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I rub at my
eyes, not really hearing what Dr. Samuels has to say about classic
American literature during this particular lecture. My sleeping
hasn’t been very peaceful, lately. I keep having these dreams.

In them, I’m
tied up. There’s a man near me, telling me to do things. I can
never remember what it is he’s ordering. All I know is that I wake
up, my body burning with fear and desire. It’s the desire part that
really gets to me.

As I sit in the
lecture hall, the lid of my pen held firmly between my teeth as I
delve into my sleeping life, I vaguely hear my name.

My name!
I think. Dr. Samuels just asked me a question. I glance around,
seeing everyone in the lecture hall looking at me expectantly. But
it’s really only Dr. Samuels’ eyes that catch my attention. Even
from this distance, I can see their steel-grey color. Right then,
they are boring into me like a drill bit.

“I... I’m
sorry?” I finally stammer.

Dr. Samuels
raises an eyebrow at me and I feel the heat rise to my cheeks. He
knows that I haven’t been listening, have, in fact, been in a world
all my own since I arrived for this morning lecture.

“I was asking,
Miss Smythe, about any potential allegories that might be present
in Hawthorne’s writing.”

Damn! I
silently curse myself. We were supposed to have that read for
today’s lecture. I haven’t even cracked the spine on the copy I
spent an hour in line at the bookstore picking up before classes
even started.

“I haven’t
finished yet,” I say. After everyone stares at me for a few
moments, I add an, “...I’m sorry.”

I can tell by
the way the professor purses his lips that he isn’t pleased. I know
he shouldn’t be, either. This is a fourth year undergrad course,
not some first year survey. There are only a dozen or so other
students in it, and we’re all expected to be pulling our
weight.

“It’s okay,
Clara,” Samuels says as he leafs through his lecture notes on the
podium. There is still a hard look in his eye, but the lines of
irritation in his face seem to have softened now that he’s actually
looking at me. I think he can tell that I’m out of sorts. He even
used my first name. He doesn’t usually, seeming to prefer a cooler,
more professional distance with his students.

He continues,
going on about a book I haven’t yet read. Finally, I realize I’ve
chewed through my pen lid. Trying to be as quiet as I can, I gather
up my clipboard, stuff it into my bag, and make my exit.

I know people
watch me as I leave. Their eyes seem to poke little accusatory
holes in my back. I want to turn around, to shout that I am sorry
to them. But I can’t. My feet carry me the two blocks from campus
to my small studio apartment. I unlock the door, drop my bags, and
rush right to the bathroom.

It’s strange.
Despite my restless nights, I don’t seem to look that tired. In
fact, I rather vainly think I still look rather pretty. I’ve always
had sharp features and a good bone structure, with the long hair
that complements my face so well. I think that maybe if I wear some
more revealing clothes to show off my body, maybe it would distract
people enough so that they don’t see how far I’ve gone.

I want to care
about school, I really do. But the damn dreams consume me. They
seem more real than waking life.

Even though I
don’t want to sleep, I flop on the bed and lie there for about an
hour. I see that I forgot to turn my laptop off.

Getting up, I
walk over to it, ready to close the lid. Then I see the little
notification above the clock telling me I have mail. I have it
hooked to my school email account, and the page opens up as I lean
over and click on the icon.

Sucking in a
breath, a feeling of dread seems to clutch around my insides. The
message is from Dr. Samuels. The subject line is one word:
“Class.”

I sit down in
front of the computer, my finger hesitating above the mouse button.
What if he wants me gone? What if he tells me how disappointed he
is in my performance, lately?

Taking a
breath, I open it. There are only a few lines. I frown. He wants me
to meet him at his office later tonight. I know that isn’t his
normal office hour. In fact, I didn’t think anyone was even really
at the campus at that hour. It must be really important if he wants
to see me.

Getting to see
him all alone like that awakens a feeling of giddiness in my
stomach. I’ve had a crush on Dr. Samuels since the first time I saw
him, in one of my introductory courses way back in first year. He’s
probably not quite as old as my father, and all the girls agree
that he isn’t at all hard on the eyes.

But I liked his
charm, his personality and humor. He always seemed to know what to
say, whether it was about some sticky point in a book or simply a
joke to break the tension.

He used to be
the subject of fantasy for me. I’d lie on the bed, trying to be
quiet as I imagined what he looked like without a shirt on.
Sometimes I would even touch myself, moaning and panting as I
imagined my fingers to be him, sliding in and out of my wetness.
The image of him thrusting into me never fails to make me come.

Of course, I
always do my best to keep this schoolgirl crush a secret,
especially from him.

I fritter away
the time browsing the Internet. When I have to leave, I get up. My
book bag lies by the door where I had dropped it. Picking it up, I
wonder if I’ll need anything else. He never mentioned anything in
the email, so I figure the regular lecture materials will do.

The walk back
to the campus is a quick one. The place looks different in the
dark, with hardly anyone around. His office isn’t hard to find.
When I get there, I find his door closed. I can see light shining
under the crack in the door. He always keeps it open when he’s in,
so I frown again, unsure whether I should knock or not.

Raising one
hand, I watch as my fingers knot into a fist. I rap on the door,
once, twice. The wait is only a few seconds. Dr. Samuels opens the
door. I have to look up into his face. When you’re sitting in a
lecture hall, your sense of how tall the person at the front is
changes.

Then I see that
he still has that tight-lipped look, as though he is disappointed
in me.

“Come in,
please,” he says, stepping to the side and motioning with his
hand.

His office is
quite large, with a full-size desk big enough that I could lie down
on it and stretch out, if I wanted.

I move to sit,
but he stops me with a hand on my shoulder. “I didn’t say sit, I
said come in.”

Keeping his
hand on my shoulder, he moves around so that he’s facing me,
looking down at me.

“I know you’ve
been having trouble lately, Clara. That’s why I called you here,”
he says.

“Yeah, I’ve
been having some problems...”

Then he drops
the bombshell.

“Let’s start
with how you feel about me.”

I stand there
for a few moments, my mouth hanging open, trying to speak. Finally,
I manage a disconcerted, “What?”

He raises his
eyebrow at me again. “Oh, come on, Clara. I have a PhD. You think
I’m too dense to notice when one of my students has a crush on
me?”

“No! I mean, of
course not,” I say. Suddenly the dream haze is gone, and reality
feels quite real again. Too real, even.

“It’s getting
in the way of your studies. You’re being a very bad girl, Miss
Smythe.”

Something about
the way he says that brings a sensation of heat between my legs,
and I feel myself get wet.

“Do you know
what happens to bad girls, Clara?” Dr. Samuels asks. I watch and
feel as his hand drops down from the shoulder. His fingers run down
my chest. As they pass over my breast, I feel my nipple harden
under his touch. Suddenly, it gets hard to breathe.

His fingers
stop when they feel this stiffening. He starts to stroke my nipple
through my shirt. Looking down, I see the front of his pants start
to rise as he hardens.

I let out a
yelp as he grabs my nipple between his index finger and thumb and
pinches. He doesn’t let go. Instead, he twists a little.

“Bend over the
desk, Miss Smythe. I think you need some punishment to tell you to
get your act together,” he says, letting go of my nipple.

I feel the urge
to rub at the stinging sensation, but I feel it’s somehow wrong to
do so. Instead, I find myself pushing the chair out of the way and
bending over the big desk. The coolness of its surface feels good
against my now sore nipple.

 

Looking back, I
watch as the professor examines my ass. He seems to like what he
sees, as the tent forming at the front of his pants gets
larger.

I suck in a
breath as he takes position behind me. The tip of his cock is
almost touching my ass. My pussy trembles a little as I take in the
sight.

He reaches
down, putting his hands under my hips. I resist the urge to help as
I feel him unbuttoning my pants. As soon as he’s done that, he
brings his hands to the small of my back, where he flattens his
fingers against my flesh, the tips pointing toward my ass. He
pushes his fingers under the waistband of my pants and slides them
partway down my thighs.

I just have on
a pair of plain white panties. A pang of regret shoots through me
as I wish I’d have known I’d be flashing my ass to my favourite
teacher. I’d have put on something sexier, like a thong.

Dr. Samuels
doesn’t seem to mind, though. He grabs both my ass cheeks with his
hands, squeezing for a moment.

“Yes, Clara,
you’ve been a very bad girl, haven’t you?” He says.

“I have been
very bad,” I say, savoring the sensations of his hands and fingers
touching me like that. Then, I say, “Please, will you teach me how
to be a good girl?”

He slides one
of his hands up to the small of my back again and pushes down,
holding me in place. The other hand he draws back over his
head.

I scream in
anticipation as it begins to fall. My whole body jolts when his
hand connects with my flesh.

My ass is
already stinging when he pulls his hand back for the next spanking.
I realize I’m glad that he chose to do this so late, when no one is
around in the hallways outside. The sound of his hand hitting my
ass is like a loud crack. My little yelps and squeals follow a
moment after contact.

Soon that cheek
has pretty much gone numb. Even looking down my back, I can see the
redness of my flesh.

“Are you going
to come to my lectures prepared to participate?” Dr. Samuels asks,
flexing his fingers as though the slapping hurts him, too.

“Yes, teacher,”
I say.

The feeling of
wetness and heat in my pussy grows while he slaps me. I want him to
rub my slit through my panties, now, instead of slapping.

“I’ve learned
my lesson,” I say.

A look of anger
takes his handsome face. “I’ll say when you’ve learned what I want
you to learn.”

He moves to my
other side, putting the hand he’s been using to slap me on the
small of my back, and taking the hand that was there away.

It takes me a
moment to realize he’s switching cheeks, and that the spanking is
only halfway through.

I take an
involuntary gasp as his rested hand rises.

“Professor!” I
yell out as he spanks me.

My other cheek
begins stinging. He seems to be even more relentless now. His big,
heavy desk begins rattling beneath me as the force of his spankings
increase. Soon, I am begging him. The only thing is, I’m not sure
what I’m begging him for. Part of my thinks it’s for him to stop,
the other part of my mind tells me I’m yelling for him to spank me
harder.

Both my ass
cheeks are totally red, covered in handprints, when he stops to
catch his breath. I slump back down to the desk, realizing that I
had arched my back, all my muscles rigid, while he was spanking
me.

Leaning against
the desk, he loosens his tie and undoes the top button of his
shirt. His hard cock still presses against his pants, and his eyes
don’t seem to leave the round curves of my ass.

Moving slowly,
I slide off the desk. I crouch down in front of him, careful not to
press my sore ass against anything. He doesn’t protest as I undo
his belt and pants. He watches as I grab hold of his waistband and
pull them down, along with his boxers. I smile when his cock
springs up in front of my face.

The head is
already wet with precum.

He reaches out
and grabs the back of my head. “Open your mouth,” he tells me.

I look up into
his eyes as I open my mouth as wide as I can make it. He grabs his
cock with his other hand and thrusts his hips forward. Even with my
mouth open as far as I could make it, I feel my jaw strain as his
hard, warm shaft pushes through my lips.

He groans and
closes his eyes as inches of his cock sink into my mouth. Slowly at
first, I start teasing him with my tongue. I wrap it as far around
his shaft as I can, then unravel it and tongue the bottom of his
rod.

His fingers
tighten in my hair as he starts easing forward again. Soon, I have
him in my throat. He leaves his cock there while I continue working
it with my tongue.

“Ung!” He says,
suddenly pulling his cock out of my mouth.

I take a deep
breath, as my lungs had started to burn and I could feel tears in
the corners of my eyes. Then I saw his shaft. I’d left it
completely covered in my saliva. A big string of my spit hangs down
from the bottom of the head, so I lean forward and lick it off.

“Stand,” he
says, his fingers unlacing from my hair and moving gently over my
cheek and down my neck.

I stand. He
shoves my panties and pants down my legs and I kick them off. He
picks me up and sits me on his desk. I brace myself with my hands
behind me. He grabs me by the hips and scoots me forward so that I
am sitting right at the very edge of his desk. Getting a hold of my
legs, he hangs my knees in the crooks of his arms and pushes them
back so that he has a good angle on my pussy.

I am so wet by
now that I can feel some of my juices on my thighs. We both look
down as he crouches slightly lower, making sure his hard cock is at
just the right height.

I relish every
moment as we both watch his cock press against my pussy. It strains
for only a moment before my tightness yields and he enters me.
Without realizing it, I suck in a breath as he slides deeper into
me every second. The bulges of his cock rub against my walls,
stretching me out around his girth.

“This,” he
says, grunting as he feels my pussy clench up around him for a
moment, “Is your final warning.”

I realize that
he is the one from my dreams. All the images come crashing down on
me, and his voice is in my head. He’s been telling me that he wants
me, that he needs my body close to his, in my dreams for days
now.

With my legs
back like that, he gets very deep in me before he stops. I can see
that he can’t even fit his whole member inside, I’m so tight.

Taking one of
my hands from the surface of the desk, I wrap it over his broad
shoulders so that I can keep a grip on him.

My body begins
to tremble as he starts fucking me in earnest. I feel myself
stretch around him each time he thrusts back inside me. His
movements become more eager, more ragged as he fills me again and
again. I’m so wet around him that I leave juices all over his
shaft, so wet that each time he thrusts forward there is a wet
slapping noise.

“Professor...”
I say, barely able to speak.

I’m getting so
tight around him, so sensitive, I know that I’m about to come. He
feels it, thrusting into me harder and faster. He wants me to come.
He knows he has control, that he can make me do whatever he wants
me to.

Throwing my
head back, I moan as I fully release control of my body to him. My
pussy convulses on his hard cock as he continues fucking me. I feel
light-headed, my orgasm is so strong. I dig my nails into his neck
as I beg him to go harder and faster.

Then I want him
to come. Even though my orgasm is finished, I do my best to squeeze
my walls up around his shaft, making it as tight as I can. His face
looks strained. I want to tell him to come, but I know I’m not the
one in charge.

Finally, he
pushes me back so that I’m lying on his desk. He gives me two
powerful thrusts, making me moan again, before he pulls his cock
out of me.

I pull up my
shirt as the first stream of cum spurts out of him. It lands on my
stomach, warm and sticky. He fires again and again, coating my
stomach with his load. His body jerks each time, and a look of
pleasure that is almost pain flashes across his face.

When he
finishes, he does his pants back up. He hands me a box of tissues,
and I clean myself off.

As I hop off
his desk and bend over to pick up my underwear and pants, he
speaks.

“So, I take it
the next time you come to my class, you’ll be prepared.” It isn’t a
question.

“Yes,
professor,” I say.

I finish
putting my clothes on. When I turn around to face him, he looks
like a teacher again. The only hint of my punishment is a slight
flush to his face. I know that the handprints on my ass won’t be
gone for a while, but I also know that they’ll be easy enough to
hide.

“Good. Have
Hawthorne read for Friday. I’ll see you then.” He picks up my book
bag and hands it to me, then walks me over to the door. It closes
with a click behind me as I make my way down the hall.

I feel a little
strange, already wondering if what just happened was a dream. Then
I remember that my dreams are clear to me now. They are no longer
nightmares. Instead, I look forward to them. I wonder how I can
make them a reality. I wonder how I can make Dr. Samuels teach me
another lesson as I arrive home, closing the door to my apartment
behind me and turning the deadbolt.
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