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  Chapter one
The First Lesson


She watched his hands first, crisp white shirt, long fingers moving like blades. Each word was a cut. Disappointing. Miss Brooks. Sadie trembled by the door, half his size, none of his sharpness. 
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…” Her words crumpled under his eyes. The office pressed in around her, all shadows and books and his disapproval. He loomed. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t speak. He reached the door and clicked the lock. Sadie flinched, heat flushing her cheeks, her throat. The room was too small. Too dark. His voice was steady, a pulse in the dimness. 
“Save your excuses.” His sleeves were rolled, arms ready. Her stomach flipped. She thought she might faint, thought she might cry. Thought she might want it. He pulled a wooden paddle from the drawer. Sadie’s head spun. “This will not happen again.”  
He said the word again. Disappointing. The essay. Her. Sadie could barely look at him. “I’ll make it up. Please.” Her voice came out thin, flimsy, just like the paper that had made him this way. He’d tossed it on the desk, barely looked at it. Now he was looking at her. His expression was cutting. His gaze was hard. Her knees were weak. “I expect better.” She felt the room close around her, no air, no space. Only him. Her pulse quickened, sharp as his jaw, fast as her breath. 
“Professor Crane, I—” 
“No.” The word cut, deeper than the rest. 
His strides were slow, meticulous. He reached into the drawer. Pulled it out. The wood was dark, ominous. She stopped breathing, heart a trapped animal. Sadie’s eyes were wide, glued to the paddle. The weight of it. She heard herself swallow. Heard herself whisper. 
“Professor…?” 
He turned the paddle over in his hands. Examined it. Examined her. “This will be the only time,” he said, like a promise, like a threat. 
The desk was hard, unyielding. She pressed her hands to it. Braced herself. It was coming. She could feel it, taste it, the room spinning around her. Her breath caught, stuttered. “I didn’t mean to be late.” It sounded pathetic even to her own ears. 
He loomed over her, blocking everything. The light. The air. “Enough.” 
Sadie flinched, felt herself go hot and cold at the same time. She didn’t know if she could stand it, didn’t know if she wanted to. His voice was low, a growl, smooth and terrifying. “Bend over.” 
She hesitated. His eyes were on her, dark and merciless. Her heart raced, chest heaving. “Professor…” 
“Now.” 
Sadie bent. Felt the world tilt. Her skirt slid up, her skin exposed to the dim, heavy air. Her face flushed scarlet. Her body followed. She was on fire, every part of her. His breath was a whisper above her. 
“You need to learn, Miss Brooks.” 
She whimpered. The wood was cold on her hands, hot on her mind. She heard the swish, the air cutting, the sharp crack. It echoed through the room. It echoed through her. Sadie cried out. The pain bloomed white, hot, spreading like ink in water. 
“Do you understand?” 
Her voice was a broken thing, a wisp. “Yes. Yes.” 
His breath was steady. The paddle rose. She clenched. The next swat came fast, hard. A gasp, a jolt, her body jerking forward. Tears burned her eyes, shamed her cheeks. The sting, the fire, the second echo. 
“Do you?” 
He was relentless. She couldn’t catch her breath. “Yes, Professor.” 
Julian’s hand was in her hair, pulling her head up. Her neck arched, throat exposed, vulnerable. She could feel the welts forming, bright and raised. “This is for your own good, Miss Brooks.” 
She shook under him, legs trembling. “I know,” she choked out. Her voice was wet, like her eyes, like other places. She felt the truth of it. She didn’t want him to stop. She wanted him to stop. 
The next stroke was slow. Precise. Her world shattered. Sadie screamed. Then whimpered, the sound catching in her throat. Her skin was alive, raw, a crimson sprawl of heat. His fingers brushed against her, barely a touch, like static, like electricity. She jumped, gasped. 
“This will teach you.” 
She could feel everything, too much of everything. Her breath was ragged. Her mind was gone. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe. Could only feel. The paddle. The welts. His hand. The weight of his disappointment. The weight of her shame. The weight of him. 
He pulled the paddle away, the absence its own kind of hurt. She was panting, whimpering, every sound a betrayal. 
“You will never be late again, will you?” 
“No, Professor. Never.” 
Julian dropped the paddle onto the desk. The thud made her jump. She bit her lip, couldn’t look at him, couldn’t look away. Her face burned as bright as her backside. Her whole body burned. His touch was a ghost on her skin, fingers tracing the marks, searing them in. 
“Such a good student,” he said, a low rumble, all suggestion, no softness. 
She couldn’t stop shaking. Couldn’t stop the wanting, the needing, the heat. Her shame was slick and undeniable, pooling, sliding. Her voice was a whisper, a confession. “Please…” 
His hands left her. She couldn’t stand it. She wanted more. She wanted to fall through the floor. 
“This is only the beginning,” he said, cold and sure. 
Sadie thought she might die from it. From the wanting. From the heat. 
The room was heavy and small. Her world was heavy and small. His presence was heavy and filled everything. He lifted her up, rough, urgent. Her back hit the books, hit the shelves. “You’ll be back for more, Miss Brooks.” 
“Please,” she whispered again, the sound of it desperate, broken. 
“Yes, Professor.” 
She came undone. She came apart.







  
  Chapter two
The Ruler's Edge


Julian used his thumb to smear Sadie’s lipstick. The stain bloomed like a bruise across her cheek as he pushed her face against the desk, binding her wrists with his tie. He cinched it around a leg, red silk biting into her skin. Her breath came in sharp gasps as she looked back at him, lips parted. He flipped her skirt up. Hooked a finger in her panties and slid them off. She shivered. 
"Your paper," Julian said, "lacks precision." He reached for the metal ruler and tapped it against his palm. "Do you know what that feels like, Sadie?" 
She trembled, her ass already quaking as she waited for the first strike.
Julian opened the door, and Sadie hurried inside, aware of his eyes on her as she moved past him. He shut the door. Twisted the lock. Took her by the chin and tilted her head up, watching the nervous quiver in her lips. He rubbed her lipstick across her face, smudging it with his thumb. Her eyes widened as he let go. He toyed with the button of her blouse, watching her struggle to keep her breathing steady, watching the hint of her nipples under her bra as she began to pant. 
"We need to talk about your recent paper, Sadie," he said. "I found it sloppy. Rushed." 
Her face flushed, and she lowered her eyes. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I can do better."
Julian turned her and bent her over the desk. She let out a soft moan, the sound muffled against the wood. Her legs quivered as he held her wrists and tied them with his silk tie. He yanked it tight, looped it around the leg of the desk. 
"Hard work will be rewarded," he said, his voice a low rumble. "If it's hard enough." 
He flipped up her skirt, exposing the curve of her ass. 
"Professor Crane," she whimpered. "I'll try harder." 
She gasped as he hooked his finger in her panties, dragging them down her thighs and off. Her skin was slick with anticipation, and her breath came in heavy, uneven bursts.
Julian tapped the metal ruler against his palm, then held it where Sadie could see it. Her breath hitched. Her hips trembled. He lined up the ruler on her pale skin. Brought it down hard. Sadie let out a choked cry, her muscles tense. He didn't pause, swinging the ruler again and again, sharp cracks and sharp breaths punctuating the strikes. She bit down on her lip, a thin line of drool escaping. He grinned at the red stripes blossoming on her cheeks. Her legs shook violently. 
"Ten," he said. "Do you remember the assignment?" 
She gasped, trying to catch her breath. Her words were faint and high-pitched. "D-deconstruction?"
"Obedience," Julian corrected. He moved the ruler down her body, running it along the inside of her thighs. She whimpered as he pried them open. 
"Let's explore that concept." Her pulse thudded. She muffled her moans with her own arm, pressing her face into it. Her voice came out thin and desperate. 
"Harder, Professor." He snapped the ruler against her wet slit, the sting running up her body in waves. Her ass quaked, her cries turning into needy little whimpers. 
"Harder," she begged again, her voice ragged. 
Julian drew back, smacked her pussy lips. He saw the thin sheen of sweat on her body as it writhed, her voice nearly a sob as he spanked her cunt again.
Julian watched Sadie's glistening slit, and a sadistic smile crept across his lips. He was relentless, the ruler's sting spreading across her body. He slapped her again and again, pushing her thighs apart. Her breath hitched, desperate and quaking. She yelped and whimpered, shuddering with each strike. He gripped her and spread her wider. Her cries rose in pitch as she came close, legs twitching, quivering. 
"Fuck!" she wailed. Her body was slick with sweat. She shook as he denied her, pulling the ruler back at the last second. 
"You don't deserve it yet," Julian said. He dragged the ruler's cool edge up her slit. Her voice trembled. "Please, Professor!" she cried.
He took the ruler away and knelt behind her. He breathed on her slit. He let her feel the heat of his mouth, inches away. He did not touch her. Her hips jerked against the desk, her arms pulling against the tie. He watched her need build, her breath quickening again. He moved his head closer. She thought he would take her clit between his lips, thought she would finally cum. Instead, he pulled away, the low sound of his chuckle the only touch she got. Sadie let out a small, defeated cry. Julian picked up the ruler again, the thin metal cold against her raw, swollen skin. 
"How much harder will you work?" he asked.
Her voice broke as she cried out, "As hard as you want!" 
Her whole body trembled. She dripped down her legs and onto the desk. Julian pushed the ruler's edge against her clit. He watched her squirm, watching every movement. He drew it away. 
"Not enough," he said. 
He gave her a final slap on the pussy. She let out a long, shaking wail. Her head snapped back as she came. 
"Professor!" she gasped. He pushed two fingers into her wet cunt. 
"Are you wet enough to try again?" Julian asked. 
She was too lost in her orgasm to answer. He pulled out, rubbed her clit. 
"Yes!" she said, her voice hoarse. "Yes, I am!"

      ***Sadie’s thighs were slick. She pressed them together as she sat in the crowded lecture hall, cheeks burning from more than her fresh welts. Julian pretended not to notice her, sliding a stack of papers from his briefcase. His jaw was set in a hard line, but the corner of his mouth twitched. She was in the front row, her ass tender against the wooden chair. He looked at her like he could see right through her clothes, his voice low as he addressed the class. He reached into his pocket. Pulled out the remote. 
"Power dynamics," he said, his eyes fixed on Sadie. "Obedience and rebellion."
Julian watched her squirm. The remote rested casually in his palm, but his eyes were sharp, cutting into her with every word. She'd put the vibrator in that morning. "Rushed and sloppy," he'd called her paper. 
"Rewrite it." Her pussy was swollen, but she did as he said, wrote the new paper, and slipped the toy inside herself. The students took notes as Julian spoke. 
"Control is maintained through observation," he said. "Your thoughts, Ms. Brooks?" 
Sadie's breath hitched. Her voice was a squeak. 
"Um. You have to be watched to behave." 
Julian’s smirk widened. "Well done."
He flicked the remote. Sadie jolted. The vibrator buzzed against her clit. She swallowed hard and squeezed her thighs together. Julian lowered the setting. Her breath came in little pants. Her legs were twitching under the desk. She glanced at the students around her. Nobody paid her any attention. 
"What role does punishment play?" Julian asked. Sadie’s lips parted, eyes wide and unfocused. 
"It… It reinforces…" Her voice was breathy. 
"Yes," Julian said. He set the remote on the podium, the hum teasing Sadie until she squirmed. "Reinforcement." She bit her lip as he watched her suffer.
Sadie clenched her fists. Her ass throbbed. Julian’s eyes were on her, and the lecture hall was still oblivious. He flicked the switch again
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