’t wear clothes. These are for Delilah’s.”






The strip club? “We’re going there?”






“You’ll see,” said Henstridge.






I jumped when I heard the knock on the door behind me; my heart was racing faster than a triple crown contender at the Belmont Stakes. I stepped away from the door as it opened and Kevin entered the room. He was dressed surprisingly formally: khakis and a white, button-down shirt. She was used to seeing him in either polo shirts, gym clothes or his team uniform.






“Cassandra, good to see you. You’ve met my pets, I take it.”






“Your pets?”






“Vikki and Penny. Listen up: For the rest of the night, they’re not professors. We’re not students. They’re my pets, and you’re my pet in training. Do you understand?”






I nodded quickly as a chill ran through my body.
 His pet.
 I couldn’t explain why those two words filled me with such desire. It wasn’t just because Kevin was hot as hell, with his built physique and his chiseled face; the concept of being trained by him made me uncontrollably aroused, and I wasn’t even fully sure what that meant. However, I still didn’t understand what dressing like an exotic dancer had to do with anything.






“I do, but why all this?” I asked, indicating the professors’ attire.






“Think of it as a test,” said Kevin. He walked over to the women and grabbed each by the forearm. He pulled them to their feet and twisted, forcing them to turn around. “You need to prove to us that this is what you really want. Demonstrating that you will do as asked is nice, but it’s not enough.”






Arms spread wide, he pressed his fingers to their backbones, prompting them to bend down at the waist; the position caused their bottoms to stick out of their skirts, thongs visible between their legs.






“People degrade themselves in public for all kinds of reasons: money, fame, pity… None of that belongs here. We need to see that you’re not just willing to obey, but that you enjoy it. That you
 crave
 it. That it fulfills a need that can’t be satisfied any other way.”






Kevin placed his hands on the professors’ heads and clasped their hair in his fists. He lifted both of them, causing them to whimper. “Tell me, pets, what you would like for a warm up.”






“A spanking, sir,” said Lovelace.






“A flogging, sir,” Henstridge added.






“See?” Kevin said to me. “Now, what would you like?”






I didn’t even have to think about it. “A spanking too.” I’d always wanted to be spanked, but the first time I asked a boyfriend to do it, he freaked out. The incident made me too afraid to ask anyone else.






“Are you sure? We’re not talking playful slaps here. When I’m done, your ass is going to be bright red. Sitting down will not feel good. Why don’t you watch Vikki and Penny here first.”






“Fine,” I said.






He nodded, then let go of the women. He reached into their skirts and thongs and yanked all of them down. Both women sighed as they felt themselves being exposed. A part of me still couldn’t believe this was happening: here I was with my favorite English professor and a near total stranger in a crummy motel. They were both naked and both about to be painfully punished and humiliated. Yet, they trembled in eager anticipation. It seemed so totally perverse, but I couldn’t deny feeling as excited as they looked.






Kevin sat down on the bed and bid Lovelace to get down and rest on his knees. Without being asked, she put her hands behind her back so Kevin cold hold them in his free hand. Her ass pointed at the ceiling and her eyes facing the floor, he began tapping her surprisingly firm cheeks. He started the spanking so gently that it barely made any sound. Once he was warmed up, he took off his shirt, revealing his muscular torso.






“Vikki, tell Cassie here what you’re supposed to do during a spanking.”






Cassie? Nobody’s called me that in years.
 Normally I’d didn’t like it when people used a diminutive form of my name, but if “Vikki” and “Penny” didn’t object…






“I am supposed to count each time I am spanked, and thank the master for each one,” said Lovelace. I would have laughed at how ridiculous it sounded had she not explained the requirement in such a grateful, admiring tone. Inside her transparent platform heels I could see her toes curl.






“That’s right. Let’s show her.” In one quick motion, Kevin’s flattened hand grazed off Lovelace’s backside with a loud smack.






She gasped, then sighed. “One. Thank you, sir.”






Considering the effect it had, Kevin may as well have spanked me. I started at the sound of flesh on flesh, but then felt my heart pound as I saw the satisfaction on Lovelace’s face. Kevin continued to spank her, and she kept counting. By the time he finished, my professor’s bottom looked raw, a shade of pink that ended abruptly at the top of her thighs.






“Twenty,” she said. “Thank you, sir.”






“You’re welcome.” Kevin helped Lovelace get up, and without being asked she knelt on the floor.






“Penny, you’re up next. Get me the flogger, would you?”






“Yes, sir.” Professor Henstridge lowered herself to the floor, then crawled on all fours from the bed to the desk. I couldn’t believe she didn’t just walk there. I wondered, was crawling one of his rules, or did she just enjoy it? It did show off her total submission; Kevin even patted her on the head as she passed by.






The only time Henstridge used her hands was when she opened the drawer of the desk. She rose to her knees and reached into the drawer with her mouth open; when her head came back up, clenched between her teeth was the hilt of a short, black, suede flogger. She carried it this way until she returned to her original position on the bed, then let it fall from her mouth into Kevin’s waiting hand.






“Thank you, Penny,” he said. “Stand up and take off your top.”






As Henstridge complied, Kevin produced a shiny set of handcuffs from his pocket. They looked just like the kind police use on television, not the naughty kind covered in cheap fuzz.






“Put your hands behind your back,” he ordered. When she did as told, Kevin placed the cuffs around her wrists and snapped them shut.






Wanting to get a sense of how Henstridge felt, I put my hands behind my back and held them there. I liked how my chest seemed to point forward, and maintaining such a position placed a slight strain on my muscles. How it must feel to be locked into such a stance, unable to break free…






Beneath my leggings, wetness crept down my inner thighs through my well-soaked panties. The professors’ secret desires were starting to make perfect sense to me; I wanted to experience the cold restraint of steel too.






Her chest bared and her arms safely out of the way, Kevin began to flog her breasts. He didn’t ask the professor to count the strokes, as they were too rapid. Since the flogger was so short and light, he swung it around in quick, tight circles that made contact with every revolution.






Henstridge called out in one sustained cry, panting as her chest grew pink. Kevin initially worked each breast individually, switching between them after a series of slaps, but then altered his motion. Producing figure eights instead of circles, he was able to flog both breasts, causing her to quiver and squeeze her eyes shut. Kevin occasionally broke from the pattern to drop the flogger down to her bare stomach, surprising her. She moaned from the cocktail of agony and ecstasy as Kevin stepped from side to side, getting better angles to whip her breasts from the sides.






When Henstridge seemed on the verge of either crying for mercy or having an orgasm — I honestly couldn’t tell — Kevin abruptly stopped the flogging.






“Sir?” she said, breathing deeply.






“I think that’s enough for now,” said Kevin.






“Please, sir,” she pleaded.






“Hmm. Cassie, what do you think?”






Me?
 I wasn’t even sure what she wanted. “I… I don’t know. Why not?”






Kevin laughed. “That’s an interesting question. The main reason why not is because that was my decision, and that’s reason enough. The logic behind my decision, however, is that I want my pets warmed up for the night ahead — they will be rewarded later.”






“I see. Sir.” I didn’t think to address him with a ’sir’ the way the professors did; it just came naturally. Already I was starting to fall into the habits of a submissive.






“Good. Now, it’s your turn. Did you still want that spanking?” As he spoke, Henstridge took the hint and knelt down beside Lovelace, her hands still bound by the cuffs.






A ’yes’ nearly escaped my lips, but I stopped myself. “I will accept whatever you deem appropriate, sir.”






“Cassie, that is an excellent answer. So far you seem to be a very quick learner. Don’t you agree, pets?”






“Yes, sir,” Lovelace and Henstridge said in unison.






“Tell you what, Cassie. We’ll start with a little spanking and see how you like it. Now come over here.”






I obeyed his command, and when I got close he pulled me onto his lap, ass up like Lovelace had been. He dug his hands into my pants and beneath my panties. He felt around, pinching the drenched fabric of my underwear between his fingers. “You’re already good to go, aren’t you?” he said.






“Yes, sir,” I answered honestly. Denying the incontrovertible evidence provided by my body didn’t seem like something a proper pet would do.






“Tell me then, why should I still give you a spanking?”






Resting over his knee, his hand feeling into my dripping pussy, I tried to concentrate and give a good answer. “Because you said you would.”






“That’s right, I did. A good master delivers on his promises.” In one motion, Kevin pulled my leggings and panties down to my thighs. My face flushed with the embarrassment of being exposed in front of everybody. I wasn’t ashamed of my body, but I had always been a bit of a “good girl,” as far as stereotypes go. While I liked to party, I’d never gotten so drunk that I’d stripped in front of people I barely knew. Yet, here I was, perfectly sober.






Or was I? What if I was intoxicated on the thrill? It might not show up on a blood test, but I felt it as clearly as any drug. My peers often laughed off the idea of getting a “natural” high, but now I understood: not only could it be real, it could be far more potent than anything you could get arrested for.






My bare skin tingled in the cool air of the motel room. All of my senses seemed to be heightened. The rattle of the air conditioner; the slightly flickering lamp light; the scent of sweat and bleached sheets — all of them were imprinting in my memory. However, none of that stood out quite as much as the impact of that first slap against my backside.






I yelped and jostled, but Kevin held his other hand firmly against my back to keep me still.
 That was light?
 I thought in disbelief. My skin burned where his hand landed, and the stinging sensation arced out throughout my body as he peppered the same spot with three more smacks.






“How do you like that so far?” asked Kevin while the professors watched.






How could I answer that? The pain was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, but as it faded, it left behind a surprisingly pleasurable throb. I also felt a surprising sense of accomplishment. As if I’d told myself,
 There. That wasn’t so bad, was it?






“It’s good, sir,” I replied.






“Would you like me to continue?”






“I would, sir.”






Kevin squeezed my punished cheek, then began spanking the other. This time the slaps were significantly harder, and I began to tear.






“You’re not counting,” said Kevin.






“I’m sorry, sir,” I said, saliva bubbling from my lips. “One. Thank you, sir. Two. Thank you, sir.”






When I counted off all ten, Kevin lifted me from his lap and stood me up. “Stay,” he said. He took a small key out of his pocket and stepped over to Henstridge. He removed her cuffs quickly, then brought the metal restraints back to me.






I placed my hands behind my back just as I had done earlier, and Kevin complimented my obedience as he fastened the cuffs.






“Thank you, sir,” I said as he lowered me to my knees. Now I could fully grasp the sensation of being in bondage: with my hands secured behind my back, I couldn’t use them in any meaningful way. Effectively rendered helpless, I became Kevin’s plaything. He could now do with me, or to me, whatever he wanted. To my surprise, I felt fully at peace with this. Surrendering control and renouncing responsibility comforted me.






Just as I told myself I trusted Kevin’s will and judgment, he put the notion to the test by unbuttoning and unzipping his khakis. He let his pants fall to his knees and lowered his boxers, revealing his cock. Massive and fully erect, I gulped as I imagined it going into me. It didn’t matter where, either; any orifice of mine would be stretched by such a tremendous rod.






“Open,” he said, looking at my cherry red lips.






A jolt of fear ran through me. Although I’d never been opposed to performing oral, the opportunity had rarely come up in my life. Only a couple of the sweet boys I’d dated ever worked up the courage to ask me for such a favor. Sadly, I had never developed any real technique.






No time like the present
, I thought.






Shelving my concerns, I opened my mouth as wide as I could. Kevin stepped in so the tip of his staff rested against my tongue. Acting on instinct, I sealed my lips around it, running my tongue over it every way I could. Kevin groaned in response, and I knew I was on the right track. Gradually I worked more and more of his length inside, sucking as hard as I could. As his cock penetrated my throat, I felt as though I would gag, and Kevin could feel it too, so he backed out.






“Remember to breathe,” he said.






I nodded, then opened my mouth to try again. He jammed his way inside forcefully this time, which I found powerfully erotic. I took it all in, and when I felt that pressure on my throat, I kept on inhaling and didn’t lose focus. This time he successfully buried his cock in my mouth, and I felt his short hairs tickle my lips. My juices were actively dripping from my pussy now as I worked Kevin closer and closer to climaxing. As he neared his peak he grabbed hold of my smooth, silky hair and held my face against his body. Unable to control myself, I started to squirm in his grip, but only for a moment, as Kevin withdrew from me just as his seed erupted. I kept my mouth open and tongue out to accept his load, which spurted out everywhere. When he was done, I tasted him but also felt the hot, sticky mess all around my face.






“Vikki, come here and lick Cassie clean. Penny, you do the same for me.”






I struggled to catch my breath, my pussy yearning for contact. Penny’s earlier plight became mine, and I’m sure Vikki felt it too: we were all thoroughly worked up and equally frustrated.






However, Lovelace winked at me before she started clearing the juices from my face. Penny moaned as she took Kevin in her mouth, eager to give him a second release, but he gently pushed her off after a moment. Henstridge pouted and whined.






“Don’t give me that,” said Kevin. “You know we have to go.”






“To the club, sir?” I asked.






“That’s right. I told them I was bringing a new playmate tonight, so they’re very excited to meet you.”






My mind raced. How many people would I be meeting? And what does ’meeting’ entail, exactly? I could only imagine.





—





“Strip,” Kevin said as he removed my handcuffs. I felt the indents in my skin where the metal had pressed against my wrists, then did as asked. I pulled my top off over my head, and followed it with my bra. Kevin took a moment to fondle my breasts before giving my ass a quick slap and bidding me to finish undressing.






When I was fully nude, Kevin had to pull my hands away from my crotch and breasts. I hadn’t gotten to the point where my mind didn’t scream at me to cover myself. Kevin opened the closet door and tossed a few garments onto the bed. “Put those on,” he ordered.






I shouldn’t have been surprised that he’d picked me out clothes to match the outfits of Lovelace and Henstridge. A bright pink thong bikini bottom; a transparent plastic miniskirt; a skimpy, yellow micro bikini top; an oversized pair of glasses with fake lenses; and a neon blue wig were to be my attire. The outfit was scandalously revealing. I would have objected if we had been traveling any further than across the street, where I imagined it wasn’t unusual to spot barely dressed women traipsing from the club to the motel with a man in tow. I was mortified by the idea of being mistaken for a dancer or a prostitute; if not for the wig and glasses to disguise me, I can’t say for certain I wouldn’t have backed out. Strip clubs tended to attract horny, young college students; the last thing I wanted was to run into a classmate or one of the hundred different frat brothers who’d attended my sorority’s parties.






In perspective, of course, my concerns didn’t compare to the professors’. The wrong attention at a strip club might be humiliating for me, but it would ruin Lovelace or Henstridge. Their careers would be over, and not just at our university. They were counting on their bodies to draw the eyes away from their faces. So far it had worked, but did they really expect their secret to stay safe forever?






Maybe that’s what makes this so exhilarating
, I realized. The threat of discovery added to the thrill. I couldn’t argue.






I dressed quickly, biting back my complaints about the outfit. I disliked wearing thongs, which I found uncomfortable and demeaning — although now the latter aspect bothered me less than before. The see-through skirt seemed pointless to me, and the top was so tight and tiny I thought my nips had to be showing.






When I was ready, Kevin opened the door and ushered us out. My cheeks started to burn immediately; every window seemed to be a pair of eyes staring me down.
 How did I go from an ordinary college student to… whatever I am now… so quickly?
 I wondered. As we headed toward the strip club, I came to the conclusion that the answer was simple: I was never ordinary. I had always been one wonderful discovery away from learning of my true nature. Kevin saw in me something I couldn’t, and brought it out. I was truly in his debt. Luckily for me, I was eager to pay it.






At the entrance to Delilah’s, the club’s bouncer shook his head and smiled the way a man does when he can’t believe his eyes. Considering he worked at a strip club, I chose to take the gesture as a compliment.






Dressed in blue jeans and a muscle shirt that clung to his body for dear life, the bouncer stood with arms folded. “I swear to god, Kevin. You have
 got
 to tell me your secret, or one of these days I just won’t let you in,” he said.






Kevin held out his arms and the two men hugged. “I told you, T.J. If I could explain it, I would. Honestly they just keep falling into my lap.”






Lovelace and Henstridge giggled. I didn’t even know Lovelace
 could
 giggle.






“Yeah, I’ll bet,” said T.J. “Now, who’s this new one?”






“Cassie, introduce yourself to my friend.”






I blushed as T.J. stopped gazing at my body and looked into my eyes. “Hi,” I said. “I’m Cassie.” I held out my hand.






T.J. took my hand in his, leaned down and planted a soft kiss on it. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Is this your first time here?”






“It is,” I said, nodding.






T.J. reached back and opened the door. “Get in there. I’m gonna go tell Jack I’m on break, because I have got to see this.”






“See what?” I asked Kevin as we stepped inside the club.






“You,” he replied, shouting into my ear so I would hear him above the crushingly-loud music.






Seeing depictions of strip clubs in movies and television hadn’t prepared me for actually visiting one. However, I didn’t have time to be overwhelmed by all the unfamiliar sights and sounds; Kevin held my arms and moved me forward, straight toward the center prong of the dancers’ stage.






“I thought this was a sex club,” I said.






“We’re heading there next,” Kevin responded. “First, you have to earn their trust. One dance.”






“Yes, sir,” I said. Call it a rite of passage. An initiation. I thought back to my sorority rush. I had been stripped of my clothes and my dignity to get into a club before. Sure, this was slightly different, but the idea was the same. Endure a little hazing, make them like you and you’re in. My friends and I never figured out why I had enjoyed rush so much; now it made sense.






“You two go ahead,” Kevin said to Lovelace and Henstridge.






“Sir, we wanted to watch-” Lovelace started to say.






“Now,” Kevin interrupted.






“Yes, sir,” they replied, dejected but obedient. They trotted off, and I lost sight of them as the house lights dimmed and the music faded.






As the club grew quiet, save for the sounds of male chatter and female laughter, all of the spotlights in the club trained on the edge of the stage closest to me. A throaty, female voice shouted from the speakers, “Hey, listen up!” I looked around the club and spotted a DJ booth illuminated by blue LEDs. The attractive woman sitting inside wore a headset and not much else.






“You fuckers are in the right place at the right time. The smokin’ hot little number about to take the stage is an amateur. Never danced before in her whole life, but I hear she’s looking to give you a show you won’t forget. That all right with you guys?”






The audience roared, cheering for me. If I’d stopped to think about it, I might have been nervous.






“Good! Then keep banging your filthy hands together for Cassie!” The DJ belted out my “name” like I was a boxer ready to rumble, but if she hadn’t, nobody would have heard her.






Kevin gave me a boost onto the stage. With my hands at my hips I scanned the crowd. Most were young men, of course, but I saw a few women who clearly weren’t staff. I remembered what Lovelace said: they weren’t looking at my face.






Strutting across the stage, I gave everyone a chance to check me out from both sides. After I’d visited all three prongs of the stage, I slipped off my skirt and kicked it out into the crowd. The men hooted and grabbed for the ridiculous garment. My next move was to grab one of the poles and swing around it. I’ve heard that experienced dancers can latch onto the pole with just their legs and hang from it upside down. I couldn’t do that, but I was nimble enough to pull myself up, raise one leg into the air and hold it in my hand, then swing around and around. The men ate it up.






“Take it off, baby!” I heard as I lost my momentum on the pole. They liked what they saw, but wanted more. I obliged, shaking my tits before tearing off the top and slinging it into the crowd. Remembering Henstridge’s move from earlier, I got down on all fours and began crawling across the stage. Head up and facing forward, I advanced at a seductively deliberate pace.






When I returned back to the end of the stage where I started, Kevin was there, watching with an approving look on his face and an unmistakable growth in his pants. I turned over, resting on my back, and lifted my legs high into the air. “Would you be so kind?” I said.






Kevin smiled and grabbed the waistband of the thong. As he pulled I lowered my legs so he could remove my panties. “You’re a natural,” he told me. “I’m very impressed.”






“Thank you, sir,” I said as I spun around on my backside and rose to my feet. Now fully nude, I treated the stage like a fashion show catwalk, striding elegantly back and forth until stopping at the stage’s center. I swung around the pole there over and over, feeling my hair whip around my shoulders. I stopped when I began to feel dizzy.






“All right, clap for Cassie you sons of bitches!” screamed the DJ. If she hadn’t broken in, I would have kept going. I couldn’t believe how much fun I was having. Rushing my sorority meant fierce competition, backstabbing and regrettable behavior. Dancing for an appreciative audience felt completely different.






I waved to the crowd before hopping off the stage. When I did, Kevin was there with a fluffy, white robe. He held it open so I could slip my arms into its baggy sleeves.






“Let’s go,” he said, pointing me toward a door at the other end of the room. I headed toward it, careful to watch my step; going barefoot in a strip club wouldn’t have been at the top of my to-do list, but the ground was surprisingly clean. Nevertheless, I didn’t take my eyes off the floor until we arrived at the mysterious, unmarked door. The only sign that there was something interesting behind it was the small, orb-shaped security camera.






Kevin rapped on the door with his knuckles, and after a buzz and a click it opened. If I had any reservations about what was going to happen next, that would have been the time to turn around and leave. However, I stepped through with no hesitation. I’d earned my admittance, and was ready for my reward.





—





After leaving behind my wig and fake glasses, we passed through a corridor that I knew was taking us to a part of the building few people knew existed.






“Welcome to Club Odalisque,” Kevin said as he showed me through the door at the other end of the hall.






If entering Delilah’s was a shock to the system, Odalisque was like a lucid dream. The club’s exclusivity immediately became apparent: the men at the bar and around the stages wore suits and ties, or at least button-down shirts and slacks. The few women in the audience wore elegant dresses, either backless or sheer or totally skin-tight. No jeans or t-shirts in here, though I didn’t know if the dress code was official or if the clientele simply preferred it.






Instead of one large stage for the performers, Odalisque featured several smaller stages. Though the performers were also nude, none were dancing: all of them were restrained in some fashion. A slim brunette was locked into a set of stocks that kept her in place so a handsome young man could flog her behind. A petite Asian woman hung from the ceiling, suspended by the elaborate ropes binding her body. A gorgeous blonde was chained to the stage on all fours, her head at the perfect height to service the men who waited in line for her.






Seeing these and the others, my inner thighs quickly became slick with my juices. I couldn’t believe such a place existed, and that so many women had urges like mine. I felt like some kind of dirty Alice in a depraved Wonderland, or a wanderer who had finally found the promised land.






I scanned the crowd, looking for Vikki and Penny, but didn’t see them. Then it hit me: I was watching the customers, which was all wrong. They were here as performers, and sure enough I spotted them both bound to one of the club’s walls, cuffed to a pair of X-shaped, wooden devices. They nodded when they saw me, and I noticed they each had something in their mouth: a rubber ball connected to a black belt. Lovelace’s ball was red, while Henstridge’s was black.
 Gags
, I realized.






Despite being completely nude and in bondage, the crowd was largely ignoring them. They weren’t the only ones, either: a handful of naked women danced in cages lining the walls of the club. Few customers paid them any heed, and I figured the women were either hired to help set the club’s ambiance, or volunteered to dance because they enjoyed it. Maybe the women on stage take turns with the ones in the cages? I wasn’t sure, though it wouldn’t have surprised me. I certainly wanted to try both, although maybe not tonight.






You just got here and you’re already considering coming back, ’Cassie,’
 I thought to myself. It boded well for what was to come.






Kevin grabbed my wrist and pulled me along; being manhandled bolstered my arousal even further, and I was starting to lose my composure. I felt as though a single touch could set me off, like a match pressed against the striker. He dragged me toward Vikki and Penny. Seeing them up close, I saw the rosy hue of their skin around their chests and crotches. Clearly, they’d already been punished, and by somebody other than Kevin. Yet, the backs of their lips were curled upward in a smile.






“Having fun, pets?” Kevin asked.






The professors nodded.






“Good. Cassie, tell me, have you ever seen a St. Andrew’s cross before?”






“Maybe on TV, sir,” I answered.






“Never in person?”






“No, sir.”






I had been so focused on Lovelace and Henstridge that I only now noticed that next to them was a third, unoccupied cross. “Lose the robe,” said Kevin.






Doing as he asked, I bared myself again, eliciting a few whistles from the audience. I hadn’t realized that we were starting to draw attention, but Kevin had said that they were expecting to meet me. If the regulars all knew Kevin and the professors, then they must have figured I was the new recruit.






“Get in position,” Kevin ordered, pointing to the cross. I did as instructed and trembled as he locked the wrist and ankle cuffs.
 No wonder these devices are so popular
, I thought. It took mere seconds to bind me completely. To make the position even more stringent, Kevin unlatched something on the two wrist restraints that allowed him to adjust them; he lifted each one, stretching out my arms until they were as extended as physically possible. Seeing the strained look on my face, Kevin chuckled and tickled my under arm.






To his surprise, I erupted in a fit of laughter. He had no idea how ticklish I was. I had been so loud that when I opened my eyes, most of the club’s patrons were staring at us.






“How’s that for serendipity?” said Kevin. “I’m calling an audible.”






“What?”






“You’ll see.” He turned around to face the rest of the club. “Ladies and gentlemen, my friends, your attention please.”






The soft house music playing in the background shut off and the conversations ended.






“You may have heard our new friend, Cassie, just now. It wasn’t how I intended to introduce her to you; let’s just call it a happy accident.” He paused for for the audience’s quiet laughter, then continued. “So I’m going to play a quick game with her that I think all of us will enjoy. After that will be the main event featuring all of my pets. The three of them have already been punished, and they have all been denied release, so it is my hope that we will get quite a little show out of them.”






The crowd clapped in approval, and I’d be lying if I didn’t feel a great swell of pride.






“Elissa!” Kevin called out. “Could you please bring me my things?”






Out of the crowd emerged a slim, pale woman wearing a stunning black dress. She carried in her hands a large, black duffel bag, and set it down on a table next to Kevin.






“Thank you, dear,” he said, giving her ass a quick slap.






She yelped, but smiled. “You’re welcome.”






“Stick around, I could use another set of hands.”






“As you wish.” She took a seat at the table with Kevin’s bag, reclining and crossing her legs. I wondered who this mystery woman was; I’d spotted her serving drinks, but she seemed to be more than just a waitress.






Kevin unzipped the bag, then pulled out a flogger similar to the one he used in the motel room. “Since I discovered that Cassie here is extremely responsive to tickling, I’m going to have a little fun with that. How does that sound to you, Cassie?”






“Fun, sir.”






“Good. What I’m going to do is tickle you and flog you. I will do one until you can’t take it anymore, and then switch. When you have had enough, just tell me to do the other, and I will. Do you understand?”






“I think so, sir.”






“All right. Let’s begin.”






Kevin caressed my breasts with one hand, feeling my pointed nipples. He then began to flog them, landing quick, rapid strokes against each breast. I shook helplessly against my bindings, unable to get away, and in less than a minute my chest throbbed from the constant punishment.






“Tickle, sir!” I shouted.






Kevin responded immediately, stuffing the flogger into his pants pocket. Using both hands, he tickled my breasts, then my sides and then my underarms. I writhed and bucked, howling in laughter. Losing self-control in such a visceral way stirred up a yearning deeper than I’d ever felt. However, I was breathing so quickly I became terrified of hyperventilating, so I choked out “Flogger” while I still could.






The cruel tickling stopped, and then I felt the flogger again. Kevin wasn’t aiming for my breasts this time, though: his swings landed on my sopping pussy. I shrieked in surprise and pain; my folds were extraordinarily sensitive due to my heightened arousal, making the punishment excruciating. My legs attempted to cross to protect my tender opening, but of course my legs were stuck in place, unable to help. This only provoked my arousal further, of course. I held out longer than I expected, but I eventually caved and told Kevin to tickle me again.






Despite the pain radiating from my core, I laughed with abandon as his fingers prodded and poked and skipped across my skin. He played me like an accordion until I thrashed and squealed, unable to turn off my sensitivity to his touch. It didn’t take long for me to feel the panic, so I asked for the flogger once more.






Kevin acquiesced, this time spreading his hits all around my body: breasts, pussy, stomach and thighs all received the cruel lashes. Had my back not been to the wall, I imagined my ass would have been targeted as well.






When he sensed that I’d had enough, Kevin dropped the flogger like a comedian dropping the mic. “Cassie, everyone!” he said. “Her first time!”






The crowd applauded, with many of the men standing. I smiled and nodded, wincing at a soreness that seemed to encompass my entire body.






Nothing had ever filled me with such a sense of accomplishment as enduring Kevin’s torturous game. Being awarded a full-ride college scholarship? Rushing the hottest sorority on campus? Getting my name on the Dean’s List six semesters in a row? None of it compared.






“Open your mouth,” Kevin whispered into my ear. He held up a ball gag like the ones worn by the professors, except mine was white. I opened, letting him stuff it inside. He tightened the buckle on it harshly, but I didn’t mind: the added, new sensation felt incredible. My first thought about being gagged was about not being able to speak, which was certainly hot on its own, but now I knew there was another facet: not being able to remove the gag enhanced the feeling of being in bondage. Having something large and foreign in my mouth felt degrading in a pleasing way; having no way to spit it out made it even better.






Once I was gagged, Kevin waved to Elissa. Together, the two of them worked to remove the cuffs holding Vikki and Penny. As soon as they were free, the professors took out their gags and set them aside. I couldn’t help notice that even when dressed like dancers or stripped naked entirely, they still wore the metal collars that first drew my attention to the professors. I felt a little jealous; I wanted one too. Maybe I would get one someday.






Kevin searched through his bag of toys and set aside a variety of items. I shivered at each one, imagining their use, lamenting slightly that the ones I saw were almost certainly not going to be used on me. Everything he had, he seemed to have two of, leading me to the conclusion that it was all for the professors.






My assumption proved accurate, as Kevin fastened pairs of shackles around the wrists of both women. The shackles were connected by short chains, which Kevin pulled to drag the women towards one of the empty stages. All three stepped up onto it, with Kevin helping out the shorter professors. A pair of metal snap hooks hung from the ceiling; they descended low enough for Kevin to slip the chains of the shackles into them, and then rose back up, forcing Lovelace and Henstridge to raise their arms so high they had to stand on their toes.






I couldn’t figure out how the hooks were being operated until I noticed Elissa was using a remote control from Kevin’s bag.
 They’ve thought of everything
, I mused, grinning around my gag.






“Are my pets ready to have their reward?” Kevin asked the professors.






“Yes, sir,” they answered, speaking not quite in unison now. Despite the difficulty of their predicament, they sounded excited.






Kevin picked out two of the other items he’d prepared: long, white magic wands with vibrating massagers on the ends. Those I had seen before; they were hardly uncommon in a sorority house. Kevin also grabbed two rolls of duct tape and handed one to Elissa. Together they worked to bind the vibrators into place on the professors, nuzzling the wands’ ends up against the professors’ sensitive clits. They applied tape around the vibrator and one leg, then repeating the process to lock the vibrator and the other leg. In effect, both legs were bound at the thighs, and the vibrators couldn’t be moved.






Whether it was for aesthetics or a need for thoroughness, Kevin and Elissa continued to bind Vikki and Penny’s legs, adding tape above and below the knees, and around the ankles.






“One last thing,” said Kevin, stepping onto the stage. He took from his pocket the last two items I saw him remove from the bag: some kind of metal clips connected by a thin chain.






The women seemed to tense, seeing them, but voiced no objection. Kevin started with Lovelace, squeezing the clips until they opened and then letting them clamp down on her nipples. Vikki moaned, but I could hear both pain and enjoyment in her tone. I felt my own nipples tingling as I imagined how the clamps must hurt.






Then I noticed something I hadn’t expected: though the clamps came in pairs that were connected to each other, Kevin hadn’t used a single set on Vikki; he’d used one clamp from each set. The others hung from her breasts for just a moment before Kevin connected the other end of each set to Penny’s breasts.






Beyond the arousing imagery of the setup, the connection forced the two women to be mindful of their motions, as jostling too violently would tug on the chains. I doubted that would feel very good for either of them.






“You two ready?” asked Kevin.






“Yes, sir,” they answered.






Kevin smiled, then reached between their legs to turn on the wands. As soon as he did, the women began panting. The buzzing was loud enough for me to hear it, though it blended into the background when Vikki and Penny began screaming.






“May I come, sir?” they yelled frantically, over and over again.






“Not yet,” Kevin replied, projecting his voice so that it could be heard and obeyed. The women whimpered and twisted in frustration, but they held back the tide of ecstasy. When their cries grew longer and more frequent, Kevin relented. “You can come.”






Both women immediately let go, surrendering to the machines’ powerful vibration. Their screams rang out like sirens, they shuddered and struggled to stay on their toes as the strength left their knees. The first orgasm left them in happy spasms, but the vibrators continued to hum. It didn’t take long for both women to approach a second euphoric crescendo. As they did, Kevin and Elissa began spanking their asses with light floggers. Vikki and Penny sighed with each slap, and then the second orgasm hit.






As their bodies writhed, I noticed a look in their eyes that I’d never seen in anyone. They seemed unfocused, as if their minds weren’t there anymore. Like they were experiencing the bliss, but were not present in physical space. I could have been imagining it, but whatever transcendentally powerful orgasmic sensation they were enjoying, I wanted it too.






Kevin let them each have a third orgasm, then reached between them to shut off the vibrators. “Thank you, sir,” they said, one by one, as they returned to their senses.






“Feeling good, pets?” he said to them.






“Yes, sir,” they replied.






“Would you like to have a few more orgasms tonight?”






“Yes, sir.”






“All right, then here’s the deal. While I’m playing with Cassie, I want the two of you to entertain the crowd by making out with each other. If you make out for five straight minutes, Elissa here will turn the vibrators back on until you come. She’ll time you though, and if you stop making out too soon, she will cane your asses and you’ll start all over again. Understand?”






“Yes, sir,” they said.






A few of the club’s patrons applauded Kevin’s game. It was devious and challenging, and I wished I could participate.






“Before you start, though, I’d like to make this a little more interesting,” said Kevin. He reached into his bag of toys and took out two identical items. They appeared to be made out of black rubber, and were phallic-shaped. The shafts tapered off on both sides, and one end sprouted into a wide base. Kevin took a small tube out of his bag and squeezed it to pour its contents onto the toys.






Is that lube?






Kevin thoroughly coated the rods in the oily liquid, and I figured I was right. My heart pounded in vicarious fear as I worked out what those toys were. The professors looked at them with a mixture of dread and masochistic desire. Kevin handed one of the toys to Elissa, and together they did exactly what I thought they would: they bent down and pressed the toys into each professor’s backside.






Vikki and Penny moaned as the plugs parted their tender buds, spreading the lube around and gaining entry. Kevin and Elissa worked the plugs in and out slowly, gently making the tight back holes more pliable. When they finally penetrated fully, Lovelace and Henstridge gasped from the pain. However, once they adjusted, they seemed to be further stimulated by the plugs’ presence.






Kevin and Elissa used bar napkins to wipe the remaining lube from their hands. “You got everything?” he asked. She rummaged through his duffel bag and produced a cane and a stopwatch. She flashed him a thumbs up. “Great,” he said, turning his attention to me.





—





I sighed in relief as Kevin removed my gag. Keeping my jaw spread had caused more discomfort than I would have imagined.






“So, Cassie. What do you think of what you’ve seen so far?”






“It’s… great, sir,” I said. I was lucky to get out that much. I couldn’t think of how to succinctly describe what I had seen. Eye-opening. Life-changing. Revelatory. Nothing I could think of was strong enough to adequately convey what I felt. “More than great, sir,” I added.






“We’re all very glad to hear that,” Kevin said. The audience clapped politely, though many of them were torn between watching me and the professors. Even I couldn’t help watching Vikki and Penny suck face. They clearly wanted to receive orgasms instead of canings.






“Tell me, after everything you’ve seen so far tonight, is there anything you would definitely like to have done to you? And is there anything you definitely would not want to have done to you?”






I thought about this question, glad that he asked it. I had liked being restrained on the St. Andrew’s cross, but I had been so focused on Vikki and Penny’s performance that I didn’t get to really focus on the sensation.






“I’d like to be bound very tightly, sir,” I said. Kevin nodded.






What don’t I want to do?
 I wondered. In truth, nothing I had seen looked so intimidating that I wouldn’t at least try it. “Sir, from what I have seen, I can’t think of anything that would be off-limits.”






“Very good, Cassie. We appreciate open-mindedness at Club Odalisque, don’t we folks?” The audience nodded and clapped in agreement. “However,” Kevin continued. “Don’t be afraid to ask me to stop if something is too painful or otherwise unpleasant.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






“Although you seem ahead of the curve, developing a tolerance for pain and a resilience to challenging positions takes time. My goal is to nurture your capacities, but the baby bird can’t be pushed from the nest too early. You understand?”






“Yes, sir.”






“In that case, I know what we’re going to do.” Kevin immediately set to work removing my cuffs and releasing me from the cross. The relief I felt after being freed awakened me to an interesting aspect of bondage I hadn’t considered: being released really gave the body, and perhaps the mind, a new appreciation for being free. It made sense: just like with the floggings, the pain gave a new dimension to the introduction of pleasure. They were like night and day. One could not truly exist without the other.






Fortunately, I wasn’t free for long. Kevin retrieved several coils of rope from his bag and did exactly as I requested, starting with tying my wrists together behind my back. He moved up my arms, binding them both above and below the elbows. Part of me started to regret asking to be bound “very tightly” — forcing my elbows together like that put far more strain on my body than I had anticipated. I didn’t ask him to stop, though — I could handle the stringent bondage, at least for now. I was determined to determine the depth of my endurance. I knew that I had nothing to prove to Kevin, that I didn’t have to push myself harder than I could bear, but I wanted to test my limits, if just so I could find out where they lay.






After finishing with my arms, Kevin spanked my ass a few times, causing me to yelp and twist. The crowd laughed, enjoying my surprised reaction. I would have been mad if the humiliation didn’t fit into my new paradigm of punishment and reward.






The next ropes went around my chest, forming a harness around my breasts that framed and squeezed them tightly. He wound rope around each one until they seemed to bulge like small balloons. The cords forming the harness had the added benefit of circling my arms, further binding them, even though I had already felt completely helpless.






As if to show off how fully he now owned me, Kevin picked me up off the ground and slung me over his shoulder. I cackled almost as loud as when I had been tickled, but my laughs turned into cries when he began spanking my ass again. He walked around the club, carrying me like a sack of flour, slapping my backside constantly as he went. I steeled myself for each hit, knowing better than to try and fidget while being carried. I tried to focus on the sound of Vikki and Penny enjoying another orgasm, but Kevin’s handiwork kept me in the moment.






When he finished a circuit around the club, he set me down on an empty table, face down. “Spread your legs,” he said, though he did most of the work for me, pushing my thighs apart to reveal my dripping crevice. I was beyond ready for him to plunge his massive shaft deep inside, but instead he went to his bag to retrieve one more length of rope and one last toy: some kind of metal hook with an orb at one end and a small hoop at the other.






Kevin pulled me by my waist to the end of the table. He dipped the orb end into my pussy and swirled it around. I moaned from the contact, and wanted him to go deeper. Instead, he pulled it out and held it in front of my face. “Do you know what this is?”






Coated in my juices, the orb reflected soft glow of the club’s mood lighting. “No, sir.”






“Spit on it,” he commanded.






I didn’t understand why, but I did as I was told. He bid me to continue, so I spat on it until strands of saliva hung from my lips. He put his finger to my lip to remove the fluid, then let it collect on the end of the hook.






The next thing I felt was the cold piece of metal nestled against my tender back entrance. I flinched, not expecting the hook to go there, but I voiced no opposition. He exercised the same caution in inserting the hook into my ass as he demonstrated with the professors’ plugs. I heard Vikki and Penny cry out in pain as Elissa thrashed their backsides and wondered how much the usage of those plugs amplified the torment of being caned on the ass.
 Don’t worry about it
, I thought.
 You can handle this.






I let out a scream as the orb found its way inside, sinking in deeply. The pressure felt strange, but I could tolerate it. What really threw me was the purpose of the ring at the other end of the hook: Kevin fed a rope through it, then tied that rope around a fistful of my hair. He pulled on the rope, forcing me to lift my neck into a cruelly difficult position.






“Cassie, tell me what you’re feeling right now.”






“A lot of pain… sir,” I said, trying to process all of the signals coming from my body. So much of it hurt in different ways that I almost wanted to laugh.






“I’m not surprised. Do you want me to loosen anything, or let you out?”






“No, sir,” I said quickly. He may have been willing to show me mercy, but I wasn’t ready yet to accept it.






“Cassie, I’m very impressed. There’s only one thing left to do,” said Kevin.






I smiled to myself as I heard the sounds of a zipper coming undone and khakis falling to the floor. I felt something hot and solid sliding between my folds. My inner walls greedily clamped down on Kevin’s enormous cock, finally lighting up my pleasure centers. The orb at the end of the hook pressed against his member from within me, a sensation I had never experienced; it felt unfathomably blissful, and as Kevin began thrusting, an orgasm erupted, spilling my juices and frying my synapses.






“You didn’t ask permission to come,” Kevin said, though he didn’t stop hammering at my soaking pussy.






“I’m… sorry… sir,” I said, my voice a whisper.






Kevin landed another series of slaps on my ass; he maintained the rhythm of his pounding, and the added pain only fed my next orgasm.






“I’m sorry… sir,” I repeated, not sure whether my apology would prompt him to stop spanking me or continue. I realized, I wanted the latter more than the former.






“Ask next time,” he said. “But for now, you have my permission.”






Like my professors, who were in the midst of orgasms of their own, I exercised the right he granted me without delay, releasing another orgasm. My body shook from the ecstasy, and I began to feel my sexual sensations intensify until they were all that I could perceive.
 Is this the state Vikki and Penny reached earlier?
 I wondered. My orgasms kept coming, as Kevin seemed to have no end to his stamina. Before long, there was no distinguishable lull between climaxes; I experienced one sustained note of utter euphoria.






Somewhere I could feel my cheeks being spanked, and that hook digging into me, and Kevin’s seed blasting into me, but it was all one sensation in my mind.






One side effect of being in subspace was that I lost all perception of time. I don’t know how long I kept coming, but by the time I started to regain my senses, most of the crowd had cleared out. Vikki and Penny had been returned to their crosses; despite being bound and gagged, they appeared to be asleep. An hour ago that might have seemed impossible, but after all the orgasms they must have enjoyed, their fatigue could have easily trumped their discomfort.






A hand patted my bottom, caressing a cheek. The contact stirred me, and I moaned as I felt the hook was still there. It was no longer tied to my hair, thankfully. “Tell me, Cassie: did you enjoy yourself tonight?” asked Kevin.






“Very much, sir,” I said.






He began untying me, releasing the harness around my chest. “Everyone here loved you. We want to have you back as soon as possible.”






“I’d like that.”






Within a few minutes my arms were free. My hair was matted down from sweat, and everything above my knees ached. At last, Kevin slowly pulled the hook out of me, going extra slowly as the widened orb passed through my sore opening. I growled to suppress a scream, not wanting to wake my slumbering professors.






“Are those two spending the night here?” I asked.






“They are; at the end our nights, they’re usually too tired to drive themselves home, you know?”






“Sure. But what about me? Can I stay?”






Kevin smiled. Maybe it was because of my eagerness, but it could have been because he was holding another buttplug. “Maybe next time. For now, it’s time for you to go home and think about your night. Go on the Internet, research this world of ours. Make a list of things you’d like to try.”






The star student in me liked the sound of that. “Yes, sir,” I said.






Using a fresh bottle of lube, Kevin coated the new plug until it shined. He pressed it against my bud, and I couldn’t help crying out, it was still so sore. “Sir?” I said, confused.






“A parting gift,” he said. “This is yours to keep. You are to wear it home and not take it out until morning.”






“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling the ache in my core return.
 I could come again right now
, I thought. “If I keep it in, can I pleasure myself when I get home?” I asked.






“As long as you keep it in, you can do whatever you want,” Kevin replied, winking. “Now hold still.”






He pressed against the plug, forcing it to slide home. Since the orifice was still stretched out from the hook, lodging the plug inside me didn’t take a great deal of effort. It felt different than the hook; certainly wider.






“Get dressed,” he said, pointing to my a pile of clothes on the table. I was happy to discover they were the clothes I’d worn to the hotel. It seemed like so long ago. Putting them on proved to be interesting, as I felt the plug shift around inside of me no matter how carefully I moved my body.






When I was done, Kevin wrapped his arm around my shoulder and walked me out. We exited out a door that put us right outside Delilah’s, a door that had no exterior knob and blended into the wall of the building. I didn’t know how late it was, but it couldn’t have been too late, as lots of other people were outside the club, hanging out in the parking lot. Several college-aged guys talked to the tired dancers who had just finished their shifts and were enjoying a cigarette or two.






Every step I took caused the plug to jostle around, but it thrilled me to know that this was happening to my body and no one knew but me and Kevin. A few of the guys hooted when Kevin leaned in to kiss me. Our tongues curled against each other and I felt his hand clutching my ass, and I wanted him to tear my clothes back off all over again.






Instead, we crossed the street back to the motel and my car.






“I’ll see you soon, Cassie,” he said, planting one last kiss on my cheek.






“Hey,” I replied. “Tell the professors’ their secret is safe with me.”






“Oh, they know, but I’ll tell them you said it.”






“Thanks. Also, tell Professor Lovelace… I’ll see her in class.”





—
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If you enjoyed these stories, check out Sasha Rich's “Dirty Therapist”
 series. Dr. Phil Birch has lots of patients in need of treatment, and he knows how to use domination, bondage and discipline to help them. Read on for a preview! The first four stories are available available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.




1. “Dirty Therapist”





2. “Dirty Therapist: Ginny’s Guilt”





3. “Dirty Therapist: Jenna’s Jacket”





4. “Dirty Therapist: Robyn’s Review”






“Tell me what you're thinking,” said Phil as he shut the door behind us.






“I... I don't know.”






“Are you scared?”






I wasn't.






“Do you feel safe?”






I did.






“If I asked you to undress, would you?”






I would.






“Then take off your blouse.”






I stared into his eyes as I slowly pulled my arms through the sleeves. Why couldn't I believe that this was really happening? I'd made an appointment with Dr. Birch knowing the rumors. If you're willing, the doctor will treat you He'll give you what you need. Is this what I needed? Judging by my drenched panties, it was. Underneath my bra I could feel my erect nipples and knew there was no going back.






He could tell right away, I realized. I was an open book to him.






With my blouse off, I felt the cool air of the room around my exposed skin. I wasn't shy about my body – I knew I was attractive and desirable – but baring myself to somebody new always made me nervous. If even half the rumors about Phil were true, he'd treated many, many women like me.






“You're a beautiful woman, Lacy,” he said.






“Thank you.” I blushed, enjoying the compliment.






“It's a shame the men in your life haven't given you the satisfaction you need. You deserve to be happy, and I think I can show you how. For a proper therapist/patient relationship to be effective, there has to be trust. Do you trust me, Lacy?”






“I do.” I nodded, knowing I never would have walked into this room if I hadn't.






“I'm glad you think so, but we only just met. Today we're going to find out how deep into this process you're willing to go. Are you ready to begin?”






“Yes.”






Phil grabbed my arm and spun me around. He slapped my ass again, this time harder than he had back in his office. “Yes, what? Is that how you address me?”






“Yes, sir?” I said, unsure.






He spanked me again, and I cried out as the pain gripped me.






“Sir? Did you just say 'sir?' Did you call me Mr. Birch when you met me?”






“No.”






Again his hand met the rosy skin of my backside. “No, what?” he said measuredly.






“No, doctor,” I said finally, a single tear slipping down my cheek. He had done it again; he'd shifted into a different self, like he was two different men: the compassionate, professional therapist and the cruel, exacting dominant. Phil made me feel comfortable, and cared for – much like Clark and Dmitri had. The doctor, however, made me feel something else entirely. And he called himself my master. What does that make me? A servant? The thought should have repulsed me, but I liked it for some reason.






He took both of my wrists in one of his hands and pulled them together behind my back. His other arm he wrapped around my chest, fondling my breasts. “I want you to understand, Lacy. While you're here, you will obey, or you will be disciplined. Is that clear?”






“Yes, doctor.”






“If you are uncomfortable or want to stop, you tell me, and we'll stop. Otherwise, you do as I say. If I want you to serve me, you will serve. If I want to punish you, you will be punished. If I want to restrain you, you will be restrained. Understood?”






Every word he said shot me off like a rocket. I quivered in his grasp, not wanting to be let go. “Yes, doctor.”
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If you enjoyed these stories and are interested in something a little more exotic, check out “The Kinky Inventor”
 series. Read on for a preview. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.





“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.






“No. It's a surprise. First, your up front payment.”






“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.






“Your usual?” he asked.






“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.






“Good. Let's get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She'd taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they'd be. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.






When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.






“Let's move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they'd made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he'd called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short — petite — but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn't have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They're cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you're asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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When very proper professor Victoria Lovelace meets hunky college student Kevin Cross, something carnal and intoxicating awakens inside her: a deep, sexual need to be bound, dominated and humiliated. Fortunately, Kevin has some experience in giving women like her what they need.






Meeting at a seedy hotel in a dangerous part of town, Victoria discovers that the fear of being discovered doesn’t just scare her, it excites her. She could lose her job if she’s recognized, but that only makes her ache for release more desperately.






Little does Victoria know that Kevin has a thrilling, eye-opening evening planned for her, as he plans to show off her perfect body to an eager audience and expose her to the bliss of bondage and submission. But will the experience fulfill her desires, or make her regret she ever gave in to temptation?






“Submissive Professor, Dominated and Needing It”






Proper and demure Professor Penelope Henstridge has discovered a mystery: her colleague, Victoria Lovelace, has been acting differently lately. Penelope's curiosity is overwhelming, so when an opportunity arises to learn the truth, she follows Lovelace to the seedy part of town. There she makes a startling discovery: Lovelace leads a double life, one that involves humiliation, subservience and domination at the hands of gorgeous, wealthy alpha males in a secret, kinky, underground sex club.






Penelope's investigation leads to an even more shocking revelation: everything she sees turns her on, and she wants to dive in just as deeply. Doing so will mean submitting to Kevin Cross, the same hunky college jock who introduced Lovelace to the scene. He's no stranger to teaching his teachers about finding satisfaction in exciting new ways, blurring the line between pain and pleasure.






Penelope's awoken desires will be explored in a steamy night of erotic carnal fulfillment in this scorching hot standalone story!
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