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Chapter One: Morning, Redefined

Clara woke before the alarm now.

Not with urgency, not with guilt, but with a quiet readiness that had settled into her body over the past few weeks. The flat was still dark, Peter’s breathing slow and even beside her. She lay there for a moment, listening, letting the shape of the morning form in her mind before she moved.

She already knew how it would go.

She slipped from the bed carefully, dressing in the half-light without turning on the lamp. The clothes she chose were no longer accidental. They were tighter now, more revealing than anything she would once have considered suitable for a morning run, let alone worn without self-consciousness. The fabric clung to her body, outlining her shape openly, deliberately.

The outfit was sleek and fitted, designed to move with her but offering little in the way of concealment. The top hugged her chest closely, supporting and clearly defining her full, firm breasts, the snug fabric holding them in place without flattening their natural shape. She was aware of their weight now, the way they sat high and solid against her frame, something she had learned not to hide.

Below it, her stomach was bare. Smooth. Flat. Strong in a quiet way that made her stand a little straighter as she adjusted the waistband of her shorts. They sat high on her hips, tight enough to trace the clean lines of her body, moulding to the round, heart-shaped curve of her ass as she turned slightly in the mirror.

She paused for just a moment, taking herself in.

This wasn’t vanity. It was recognition. She knew how she looked now, and she knew what that look communicated. The awareness settled comfortably into her, no longer something that made her hesitate.

Then she tied her hair back, pulled on her trainers, and went downstairs without a second thought.

This was what he expected.
And she found she wanted to meet that expectation.

Downstairs, the garden waited.

The air was cool, the grass damp beneath her shoes. She stood where she always did now, stretching lightly, her body responding automatically to the familiar preparation. She no longer felt nervous waiting. Anticipation had replaced that, steady and contained.

Professor Mensah appeared a moment later, as punctual as ever.

There was no greeting beyond a brief nod. No comment on her appearance. No acknowledgement of how deliberately she had dressed.

Instead, he gestured casually toward the path that led out of the garden, a simple tilt of his head indicating the direction they would go. Then, without looking back, he made a small motion with his hand, a clear, unspoken signal for her to move first.

Clara hesitated for only a heartbeat before stepping ahead of him.

She felt his presence immediately behind her, close enough that she was acutely aware of it. As she passed, he landed his hand a hard slap across her round ass, a decisive, making her squeal sharply in surprise.

“Good,” he said quietly, the word pitched low enough that it felt directed more at her body than her ears.

Heat rushed through her, sudden and unmistakable. She forced herself to keep jogging, her pulse quickening, her awareness narrowing to the space between them and the deliberate ease with which he had taken that liberty.

He said nothing else as they set off.

But the message was clear.

This morning would be just like the others as they had now become.

Clara no longer struggled to keep up. Her breathing matched his more easily now, her stride confident, her body moving with an assurance she had never known before. She felt capable, responsive, alert. The streets passed in a quiet blur, and with each step, the distance between this version of herself and the one who had first joined him grew wider.

When they returned to the garden, warm and flushed, the routine continued without discussion.

Stretching.

He guided her with the same calm authority as always, correcting her posture, adjusting her balance. His hands were steady, unhesitating. Where they rested, her body yielded without resistance. She noticed how natural that felt now, how little she questioned it.

There was no rush. No urgency. Whatever happened in these mornings was not driven by impatience. It unfolded at its own pace, deliberate, controlled.

When the stretching ended, it didn’t end with distance.

Professor Mensah straightened, collected his towel, and without looking back, moved toward the house. He didn’t ask if she was coming. He didn’t need to. A brief glance over his shoulder was enough.

“Inside,” he said simply.

Clara followed.

They passed through the back door and into his office, the familiar space closing around them. He shut the door with calm finality, then turned to face her. His gaze travelled over her once, deliberately, taking in the way she stood, the way she waited.

“Strip,” he commanded.

Clara’s fingers hovered at the hem of her top for a fraction of a second before she moved, her heart beating steadily now rather than fast. This wasn’t a request. It wasn’t framed as one. It was the next step, delivered with the same certainty he brought to everything else.

He watched without comment as she obeyed.

The silence in the study was absolute, save for the low hum of the city stirring outside. It was a silence Clara felt in her bones, a heavy, waiting quiet that followed the professor’s single, irrevocable command.

She did not hesitate.

Her fingers, steady now, went to the hem of her thin, sweat-dampened vest top. She pulled it up and over her head, letting it fall to the polished wooden floor with a soft whisper. She had taken to wearing no bra. The cool morning air kissed her bare skin, pebbling her nipples into tight, sensitive points. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her running shorts and the thong beneath, pushing them down her legs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of the small pile of clothing, naked.

She stood before him, her hands loose at her sides. The professor’s gaze was a physical weight, moving over her with a slow, analytical thoroughness that made her feel utterly seen. It travelled from the wild tumble of her hair, down the column of her throat, over the full curve of her breasts, across the flat plane of her stomach, to the neat, trimmed triangle of curls between her thighs. His expression was one of detached appreciation, like a connoisseur assessing a finished piece.

“Turn,” he said, his voice low. “I want to see your ass.”

Clara obeyed, a slow pivot on the balls of her feet. She faced the dark leather of his desk, her back to him, her posture straight. She could feel his eyes tracing the line of her spine, the swell of her buttocks, the long, toned muscles of her legs. And there, on the left cheek, just as he intended, was the faint but distinct blush of a handprint, the skin still slightly warmer to the touch from the sharp, corrective smack he’d delivered at the beginning of their run. A brand of ownership, still fresh.

A satisfied hum vibrated in the quiet room.

“On your knees, slut.”

The word, so crude and definitive, sent a jolt of pure heat to her core. It wasn’t an insult; it was a classification. A truth. Her body liquefied with a sudden, aching need. She sank down, the plush rug soft against her bare knees. She settled back on her heels, her hands resting on her thighs, her gaze fixed on the floor between his large running shoes.

“I only have time for a blowjob this morning,” he stated, his tone matter-of-fact, as if discussing a scheduled appointment. He began to push his shorts down. “I need to go in and see what your husband is working on.”

The mention of Peter, here, now, while she knelt naked, should have been a splash of cold reality. Instead, it coiled the tension tighter. It was illicit. It was dangerous. It was profoundly, shamefully arousing. He pushed his shorts and his boxer briefs just past his hips.

He was already hard. Thick and heavy, the veins standing in relief against the rigid length. The sight of him, the musky, masculine scent of him, filled her senses. Her mouth watered.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

She lifted her eyes. He stood over her, one hand resting on his hip, the other loosely holding his cock. His expression was calm, but his eyes were dark pits of intensity. “You know what I expect. No hesitation. Take me deep. Use your tongue. I want to feel your throat working. This is not for your pleasure. It is for my release. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Clara breathed, the word barely audible.

“Then begin.”

She leaned forward, her hands coming to rest on his thighs for balance. She didn’t start with tentative licks or kisses. She opened her mouth wide and took the broad head inside, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. A low groan rumbled from his chest. The sound was a reward.

She sank down, taking more of him, her lips stretching around his girth. The familiar ache in her jaw began almost immediately, a sweet, submissive pain. She pulled back, sucking firmly, then plunged down again, taking him deeper. Her nose brushed the crisp hair at his base. She held there for a second, her throat muscles fluttering in a desperate attempt to adjust, her eyes watering.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his hand coming to rest on the back of her head. Not forcing, just present. A guide. “Now, rhythm.”

Clara established a pace. Down, sucking hard on the upward stroke. Down again, deeper. Her world narrowed to the taste of him, clean skin and salt, the feel of him filling her mouth, the sound of his increasingly ragged breathing. She used her tongue in deliberate swirls around the head on each retreat, her hand coming up to cradle the base, her fingers meeting her lips.

His grip in her hair tightened, just a fraction. “Faster.”

She obeyed, her movements becoming more urgent, more sloppy. Spit slicked her chin. The wet, obscene sounds of her mouth working on him filled the quiet study. She was an instrument, and he was playing her perfectly. Her own arousal was a distant, throbbing pulse between her legs, ignored but undeniable. This was service. This was worship.

He began to move, a shallow, controlled thrusting of his hips, meeting her bobbing rhythm. “That’s it,” he gritted out, his voice strained. “Take it. All of it.”

Clara relaxed her throat, submitting to the gentle intrusion, letting him set the depth. His thrusts became more insistent. The hand on her head applied steady, inexorable pressure, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth with short, sharp strokes. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. She embraced the sensation, the utter vulnerability of it.

She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the tremor in his thighs beneath her palms. His breathing hitched.

“I’m going to come,” he stated, a dark promise. “You will swallow every drop. Do not spill a single one.”

A final, deep thrust buried him to the hilt. He held her there; her lips pressed to his skin. A guttural sound tore from him as he erupted. The first hot, salty pulse hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, then again, and again, working her throat to milk him as he shuddered through his release. It was overwhelming, primal. A claiming.

When the last tremor passed, he held still for a long moment, his grip in her hair easing. Slowly, he pulled himself from her mouth. Clara remained on her knees, breathing heavily, her lips swollen and slick, her chin wet. She kept her eyes downcast, waiting.

He looked down at her, a nude, kneeling supplicant amidst the mundane order of his study.

“Stand up.”

She rose, her legs unsteady. He reached out, not with tenderness, but with possession, swiping his thumb across her damp chin, collecting the evidence of her obedience. He looked at it, then back at her.

“Go home. I want you to walk naked back to your flat, no one’s around. But I will enjoy watching your gorgeous round ass.” He turned, walking back around his desk, the moment of intimacy severed as cleanly as it had begun. “We run again tomorrow. Do not be late.”

Dismissed.

Clara turned, her body humming, her mouth still tasting of him. She gathered her clothes from the floor, not bothering to dress. She walked to the door, naked, carrying the bundle in her arms. She didn’t look back. She stepped out into the hallway, the cool air a shock, and quietly let herself out the back door.

The short walk to the flat was a blur of sensation. The cool pavement under her bare feet. The breeze on her wet skin. The deep, satisfied ache in her jaw. The warm, leaking feeling between her thighs that had nothing to do with Peter.

The flat was silent, empty. Peter would already be at the university, buried in his research, unaware of what had just transpired back at his bosses home. Clara stepped inside, her bare feet padding softly across the cool floor. She moved to the small bedroom, her body still humming with the lingering aftermath of the professor’s command.

The full-length mirror on the wardrobe door caught her reflection as she entered. She stopped, her breath catching in her throat. The woman who stared back at her was unrecognizable, not the naive young wife who had arrived in London just a few weeks ago, wide-eyed and trembling with hope. That woman had believed in the safety of Peter’s love, in the quiet stability of their marriage. 

This woman was someone else entirely.

Her gaze traced the lines of her body, the flush still high on her cheeks, the faint handprint on her ass, the full swell of her breasts where his eyes had lingered. She reached up, her fingers brushing over one nipple, already hardened. She pinched it between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it lightly at first, then pulling, twisting until the sharp sting made her gasp. The pain was grounding, a reminder of where she had been, what she had done.

Her other hand drifted lower, sliding between her thighs to the slick heat waiting there. Her fingers parted her folds, already wet from the tension in the professor’s study, from the taste of him still on her tongue. She pressed two fingers inside herself, exhaling sharply as her body welcomed the intrusion. Her rhythm was slow at first, deliberate, mimicking the way he had fucked her mouth, controlled, precise, utterly commanding.

She closed her eyes, picturing him, his broad shoulders, his imposing height, the dark intensity of his gaze. She thought of the way he had held her head, guiding her, using her, claiming her. Her breathing quickened, her fingers moving faster now, curling just right to hit that spot deep inside. A moan slipped past her lips, low and unrestrained. 

She was his slut. His property.

The thought sent a surge of heat through her, her body tightening around her fingers. She bit down on her lip to stifle the sound building in her chest, but it was no use. The climax came fast and hard, ripping through her like a storm. Her knees buckled slightly, and she braced herself against the wardrobe door, steadying herself as the aftershocks rolled through her in waves.

When she finally opened her eyes and looked back in the mirror, the woman staring back at her was no longer uncertain, no longer searching. She knew exactly who she was, what she wanted, what she needed. 

And it wasn’t Peter.

She straightened, brushing a strand of hair from her damp forehead. The flat was still quiet, still safe. But Clara wasn’t sure that word applied to her anymore. Not when she could still feel the weight of the professor’s stare, still taste him on her tongue.

She turned away from the mirror, gathering herself. The day loomed ahead, hours before their next run. Hours before she would kneel for him again. 

She wouldn’t be late.


Chapter Two: The Shape of the Week

The days began to blur.

Not in a chaotic way, but in a smooth, repeating curve that wrapped itself around Clara’s life until it felt less like a secret and more like a schedule.

Morning.
Garden.
Run.

Office.

She no longer questioned the order. She no longer wondered what each morning might bring. The professor’s presence had become the axis around which the early hours turned. He spoke little. He didn’t need to. A gesture here, a command there, and Clara found herself moving exactly as expected.

Afterwards, he would leave for the university.

Sometimes with a quiet nod.
Sometimes with nothing at all.

And Clara would return to the flat.

She made coffee.
Tidied the kitchen.
Opened the windows to let in the soft city light.

From outside, nothing looked unusual. A young wife keeping house, settling into married life, waiting for her husband to come home with stories from work.

Peter talked a lot about the professor.

His research. His ideas. His presence in meetings. There was admiration in his voice, sometimes awe. Clara listened, smiling when appropriate, nodding at the right places.

Occasionally, the professor’s name would land between them and sit there with a quiet weight only she could feel.

She learned to swallow that feeling easily.

Evenings were calm. They ate together, discussed groceries, emails, train strikes, future plans. Peter reached for her hand across the sofa sometimes, squeezing gently as though reassurance were still necessary.

She squeezed back, gently, out of habit.

By Saturday, the rhythm had completed another cycle.

Saturday had always been their night. That was how Peter framed it. Something to look forward to. A ritual for them alone. He approached it with care, the same way he approached everything else, thoughtful, considerate, predictable.

Clara prepared for bed the way she always had.
She brushed her hair.
Removed her makeup.
Folded the clothes she had worn.

She lay beside him and let him touch her.

She didn’t resist. She didn’t recoil. She didn’t feel repulsed.

She simply wasn’t there in quite the same way.

Her body responded the way it had been trained to since before London, soft and compliant. But the feeling that had once risen naturally never came. There was no build, no spark, no urgency. It wasn’t painful. It wasn’t unpleasant.

It was simply… nothing.

She focused on breathing evenly. On the way his hand rested on her hip with familiarity rather than ownership. On the ceiling’s faint shadows. On the quiet hum of the city outside.

When it was over, Peter drew her close, content and warm, his breathing slowing against her shoulder.

“You’re so good to me,” he whispered, almost sleepily.

Clara closed her eyes.

A small part of her wondered when “good” had begun to mean quiet, patient, accommodating. When love had shifted into something that resembled maintenance.

She still loved her husband. She loved him very much. He wanted to keep her safe, wanted her to be happy, and in his way, he believed he was doing everything right. He didn’t see that she was no longer the naive girl he had brought to the city. She liked that he didn’t see it. It protected something inside her.

But sexually, she wanted something else now.

She wanted risk. Command. A strength that didn’t ask whether she was comfortable but expected her to follow. With the professor, he used her and stretched her, that felt frightening and intoxicating all at once. It was a different world entirely, a world that existed far from the quiet, tidy flat and the gentle marriage inside it.

And somewhere along the way, her body had begun to respond only to that world.

Peter’s touch was kind, careful, familiar, and yet it barely stirred anything in her anymore. The part of her that woke each morning, that answered to another rhythm, simply did not react. It was as though something had been rewired, and she no longer knew how to undo it.

She pressed a soft kiss to his hair and waited for sleep to take him fully.

It came quickly for him.

For her, it did not.

She lay awake for a while longer, feeling the distance between the woman in this bed and the one who woke before dawn. They existed in the same body, moved through the same rooms, spoke to the same man.

But they were no longer the same.

Sunday would pass as always.

Monday would come.

And the week would begin again.


Chapter Three: More Than Routine

Monday arrived without ceremony.

Clara woke before the alarm, as she always did now, and moved through the motions quietly, without thought. Her body knew the rhythm. The clothes. The garden. The breath that steadied as she stretched in the cool morning air.

The professor appeared, punctual as always.

There were no words. There didn’t need to be.

They ran.

By the time they returned, Clara’s body was warm, her pulse steady, her awareness narrowed to the man beside her and the silent authority with which he guided every part of the morning.

Stretching followed. His hands corrected, adjusted, pressed. She yielded automatically. There was no nervousness anymore, only a readiness she carried like muscle memory.

His touch had changed.

Where once he had guided with care, now he moved her with quiet certainty, placing her where he wanted her without hesitation. His hands could settle anywhere, at her hips, across her back, along the line of her thigh, on her ass, even her breasts on occasions,  gripping firmly when he needed her still, tightening when he wanted more from her. There was nothing tentative left in him, nothing apologetic. He handled her as if her body were simply another instrument to be positioned, a piece of equipment he understood completely.

And Clara responded as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

When it ended, he didn’t dismiss her.

He turned toward the house.

She followed.

The office door closed behind them with its usual finality. The quiet there felt different today, heavier, as though something was waiting in it.

He looked at her for a moment. Not impatient. Simply considering.

She stood before him, her breathing already steadying from the run. He didn’t speak immediately, just looked at her, his gaze a slow, appraising sweep that made her feel transparent.

“Strip.”

Clara’s hands went to her clothes without a tremor. Vest top, shorts, thong. She folded each piece neatly, placing them on the edge of the leather armchair, a small act of order in the building chaos. She straightened, naked, her arms at her sides. The red handprint on her left ass cheek from his hard slap during their run.

He walked a slow circle around her. “You’ve grown comfortable with this,” he observed, his voice neutral. “The obedience. The exposure. Your body accepts it without the same initial shock.” He stopped in front of her. “Comfort is no longer instructive. Today, we advance.”

A thrill, cold and sharp, shot down her spine. Advance. The word held no warmth, only purpose.

Standing there naked in front of the older man, Clara blinked, unsure what he meant. Advance? She had believed there was nowhere left to go. In her mind, she had already crossed every line he could possibly draw. He had taken her, used her, bent her to his will in ways she never imagined before London. What else could there be?

The not-knowing unsettled her.

A faint tremor moved through her, not of fear alone, but of something darker and far more dangerous. The professor rarely spoke in possibilities. When he said they were advancing, he meant the path had already been chosen. She simply hadn’t been told what it was yet.

Her pulse quickened. Nervousness curled in her stomach, twinned with a rising heat she hated admitting to. Whatever he intended, she could already feel herself preparing to accept it.

And that, more than anything, frightened her.

“Kneel.”

She sank to the rug, the texture familiar against her skin. He pushed his running shorts down. He freed himself, already thick and heavy with arousal. He stepped closer, the tip of his cock level with her lips.

“Open.”

She did, her tongue lying flat. He placed the broad head on her tongue, a weight of warm, smooth skin.

“This is preparation,” he stated, his voice detached, instructive. “You will make me ready. Use your mouth. Use your hands. Your only goal is my arousal. Your pleasure is irrelevant. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she whispered, the word vibrating against him.

“Then begin.”

She leaned forward, taking him into the wet heat of her mouth. She worked with a dutiful rhythm, one hand wrapping around his base, the other cupping his heavy sac. Her world narrowed to taste, scent, texture. The salty pre-cum that bead at his slit. The musky, clean smell of his skin. The way the rigid length filled her mouth, stretching her lips, making her jaw ache sweetly. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of the head on each retreat.

He allowed it, one hand resting lightly on her head, not guiding, just present. His breathing deepened. A low, approving hum resonated in his chest. “Good. Now, faster.”

He looked down at her, his gaze lingering on the sight of her beautiful, submissive form. Her lips stretched around him, her mouth warm and wet, working diligently to fulfil his command. Her big, teary eyes glanced up at him, a mixture of innocence and obedience that only heightened his arousal. She was exquisite, this young woman kneeling before him, her vulnerability laid bare.

Her tongue moved deliberately, swirling around the sensitive underside of his cock, each motion calculated to draw him deeper into her warmth. The sight of her, so delicate, so utterly yielding, stirred something primal within him. He could see the strain in her jaw, the slight tremble of her lips as they struggled to accommodate his girth. Yet, she persisted, driven by the need to please him, to prove herself worthy of his attention.

His hand rested lightly on her head, fingers tangling in her hair, not to guide her but to remind her of his presence, his control. She was his, this beautiful creature, her body a canvas upon which he painted his desires. The sounds that escaped her, muffled and breathy, only added to the intoxicating tableau. Her submission was absolute, her trust both a gift and a burden.

He watched her with an almost clinical detachment, though his body responded with undeniable fervour. The way she looked up at him, those wide, tear-filled eyes, made his heartbeat quicken. She was perfect. Perfect in her willingness, perfect in her surrender. And yet, he knew this was only the beginning. There was so much more he would demand of her, so many ways he would test the limits of her devotion.

"Good," he murmured, his voice low and steady, a quiet acknowledgment of her efforts. "You’re learning."

She whimpered softly around him, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through his body. He tightened his grip in her hair, just enough to remind her of his dominance, his ownership. She belonged to him now, every part of her, and he would ensure she understood that completely.

She sped her pace, the wet sounds obscene in the scholarly silence. Spit slicked her chin. Her own need was a distant, throbbing echo between her legs, ignored but persistent, a testament to the power of her submission.

His fingers tangled in her hair, not yanking, but firming their grip. “Enough.”

He pulled himself from her mouth. Clara remained on her knees, breathing hard, lips swollen and wet, looking up at him. He was fully erect, glistening from her work. He looked down at her, his expression unchanged.

“Stand. Turn around. Bend over the desk. Hold the far edge.”

Each command was a brick, building a wall between who she was and what was about to happen. Clara rose, her legs shaky. She turned her back to him, the room tilting slightly. She leaned forward, her palms flattening on the cool, polished wood of his massive desk. She bent from the waist, presenting herself to him. The air felt cold on her exposed skin.

Her large firm breasts flattened against the hard wood, the cool surface pressing into her soft flesh. Her hardened, erect nipples squashed against the unyielding desk, a stark contrast to the vulnerability she felt. The professor stood behind her, stripping off the rest of his clothes with deliberate movements. His eyes roved over her exquisite form, lingering on the round, heart-shaped ass presented for him. She was perfection itself, his perfect slut, waiting to be claimed.

She could feel his gaze like a physical touch, assessing every curve, every quiver of her body. The anticipation in the air was palpable, a thick, heavy silence that pressed down on her. She knew what was coming, and yet, she remained still, obedient, her hands gripping the far edge of the desk as if it were the only anchor in this storm of sensations.

The professor stepped closer, his bare chest brushing against her back. His hands moved to her hips, tightening possessively. His breath was hot on her neck, sending shivers down her spine. "You are mine," he murmured, his voice low and filled with authority. "Every part of you belongs to me."

She could only nod, her throat too tight to form words. The intensity of his presence, the raw power he exuded, left her breathless. He was not just taking her body; he was claiming her very soul. And in that moment, she felt a strange sense of peace, a submission so complete it was almost liberating.

His fingers trailed down her sides, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He paused at the curve of her ass, tracing the outline with a touch that was both gentle and commanding. "Perfect," he whispered, more to himself than to her. And then he leaned forward, pressing a kiss to the small of her back, a gesture that was almost tender amidst the storm of passion.

She trembled under his touch, her body responding to his every move with a mix of fear and desire. The professor straightened, his hands returning to her hips, ready to guide her through whatever came next. She was his now, body, mind, and soul. And in that moment, nothing else mattered.

She heard the click of a cap. A cold, slick droplet touched the small of her back and trickled down the cleft of her ass. Lubricant. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Preparation. The reality of his intention crashed over her, not with violence, but with the quiet force of an inevitable tide.

A thick, slick finger pressed against her rear opening, circling slowly, insistently. Clara gasped, her knuckles whitening on the desk edge.

“Breathe out,” his voice came, calm behind her. “And relax.”

She forced a shuddering exhale. The tip of his finger pushed inward. A sharp, burning stretch. A violation so intimate it stole her breath. She whimpered, the sound small and broken.

“Breathe,” he repeated, his tone devoid of comfort, only instruction.

The finger worked deeper, slowly, past the initial shocking tightness. It was an invasion, a claiming of territory she had never considered offering. He crooked it, a deliberate exploration that made her jolt. The burn began to subside, replaced by a strange, deep pressure. He added a second finger, the stretch more intense, a burning fullness that made her eyes water. He scissored them gently, working the lubricant, preparing the clenching muscle.

“This is a lesson in acceptance,” he said, his voice close to her ear. His other hand smoothed over the curve of her ass. “Your body will learn to accommodate. Your mind will learn to submit. There is no going back from this, Clara. This is the threshold.”

He withdrew his fingers. The empty feeling was bizarre. Then she felt the blunt, broad pressure of his cockhead, slick and insistent, replacing them. It was so much larger. A moan of sheer dread caught in her throat.

“Hold still.”

He pushed forward.

The pain was immediate, bright and searing. A tearing, stretching burn that made her cry out, her body instinctively trying to arch away, to escape the impossible intrusion.

His hands clamped on her hips, holding her firmly in place. “Be still.” The command was absolute.

The professor’s breath hitched as he felt her tight little sphincter pulse against him, each involuntary clench of her inner muscles sending a jolt of exquisite sensation through his cock. Her body was responding to him in a way that bordered on primal, her pulsing warmth a silent plea for more. He groaned low in his throat, the sound both a command and a surrender.

He moved again, deeper this time, his thrusts measured and relentless. The wet heat of her clung to him, a vice-like grip that threatened to undo him completely. She was so tight, so impossibly tight, and yet he could feel her opening for him, yielding in ways that defied reason. Each push was a conquest, a claiming of territory that had once been solely hers.

Her whimpers grew louder, more desperate, and he knew she was close, close to understanding the fullness of what he was doing to her. He slowed his pace, drawing out the inevitable, letting her feel every inch of his possession.

He pushed again, an inexorable, slow advance. The burn intensified, a white-hot ring of fire. Tears spilled down her cheeks, silent. She panted; her forehead pressed to the cool wood. It’s too much. I can’t.

But she didn’t say it. She didn’t ask him to stop. Her hands remained fisted on the desk. Her body, though trembling, did not fight.

He sank deeper, millimetre by agonizing millimetre, until he was fully sheathed inside her. The feeling was overwhelming, a fullness so profound it felt like her very core was being reshaped around him. The pain crested, a sharp, sustained ache, and then… it began to change.

The burning sensation melted into a deep, stretching pressure. The sense of violation twisted, mutated into a shocking, undeniable claim. He was inside her in a way no one ever had been or ever would be. He owned this part of her now. The truth of it was humiliating, devastating, and perversely… calming.

He remained still, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. His breathing was controlled behind her.

“This is your purpose now,” he said, his voice a low vibration she felt through her own body. “To be used. To be taken. To serve.”

Then he moved.

A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a push back in. The friction was extraordinary, a rough, slick drag that sparked something new beneath the ache. A jolt of sensation, not quite pleasure, but something adjacent, something compelling. He set a steady, measured rhythm, each thrust a lesson in surrender.

Clara’s whimpers softened. Her white-knuckled grip on the desk eased. The sharp edges of pain were sanding down into a heavy, grinding fullness. With each deep stroke, her body, traitorously, began to open, to accept, to cling. A low heat began to uncoil in her belly, entwining with the deep, claiming pressure. Shame flushed through her, shame at the responsive clench of her inner muscles, shame at the wetness she felt between her thighs where she was untouched.

His pace increased, his thrusts becoming more powerful, more possessive. The slapping sound of skin on skin filled the room. The desk rocked slightly with their momentum. He grunted with effort, a raw, masculine sound that drove the heat in her belly higher. The pain was a memory, subsumed by the relentless, perfect fullness. Her mind went quiet, blank, filled only with the physical truth of his possession.

Her body betrayed her, pulsing with a rhythm she couldn’t control. The deep ache that had been his possession suddenly shifted, clenched, and then exploded. Clara gasped, her hands flying to the desk for balance as her hips jerked uncontrollably against him. The pleasure was sharp, shocking, a white-hot burst that tore through her with vicious intensity. She cried out, her voice breaking, the sound raw and unfiltered.

The professor didn’t falter, driving into her with a guttural groan that matched hers. His pace grew erratic, his thrusts deeper, harder, as if chasing something just out of reach. Clara’s world narrowed to the brutal rhythm of their bodies, the slap of skin and laboured breaths filling the room. Her second orgasm built quickly, a rising tide she couldn’t fight. When it crested, it was catastrophic, a full-body convulsion that left her shuddering and gasping for air.

She was nothing but a vessel. A taken thing. And in that utter reduction, she found a terrifying freedom.

His rhythm faltered, grew urgent, punishing. His grip on her hips was bruising. With a final, deep drive that buried him impossibly deep, he shuddered, a guttural groan tearing from him as he emptied himself inside her. She felt the hot, pulsing release, a final, liquid claim in her deepest channel.

He held there for a long moment, his weight heavy against her. Then he slowly withdrew.

The sensation was bizarre, a sudden, empty coolness where there had been overwhelming presence. A faint, aching throb remained. Clara stayed bent over the desk, her arms trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Stand up.”

She pushed herself upright, wincing at the deep, sore feeling. She didn’t turn around. She heard him tidying himself, the soft rustle of clothing.

“Pick up your clothes,” he commanded, his voice cool and unyielding. “Walk home naked. I want you to feel my cum leaking from your abused little arse as a reminder of who owns it now.”

Clara’s hands trembled as she gathered her discarded clothing from the floor. Her body still throbbed with the memory of his possession, every movement a testament to what had just transpired. She stepped away from the desk, her bare feet soundless on the polished floor. The air felt heavy, laden with the weight of his authority and the irrevocable change he had wrought upon her.

As she walked toward the door, the faint wetness between her thighs was a constant reminder of his claim. Her steps were slow, deliberate, each one carrying her further from safety and deeper into his control. The cool breeze outside brushed against her exposed skin, but it was nothing compared to the chill that settled in her chest. She was his now, in every way that mattered.

The professor’s words echoed in her mind: “Walk home naked.” It wasn’t just a command; it was a declaration of ownership. Her body, marked by him, would now carry the evidence of his dominance for all to see. She stepped out into the world, her head held high, not in defiance, but in submission. The path home was a journey back to a life she could no longer fully claim as her own. The proof of his possession was a quiet ache, a humiliating, undeniable truth that she would carry with her forever.

She walked through the quiet garden, her steps measured and deliberate, each one a silent acknowledgment of the power he held over her. The flat above the garage was private, and only Peter would see her, if he wasn’t already at work. The morning sun cast long shadows behind her, its warmth on her skin unable to chase away the chill of his absence. She was his now, body, mind, and soul, and that truth was etched into every step she took toward home.

As she approached the flat, she felt the weight of his dominance in the ache between her thighs. The garden was a buffer, a liminal space between the life she had once known and the irrevocable change he had wrought upon her. She carried his mark with every step, not just on her body, but in the very essence of who she had become. The flat above the garage loomed ahead, a sanctuary and a prison all at once. And Peter, dear, oblivious Peter, was already at work, unaware of the transformation she had undergone.


Chapter Four: Two Worlds

The week slid into place as though it had always been designed this way.

Morning still belonged to the professor.

The routine didn’t feel routine anymore. It felt structured but with one main difference. Now he chose her pussy or her arse. Intentional. There was no discussion. No negotiation.

Only direction, and her compliance.

Clara found herself thinking about it later, in small unexpected moments: while she washed dishes, while she folded laundry, while she listened to Peter talk about grant applications over dinner. The woman who woke before dawn and the wife who lived the rest of the day began to feel like two separate selves with overlapping skin.

What unsettled her most was how quickly the forbidden had become normal.

Clara had never imagined doing anal sex, things that would once have shocked her. Now, she accepted them with the same quiet inevitability as tying her running shoes. She told herself it was because the professor expected it. Because he knew more. Because she was learning.

But deep down, she knew she wanted to be taught.

Saturday came, quiet and familiar, like always.

Peter made tea. They watched something on television. Later, they went to bed together, the way they always had. He touched her gently, carefully, as though she might bruise, as though she might break.

Clara let the evening unfold the way it always did, but something felt off-balance, muted. It wasn’t dislike. It wasn’t resentment. It was simply that her body didn’t answer him the way it once had. Where there used to be warmth, there was now a kind of distance, as though her awareness had stepped sideways.

Afterward, they lay in the soft dark, the quiet between them filled only by the sounds of the city outside.

Peter shifted beside her.

“You don’t seem to enjoy it as much lately,” he said quietly. “Am I… doing something wrong?”

His voice wasn’t accusatory. It was uncertain, tender, almost apologetic. It struck her unexpectedly, the kindness of it. The sincerity. The small ache of someone trying very hard to be enough.

Clara stared at the ceiling.

She could feel the truth pressing at her, unwelcome: he loved her. He wanted to please her. He wanted their life to be good and safe and predictable. The problem wasn’t him.

The problem was that she wasn’t the same woman anymore.

“I think,” she said slowly, choosing the words carefully, “maybe we just… need to try something different sometimes. You know. To help me relax more.”

There was a pause. She could feel him turn toward her.

“Would you like that?”

He sounded almost relieved. Eager, even.

Clara nodded, even though he couldn’t see it. “Yes. I think so.”

“You want me to go down there… with my mouth….use my togue?” He kissed her gently in response, as if he were grateful for instruction. As if this were something they could fix simply by adjusting the angle, the effort, the approach.

She closed her eyes.

She tried to stay present. Tried to focus on his tongue as he pleasure her, the familiar weight of his hand, the quiet devotion behind every movement. She wanted to feel something for his sake.

But instead, another image rose unbidden, the professor’s big black cock, swaying in front of her, her primal desire for it, the certainty in it, the way he never asked if something felt right.

Her body reacted to the memory far more than to the moment she was in.

Guilt washed through her, sharp, immediate, followed by a low hum of anticipation she couldn’t entirely deny.

But thinking about Monday morning and the professor’s big cock, him using her, stretching her rear passage, has he had done more than once this week. With Peter’s mouth working hard to please her, she orgasmed for the first time with him in more than two weeks.

Peter was happy again.

He slept easily.

She did not.

She knew what Monday morning would bring.

And she knew, with a strange, quiet inevitability, that she was already waiting for it.


Chapter Five: The Guest

Peter mentioned it over tea, almost casually.

“The professor invited us for dinner this evening,” he said. “He’s got a guest staying. Thought it would be nice.”

Clara nodded, heart giving a quiet, involuntary jump.

Sunday evening, they walked across the garden to the main house. Lamps glowed warmly through the windows. The door opened before Peter could knock.

Professor Mensah greeted them like a host comfortable in his own domain, calm, measured, effortless.

“Come in.”

The dining room was set with quiet elegance. Crystal, deep wine, polished cutlery. It felt formal, but not stiff. Controlled, in the way everything around him always was.

The guest stood from the table as they entered.

She was young, perhaps mid-twenties, with smooth dark skin and expressive eyes that held intelligence and ease. Her dress was simple, black, and fitted. It followed her shape unapologetically, not loud, not showy, just confident. She carried herself as though she belonged anywhere she chose to stand.

“This is Amara,” the professor said. “One of my PhD students.”

Amara smiled, warm and direct.

“Clara, Peter, I’ve heard so much about both of you.”

Dinner began.

Conversation flowed easily. Amara spoke about her research with clarity and humour, challenging the professor occasionally, debating ideas with Peter, making them both laugh. She didn’t defer. She engaged. There was respect in her tone toward him, but also familiarity, an understanding of how his mind worked.

Clara watched.

She noticed small things.

The way Amara waited just long enough before responding, as though she understood timing.
The way the professor’s gaze lingered on her when she spoke, not indulgent, but evaluative.
The way Amara never fidgeted, never apologised for taking up space.

Confidence. Grounded. Entirely different from the girl Clara had once been.

And yet, there was something else. A subtle awareness in Amara’s posture when the professor addressed her. A responsiveness Clara recognised now.

A student, yes.

Clara felt something unexpected coil in her chest.

Jealousy.

It wasn’t loud or dramatic. It was quiet, steady, almost reasonable, the awareness that Amara moved in a world Clara was still only being permitted to enter. The professor spoke to her with an ease that came from time, from familiarity. They understood one another’s rhythms. They shared language, ideas, a history of conversations Clara had never heard.

How close were they, really?

The question slid into her mind and lodged there. Had Amara once sat where Clara now sat in the mornings? Had she learned from him in other ways, been guided, corrected, shaped? Did she still belong to that part of his life… or had Clara taken a place someone else had already occupied?

Amara laughed softly at something the professor said, her hand brushing his arm as naturally as breathing.

Clara smiled outwardly, polite and composed.

Inside, something tightened.

Not fear. Not anger.

Possession, the faint, unsettling feeling that she wanted his attention to be hers alone, even if she couldn’t name what, exactly, that meant anymore.

At one point, Amara turned to Clara.

“And how are you finding London?”

Clara smiled gently. “Different. Bigger than it looks from the outside.”

Amara’s eyes softened, as though she understood more than the words said.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “It has a way of changing people.”

The meal continued. Laughter. Stories. Wine refilled.

To Peter, it was an academic evening with generous hospitality.

To Clara, it felt like being allowed to peek through a doorway, not into the professor’s research life, but into a pattern. A history. A network of people shaped by him in different ways.

When the plates needed clearing, Clara stood automatically.

“I’ll help,” she said lightly.

She carried a stack into the kitchen. The soft clink of porcelain echoed in the quiet, the distant murmur of Peter and Amara talking in the next room drifting through the doorway.

She didn’t hear him enter.

She only felt the shift in the air.

An arm slid around her waist, firm and unhesitating, drawing her gently but undeniably back against him. Before she could speak, his mouth brushed hers, not tentative, not testing. Certain.

Clara froze for a heartbeat, shocked by the boldness of it. Peter’s voice carried faintly from the dining room. A laugh. A question. He was so close. He could stand up at any moment and walk in.

The professor deepened the kiss by a fraction.

The world tilted.

Heat surged through her, sudden and disorienting. The wrongness of it, the absolute recklessness, sent a bolt of excitement racing through her chest. She hadn’t expected that. She hadn’t expected how alive the danger would make her feel.

His hands roamed over her. Her breasts, he squeezed them gently, mauled then down to cup her ass, he squeezed again, even a light slap. Then one hand came up under the hem of her little dress to her wet little panties. Not frantic. Not hurried.

Certain.

For a fleeting moment, she forgot the plates, the room, the conversation just beyond the doorway. All she knew was the quiet authority in his touch and the way her body responded… as if this, too, were now simply part of what mornings had taught her to accept.

He leaned close, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Taker your panties off. I want to keep them.”

She blinked. “What?”

His eyes didn’t move from hers.

“Take them off. Give them to me. You’ll go home without.”

The words landed with a shock so sharp she almost gasped.

Horror and heat collided inside her. Peter was in the next room. They would walk back together later. They would sit side by side, talk about dinner, talk about work. And she would know. She would be carrying a secret so intimate it felt like fire pressed to her skin.

What if he noticed?
What if something gave her away?

The thought should have stopped her.

It didn’t.

The professor’s gaze told her there was no argument to make, no explanation coming, no space for negotiation. This wasn’t about practicality. It was about obedience. About whether she understood that his claim did not end in the mornings.

Her pulse hammered.

She felt the word forming before she heard it leave her mouth.

“Okay.”

He gave the slightest nod, not gratitude, not approval. Recognition. As though she had simply done what had already been decided.

Clara turned back to the sink, hands steady, heart racing.

She wasn’t sure which unsettled her more:

the humiliation of what he had asked…

or how completely she had accepted it.

Her hand went below the short them of the dress, and pulls her skimpy black bikini panties down. She already know they are wet. She passed them over. He lifts them to his nose. 


“So wet.” 

From the dining room, Peter’s voice carried again.

“Everything okay in there?”

Clara swallowed, steadying her breath.

“Yes,” she called back, surprised by how even her voice sounded. “Just fine.”

But inside, something had shifted.

Not just desire.

A thrill.

And the dawning realization that the boundaries she thought still existed might already be gone.

It was now time to leave; the professor escorted them to the hall.

“Thank you for coming,” he said.

His hand brushed lightly against Clara’s back, not possessive, not bold. Simply a reminder.

She felt it like a wire tightening.

Outside, Peter squeezed her hand.

“That was lovely, wasn’t it?”

Clara nodded politely as they said their goodbyes.

But her mind was nowhere near the conversation.

It stayed in the kitchen, with the professor’s mouth against hers, with the quiet authority in his voice, with the knowledge that he could reach for her even with Peter only a few feet away. It stayed on Amara too, on the effortless confidence she carried, on the silent understanding that seemed to exist between her and the professor.

Clara walked beside her husband through the garden, the night air cool against her skin.

That was when the other thought pressed in, sharper, more intimate.

She was going home like this. Bare beneath her dress. Carrying his command with every step. The fabric brushed lightly against her, a constant reminder, equal parts humiliating and electrifying. Peter talked about the evening, about Amara’s research, about how kind the professor had been.

Clara listened, answered, smiled in the right places.

Inside, she was a storm.

Jealousy. Excitement. Fear. A secret so close to discovery that it made her pulse race.

And beneath all of it, something darker, the dawning realization that she no longer knew whether she wanted any of this to stop.


Chapter Six: Not Alone

Clara woke before dawn, long before Peter’s alarm.

The movement was automatic now. Quiet. Efficient. She dressed without turning on the light, slipping into the running outfit she had chosen the night before. It was briefer than anything she had once owned, tight enough that it felt like a second skin. She didn’t wear a bra. She hadn’t in weeks. It was what thew professor wanted.

She stepped outside into the soft morning air, breath misting faintly, the garden still dark and private. She waited, calm on the surface, nerves humming beneath.

Footsteps approached.

She turned.

The professor emerged from the shadowed path, and he wasn’t alone.

Amara walked beside him.

She wore a fitted workout set almost identical to Clara’s: short, sleek shorts and a cropped top, cut close to the body. It wasn’t flashy. It wasn’t loud. It simply revealed that she was strong, disciplined, and completely comfortable in her skin. The outfit clearly showed off her firm small breasts. Clare could see the hard nipples pointing so she knew no bra. She had a round ass and long toned slim legs. Her posture was relaxed, her stride easy, as though early mornings here were nothing new.

For a heartbeat, Clara forgot to breathe.

The similarity wasn’t accidental. It felt intentional, like a mirror being held up to her.

Amara offered Clara a small smile. Not mocking. Not apologetic. Just… knowing.

“Morning,” she said, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Clara murmured a greeting back, her voice steady despite the twist in her chest. She looked briefly at the professor. His expression didn’t change. He gave her the faintest nod, then spoke as he always did:

“Let’s go.”

No explanation. No acknowledgment that anything was different.

They set off together, the professor hand landing hard across Clara round ass. As he always did at the beginning of each run. But this time Amara was there to witness. Clara felt the humiliation. The three of them moving through the quiet streets.

Clara kept pace, but her thoughts churned. She watched the easy coordination between the professor and Amara, the matched rhythm, the silent understanding that existed long before Clara ever moved into the flat above the garage.

A new truth settled over her as they ran:

She was not the first.

And this, whatever it was, was larger than her.

When they returned to the garden, the familiar pattern resumed. Stretching. Instruction. The professor’s voice, calm and controlled. Amara followed directions with practiced ease, responding before Clara sometimes even registered the order. The professors hands were as much on Amara as they were on Clara.

It wasn’t rivalry that burned in Clara’s chest.

It was something far more complicated.

Jealousy.
Curiosity.
Recognition.

She wasn’t being displaced.

She was being shown something.

The professor finished adjusting Amara’s posture, then turned to Clara, his eyes steady, unreadable.

“Again,” he said.

She obeyed without hesitation.

And as she moved, she felt the shift in the air — subtle but undeniable — as if the rules of the game had expanded, and she had only just realised how many players there truly were.

When the stretching ended, he didn’t dismiss them.

He straightened, wiped his hands on the towel, and turned toward the house with that same unhurried certainty.

“Inside.”

There was no question of who he meant.

Clara rose automatically, the familiar pull of obedience guiding her steps. Only when she saw Amara fall into place at her other side did the realization fully land. This wasn’t an accident. This was arranged. Deliberate.

The three of them crossed the garden in silence.

Clara’s heart beat steadily, not frantic, but deep, heavy, as if it understood something her mind hadn’t yet named. She knew the pattern. She knew what usually followed. But this was different. Amara’s presence changed the air, widened the room before they had even entered it.

Amara moved with quiet composure. Not curious. Not hesitant.

Prepared.

They stepped into the office.

The door closed behind them with its soft, final click. The professor did not look at either of them immediately. He placed the towel neatly on the back of the chair, then turned, his gaze passing over them both, assessing, measuring, deciding.

Clara kept her hands loosely at her sides, shoulders relaxed, eyes lowered just enough. She didn’t speak. She would never question his intention. Whatever this was, it had already been decided.

A faint awareness threaded through her:

she was not being compared to Amara.

She was being instructed alongside her.

The professor let the silence deepen, shaping the room around it. When he finally spoke, his tone was calm, almost academic.

“Strip.”

A hot spike of something, indignation, jealousy, fear, shot through Clara. He wants to watch us both. Her eyes flicked to Amara, who was already obeying, pulling her damp vest top over her head with a practical, unselfconscious motion. There was no hesitation, no false modesty. Just compliance.

Clara’s fingers trembled only slightly as she followed suit. Vest top, shorts, thong. The fabric pooled at her feet. She stood naked beside an equally naked Amara, the difference between them suddenly stark. Amara’s body was lean and strong, her skin smooth, dark, her posture utterly composed. Clara felt exposed in a new, deeper way. This wasn’t just about being seen by him; it was about being compared.

The professor’s eyes were on Clara. “You see obedience,” he stated. “You feel jealousy. Good. Acknowledge it. Then set it aside. It is irrelevant to the lesson.” He shifted his gaze to Amara. “Instruct her.”

Amara turned to Clara. Her expression wasn’t unkind, but it was detached, focused. “He wants you to learn how a woman receives pleasure,” she said, her voice low and even. “How to give it. Follow my lead. Do as I say.”

Clara’s heart hammered. This was a humiliation she hadn’t anticipated. Being taught by her. Being shown her own ignorance.

“Touch her,” the professor directed Amara. “Show her where to begin.”

Amara stepped closer. The scent of her, clean sweat and faint citrus, filled Clara’s space. Amara’s hands, cool and sure, came to rest on Clara’s shoulders. “Relax,” she murmured, not as comfort, but as instruction. Her thumbs pressed into the tight muscles. “Breathe.” Her hands slid down, tracing the line of Clara’s arms, then back up to cup her face. The touch was clinical, assessing. “Kiss me.”

Clara froze. She looked past Amara’s shoulder to the professor. He watched, his face a mask of calm expectation.

“Now, Clara,” Amara said, her tone leaving no room for refusal.

Clara leaned in, her lips meeting Amara’s. It was soft at first, a closed-mouth press. Strange. The texture of another woman’s lips, the lack of stubble. Amara’s hand slid into Clara’s hair, not pulling, but guiding. “Open,” she whispered against Clara’s mouth.

Clara did. Amara’s tongue swept in, confident, exploring. It was a shock of wet heat, a dominance that was feminine and utterly disarming. Clara gasped, and Amara took the opportunity to deepen the kiss, her tongue stroking against Clara’s in a rhythm that was unmistakably skilled. A low, involuntary sound rose in Clara’s throat. This is what he wants to see.

“Her breasts,” the professor said from his post. “Teach her.”

Amara broke the kiss, her breath warm on Clara’s cheek. Her hands moved down, palms skimming Clara’s sides before coming to cup her breasts. Her thumbs circled Clara’s nipples, already tight peaks from the cool air and the tension. “You have beautiful breasts. They are sensitive here,” Amara said, her voice a practical murmur. “But not just a rough touch. A slow build.” She pinched lightly, then rolled the nipple between her finger and thumb. A jolt of sharp sensation arrowed straight to Clara’s core. She arched into the touch, a soft cry escaping her.

“Good,” the professor noted. “She responds. Continue.”

Amara lowered her head, taking one peaked nipple into her mouth. The wet heat was electrifying. Her tongue lashed the rigid tip, then suckled firmly. Clara’s knees buckled. Amara’s arm snaked around her waist, holding her up. “Stand,” Amara commanded gently, before switching to the other breast, her teeth grazing with just enough pressure to make Clara whimper.

“Now you,” the professor said to Clara. “Return the attention. Learn the topography.”

Trembling, Clara brought her hands to Amara’s shoulders. Her skin was sleek; her muscles defined under Clara’s tentative touch. Mimicking what she’d felt, she cupped Amara’s smaller, firmer breasts, thumbing the dark nipples. Amara’s breath hitched, a small reward. Encouraged, Clara leaned in, kissing Amara’s neck, her collarbone, before taking a nipple into her own mouth. She mimicked the suckling pressure, the flick of the tongue. Amara’s hand came to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just present. A low, approving hum vibrated against Clara’s lips.

“Amara,” the professor’s voice cut through the lingering tension, calm yet commanding. “I want to watch you spank her. She has the most perfect ass.”

Clara stiffened, her stomach twisting at his words. She glanced at Amara, who met her gaze with an unreadable expression before nodding in quiet acquiescence. Without a word, Amara moved to a chair and sat, her posture straight and poised. She reached out, taking Clara by the wrist and guiding her firmly across her toned thighs.

“Ass up, babe,” Amara murmured, her voice low and steady. “He wants to watch as I redden your ass.”

Clara’s breath hitched as she bent forward, her bare skin pressed against Amara’s thighs. The cool air of the office brushed her exposed backside, sending a shiver through her. She could feel the weight of the professor’s gaze on her, studying every detail. Her cheeks burned with a mix of shame and anticipation. She knew just how exposed she was in this position. She was for him to enjoy.

Amara’s hand came down in a sharp, measured slap against Clara’s flesh. The sound echoed in the room, followed by a stinging heat that spread across her skin. Clara gasped, her fingers clenching involuntarily. Another slap landed, then another, each one deliberate and firm. The pain built steadily, radiating through her body, but beneath it was a strange, almost electric undercurrent of sensation.

Amara didn’t rush. Her movements were controlled, calculated, as if she were following a precise script. The rhythm of the spanking was relentless, each strike landing with a force that left Clara’s skin flushed and throbbing. Tears welled in her eyes, and soft sobs escaped her lips, though she made no move to resist.

The professor watched in silence, his eyes dark and intent. His approval was palpable, a silent presence that suffused the room. When Clara’s ass was a deep, crimson hue, Amara finally paused, her hand resting lightly on the heated skin.

“Good,” the professor said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “You may continue.”

Amara gave Clara’s backside one final, lingering stroke before releasing her. Clara rose shakily, her breath uneven, her body still tingling from the aftermath. She felt raw, exposed, and yet strangely alive. The lesson wasn’t just about obedience, it was about surrendering entirely, even to the pain.

“Now,” the professor interrupted. “The purpose is deeper. On the floor. Clara, kneel before her.”

The command was a cold shock. Clara sank to the rug, the rough texture familiar against her skin. Amara stood over her, a beautiful, composed statue. The professor’s shadow fell across them both.

“Look at her,” he told Clara. “See her. Then taste her.”

Amara parted her feet, opening herself with deliberate grace. Clara stared, her face level with smooth, bare skin, the glistening folds beneath utterly exposed without the veil of curls. Her mouth went dry at the intimacy of it, this was submission distilled, not to him directly but to his will channelled through another woman he'd shaped so completely.

The absence of hair made every detail stark, the swollen lips, the dew of arousal already gathering. Clara's breath hitched at the vulnerability of it, at how Amara's obedience extended even to this intimate grooming under his command. The professor had stripped her bare in every sense.

This was his preference, Clara realized with a flush. And Amara had yielded without hesitation. Now it was Clara's turn to kneel before that same exacting standard.

The professor’s words echoed in her mind, a command she couldn’t ignore. This afternoon you will do the same, he had said, his tone leaving no room for defiance. You will shave, no more body hair anywhere.

Her stomach churned at the thought, her hands involuntarily moving to her arms, her thighs, as if already feeling the loss. She hadn’t just been told to submit, she’d been told to strip herself bare in a way that felt more intimate than mere nudity. It wasn’t just about control anymore; it was transformation. He wants to erase me, Clara realized with a cold, sinking dread.

“Do it,” Amara said softly, her hand resting on Clara’s head, not forcing, but guiding.

Clara leaned forward, her nose brushing into the wet folds. The scent was musky, clean, profoundly female. She pressed a tentative kiss to the outer lips. Amara’s thighs tensed. Emboldened by the reaction, Clara used her tongue to part the folds, exposing the slick, pink flesh within. She licked a slow, experimental stripe from bottom to top.

Amara’s breath escaped in a sharp sigh. “Yes. There. Use the flat of your tongue. Wider.”

Clara obeyed, lapping at her, exploring the different textures, the soft, wet inner lips, the hard bud of her clit, the pulsing entrance beneath. Amara’s hips began to move in tiny, involuntary circles, riding Clara’s mouth. The wetness coated Clara’s chin, the taste salty and complex. A fierce, unexpected hunger rose in Clara. This was power, too, the power to make this composed woman unravel.

“Use your fingers,” the professor instructed, his voice thicker now. “One. Then two. Stretch her. Feel how she opens.”

Clara slid one finger inside Amara, meeting tight, clenching heat. Amara moaned, a rich, full sound. Clara added a second, curling them, mimicking the motions she herself had learned to crave. Amara’s hand fisted in her hair, the grip tightening as her breathing grew ragged.

“Now, Amara,” the professor said, his command cutting through the wet, sucking sounds. “Show her what comes next. Take your pleasure from her mouth.”

It was the permission Amara needed. Her control shattered gracefully. She ground herself against Clara’s face, her movements becoming urgent, demanding. “Don’t stop,” she chanted, her voice breaking. “Right there, yes, right there!”

Clara redoubled her efforts, licking and sucking the swollen clit, fucking her with her fingers deeply. The taste of Amara’s release flooded her mouth an instant before Amara cried out, a raw, shuddering sound as her body convulsed, thighs clamping around Clara’s ears. Clara held her there, drinking her in, until the tremors subsided.

Silence, save for their panting. Clara knelt, dazed, her face wet.

Clara hesitated, her breath catching in her throat. She knew this was the moment she had been both dreading and secretly anticipating. With trembling hands, she slowly lowered herself onto the cool floor, her bare legs spreading wide. 

The professor's gaze was unyielding as he loomed over her, his presence commanding the room.

"On your back, Clara, he instructed, his voice low yet firm. "Show us your pretty little pussy."

Her cheeks burned with a mix of shame and arousal as she complied, her body arching slightly off the floor. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet oddly empowered by his unwavering command.

Amara knelt beside her; her dark eyes filled with a strange mix of sympathy and hunger. Clara swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she realized there was no turning back now. This was submission distilled to its purest form, utter vulnerability under the professor's exacting gaze.


Chapter Seven: Clara’s Turn

"Good girl," Amara murmured, her hand resting lightly on Clara's trembling thigh. "Now show him what he wants to see."

Clara's breath hitched as she spread herself wider, her most intimate flesh fully exposed to their scrutinizing eyes. Her chest tightened with a confusing mix of apprehension and desperate need. This was it, the point of no return.

Clara lay on her back on the plush rug, the ghost of Amara’s mouth still a phantom brand on her skin. The professor’s command hung in the air, reshaping the space between the three of them.

He looked at Amara, his chin lifting a fraction. “Kneel between her thighs.”

Without a word, Amara moved. She settled onto the floor, her body a sleek line as she positioned herself between Clara’s spread legs. Clara’s breath hitched, her gaze flicking from Amara’s intent face to the professor’s watching eyes. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum against the heavy silence.

Amara’s hands came to rest on Clara’s inner thighs, cool and steady. She pushed them wider, opening Clara completely. The cool air of the study brushed against her most intimate flesh, making her shiver. She felt absurdly exposed, more than ever before, because this was not for his direct touch, but for her instruction. He’s having her do it.

“Look at her,” the professor said, his voice a low vibration that seemed to resonate in Clara’s bones. “See how ready she is for you. Do not rush. Her pleasure is your task. Make her come with your mouth.”

Amara nodded once, a student receiving an assignment. Then she lowered her head.

The first touch was not a kiss, but a breath. A warm exhale that ghosted over Clara’s wet folds. Clara jerked, a gasp tearing from her throat. Amara’s hands tightened on her thighs, holding her still. “Be quiet,” Amara murmured, her voice a husky command. “Be still.”

Then her tongue touched her. A flat, wet stroke from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to the throbbing apex. It was slow. Deliberate. Clinical in its thoroughness. Clara’s back arched off the rug, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the wool. “Oh, god.”

Amara did it again. And again. Each lap of her tongue was a study in precision, mapping every fold, every hidden crevice. She licked around Clara’s entrance, tasting her, before focusing on her clit with a soft, circular pressure. Clara’s hips bucked, but Amara held her down firmly, pinning her to the floor with an effortless strength.

“Control her,” the professor observed, his voice coming from somewhere above them. “She will fight the sensation. Do not let her.”

Amara’s response was to sink deeper. She took Clara’s clit between her lips and suckled, gently at first, then with increasing firmness. The suction was exquisite, a direct line of pure, molten pleasure that shot through Clara’s core. She cried out, her head thrashing side to side. “Please… Amara…”

“She’s begging already,” the professor noted, a thread of dark amusement in his tone. “Good. Now, Amara. Use your fingers. One. Show her she can take more.”

Amara obeyed. As her mouth continued its relentless, suckling attention, her hand slid down. Clara felt a single fingertip press against her entrance, slick with her own wetness, and then push inside. It was a slow, inexorable invasion that stretched her, filled her in tandem with the pull of Amara’s mouth. Clara sobbed, overwhelmed by the dual assault.

The professor’s shadow fell over them. Clara’s tear-blurred vision saw him pushing his shorts down. “Raise your sweet, round black ass, girl,” he told Amara, his voice thickening. “I want to fuck you while you make the girl cum.”

A fresh wave of dizzying heat crashed over Clara. He’s going to take her. While she’s taking me. The thought was obscene, hieroglyphic in its complexity, and it made her clench violently around Amara’s finger.

Amara moaned against her, the vibration sparking another sharp jolt of pleasure. She arched her back, lifting her hips, presenting herself to him. Clara, from her angle, could see the professor move behind Amara, see that his shorts were pushed down, see the hard, heavy length of him emerge. He guided himself with one hand, the other coming to rest on the small of Amara’s back.

He pushed into her in one smooth, powerful thrust.

Amara’s entire body stiffened, a choked gasp escaping her as he filled her. Her mouth momentarily stilled on Clara, but the pressure of her lips, the heat, remained. Then, as he began to move, establishing a deep, rhythmic pace, Amara moaned again and returned to her task with renewed, desperate focus.

It was too much. Clara was pinned between sensations, the exquisite, skilled torment of Amara’s mouth and fingers, and the raw, visual and auditory spectacle of Amara being taken just inches away. She could hear the wet, rhythmic slap of his body against Amara’s raised ass, could hear Amara’s muffled cries of pleasure against her own flesh. Every thrust into Amara jolted her forward, making her mouth work Clara with frantic, driven intensity.

Amara added a second finger, curling them inside Clara, finding a spot that made Clara see white. Her tongue lashed Clara’s clit in rapid, punishing flicks. Clara was babbling, words without meaning, pleas and curses tangling together. Her body was a live wire, every nerve screaming.

“She’s close,” the professor grunted, his own breathing laboured now, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. “Make her come. Now.”

It was the final command. Amara redoubled her efforts, sucking hard, fucking her with her fingers in a brutal, perfect rhythm that matched the pounding pace of the professor taking her from behind. The dual rhythms merged into one overwhelming wave.

Clara shattered.

Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole her breath, her vision, her sense of self. She arched off the floor, a silent scream locked in her throat as convulsions wracked her body, pulsing around Amara’s fingers. Pleasure, sharp and endless, flooded her veins, pulled from her by Amara’s mouth as Amara herself was being claimed.

She was vaguely aware of Amara’s own climax, a sharp cry swallowed by Clara’s skin, of the professor’s final, deep thrusts and his low, guttural groan of release. The world swam back into focus in pieces: the weight of Amara’s head resting heavily on her thigh, the professor’s hands on Amara’s hips, the smell of sex and sweat thick in the air.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing.

Slowly, Amara pulled her fingers free, her movements sluggish. She lifted her head, her lips glistening, her eyes dazed. She looked over her shoulder at the professor, who was withdrawing from her, a profound satisfaction etched on his features.

He looked down at Clara, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “You see?” he said, his voice rough but calm. “Pleasure is not a solitary act. It is a chain. A circuit.”

The professor stood over Clara, his shadow merging with her as she lay there, the weight of what happened next settled on her. His hand still resting where he had placed it on Amara’s hip. His gaze was unflinching as it swept over Clara’s trembling form.

“Amara,” he said, his voice low and firm, “clean her up.”

Amara, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her own climax, moved without hesitation. She knelt beside Clara, her hands gentle but methodical as she wiped her down, cleaning the mess between her thighs with a damp cloth. Her touch was deliberate, every stroke designed to provoke a shiver.

“Slut,” he said Clara, his voice thick with command. “Come and lick every drop of my cum from her cunt.” He paused, watching her reaction then added, “Then you’ll clean my cock. You will lick the mix of my spunk and her juice for it.”

Clara hesitated at first, then lowered herself to her knees and bent her head to his hips, her tongue extending towards him in a slow, purposeful movement that left no ambiguity about her task. Her mouth encircled him, drawing him in with a wet, sucking pull that made him groan.

With this motion established between them, he thrust into her mouth rhythmically while she tended to Clara, he issued another command: “Lick up every drop.”

Clara obeyed without question or pause; each lap of her tongue against her slit was a new submission for both women.

Amara watched this unfold before finally turning toward him when he spoke again: “Now I’ll have my turn at cleaning.”

Her mouth found its way back onto his length as she took over from Clara, each stroke drew out more until there wasn’t anything left but satisfaction.

“Slut, clean Amara, use your tongue,” The professor ordered.

Clara knelt between Amara’s thighs, her breath catching as she stared at the swollen lips of her cunt, slightly gaping, his spunk oozing out. She hesitated for just a moment before dipping down and tasting their combined mess. Her tongue flicked out tentatively at first, then with growing urgency, she began to lick and slurp up every drop.

The room was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the air heavy with the aftermath of what had just transpired. Clara’s movements were deliberate, almost reverent, as if she were performing a sacred duty. Her lips and tongue worked in tandem, savouring the bitter-saltiness of their mingled fluids.

Amara watched her, her own body still trembling from the intensity of their shared pleasure. She reached out and lightly tapped Clara’s cheekbone, giving her a gesture of encouragement. “Good girl,” she murmured softly, her voice still husky from their cries.

With each lap of her tongue, Clara’s own arousal grew anew. Her core tightened deliciously, wetness gathering between her legs as she drank deeply from Amara’s body. The chain of pleasure continued unabated. Their eyes met again briefly before Clara turned back to licking up every last drop that escaped from within them both.

When there was nothing left but glistening smoothness beneath them both, they simply remained still, breathing heavily while basking in this shared intimacy that words could never fully capture or explain; it simply was...and would always be part of who they are now because nothing ever truly ends, it only transforms into something else entirely unexpected yet somehow exactly right at the same time…

Amara gently wiped away traces of fluid around Clara’s lips using fingertips slightly sticky themselves; an act which made both women shiver once more before collapsing together onto soft cushions where tangled limbs sought rest after such exertion… 

The professor walked to his desk, poured a glass of water, and drank it slowly. He watched as Amara found a towel and wiped herself, then Clara. The domesticity of the action was surreal.

“You may both go,” he said finally. “Clara. Tomorrow morning, as usual.”

The dismissal was absolute. Clara pushed herself up on unsteady arms, her body feeling used, hollowed out, and impossibly full all at once. Amara offered a hand to help her up, their eyes meeting. In Amara’s gaze, Clara saw no jealousy, no triumph. Only a deep, exhausted understanding.

We are both his, Clara thought, the truth of it settling in her bones. He fucks her while she makes me come. He connects us through him. She dressed mechanically, the soft cotton of her clothes feeling alien against her sensitized skin.

As she reached for the door handle, the professor’s voice stopped her.

“Clara.”

She turned. He was seated behind his desk now, the picture of academic composure. “You did very well today,” he said. “You’re learning to accept pleasure from any source I designate. You will learn more in the coming weeks.”


Epilogue

The house was quiet when he dismissed them.

No ceremony. No softness. Just the calm certainty that the lesson was over.

Clara gathered her things the way she always did. The running outfit, small and light in her hands. Shoes dangling from two fingers. She stepped out into the morning air and crossed the garden, bare skin tingling where the breeze touched it. The walk back to the annex felt different, not furtive, not guilty.

Measured. Claimed.

She let herself in.

Silence greeted her. Peter was at the university, buried in notes and meetings and the steady safety of his world. Clara walked to the bedroom and stopped in front of the wardrobe mirror.

The woman looking back at her did not startle.

She studied her reflection the way one studies something already known. Calm. Clear-eyed. There was no trace of the shy girl who had arrived in London dreaming of a safe life and a predictable future. Her shoulders were looser. Her posture, grounded. There was a steadiness in her gaze that had not existed before.

Today had crossed another line.

Another boundary she once believed unthinkable had been stepped over, not with wild impulse, but with acceptance. Curiosity. Obedience. And somewhere deep beneath the turmoil, a quiet understanding had taken root:

she was no longer confused about what she wanted.

Not love, she had love. Not affection, Peter gave that freely.

What pulled at her now was power, structure, surrender shaped into ritual. And to be his slut!

She stood for a moment in front of the mirror, taking in the naked young woman looking back at her, the woman who had just been guided, directed, used and pleasured by the professor… and by Amara. There was no shock in the recognition anymore. Only quiet acknowledgment.

She turned, stepped into the bathroom, and started the shower. The water came on in a clean, steady rush. She knew what needed doing; there were expectations now, she knew she had to shave her pubic hair as part of the discipline she had accepted.

Steam began to fill the room.

Clara stepped under the water, letting it run over her, washing away the traces of the morning, not erasing anything, simply preparing for what would come next.


Book Three Teaser

Morning obedience is no longer the secret Clara hides.

It is the structure her life now bends around.

But in Book Three, the rules widen again.

The professor begins to move the lessons out of the shadows, testing how far Clara is willing to follow when the world isn’t neatly contained behind closed doors. He shares her with more people, her first threesome with two men, her first gangbang, and Clara finds herself learning where she stands among others who have already walked this path.

Peter, meanwhile, finally senses what he cannot name:

his wife is still there beside him, but something in her no longer belongs to him.

As invitations shift, boundaries blur, and the professor begins to decide who Clara will be seen as, the question is no longer whether she will obey…

but how completely she will accept the life being shaped for her.

And whether Peter will remain part of it at all.
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Scarlett Rose Montgomery lives by rules.
Professional. Polished. Untouchable.

Behind closed doors, she breaks them.

One careless moment exposes everything.
One witness sees her submission, and understands exactly how to use it.

What begins as fear becomes obedience.
What begins as blackmail becomes something darker.
And what begins with one boy’s leverage spirals into a world of control, exposure, and shared possession she never expected to crave.

This is a story of power reversal, manipulation, and awakening desire, where secrets are currency and surrender feels dangerously inevitable.

Available now on Amazon Kindle.
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