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Prologue

The low afternoon light slanted through the windows of Natalia’s flat, painting the wooden floor in stripes of gold. It was quiet, the air still and warm, holding the familiar scent of her perfume and the faint, lingering trace of him. He was here, of course. Kane. Standing by her bookshelf, not browsing, just being. His presence was a fact now, as regular and expected as the dusk that followed the day.

She stood by the kitchen island, wearing only the silk robe he preferred. It was open, the deep burgundy fabric parting to reveal the smooth, warm skin of her cleavage, the soft swell of her stomach, the shadowed dip of her navel. Her long, damp brunette hair was a dark cascade over one shoulder. She didn’t need to be told to wear it. She had chosen it after her shower, knowing he would be here. Conditioning. The word whispered through her mind, clinical and damning.

He turned from the shelves. His eyes, dark, observant, piercing, tracked over her. They didn’t devour; they assessed. From the damp ends of her hair, over the pronounced curves of her 36D breasts, the full, heavy weight of them visible in the robe’s part, down the gentle swell of her hips, to where the robe’s belt loosely held her shape. She felt the look like a physical touch, a calibration. A flush rose on her neck, not from passion, but from the acute awareness of being so completely seen.

“Come here,” he said. His voice was calm. Not a request. A summoning.

She walked to him, the silk whispering against her thighs. The space between them disappeared. She remembered the first time, here in this room, the terrifying, exhilarating leap across a line that now felt like a faint scar. It had been weeks. Weeks of this. Of him arriving, of her being ready. Of his hands, his mouth, his cock, rewriting her understanding of pleasure until it was synonymous with obedience.

She remembered the first moment she noticed him in her lecture hall, his intense gaze, the way he sat perfectly still, absorbing every word as if dissecting her very thoughts. At the time, she had dismissed it as youthful curiosity, the eagerness of a student eager to excel. But he had been different. Even then, she had felt it, a quiet, simmering energy that seemed to ripple beneath his calm exterior. She had been his professor, the authority figure, the one who held the power. And yet, somehow, he had turned it all upside down.

It was no accident, she realized now. He had chosen her, studied her, learned her rhythms and vulnerabilities. The way he had approached her after class that first time, confident, unflinching, his words laced with a subtle challenge, had been the first thread in his design. He was barely 20. She was 26, his lecturer, the one who was supposed to know better. And yet, she had fallen into his orbit, lured by the promise of something she couldn’t name, something that had thrilled and terrified her in equal measure.

Looking back, it felt inevitable. He had always been in control, even when she pretended otherwise. She hadn’t stopped him. She couldn’t. Something in her had recognized his dominance, a quiet surrender she hadn’t understood until it was too late.

Now, as she stood before him, naked and exposed, she marvelled at the reversal. He was her student, barely 20, and yet she obeyed him without question. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, a mix of shame and arousal that she could no longer separate. He had rewritten her, stripped away her identity as his professor, his elder, and reshaped her into something else entirely. His.

Her gaze dropped to his hands, the hands that had marked her, claimed her, and she felt a strange, twisted pride in her submission. She had been his professor, but now she was his canvas. And he was painting her into something he alone could define.

His hands came up, not to embrace her, but to slide the robe from her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet with a soft sigh. She was naked before him, the golden light gilding the Mediterranean warmth of her skin, highlighting the ripe fullness of her breasts, the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass, the long, shapely line of her legs. She stood still, allowing the inspection, her pulse a steady, heavy beat in her core. She was already wet. The anticipation was part of the ritual now.

He undressed with methodical slowness, his eyes never leaving hers. The lean, muscular planes of his chest, the defined ridges of his abdomen, the powerful lines of his thighs. And then, his cock, thick and already erect, a clear statement of intent. It wasn’t seduction. It was presentation. This is what I have. This is what you take.

“On the bed. On your back,” he instructed, his tone devoid of embellishment.

She moved to the bed, the cotton cool against her heated skin. She lay back, her full breasts settling against her chest, her nipples tight and dark. She spread her legs before he asked, bending her knees, planting her feet on the mattress. The pose was one of open, willing vulnerability. I am here. I am ready for you.

He knelt between her thighs. He didn’t touch her yet. He just looked, his gaze traveling over her exposed sex, slick and glistening pink in the low light. “You’re already so wet for me,” he observed, a simple statement of fact that made her cheeks burn.

She nodded, a small, helpless motion. Yes.

His first touch was deliberate. Two fingers, sliding through her folds, gathering her wetness, then circling her clit with a precise, firm pressure. She gasped, her back arching off the bed. It was the same every time, this clinical, focused stoking of the fire he knew lived in her. He studied her face as he worked, watching the flutter of her eyelids, the parting of her full lips, the quickening of her breath. He was mapping her responses, confirming his data.

“Remember the lecture hall?” he asked, his fingers never ceasing their relentless, perfect circles.

A choked sob escaped her. The spanking. The exposure. The two students seeing her emerge. “Yes.”

“You came harder that day than you ever had before,” he stated, his voice low and certain. “Humiliation unlocks you.” He pushed two fingers deep inside her, curling them, finding the spongy spot that made her cry out. “Your body tells me everything. You don’t have to.”

He was right. Her hips were lifting, chasing his touch, her inner muscles clenching around his invading fingers. Her mind was a blur of sensation and memory, the cold tile of the toilet cubicle on her knees, the sting of his palm on her ass, the crushing weight of his possession over the lectern. Each memory was a thread he had woven into this tapestry of her submission.

He withdrew his fingers, slick and shining. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock nudging against her. He didn’t thrust. He waited, his eyes holding hers, until her body, conditioned and eager, gave a small, involuntary buck upwards, a silent plea.

Then he pushed in. Not hard, not fast. A slow, inexorable filling that stole her breath. He seated himself to the hilt, stretching her perfectly, the fullness a glorious, familiar ache. He held there, buried inside her, letting her feel every inch, every heartbeat. His control was in the pacing. In the expectation. In the utter certainty that she would break before he did.

He began to move. Deep, measured strokes that dragged against her most sensitive inner walls. Each withdrawal was a tease, each penetration a claiming. Her hands fisted in the sheets. Sounds tumbled from her throat, whimpers, moans, his name. Her large breasts trembled with each of his thrusts, her nipples peaked and aching for a touch he withheld.

“You anticipate me,” he grunted, his own breath starting to shorten. His rhythm remained steady, punishingly perfect. “You prepare for me. Your body knows its purpose now.”

It was true. She wasn’t being seduced. She was being shaped. This act was no longer an affair, a mistake, a thrilling taboo. It was a pattern. A reinforcement. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh, angling her to take him deeper. The slap of their bodies was a rhythmic testament to the new reality. She was his responsive instrument, and he played her with a master’s understanding.

Her orgasm built not as a surprise, but as an inevitable conclusion to the script. It gathered in her belly, a tight, coiling spring, fed by his relentless pace and the devastating truth of his words. She was wet, open, and his.

“Come for me, Natalia,” he commanded, his voice a dark rasp. It wasn’t encouragement. It was the final trigger.

She shattered. A raw, guttural cry tore from her as the climax detonated, waves of pure, mindless pleasure radiating from her core, clamping down violently around his driving cock. Her vision whited out. She felt him pulse inside her, his own release a hot, spurting confirmation, his groan of satisfaction vibrating through her.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. He stayed buried within her, his weight a comfortable, possessive anchor. The light in the room had deepened to twilight.

As the tremors subsided, a cold, clear realization settled over her, cutting through the post-coital haze. She lay there, impaled and sated, his softening cock still snug inside her. She understood it completely now, in the quiet aftermath.

He wasn’t her lover. He was her architect.


Chapter One

The morning light filtered through the blinds, painting soft stripes across the tangled sheets and the sleeping form beside her. Natalia woke to the solid warmth of Kane’s body, his breathing deep and even. She lay still for a long moment, savouring the possessive weight of his arm draped over her waist, the scent of him, sleep, sex, and clean skin, filling her senses. Then, carefully, she shifted, propping herself up on one elbow to look at him.

He was beautiful in repose, the sharp angles of his face softened, his lips slightly parted. Her gaze drifted lower, over the lean muscle of his chest, the trail of dark hair leading down. Gently, heart thumping, she lifted the duvet.

Even soft and flaccid, his cock was impressive. A long, thick snake of flesh resting against his thigh, heavy with potential. A primal, hungry curiosity gripped her. She moved with exquisite slowness, easing down the bed, her long brunette hair whispering over the sheets. She didn’t want to wake him. She wanted this private worship, this secret claim.

She bent her head, her full lips parting. She pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the warm, velvety skin. A faint, musky scent filled her nostrils, deeply male, deeply his. Her tongue darted out, tasting the salt of him. She felt a tiny twitch beneath her mouth. Yes. She took the broad, soft head between her lips, sucking gently, luxuriating in the feeling of it as it began to swell, to pulse with life. It grew in her mouth, filling it, thickening and lengthening with each slow, deliberate suck. Little twitches became firm throbs. Soon, he was fully erect, a hard, thick column of heat pressing against her tongue and the roof of her mouth.

As she continued to suck, tracing the prominent vein with her tongue, Kane slowly stirred. A low, sleepy groan rumbled in his chest. She felt his body tense, then relax into the sensation. She glanced up, her big hazel eyes meeting his as they opened, dark and heavy-lidded with sleep and instant arousal. He looked down at her, at the beautiful lecturer on her knees, her full, sexy lips stretched around the swollen head of his cock.

A slow smile touched his mouth. “My perfect little slut,” he murmured, his voice rough with sleep.

The word, once a shock, now settled into her like a warm brand. She didn’t take it as an insult. Not anymore. Her desire for this young man was a deep, submissive current, and every crude endearment was a flattery, a confirmation of her place. She hummed in acknowledgment, the vibration making him twitch, and took him deeper, her hand wrapping around the base to stroke what her mouth couldn’t reach.

He let her carry on, his hands tangling in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding the pace. She lost herself in the rhythm, in the taste of pre-cum beading on her tongue, in the sheer rightness of servicing him like this, first thing. His breathing grew shallower, his hips beginning a subtle, involuntary push. She could feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the telltale hardening of his balls against her chin. He was close.

Just as she redoubled her efforts, wanting to swallow all of him, he pulled back. His grip in her hair tightened, not painfully, but with undeniable authority, drawing her off his cock with a soft, wet pop.

“On your back,” he said, his voice firm.

She scrambled onto the mattress, lying back, her large, natural 36D breasts swaying with the movement, her nipples already tight peaks. He reached down, his hands sliding under her thighs. He lifted her legs, spreading her wide, opening her glistening, dripping-wet pussy to the cool morning air and his hungry gaze. She was completely exposed, utterly vulnerable, and a fresh flood of arousal soaked her folds.

He knelt between her legs, his thick, hard cock lying heavily along her slit. He rubbed the blunt, bulbous head up and down through her soaked folds, coating himself in her slickness, teasing her swollen clit with each pass. She whimpered, her head thrashing on the pillow.

“Please…”

He positioned the head at her entrance, that tight, hungry little opening. He held her gaze, his dark eyes seeing every shred of her need.

Then, with one hard, decisive push, he thrust into the hilt.

Her eyes flew wide. A choked scream tore from her throat as he filled her, a glorious, stretching burn that instantly morphed into overwhelming fullness. He didn’t pause. He set a brutal, fast pace from the first stroke, fucking her with deep, punishing drives that slammed the bed against the wall. Each thrust was a claim, a reassertion. Her breasts bounced heavily, her ass lifted off the mattress with every impact. She was sobbing, clawing at the sheets, her body a conduit of pure, animal sensation.

“This… is what you are…” he grunted, his control fraying into raw need. “Mine. To wake up. To fuck.”

She couldn’t speak. She could only feel, the slap of his skin against hers, the delicious friction deep inside, the coiled spring in her core winding tighter, tighter. Her climax built with terrifying speed, amplified by the sheer audacity of the act, by his ownership, by her own total surrender.

He felt it too. His rhythm became erratic, frantic. “Come with me, slut. Now.”

It was all the permission she needed. The orgasm detonated, a white-hot nova that shattered her consciousness. Her back arched violently, a raw, continuous scream pouring from her as her pussy clamped and convulsed around his driving cock. He shouted, a harsh, guttural sound, and slammed deep, holding there as his own release erupted, jet after hot jet flooding her pulsing core.

For a minute, there was only the sound of their ragged breaths. Still holding her legs wide, he slowly pulled his cock out. It emerged with a lewd, wet squelch, followed immediately by a thick, pearly stream of his spend that gushed out of her inflamed, gaping sex and ran in a warm rivulet down into the deep cleft between her full, round ass cheeks.

He looked at the mess, at her thoroughly used body, and smiled. “That was the best wake-up sex, Natalia.” He gave her slick, cum-smeared thigh a pat. “Now I want to watch you, naked, make me coffee.”

To emphasize the point, he delivered a sharp, stinging slap to her right ass cheek, the sound cracking in the quiet room. “Move.”

She flinched, then obeyed, a fresh, sweet ache blooming where he’d struck. She slid off the bed, her legs shaky. He pulled on his jeans, leaving them unbuttoned, and followed her into the open-plan kitchen-living room. He took a seat at the small dining table, leaning back to watch.

Natalia moved to the kitchenette, completely naked, bathed in the pale morning light. She was hyper-aware of his gaze, of the sticky warmth leaking from her well-fucked pussy down her inner thighs. She filled the kettle, her movements deliberate. Her full, large breasts swayed gently with each step, their heavy, natural weight a constant, sensual pendulum. Her slim, soft stomach curved into the generous swell of her hips. She turned to get the coffee grounds from the cupboard, presenting the round, heart-shaped perfection of her ass to him, the crimson handprint he’d left stark against the creamy skin.

She felt his eyes on her, a physical touch. She felt the cool air on her wet sex. She felt a profound, humbling love for her own submission to him. This was her purpose now. To be his beautiful, responsive thing. To serve. To be watched. To be used, and to glow with the privilege of it.


Chapter Two

The steam from the shower was a warm, private cocoon. Kane had washed her with a slow, methodical thoroughness that felt less like intimacy and more like preparation. His large, soap-slicked hands had glided over every curve, paying particular attention to the full, heavy weight of her 36D breasts, the soap suds clinging to her dark, stiff nipples before he rinsed them clean. He’d turned her, his palms sliding over the round, heart-shaped swell of her ass, his fingers tracing the cleft between her cheeks with a possessiveness that made her shiver. She’d washed him in return, her trembling hands soaping the hard planes of his chest, the defined ridges of his abdomen, and finally, his already half-hard cock, which thickened appreciably under her ministrations. The water had sluiced between them, a shared ritual that left her skin tingling and her mind quiet, subsumed by the physicality of him.

Now, back in the bedroom, the cool air raised goosebumps on her damp skin. He sat naked on the edge of the bed, a king surveying his domain. She stood before him, a towel wrapped around her torso, another turbaned on her head. The silence stretched, filled only with the distant drip of the shower.

“What’s the shortest skirt you own?” he asked, his voice calm. “Show me. I want you to be my total slut today.”

The words, so casually delivered, landed like a physical blow to her stomach. My total slut. The specificity of it, the premeditation. This wasn’t a spontaneous command in the heat of passion. This was a plan. Her heart began to hammer against her ribs. She moved to her wardrobe on unsteady legs, the towel slipping to reveal the top curve of one breast. She pulled out three skirts, holding them up for his inspection.

There was a black pencil skirt, professional but tight. A grey pleated mini, playful and youthful. And finally, a very short, faded denim skirt with frayed hem, one she’d bought on a whim and never dared to wear. It was impossibly brief.

His eyes didn’t hesitate. He pointed to the denim. “That one.”

A cold dread trickled down her spine. She laid the skirt on the bed, then fetched a soft, cream cashmere cardigan. It was delicate, expensive, and nearly sheer. He nodded his approval. Then he delivered the second, more devastating blow.

“No underwear.”

Her breath caught. “Nooo! Please, Kane, I can’t be up in front of all the students wearing this. They’ll see my nipples.” Her hands flew to cover her chest instinctively. “And one wrong movement they might see my ass. Or even my… my pussy. Please, Kane.”

He didn’t move. His expression didn’t change. The denial was simply absorbed, irrelevant. “Dress. Let me see.”

It was the flat finality in his tone that broke her resistance. Arguing was pointless. Pleading was beneath her now, and they both knew it. With trembling fingers, she untucked the towels. They fell to the floor, leaving her utterly exposed in the middle of her bedroom. She felt his gaze like a brand on her naked skin, on the full, heavy hang of her breasts with their large, dark areolas, on the soft swell of her stomach, on the neat thatch of dark curls at the junction of her long, shapely legs.

She picked up the tiny denim skirt. Stepping into it was an act of profound vulnerability. The rough fabric whispered over her thighs. She tugged it up, the waistband snug over her hips. It settled into place, and she knew instantly it was worse than she’d feared. The hemline ended a scandalous few inches below the crease of her ass. If she bent even slightly, the round, full curves of her backside would be completely exposed. There was no give, no safety.

Next, the cashmere cardigan. The soft wool felt like a cruel joke. She slipped her arms in, the fabric draping open. It did nothing to conceal the pronounced swell of her breasts. The delicate material clung, and the points of her nipples, already tight from fear and cool air, were clearly visible as dark, pebbled shadows against the cream wool.

She stood before him, dressed and yet more naked than she’d ever been. The cardigan hung open, framing her bare breasts and flat stomach. The denim skirt was a mere whisper of coverage over her hips and ass. She felt the cool air from the window directly on her most intimate skin.

He looked her up and down, his gaze clinical and thorough. A slow smile touched his lips. “Perfect,” he said, the word a soft benediction that sealed her fate.

He stood then, dressing himself in simple jeans and a t-shirt, like her no underwear but nowhere near as exposed. With a calm efficiency that contrasted violently with her own trembling state. He didn’t look at her again until he was ready. “Let’s go.”

The walk to campus was a surreal parade of escalating terror and arousal. Every gust of wind was a threat, making the cashmere flutter and cling, outlining her erect nipples in stark detail. The denim skirt felt impossibly short, the rough seam brushing high on her inner thighs with every step. She was hyper-aware of the empty space beneath it, the total lack of barrier between the world and her most private flesh.

But the worst, the most devastating sensation, was the movement. Her large, natural breasts, completely unrestrained by any bra, swayed and bounced with each footfall. The heavy, full weight of them shifted inside the cardigan, a constant, sensual pendulum that she could feel and he could surely see. The soft undersides brushed against the cashmere, the sensitive skin tingling with every motion.

They crossed onto university grounds. Students milled everywhere. A group of first-years laughed by the library steps. A colleague from the history department gave a friendly wave from across the lawn. Natalia’s smile felt like a rictus grimace. She kept her arms crossed loosely over her chest, a feeble, transparent shield.

Then, as they approached the main social sciences building, his hand came down. Not on her shoulder, not on her back. His large, warm palm landed squarely on the denim-covered curve of her right ass cheek and squeezed. He didn’t grab and release. He held it, his fingers digging possessively into the soft, full flesh through the rough fabric.

In that moment, two sensations exploded through her simultaneously. The first was the shocking, public intimacy of the grab, a claim made in full view of anyone who might look. The second was the visceral, undeniable proof of her exposure. As his hand kneaded her ass, she felt the skirt’s scant fabric tighten, and beneath it; nothing. No silken barrier of panties, no lace, no cotton. Just the heat of his palm separated by a thin layer of denim from her bare skin. She felt the seam of her ass cleft, the vulnerable, hidden skin there, completely unprotected.

A choked gasp escaped her. Her legs almost buckled. A hot, shameful flood of wetness instantly soaked her bare folds, a traitorous body betraying her mind’s panic. She had never, in her entire life, felt so utterly vulnerable. She was a lecturer, a Doctor of Psychology, walking into her place of work dressed like a teenage fantasy, her large breasts bouncing freely, her ass bare under a scrap of denim, her pussy wet and exposed to the whims of a breeze or a misstep. And the man who had orchestrated it all held her firmly, guiding her toward the entrance, his touch a constant, humiliating reminder of her total surrender.


Chapter Three

The polished wooden floor of the lecture hall creaked under her heels, a sound that usually anchored her. Today, it felt like a countdown to exposure. Natalia placed her notes on the lectern with trembling hands, acutely aware of the scrape of the denim against the tops of her thighs as she moved. The sheer cashmere cardigan felt like a veil of smoke, doing nothing to hide the prominent, dark circles of her areolas or the tight peaks of her nipples, puckered from a cocktail of fear and the room’s cool air.

A sea of young faces looked back. A normal Tuesday crowd. But today, their ordinary curiosity felt like a laser grid. She saw the moment the first student noticed. A girl in the third row, her gaze flickering from Natalia’s face to her chest, then quickly away, a faint blush colouring her cheeks. A boy near the window leaned forward, his eyes lingering. Natalia’s skin prickled with a hot-cold flush. She felt her large, natural breasts move freely, heavily, as she took a steadying breath. The unbound weight of them shifting inside the cardigan was a constant, sensual distraction.

“Today,” she began, her voice thankfully steady, “we continue our discussion on social conditioning and performance.” The irony was a bitter pill on her tongue.

She had to turn to write a key term on the board. It was a simple, professional motion she’d done a thousand times. Now, it felt like a high-wire act. As she pivoted, the tiny denim skirt pulled taut across the full, round curve of her ass. She felt the cool air of the room directly on the backs of her thighs, higher than any skirt had ever ventured. She imagined, with a jolt of terror, the pale, heart-shaped swell of her bare cheeks presented to the room. She scribbled the word quickly, her heart hammering, and turned back, pressing herself against the solid wood of the lectern for a sliver of cover.

And there he was. Kane. Sitting in his usual seat, off to the side. He wasn’t smirking. He wasn’t leering. He was simply observing. His calm, dark eyes tracked her like a scientist watching a specimen react to a stimulus. His gaze was a physical touch, tracing the outline of her nipples through the cashmere, dipping to where the denim strained across her hips. Her pussy, already slick from the walk, gave a fresh, betraying pulse of wetness. She felt a bead of moisture slide down her inner thigh. God, no.

She continued the lecture, her words on autopilot. Every gesture was calculated. To point at a slide, she kept her elbow tight to her body. To lean forward slightly for emphasis, she clenched every muscle to keep from bending at the waist. Her breasts swayed with each modulated movement, a soft, heavy bounce she knew every male eye in the room was tracing. The conflict was a live wire inside her: the authority of her knowledge versus the utter vulnerability of her presentation. She was a lecturer completely exposed, her professional façade paper-thin over a body humming with illicit arousal.

When the hour finally bled to its end, her relief was a physical ache. She gathered her notes, avoiding all eye contact, and practically fled into the bustling corridor.

The staff cafeteria offered no sanctuary. The buzz of conversation and clatter of cutlery felt like a mockery of normalcy. She fetched a salad, moving with stiff, careful steps, and looked for an empty table. There wasn’t one.

“Natalia! Over here!”

Paul Whitaker from the sociology department waved, a genial smile on his kindly, unremarkable face. Her stomach sank. She had no choice but to glide over, the denim whispering its secret with every step.

“Hi, Paul,” she said, forcing a smile as she set her tray down. The moment she went to sit, a new panic seized her. The chairs were low. She had to keep her knees fused together. Lowering herself with robotic care, she felt the cool plastic of the seat through the thin denim, a shocking intimacy against her bare sex. She settled, back ramrod straight, thighs clamped tight.

Paul’s gaze, initially friendly, had snagged. It travelled over her, a slow, clumsy inventory. It lingered on the pronounced swell of her cleavage where the cardigan gaped, on the visible points of her nipples. His smile faltered, replaced by a confused, fascinated intensity.

“You’re, uh… looking very… different today, Natalia,” he said, his voice awkward. His eyes dipped again, to the scandalous length of skirt visible above her knees. “Very… summery. For September.”

Her cheeks burned. “Just… trying something new,” she managed, spearing a leaf of lettuce. His gaze felt like insects crawling on her skin. She was horrifyingly aware of the heat between her legs, of the dampness that would be soaking the denim right where she sat. If she shifted even an inch, if she relaxed her thighs, she might flash this quite unattractive, paunchy man her wet, bare pussy. The thought was nauseating and, to her utter shame, sent another treacherous trickle of arousal seeping from her core. She was a lecturer, sitting in the staff cafeteria, desperately trying not to show her colleague her exposed, excited sex. The humiliation was a dark, thrilling coil in her gut.

She endured ten minutes of stilted small talk under his fascinated, inappropriate stare before making a flimsy excuse and escaping.

The summons to Marcus Adeyemi’s office came just after two p.m. Her stomach, already knotted, twisted into a hard ball of dread.

His office was a testament to established authority: floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a vast oak desk, the scent of old paper and polished leather. He stood by the window, tall and distinguished, his back to her as she entered.

“Natalia. Close the door, please.”

His voice was calm, composed. The voice of her mentor, her head of department. She obeyed, the click of the latch sounding final.

He turned. His gaze, warm and intelligent, swept over her. It was different from Paul’s leering curiosity. This was assessment. It took in the sheer cardigan, the desperate attempt at modesty with her crossed arms, the denim skirt that was, even standing straight, a clear violation of any professional dress code. His expression didn’t change, but a subtle shift occurred in his eyes. A flicker of… disappointment. Then something sharper.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair facing his desk.

The chair was deep, leather, and low. A pit of pure terror opened inside her. To sit in it, she would have to bend. There was no way to lower herself without the tiny skirt riding up. She stood frozen, a deer in the headlights of his quiet authority.

“Is there a problem?” he asked, one eyebrow arching. The question hung in the air, laden with unspoken meaning.

“No, Professor. Of course not.” Her voice was a thin thread. She moved to the chair, her mind screaming. She turned slightly, presenting her side to him, and began to lower herself with excruciating slowness. As she bent, the denim tightened, and she felt the hem crawl upwards. The cool leather touched the backs of her thighs, then higher. She knew, with absolute certainty, that the full, round curve of her bare ass was now in contact with the seat. She perched on the very edge, knees locked together, her body a tense line of mortified awareness.

He walked back to his desk and sat, steepling his fingers. His gaze was unwavering. “I received some concerning comments today, Natalia. About your lecture.”

Her heart stopped. “Concerning?”

“About your attire.” He let the word hang. “I must say, seeing it for myself… I’m disappointed.” The word was a soft, devastating hammer. “This is a place of scholarship. Of respect. You are a representative of this department, of this university.” He leaned forward slightly, his dark eyes capturing hers. “What you are wearing is not just inappropriate. It’s a profound lapse in judgment. It undermines your authority. It undermines my authority, by association.”

Each sentence was a precise, surgical cut. She felt naked in a way the denim could never achieve. Her eyes stung. “I… I’m so sorry, Professor Adeyemi. It was… a mistake.”

“A mistake?” His voice remained level, but it gained an edge. “It looks deliberate. It looks like you want to be looked at. Like you want to be seen as something other than a serious academic.” He paused, letting the accusation settle into her bones. “I have half a mind to write this up. A formal note to HR. A written warning for unprofessional conduct.”

Devastated. The world tilted. A written warning. On her record. It would haunt every promotion, every grant application. Her career, flashing before her eyes. Yet, beneath the crashing wave of professional ruin, another sensation pulsed, dark and undeniable. His words, his condemnation, his absolute authority over her in this moment… it made her ache. A hot, slick flood of arousal gushed from her, a shocking betrayal. She felt it, a sudden warmth spreading on the leather beneath her, soaking the denim where it met her bare skin.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “Please, don’t. I’m so sorry. It won’t happen again. I promise.” She was babbling, tears of genuine distress and unbearable excitement welling in her large hazel eyes. She was utterly seen, utterly vulnerable, and her body was screaming its traitorous approval.

He watched her, his expression unreadable. He saw the tears. He saw the tremor in her full lips. He saw the way she clutched herself, the desperate attempt to hide what could no longer be hidden. He saw everything.


Chapter Four

The walk from Marcus Adeyemi’s office to the lecture hall was a blur of mortified adrenaline. Natalia’s cheeks still burned from the heat of her tears, the echo of his disappointment a cold stone in her gut. She had sat there, a professional woman of twenty-six, and sobbed like a chastised child, her barely-there skirt hiked up, her bare ass sticking to his expensive leather chair. He had taken pity. A verbal caution. Her record intact, but her dignity was in tatters, a shredded thing fluttering in her chest. She clutched her notes like a shield, her heels clicking a frantic, desperate rhythm on the linoleum.

Her phone buzzed in her cardigan pocket. A single, cold thrill shot down her spine. She knew. Even before she fumbled it out, she knew.

My little slut. Next lecture be there 15 minutes early.

The words were a command, a correction. Marcus saw a lapse in judgment. Kane saw an opportunity. Her pace, already hurried, broke into a near-run. The tiny denim skirt chafed high on her thighs. The sheer cashmere fluttered open with each stride, her large, unbound 36D breasts bouncing heavily, their full weight a sensual, shameful counterpoint to her panic. She felt the dampness between her legs—leftover arousal from Marcus’s scolding, now mingling with a fresh, hot flood at Kane’s summons. Her body was a traitor, humming with a need that scoffed at professional ruin.

She pushed through the heavy door of Lecture Hall B, breathing hard. The vast room was empty, silent save for the hum of the lighting rigs. And there he was.

Kane stood down by the lectern, leaning against it as if he owned the space. He was dressed simply in dark jeans and a grey t-shirt that stretched over his lean, muscular shoulders. He watched her approach, his gaze calm, absorbing her dishevelled state; the flushed skin, the heaving chest, the terrified wideness of her large hazel eyes.

“You’re late,” he said, his voice flat. Not angry. Stating a fact.

“I’m sorry, I had to….”

“Knees.”

The word cut through her explanation. It wasn’t loud. It was absolute. A shiver wracked her, part fear, part devastating relief. This, at least, was simple. This, she understood. Her notes slipped from her nerveless fingers, scattering on the floor. She walked the last few steps to him, the sound of her heels unbearably loud in the empty hall. She sank to her knees on the cool, polished wood, the denim straining tight across her thighs. She looked up at him, her full, sexy lips parted.

He didn’t smile. He just unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them and his boxers down just enough. His cock, already half-hard, sprang free. It was thick, long, a promise of possession. “Suck.”

She leaned forward, her long brunette hair falling over her shoulders. She took the broad head into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the ridge. He tasted clean, musky, deeply male. She heard his soft, indrawn breath above her. She worked him with a growing hunger, her lips stretching as he swelled to full, rigid erection in her mouth. She sucked deeply, taking him as far as she could, her hand stroking the base. She worshiped him with her mouth, the act a silent plea and a perfect submission. Pre-cum beaded on her tongue, salty and sweet. He let her continue for a minute, his hands tangling loosely in her hair, guiding her pace.

Then, he pulled back. “Enough.” His cock glistened with her saliva, jutting hard from his body. “Up. Bend over the lectern. Just like last time.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Last time. In this very room, her panties taken, her ass reddened, her pussy filled. She rose on shaky legs, turned, and bent forward, placing her palms flat on the smooth, worn wood of the lectern. The position hiked the obscenely short skirt up to her waist, baring the full, round, heart-shaped curves of her ass completely to the cool air… and to him. She felt utterly exposed, her wet, bare sex on display.

"OMG!" she thought, her mind racing. Her voice trembled as she whispered to Kane, "Please, anyone could come in. In only another minute or two, my students will start arriving." Her heart pounded in her chest, a frantic rhythm that mirrored her panic. Yet, despite the fear, there was a flicker of something else; arousal. The thrill of the forbidden, the danger of being caught, sent heat pooling between her legs. She hated herself for it, for the way her body betrayed her, for the way the thought of being discovered only made her want him more.

Kane’s gaze remained steady, unyielding, as if he could see straight through her protests into the twisted knot of desire beneath. "Yes, we’ll have to be quick," he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. His hand brushed against her thigh, a fleeting touch that sent electric shocks through her already frayed nerves. "Now you’re mine."

The words were a brand, searing into her skin, into her soul. She wanted to argue, to scream, to fight back, but her body had already made its decision. Her breath hitched as she felt his presence behind her, the heat of him radiating against her back. Her fingers clenched the edge of the lectern, knuckles white, as she braced herself for whatever came next.

Kane leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "You wanted this," he whispered, his voice a dark promise. "You’ve been begging for it since the moment you walked through that door."

She shook her head, denial on her lips, but it was hollow. He was right. She always wanted him, even when she didn’t. Especially when she didn’t. The fear, the shame, the risk, it was all part of the twisted allure that made her crave him with a hunger that defied logic.

Her eyes darted to the door, her pulse quickening at the sound of distant footsteps. "Kane," she pleaded, her voice barely audible. "Please..."

She heard the rustle of his clothes, the soft thud of his jeans hitting the floor. Then his hands were on her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. The broad, hot head of his cock nudged through her slick folds, seeking entrance.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured, a note of dark approval in his voice. “Even after crying in your boss’s office. You really are my perfect little slut.”

The degradation was a spark to tinder. She whimpered, pushing her hips back in silent invitation. He entered her in one slow, inexorable push, filling her aching, empty channel with a stretch that bordered on pain before dissolving into a shocking, overwhelming fullness. He was so deep. She gasped, her fingers scrabbling on the wood.

He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a hard, fast rhythm, fucking her with deep, driving strokes that shoved the heavy lectern forward an inch with every impact. The sound was brutal: the slap of his skin against her ass, the creak of the furniture, their mingled, ragged breaths. Each thrust was a claim, erasing Marcus’s words, replacing professional shame with a more primal, undeniable truth.

“This…” he grunted, his control fraying, “is where you belong. Bent over. Being used. In your own lecture hall.”

Her orgasm built with terrifying speed, coiling tight in her core. The humiliation, the risk, the sheer animal physicality of him pounding into her, it was all too much. She felt her inner muscles begin to flutter, to clench. “Kane… I’m going to…”

“Come,” he commanded, his voice harsh. “Come all over my cock, slut. Now.”

It was the permission she needed. The climax detonated, a white-hot wave that crashed through her, stripping her of thought. A raw, broken cry tore from her throat as her pussy convulsed violently around his driving length. The pleasure was sharp, almost painful in its intensity, radiating out from her core to her fingertips, to her toes.

Her convulsions tipped him over the edge. With a final, guttural groan, he slammed deep, hilting himself inside her, and held. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release, jet after jet flooding her spasming channel, filling her up. He stayed there, buried to the hilt, as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

Slowly, he pulled out. The sound was lewd, wet. She stayed bent over, breathless, feeling the immediate, warm gush of his spend as it escaped her well-used hole. She felt it seep out, a thick, pearly trickle that ran down her inner thigh.

Before she could even think to straighten up, to find a tissue, she heard the distant click of the door opening at the top of the hall. Voices. Students.

Her eyes flew wide. No.

Kane was already pulling up his jeans, fastening them with calm efficiency. He looked down at the mess glistening between her legs, at the sticky trail on her skin. He gave her slick, cum-smeared thigh a light, possessive pat. “Smooth your skirt down,” he said quietly. “They’re coming.”

Trembling violently, she reached back and tugged the denim skirt down. It settled over the full curves of her ass, the fabric instantly growing damp and warm from the wetness soaking her skin and the semen now coating her thighs. She straightened up, her legs unsteady, just as the first group of students rounded the rows of seats, chatting and laughing.

Kane gave her a small, neutral nod, as if they’d been discussing coursework, and walked past her, taking a seat in the front row. He watched her, his expression unreadable.

Natalia turned to face the slowly filling hall, her professional mask slamming into place even as her mind screamed. She felt it. A warm, sticky trickle tracing a path down her right thigh, inside her skirt. The evidence of what she’d just done, of what she was. Her pussy throbbed, sore and satisfied, yet achingly empty again already. She clicked on the projector, her hand shaking only slightly. The title slide for her lecture on ‘Cognitive Dissonance and Behavioural Alignment’ glowed on the screen behind her.

“Good afternoon,” she began, her voice miraculously clear and steady. “Please take your seats. We’ll begin in a moment.” She adjusted her notes, the movement making her acutely aware of the slow, viscous slide on her skin. The stickiness was spreading. Every shift of her thighs as she stood at the lectern was a fresh, humiliating reminder. She was conducting a university lecture, her voice explaining complex psychological theory, while her lover’s cum dried in a tacky film on her bare skin, hidden beneath a skirt that was a testament to her total surrender.


Chapter Five

The morning light was a pale, accusing rectangle on the wall when she awoke, her mouth already finding him in the half-dark. It was a ritual now, this first waking worship. Her lips closed around his softness, and with slow, suctioning pulls and the flat of her tongue, she felt him stir, thicken, become a solid weight on her tongue. By the time he was fully hard, his fingers were tangled in her long brunette hair, guiding her pace, and she was already wet, her own nakedness pressed against the warm sheet.

He came in her mouth with a low groan, his hips jerking, and she swallowed it all, the salty, bitter taste another part of their morning liturgy. Then, before the aftershocks had fully faded, he rolled her onto her back, shoved her thighs apart with his knees, and drove into her. The sex was hard and fast, a claiming of the new day. Her large, natural breasts bounced with each thrust, and she clung to him, her climax arriving sharp and sudden, a bright flash of pleasure that left her gasping.

The shower was a repeat of the day before: his hands soaping every inch of her, his cock hardening again against her ass under the spray. He turned her, lifted her against the slick tiles, and fucked her there, water sluicing between their joined bodies, her legs wrapped around his lean waist. She came again, a softer, drowning wave, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

After, wrapped in towels, she moved to the kitchenette. He sat at the small dining table, watching her, his eyes dark and unreadable. She made the coffee naked, the way he liked. She felt the cool air on her skin, the heavy sway of her 36D breasts as she ground the beans, the subtle jiggle of her ass as she moved to the kettle. She was hyper-aware of her own body as a display, of the full, round curves and soft skin offered for his silent appraisal. She placed his mug in front of him, then hers, and sat opposite, curling one leg under her, a futile attempt at modesty.

He took a sip, his gaze never leaving her. Then he set the mug down. The sound was final.

“I want you to dress the same today.”

The words were calm, conversational. They hit her like a bucket of ice water.

“No! Kane, I can’t.” The plea was out before she could stop it, her voice rising. “I told you. Professor Marcus Adeyemi has warned me. He said if I do, I’ll get an official warning on my record. My career…”

He didn’t react. He took another slow sip of coffee. “You’ll message him on the way into the uni. You’ll ask for a meeting. At eleven.”

Her mind raced, scrambling for a way out. A meeting? To apologize again? To beg for clemency while dressed like that? It was a deeper, more calculated humiliation.

Then he delivered the rest. The true devastation.

“You’ll offer him a blowjob. Or he can spank your big round ass. If that’s what he wants.”

Time stopped. The air vanished from the room. Natalia stared, her full lips parted, her large hazel eyes wide with pure, uncomprehending shock. The words echoed in the silent flat. Offer him a blowjob. Spank your ass.

“You… you want me to suck his cock?” she whispered, the sentence itself feeling profane.

“You’re my slut now,” Kane said, his voice utterly matter-of-fact. “If I say you can suck another man, you’ll suck.”

A violent, conflicting storm erupted inside her. Shock, yes. A dizzying sense of moral vertigo. But beneath it, rising like a black tide, was an arousal so intense it stole her breath. Her nipples peaked into hard, aching points. A fresh gush of wetness soaked her bare folds.

Kane will offer her to other men. Her boss. The head of Department. A man she had always, secretly, found devastatingly attractive. She could imagine herself on her knees for Marcus, his strong, commanding hands in her hair. She had fantasized about it. She had even fantasized about being taken by Kane and Professor Adeyemi at the same time, a fantasy that had shocked her with its depravity.

But to offer herself. To say the words. ‘I can suck your cock,’ to her boss, the man she respected most. It wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was a transaction. A whore’s bargain. She really would be a slut. Not just Kane’s, but a slut in truth, her body a currency he could spend.

The humiliation was acid and honey in her veins. She looked down at her own body, the full breasts, the soft stomach, the long legs, and saw it anew. Not just a vessel for pleasure, but a tool for degradation. His tool.

“Okay,” she heard herself say, the word a soft surrender. “I’ll do it.”

He didn’t smile. He simply nodded. “Get dressed.”

The short denim skirt felt like an old enemy now. She stepped into it, the rough fabric a familiar scrape on her thighs. She tugged it up, and it settled, shorter than modesty, shorter than professionalism, a blatant advertisement. The sheer cashmere cardigan came next, the soft wool doing nothing to hide the dark circles of her areolas or the hard points of her nipples, still tight from the shock of his command. No underwear. The empty, vulnerable feeling between her legs was a constant, thrilling ache.

They walked to campus in a tense silence. Her body was on fire with awareness. The bounce of her breasts, the swing of her hips, the cool air whispering over her bare sex with every step. Kane’s hand rested possessively on the small of her back, a brand of ownership. She took out her phone, her fingers trembling.

Natalia: Professor Adeyemi, I need to speak with you this morning. I know it’s short notice, but it’s urgent. Could we meet at 11? I’m on my way in now.

The three dots appeared almost immediately. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Marcus: My office. 11 am. Be prompt, Natalia.

She showed the screen to Kane. He gave a single, satisfied nod.

They entered the main building, the buzz of student life swirling around them. She felt every glance like a physical touch. The short skirt. The sheer top. The obvious lack of a bra. She was a scandal walking, and now she was walking straight into the lion’s den to proposition him.

As they approached the staircase that would lead to the faculty offices, Kane stopped. He turned her to face him, his hands on her shoulders. His gaze was intense, piercing.

“Remember,” he said, his voice low. “You’re offering. Blowjob or spank. His choice. You do what he says. And you text me after. Every detail.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Be a good slut for him. For me.”

Then he released her, turning to melt into the stream of students heading to the lecture halls. She was alone. Natalia Greco, psychology lecturer, standing in the main atrium of her university, dressed like a call girl, her pussy slick with anticipation, her mind reeling, about to go and ask her distinguished, fifty-something head of department if he would like her mouth on his cock.

She took a shaky breath, adjusted the cardigan that hid nothing, and started up the stairs towards Marcus Adeyemi’s office.


Chapter Six

The polished wood of the staircase seemed to absorb the sound of her heels, each step a hollow echo in the cavernous atrium of her own ruin. Natalia Greco, BA, MSc, PhD. Lecturer. Researcher. Slut. The titles chased each other in a sickening loop. Before Kane, she had been a constellation of achievements, her orbit precise and predictable. Respected by students, valued by peers, admired, safely, distantly, by Marcus. She could swat away a creep like Paul Whitaker with a cool, dismissive glance. She was the one in control of the gaze.

Now, she was the gaze. She was the object. The denim, a scant few inches of fabric, rasped against her upper thighs with every step, a constant reminder of her exposure. The sheer cashmere cardigan fluttered open with her movement, and she felt the heavy, unbound sway of her 36D breasts, their full weight a sensual betrayal of her terror. The cool air of the stairwell whispered over her completely bare sex, and she felt the slick evidence of her arousal, Kane’s command, the impending meeting, making a damp patch on the inside of the skirt. His slut. Offering herself to another man. Her boss.

Her body was no longer her own. It was his to command, his to display, his to give away. The realization was a cold stone in her gut, but it was wrapped in a searing, shameful heat. Her nipples were hard, aching points against the soft wool. Her pussy throbbed, empty and hungry, already weeping at the thought of what was to come.

How would Marcus deal with her? The professional part of her mind, the part that was dying, screamed the consequences. A written warning. Gross misconduct. Dismissal. The end of everything she’d built.

But the part of her that Kane had awakened, the part that now governed the flush on her skin and the wetness between her legs, whispered other possibilities. Would he accept? Would he stand there, that distinguished, powerful man, and let her sink to her knees on his expensive rug? Would she fumble with his belt, taste the salt and musk of him, her professor, while her own skirt rode up to her waist? Or would he take a different kind of control? Would he sit in his leather chair, pull her across his lap, and spank her ‘round ass’ until it glowed, her pleads and whimpers echoing in the book-lined room? The images were not nightmares. They were fantasies, vivid and detailed, and they made her clench around nothing, a fresh pulse of wetness adding to the dampness on her thighs.

She reached the top of the stairs. The corridor to the faculty offices was quiet, hushed with carpet and authority. Each door was a nameplate, a title, a life’s work. Prof. M. Adeyemi, Head of Department. It loomed at the end.

Her footsteps slowed. The terror was a physical thing, a tight band around her chest. But beneath it, coiling tight in her core, was an excitement so intense it felt like illness. This was the ultimate transgression. The final brick removed from the wall between her professional self and her naked, wanting body. Kane had orchestrated it perfectly. The humiliation wasn’t just in the act; it was in the walk. In every agonizing second of anticipation, in the knowledge that she was choosing this. That a part of her wanted it.

She stopped before the dark oak door. Her hand, trembling, rose. She could still turn around. She could claim illness. She could text Kane a refusal.

But she didn’t. Her knuckles rapped softly on the wood.

The sound was absurdly loud in the silent hall. It was the sound she remembered from school, standing outside the headmaster’s office for some minor uniform infringement, skirt an inch too short, shirt untucked. A child’s fear of authority. This was different. This was a woman’s fear, and a woman’s dark, thrilling hunger.

She waited. The seconds stretched. She could hear the faint, muffled sound of movement from within. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She felt a single, warm trickle of her own arousal escape and trace a path down her inner thigh. She was standing at her boss’s door, her pussy wet and bare, about to proposition him. The reality of it crashed over her, and her knees felt weak.

The door handle turned.


Chapter Seven

The dark oak door swung inward, and Natalia’s breath hitched. Professor Marcus Adeyemi stood there, his tall, distinguished frame filling the doorway. He was dressed in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit, the crisp white of his shirt a stark contrast to his dark skin. His gaze, usually warm with intellectual camaraderie, swept over her. She saw the exact moment his eyes registered her outfit—the same tiny denim skirt, the same sheer cardigan, her large, unbound breasts clearly visible beneath the wool. His expression shifted from professional welcome to a profound, weary disappointment.

He didn’t speak. He simply stepped back, holding the door open in silent command.

Natalia entered the office, the scent of old books, leather, and his subtle, expensive cologne enveloping her. The door clicked shut behind her, the sound final. He walked around his broad, imposing desk and sat, steepling his strong, commanding hands. He didn’t invite her to sit.

“Sit, Natalia,” he said, his voice low and heavy. “It would appear we have to discuss the same matter as yesterday.”

His tone was like a physical weight. She lowered herself into the leather visitor’s chair, the cold material kissing the bare skin of her thighs where the skirt failed to cover. Her heart was a frantic bird against her ribs. “Yes, Sir.”

“Before we get onto the inappropriate way you are dressed,” he began, his piercing eyes holding hers. “What is the matter you wish to discuss?”

This was it. The words Kane had put in her mouth. They felt like broken glass on her tongue. She forced them out, her voice a thin, shaky whisper. “Sir, I… I wish to discuss a compromise about the way I am dressed.”

A deep frown etched itself between his brows. “I really don’t see how we can come to a compromise. There is nothing acceptable about the way you are dressed. I’m very disappointed in you.” He leaned forward slightly, the movement radiating authority. “After such an excellent few year.”

The professional shame was acute, a lash across her already raw psyche. But beneath it, the heat was building. The dangerous, humiliating thrill of what came next. She took a trembling breath. “I thought… maybe if I could offer you a blowjob. Or maybe you could spank my bare ass.”

The silence that followed was absolute, a vacuum that sucked all sound from the room. Natalia watched, her large hazel eyes wide, as Professor Marcus Adeyemi, the unflappable head of department, lost his composure. His stern mask fractured. His eyes widened a fraction, his lips parting slightly. A flush, of shock, of anger, of something else, darkened his cheeks. For the first time since she’d known him, he looked utterly, humanly stunned.

He recovered quickly, but the crack had been shown. His voice, when it came, was dangerously quiet. “You have now raised the matter to a much more serious offence.”

The words should have terrified her. They did. But they also sent a fresh, hot gush of wetness seeping from her core, soaking her bare folds. She felt it, a warm trickle against the cool leather. Her body was screaming its approval even as her mind reeled. She kept her gaze lowered, playing her part. “Maybe a very hard spanking, Sir.”

He sat back in his chair, his imposing presence filling the room. He didn’t speak for a long moment, his dark eyes travelling over her, the fall of her long brunette hair, the pronounced swell of her 36D breasts under the sheer fabric, the nervous clasp of her hands in her lap, the expanse of smooth, bare thigh. He was mulling it over. He was actually considering it.

The realization made her pussy clench, empty and aching.

“A bare assed spanking,” he said slowly, as if tasting the words, “or a blowjob?”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, the submission in her voice utterly real.

He leaned forward again, his gaze sharpening, becoming something more assessing, more predatory. “I think,” he said, his voice dropping to a intimate, humiliating murmur, “that to be going around doing your job as a lecturer in my department dressed like a common trollop… it would require both, don’t you, Miss Greco?”

Her breath caught. Both. He wanted both. The spanking and the blowjob. The punishment and the service. The full, degrading transaction.

“Both, Sir?” she breathed, needing to hear it again.

A faint, grim smile touched his lips. It wasn’t friendly. It was the smile of a man who has just been handed an unexpected and deeply satisfying form of control. “Yes, Miss Greco. Both.”

A wave of sheer, dizzying relief washed over her, so potent it felt like arousal. She wasn’t being fired. She was being… disciplined. Used. The path Kane had set for her was being accepted. “Yes, Sir,” she said, the words rushing out.

He stood up. The movement was fluid, powerful. He walked around the desk, coming to stand before her. He loomed over her, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the window. “Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs, her head barely reaching his shoulder. The scent of him, clean starch, cedar, masculine skin, was overwhelming. He looked down at her, his eyes tracing the outline of her hard nipples against the cashmere. “The spanking first,” he stated. “You will bend over my desk. You will lift your skirt and present yourself. You will not make a sound loud enough to be heard in the corridor. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured, her pulse thundering in her ears. The heat between her legs was now a throbbing, insistent ache. She was so wet she could feel it slicking her inner thighs.

“Do it.”

She turned, her back to him, and took the two shaky steps to the massive, polished mahogany desk. She placed her palms flat on the cool surface, scattering a neat stack of journals. Then, with a shuddering breath, she reached back, took the hem of the tiny denim skirt, and slowly, slowly, pulled it up. She folded it over itself at the small of her back, baring herself completely to the cool, quiet air of the office… and to him.

Her heart-shaped ass, full and round, was now on full display. The soft, pale skin of her cheeks was unmarked, waiting. She felt profoundly, utterly exposed. This was her boss’s desk. These were his journals. And she was bent over them, her ass in the air, her bare, wet pussy exposed behind her.

Natalia felt the warmth of his presence before she felt his touch. Professor Adeyemi’s large hand descended slowly, deliberately, and came to rest on the curve of her right cheek. His palm was firm, his skin slightly rough against the soft, exposed flesh of her round ass. The contact sent a jolt through her, a thrilling mix of humiliation and arousal that pooled hotly between her legs. 

She was exposed. Utterly, shamelessly exposed. Her skirt was hiked up, her bare skin on display, and now the professor’s hand was on her, claiming her, asserting his dominance over her. The weight of his touch was a reminder of her submission, of the power dynamic she had willingly, if nervously, surrendered to. 

He didn’t speak, but the silence was heavy with intent. His fingers flexed slightly, pressing into the pliant flesh of her cheek, as if testing its softness, its readiness. Natalia’s breath hitched, her body trembling under his touch. She could feel the dampness between her thighs growing, her pussy clenching in anticipation of what was to come. 

The professor’s hand lingered, savouring the moment, savouring her vulnerability. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he drew his hand back, leaving her skin tingling in its wake. 

“A proper spanking,” he said, his voice low and commanding, “requires a proper response. You will stay still, Miss Greco. You will take what you’ve earned.” 

Natalia nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. His hand returned, this time sharper, firmer, as he began to deliver the first proper stroke. The sound echoed in the quiet office, a sharp crack against her flesh. The sting was immediate, a hot burst of pain that melted into something deeper, something more primal. She bit down on her lip to stifle the cry that threatened to escape, her body tensing under the force of his hand. 

Professor Adeyemi’s control was absolute, his rhythm steady and unrelenting. Each spank landed with precision, turning her pale skin a deepening shade of red. Natalia’s legs trembled, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as the heat spread through her body, igniting a fire she hadn’t known she was capable of feeling. 

She was exposed. She was his. And she was unravelling with every stroke of his hand.

The room seemed to hold its breath as Professor Adeyemi’s open hand descended in a swift, decisive arc. The sound was explosive, a sharp crack that echoed off the walls and reverberated through Natalia’s body. His palm landed hard against the soft, round flesh of her exposed buttocks, igniting a searing, bright burst of pain that radiated across one cheek before he delivered a second, equally brutal smack to the other. Her body jerked forward involuntarily, her fingers clawing at the polished surface of the desk, her breath catching in her throat. 

“Count,” he commanded, his voice calm and unyielding, devoid of any warmth or hesitation.

“One,” Natalia choked out, her voice trembling as she forced the word past her lips. “Th-thank you, Sir.”

The pain was immediate, intense, and unrelenting, a stinging fire that burned deep into her skin. But beneath it, shockingly, a wave of pure, electric pleasure surged from her core, flooding her senses. Her pussy clenched tightly, dripping with arousal, as the humiliation of her position, bent over her professor’s desk, her bare ass exposed and reddening under his punishing hand, merged with the physical sensation. It was a feedback loop of shame and need, each spank driving her deeper into a haze of submission and desire. 

She trembled, her legs unsteady, her breath ragged, as she waited for the next stroke, her body already anticipating the paradoxical mix of pain and pleasure that would follow.

“Two. Thank you, Sir.”

She could feel the heat building in her skin, a fierce, glowing warmth. Her ass was already sore, already beginning to bloom with the promised redness. Her breath came in short, sharp pants. Her nipples, trapped against the rough cashmere of her cardigan, were painfully hard.

THWACK!

“Three! Thank you, Sir!”

Tears sprang to her eyes, but they were tears of overwhelmed sensation, not just pain. Each hard slap was a claim, a correction. He was erasing her professional facade with every impact, replacing it with the simple, undeniable truth of her submission. Her body was alight, every nerve ending screaming. The wetness between her legs was a river now, a humiliating, thrilling proof of her arousal.

THWACK!

“Four! Thank you, Sir!”

She was so focused on the burning pain in her ass, on the struggle to hold position and count, that she almost didn’t notice the other sensation. But as the fifth stroke landed, she felt it, the hard, unmistakable ridge of his erection pressing against her through his tailored trousers. He was aroused. Watching her take her punishment, hearing her strained thanks, was turning him on.

The realization sent a new, dizzying wave of heat through her. He wanted this too.

THWACK!

“Five! Thank you, Sir!”

“Good,” he murmured, his voice slightly thicker now. His warm, strong hands, the hands that graded papers and shook those of visiting professors, now settled on her blazing, sore flesh. He kneaded the hot, reddened skin, his thumbs pressing into the tender spots, making her whimper. “You’re taking your punishment very well, Natalia. Such a red, sore, pretty ass.”

His touch, after the sharp pain, was almost a caress. It soothed and inflamed at once. She pushed back against his hands, a silent, shameless plea for more.

He chuckled, a low, dark sound. “Eager for the next part, are we?” His hands left her ass. She heard the rustle of clothing, the soft clink of a belt buckle.


Chapter Eight

The rustle of his trousers being pushed down was the only sound in the room. Natalia kept her forehead pressed to the cool wood of the desk, her reddened, throbbing ass still on display. The heat from the spanking radiated through her, a constant, humiliating throb that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat. She heard the soft whisper of fabric, then the quiet thud of his shoes being stepped out of.

“Lift yourself up and turn around.”

His voice was different now. Lower. Less the professor and more the man who had just taken his palm to her bare flesh. She pushed herself up, wincing as the movement pulled at the sore, sensitized skin of her ass. She turned, her hands fluttering nervously to pull down the tiny denim skirt, but his sharp, “Leave it,” stopped her. The skirt stayed bunched at her waist, leaving her completely exposed from the navel down. Her large, unbound breasts, her soft stomach, the thatch of dark curls between her legs, all of it was on display for him.

He stood before her, fully undressed from the waist down. His tailored suit trousers and boxers were a puddle at his feet. And there, jutting proudly from a thatch of neat, grey-streaked hair, was his cock.

Oh my god.

The thought was a silent scream. He was thick. Substantial. Veins corded the hard length of him, and the head was a dark, flushed plum, already glistening with a bead of moisture. A sudden, involuntary comparison flashed in her mind: Kane’s was long, lean, relentless. This was different. This was power. A mature, commanding weight that promised to fill and stretch her in ways she hadn’t yet experienced. The sheer visual of it, here in his scholarly office, made her mouth water and her knees weaken.

“Kneel.”

The command was simple. Absolute. It brooked no hesitation. Her gaze snapped from his cock to his face. His expression was stern, but his eyes burned with a dark, avid fire. This was the man who had praised her “pretty ass” as he reddened it. This was the authority she had just begged to punish her.

Humiliation and arousal twisted together into a single, sharp need. She sank down, her knees meeting the plush, expensive carpet. The position brought her face level with his cock. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her nostrils, clean skin and something uniquely him. It was intoxicating.

“Take the cardigan off,” he ordered, his tone clinical yet dripping with intent. “I want to see your big tits while you do this.”

The crude, objectifying language was a shockwave. He wasn’t asking to see her. He wanted to see her tits. Her big tits. The degradation was so stark, so blatant, it stole her breath. And yet, a fresh, hot flood of wetness soaked her folds, trickling down her inner thigh. Her body was screaming its approval.

With trembling fingers, she fumbled with the buttons of the sheer cashmere cardigan. She shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it fall behind her. The cool office air washed over her naked torso, tightening her nipples into painfully hard, dusky peaks. Her 36D breasts hung heavy and full, swaying slightly with her ragged breathing. She felt utterly, devastatingly naked.

“Now,” he said, his hand wrapping around the base of his thick cock, aiming it at her lips. “Open and suck. You’re dressed like a slut, Natalia. You offered yourself like a slut. So, suck my cock like the greedy little slut you are.”

The words were a branding iron. Slut. It wasn’t a whispered endearment from Kane in the dark. This was a declaration, an indictment, spoken in the clear light of his office. And it unravelled her. A low, needy whimper escaped her throat as she opened her mouth, her full lips stretching wide.

He didn’t wait. He guided himself forward, the broad, smooth head of his cock pressing against her lips, then past them. Her mouth strained to accommodate him. He was so much thicker than she’d anticipated. The stretch was immediate, a delicious, overwhelming fullness that made her jaw ache. She closed her lips around the shaft, her tongue flattening against the hot, velvety skin beneath.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his other hand coming to rest on the crown of her head, not forcing, but guiding. “Take it. All of it.”

She tried. She relaxed her jaw, letting him push deeper. The head bumped the back of her throat, and she gagged reflexively, her eyes watering. He paused, letting her adjust, his thumb stroking her hair almost gently, a grotesque parody of comfort. “Breathe through your nose. Relax your throat.”

She obeyed, sucking in a sharp breath through her nostrils. She focused on the sensation, the sheer, humiliating reality of being on her knees for Professor Marcus Adeyemi, her sore ass a testament to his dominance, her tits bare, his thick cock filling her mouth. It was the most debased she had ever felt. And it was the most aroused. Her own sex was a swollen, dripping ache, utterly ignored, while all her focus was on servicing him.

He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm. She worked her tongue, swirling it around the shaft, sucking firmly as he withdrew, trying to take him deeper with each push. Saliva gathered at the corners of her stretched lips, a messy, lewd proof of her effort. The sounds were obscene, wet, sucking noises, her soft gags, his low grunts of pleasure. His grip in her hair tightened, not painfully, but possessively. He was using her mouth. She was a tool for his pleasure, a receptacle, and the knowledge made her pussy clench wildly around nothing.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She dragged her watery gaze up his torso, past the crisp white shirt, to meet his eyes. He looked down at her, his expression a mask of controlled lust. Seeing her like this, mouth stuffed, tits bared, utterly submissive, was clearly a profound thrill for him. “You’re doing very well, slut. Such a pretty mouth.”

The praise, couched in the degrading term, sent another jolt through her. She moaned around his cock, the vibration making him hiss and thrust deeper, hitting her throat. She took it, her body trembling with the effort and the overwhelming cocktail of sensations.

His rhythm became more urgent, less controlled. His hips jerked forward in short, sharp thrusts. The hand in her hair held her firmly in place. “I’m going to come in your mouth,” he growled, his voice ragged. “You’re going to swallow every drop. Aren’t you?”

She couldn’t speak. She could only nod slightly, her eyes wide and pleading, locked on his. It was all the consent he needed.

With a final, deep groan that seemed to come from his chest, he shoved himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing violently against her tongue. The first hot, salty jet hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, the bitter, musky flavour flooding her senses. He kept coming, pulse after pulse, and she kept swallowing, her throat working desperately, a greedy, obedient cum-slut just as he’d wanted. Some escaped, dripping from her lips onto her chin, a final mark of her debasement.

He held himself there for a long moment, his body taut, before slowly pulling out. Her lips, red and swollen, clung to him for a second before releasing him with a soft, wet pop. She knelt there, panting, her chin glistening, the taste of him coating her tongue and throat.

Professor Adeyemi looked down at her, tucking his now-softening cock back into his boxers and trousers with efficient, unselfconscious movements. His breathing slowed. The dark fire in his eyes banked, replaced by a cool, assessing satisfaction. He straightened his shirt.

“Dress yourself,” he said, his tone reverting to its normal, authoritative cadence, as if discussing a departmental budget. “You have a lecture in fifteen minutes. Go back to your students.”


Epilogue

The flat was quiet, a stark contrast to the storm of sensation that still echoed in her body from Professor Adeyemi’s office. Kane stood just inside the door, his calm, penetrating gaze sweeping over her. He’d been waiting. The lecture had ended hours ago, but the humid heat between her thighs, the lingering, bruised ache in her ass, it had all been for him. A report he was now here to collect.

“Strip.”

The single word cut through the silence, a command that brooked no discussion. Her heart thudded, but it was a familiar rhythm now. The rhythm of obedience. More humiliation. She was a 26-year-old lecturer, a woman with a PhD, standing before a boy of twenty. And she was about to undress for him, to prove her submission.

Her fingers moved to the buttons of her cashmere cardigan. She undid them slowly, letting the fabric fall open to reveal the creamy swell of her 36D breasts, the soft curve of her stomach. She pushed the cardigan from her shoulders, let it drop. Next, the short skirt. The zip hissed down, and she stepped out of it, standing before him naked

Her heavy, full breasts free, the cool air pebbling her dark nipples instantly. She was now completely bare before him, her Mediterranean skin flushed, her body on full display. His psychology lecturer. Six years older. Now his slut.

He didn’t touch her. He simply looked, his eyes doing a clinical inventory. They lingered on the pronounced, feminine swell of her hips, the thatch of dark curls at the junction of her thighs, the long legs that trembled slightly. Then his gaze fixed lower.

“Turn. Show me how red your fat ass is from the professor.”

The degrading language was a physical slap. Fat ass. She should be furious. A previously independent, confident woman, reduced to this. But as she turned, presenting the full, heart-shaped curve of her backside to him, she felt no anger. Only a deep, shameful flood of heat that pooled in her core, making her sex clench. The skin was still faintly pink, a tender, all-over blush from the wooden implement and his strong hands. A receipt for her transgression.

Why does this turn me on? The thought was a desperate whisper in her mind. It should make her revolt. Instead, it made her wet.

He stepped closer. She felt the warmth of his body, then the shock of his hand as it landed, not in a spank, but in a firm, possessive caress over one heated cheek. He traced the warmth, his fingers digging in slightly. “He did a good job,” Kane observed, his tone analytical. “But I think it needs a reminder of who you really belong to.”

His foot nudged her bare feet further apart, widening her stance until she felt utterly exposed, the cool air of the flat whispering over her most intimate flesh. “Bend over the table. I want to fuck you.”

The small dining table was just behind her. She obeyed, leaning forward until her palms flattened on the cool wood, her back arching, her round, reddened ass lifting in the air. It was the same position. The same devastating vulnerability. Only now, it was for him. Her student.

He ran his hand over her again, a slow, maddening stroke that made her shiver. Then, without warning, he added a few sharp, stinging slaps of his own. Smack. Smack. Smack. The fresh pain bloomed over the old, a searing overlay that made her cry out. It wasn’t the measured punishment of the professor. This was a claim. A branding.

Then she felt him, the hard, insistent press of his cock against her dripping folds. She was so wet, the arousal from the humiliation had soaked her, making her slick and ready. He didn’t tease. He positioned himself and, with one powerful thrust of his hips, plunged into her to the hilt.

“Fuck!” The word was torn from her, a gasp of pure, shocking relief.

She had needed this. Needed him. From the moment she’d sat, sore and throbbing, in Marcus’s office, through the entire lecture where his cum she could still taste, she had ached for this. For a good fucking. And now this young man was giving it to her, exactly as he promised. Rough. Possessive. Degrading.

He set a punishing pace from the start, his lean hips pistoning against her reddened ass, the sound of skin on skin loud in the quiet room. Her body convulsed around him almost immediately, a sharp, intense orgasm ripping through her with embarrassing speed. She cried out, her fingers scrabbling on the tabletop.

He didn’t slow. If anything, he drove into her harder, deeper, using her shuddering body for his own pleasure. And he talked. His voice, usually so calm, was a low, relentless stream in her ear.

“Such a dirty little slut,” he grunted, his thrusts jolting her forward. “Bent over for your boss. Let him spank that fat ass. Did you like it? Did you like taking his big, black cock in your mouth?”

The words were arrows, each one finding its mark in her deepest shame. She moaned, a sound of utter capitulation.

“Are you just a slut for black cock, Natalia?” he demanded, his hand snaking around her hip to find her swollen clit, rubbing it in rough, circular strokes that made her see stars. “Just a snow bunny craving black dick? Is that all you are?”

The racial element, the crude stereotype, it should have horrified her. Instead, it ignited something darker, more primitive. It reduced her to nothing but a body, a set of holes, a fetish. The humiliation was absolute. And her arousal was a matching inferno.

“Yes!” she sobbed, the confession torn from her. “Yes, I’m a slut for it! For you!”

Her second orgasm built swiftly, coiling tight in her belly, amplified by his degrading words and the relentless, deep friction of his cock. She felt his rhythm falter, his breath coming in harsh gasps against her neck. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hip.

“Come with me, cum-slut,” he commanded, his voice strained. “Now.”

It was the command that pushed her over. Her body seized, a wave of pleasure so intense it was almost painful crashing through her. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered around his driving length in frantic, milking pulses. At the same moment, with a final, deep thrust that buried him to the root, he groaned, and she felt the hot, liquid rush of his release filling her. He pulsed inside her, again and again, claiming her, marking her as thoroughly as the professor had.

They stayed like that for a long moment, both panting, connected, his weight heavy on her back. Slowly, he pulled out. She felt the immediate, warm trickle of his spend escaping her, tracing a path down the inside of her trembling thigh.

He stepped back. She heard the rustle of his clothes as he fastened his jeans. She stayed bent over the table, spent, dripping, thoroughly used.

“Stay naked,” he said, his voice returning to its usual calm. “Make me dinner.”

He walked to the small sofa and sat down, stretching out his long legs, his gaze fixed on her.

Natalia pushed herself upright, wincing at the fresh, throbbing ache in her well-used ass. She was naked, his cum leaking from her, in the middle of her own flat. She moved to the kitchenette, feeling the weight of his eyes on every inch of her. Her large, full breasts swayed heavily with each step, the nipples still tight and sensitive. The luxurious, feminine movement of her hips, the firm, round globes of her ass, now a uniform, hot pink, shifted with her gait. She felt the cool air on her wet, swollen sex, felt another trickle of his semen trace a path down her inner thigh. The humiliation was a living thing, coiling in her stomach. But so was the aftershock of pleasure, a deep, sated thrum that left her body humming and her mind blissfully, shamefully empty. She was his to look at. His to use. And as she reached for a pan, her naked body on full display for his entertainment, she knew she wouldn’t have it any other way.


Book Three Teaser

Acceptance is only the beginning.

Natalia no longer tells herself this is temporary.
No longer pretends she is experimenting, slipping, losing control.

She knows now.

She belongs to Kane.

What began as private surrender has already crossed into public risk.
The lecture hall.
Marcus’s office.
The walk through campus dressed for exposure.

Each step has stripped something away.

Authority.
Dignity.
Choice.

And replaced it with something far more dangerous.

Purpose.

Kane does not simply want her obedience.
He wants her usefulness.

Her body is no longer just his to take.

It is his to offer.

His to place.

His to share.

And Natalia is beginning to understand that the true depth of submission is not found in what happens behind closed doors… but in being seen.
In being positioned.
In becoming something that exists for the approval of others.

Because the next stage of her training will not happen in secret.

It will happen in rooms where power lives.
In spaces where reputations are built.
Among men who understand exactly what she has become.

She is no longer resisting the truth.

She is Kane’s.

And soon… she will be used accordingly.

Book Three continues Natalia’s descent as she discovers what it truly means to stop belonging to herself.
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If this story drew you in, the slow erosion of control, the pull of shame and desire, the moment power shifted and could never be reclaimed, then there is another descent waiting for you.
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She broke the rules behind closed doors. Now she’s paying the price: on her knees.

Scarlett Rose Montgomery is used to control, over her career, her reputation, her cravings. Even the scandalous affair with her married boss, Mr. Pearce, is just another secret she keeps buried beneath her perfectly tailored life.

But one mistake. One unlocked door. One pair of sharp, hungry eyes watching her submit… changes everything.

Jaden, just 18 -years-old office runner, wasn’t supposed to be there. He wasn’t supposed to see. But now that he knows, he’s not letting go. With the leverage of her darkest secret in hand, he doesn’t want her silence, he wants her. Bent. Obedient. Owned.

And Jaden isn’t interested in kindness. He wants control.

Forced into a dangerous game of obedience and surrender, Scarlet finds herself unravelling under his gaze, his commands, his hands. The shame only makes it hotter. The fear only makes her fall harder. But when dominance turns to obsession, and blackmail becomes bondage, Scarlet must face the truth:

She may have lost her freedom, but what if she’s never felt more alive?

Now her long term office crush, David Blake, get’s his use of her beautiful sexy body.

⛓️ She thought she was in control. Now she kneels for the boy who owns her secrets, and her pleasure. ⛓️
Enter the dark, dominant world where blackmail is foreplay; and surrender is the only escape.

More partners, more exhibitionism, more spanking, more illicit, kinky sex. 


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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