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          Professor Richards

        

      

    

    
      Need claws my insides, slithering up my spine. It has been far too long since I’ve availed myself of the school submissives. Pulling out my phone, I open the app that lets us contact them and begin to pursue the latest offerings.

      Scrolling through the list, nubile bodies in varied positions flash across the screen. So many to choose from. I frown as I look at some of the older girls. The younger ones are always so fresh, so eager to please. Their gazes are hopeful, full of life and dreams, not sallow and washed up.

      Most submissives find an owner before reaching that, but there’s always an exception to the rule. Pretty soon, I’ll have to talk with Dean Anderson about letting some of them go, or at least removing them from The Bordello. As I start to scroll again, a cute, little redhead catches my eye.

      Jessica.

      I don’t remember her at all. Was I even there for her initiation? Tits like that would certainly stick in one’s memory. Smirking, I pull up her stats. Unowned, great smile, pert ass, and listed as a ‘break me.’ Perfect. She will fit my needs nicely.

      Clicking on the schedule icon next to her stats, elation flows through me as I note her next class isn’t for another two hours. That should certainly be enough time. My mouth stretches into a Cheshire grin as I tap the messaging icon.

      You are to be in your room in 45 minutes. I want you showered and shaved. Everything. You are to be in the kneeling position at the foot of your bed.

      My heart pounds in my chest as I stare at the screen in anticipation. Though I’ve done this countless times, it doesn’t get old. Each time is just as exhilarating. I keep my eye on the icon, frowning as it stays blue for much longer than it should. What the hell is she doing? She’s supposed to answer at any point during waking hours. After a moment or two, the icon turns green, and I let out my breath in a whoosh.

      Yes, Professor.

      With a decided nod, I pack up the stuff I need for today’s class and head out to my car. Perhaps this is just the thing to get my head on straight. I’ve been far too tense, and honestly, there’s no real need for me to be.

      Before too long, The Bordello, or as the regular students know it, Chi Sigma Delta, looms up before me. I park the car and sit for a few minutes. I should be ecstatic, elated, but instead, I’m weary.

      I feel stuck in this grind and unable to break free. A wry smile tips up the corner of my lips as I stare out at the building in front of me. I’m not old enough to feel this old yet.

      Grim determination fills my soul as I step out of the car. Crossing the threshold, I yank off my tie and slip on one of the mandatory masks sitting in a bowl by the door. Concealed as The Society demands, I exit the foyer and walk into the house proper.

      Massive columns rise up, the pale white glinting in the soft, twinkling lights. From the immediate visuals, a casual stranger would think it was a normal sorority. However, the structure is the only thing that they have in common. Decadent silks and fabrics cover the walls, giving the space a soft, intimate look. The furniture, more luxurious than any normal college student could afford, decorates the space with tassels dipped in gold.

      Even the structure of the furniture is abnormal. There are no normal couches or seats. Instead, each lounging area is designed with sex in mind. Lifting up the tassels reveals tie-down points and O rings. There are no backs to the seating areas. Instead, they swoop and dip, allowing the girls the ability to lounge, but also the dominants to put them over a curve and bury themselves deep within their folds with whatever member they chose.

      A few girls lounge about on chaises and sofas wearing nothing but teddies and robes. If anyone else wandered into here, they'd think they stumbled across a porn set. Chuckling, I pull out my phone and recheck Jessica's room number.

      Taking the stairs two at a time, I make it up to the second floor with fluid ease. Knocking once, I wrap my fingers around the handle for a moment, waiting for the tell-tell click of the lock once it registers my fingerprints. Once confirmed, I open the door and ease my way inside. The stark white of the room is such a difference from the warmth downstairs, but it keeps everything even. Every room is exactly the same in The Bordello, ensuring everyone knows where things are. There's no guessing or fumbling about.

      Looking down at the floor in front of the bed, Jessica waits for me, her body kneeling graceful and poised, just how she's trained to be. Her head is bowed, demure, her red hair falling in front of her face like a curtain. What happened to the “break me”? A shard of disappointment flashes through me. I was really hoping for a challenge, something to drag my mind away from the mundane that has become my life. Instead, here she is, the picture of submission. No matter. I can still get my rocks off, even if her disobedience would have given me just that extra edge of excitement.

      "Display yourself."

      Did I imagine it, or did she actually chuckle? My eyes never leave her body as she rises up from the floor in one graceful move. Her hands clasp behind her head as she tilts it back before spreading her legs apart. Glancing down, I see fiery red hair in a perfect landing strip trailing down her slit.

      "I told you to be completely shaven," I growl, tugging at the buttons of my shirt.

      "You did, Professor." Her lips tilt up in a smirk.

      So that's how she's going to play it. Good. Today will be exciting after all.

      In a step or two, I’m behind her, winding my hands through her thick, crimson mane, delighted when she lets out a throaty moan. Weaving my fingers tighter, I tug on her hair until her face is forced to meet my gaze. Bright green eyes stare at me, attempting a lack of guile, but I’m not fooled. Her grin splits her face from ear to ear.

      Silently, we walk over to the bathroom, her body trailing behind mine for a few paces. The cold, white tile shows up almost clinical under the bright, fluorescent lights. In the shower, I spy the four sets of cuffs and smirk as I drag her over to them. The shower floor is flat, in line with the rest of the tile, with only a small dip inward to let the water drain down.

      “On your knees.”

      Her lips tilt up just a fraction as she looks at me, her body motionless.

      “Perhaps you didn’t hear me?”

      Again, no movement. So be it. My fingers reach out and tighten around her throat. Her pulse beats a frantic refrain against my thumb: it echoes the pulse in my cock. A growl erupts from my throat as I slam her into the wall, not hard enough to harm her but enough to arrest her breath.

      I crook my leg behind her knee and drag her down to the floor. Her small frame explodes into movement as she fights me with all her power. I overshadow her by a good four or five inches, but this hellcat doesn’t care. Her fingers curve like talons and slice at me with a fervor that’s not just playful fighting. The steel of her muscles twist and strain as she bucks and writhes beneath me. Delicious. Grabbing her hair again, I tug hard, forcing her gaze to meet mine.

      “Settle, or it will be much worse for you. Don’t make me hurt you.”

      Her chin juts up in defiance, an icy smile crossing her lips. Chuckling, I drag one of her hands to the awaiting cuff and then the other. Once her upper body is restrained, Jessica starts kicking out more forcibly with her legs, almost catching me as I make my way down her body. I pry my way in between the thrashing limbs, grabbing them in my arms. On what feels like instinct, she curls them around my back, forcing me in even closer. The minx thinks she controls this situation. I can wait to strip her of that notion.

      Her skin is soft and smooth as I skim my palms up her thighs. Pausing a moment, I look at her face before raising both hands and slamming them down on her inner thighs. A yelp escapes without her permission, as I watch the play of emotions on her face while she tries swallowing the discomfort.

      Reaching around my back, I grab one ankle, then the other, bowing back against the strength of her thighs encircling my waist. Her kicks resume, but I ignore them. Each little flutter bounces off of me, my brain barely registering the sensation as discomfort. Try as she might, she’s not getting out of this.

      I release one leg and instead turn the shower on to her. It splashes both of us, but most of the stream hits her face. For me, it’s refreshing. The cold water invigorates me; however, it’s doing the complete opposite for Jessica. She shrieks as the water pounds against her face. Even turning her head to the side offers little relief. Rivulets of water sluice off the side of her cheek and into her mouth.

      I keep a sharp eye on her as she coughs and sputters, ensuring she doesn’t actually choke. With her mostly subdued, I proceed to take both ankles and shackle them into place. Leaning back on my heels, I stare at the wet goddess before me. She’s a vision. The water gathers at her throat and slides down in between her breasts and further down her toned stomach to slide on either side of her hips. She is my own personal fountain. Struggling makes it even better. Her breasts bounce about as she twists and turns. Amused, I sit there for a moment and watch her, letting her feel the enormity of the power I hold in my hands.

      I wait a few minutes before taking pity on her. The bucking slows as she lies there, forcing herself to remain calm. Nodding, I reach over and turn the water off, giving her a few moments to sputter about.

      “Are you done?”

      Reaching in between her thighs, I slide my fingers up and down her wet slit. Oh, she’s more than done. A satisfied smile curls up my lips as I delve into her hot wetness. Jessica’s breath goes from soft and controlled to haggard in an instant. Letting myself play for just a moment, I drag my fingers up to her apex and tap on her most sensitive area. Already her clit is peeking out of its shaft, just begging for my caress. Well, it will have to just wait and beg. Sliding up further, my fingers flick at the soft curls at her mound. Jessica’s moans stop, and she twists and angles her body so that she can look at me. I pause for a moment, letting her think about her actions and try to suss out mine. But she has absolutely no idea what I have in store for her this afternoon. If she did, she would have been a good girl and obeyed me. Instead, she will have to atone for her actions. I can admire her spirit, but a “break me” will always be broken.

      In one swift move, I tug at the hair, my eyes never leaving hers. Even now, her gaze widens as the pain spreads through her. She finally understands that I mean business. Good. Now we can begin.

      Standing up, I smirk down at my prize before glancing around the bathroom. The wax pot sitting near the sink glows, indicating it is on and ready for use. Perfect. I step over Jessica to head out and barely miss tripping on her leg as she begins her thrashing anew. This will not do at all.

      Making my way back over to the edge of the shower, I reach into the crevice between the tile and the rest of the bathroom. A simple push of a button and the cuffs start moving towards the shower walls, stretching Jessica out before me like she’s on a rack. It moves slowly enough that I would have to purposefully hold the button down for much longer than needed to actually stretch her enough to harm her, but she doesn’t know that.

      Her eyes widen as she looks about at each limb. Fear vibrates through her body, setting the chains to clanking against the tile. God, but my cock leaps with every fearful whimper that escapes her mouth.

      “Please,” she whispers, as her arms and legs stretch taut. “Please, I’ll be good!”

      “You had your chance to do that earlier, my dear. Your spirit does amuse me, but you will learn that we are in charge. You can fight and rebel all you want, but it will always lead you down a path that you don’t really want to go.”

      Her arms and legs stretch out more, her lower body starting to lift off of the floor. Though she remains silent, her face scrunches up as the discomfort fills her body. I wait to see if she’ll beg some more, possibly give me a few more of those whimpers, but instead, she bites down on her lip, keeping the distressing sounds inside her. Stubborn wench. She is hitting every button I have. It doesn’t matter if it’s knowingly or not; she should know better than to play with one of The Society like this.

      Doesn’t she know that she can be really harmed if she messes with the wrong member? Or is it that she doesn’t care? Maybe she is one of the few we should let go to make room for fresh blood. It’s obvious she has a complete lack of disregard for not only us, but her own wellbeing as well. The chains keep sliding into the shower, their links disappearing one by one into the walls.

      At this rate, her limbs will dislocate from their sockets before she gives up. Sighing, I remove my finger from the button and stare at her. She is motionless. Finally, something in her brain is preserving her. She’s not in any danger of coming to actual harm, but if she thrashes of her own volition, well, that would be her problem then.

      It takes only a step and a half to get back to her side. Her eyes watch every movement, but still, she says nothing. Kneeling next to her head, I reach down, sliding my thumb across her mouth. A tremor of desire flows through me. My balls tighten as thoughts of what I have planned flit about my brain. Her lips are lush and plump under my fingers.

      They quiver under my touch. Pain? Fear? Desire? Should I give her a little respite or make her suffer more? My brain is on fire at this point. All I can hear is my mind chanting to make her scream. But I’m a rational, reasonable man. No use actually damaging our toys. Sliding my fingers back over her mound, I’m delighted to find she’s even wetter than before.

      Smirking, I bring my sodden fingers to my lips and slowly lick the digits from bottom to top. Fucking delicious. Rising back up, I head back over to the wall, flicking the bottom button to release the tension in the chains, letting her limbs rest on the bottom of the shower. She moves about, testing her bonds. Unfortunately, she can still move; however, her range is far more limited than earlier. Keeping half an eye on Jessica, I head back into the bedroom to grab a pillow. On the way back, I pull a towel out of the cabinet.

      “You do not want to test me right now, girl. Raise up your hips without a fuss, or I will tighten the chains again.”

      Without hesitation, Jessica plants her heels onto the floor and raises up in a half-bridge-type position. I take the towel and wrap it tightly around the pillow before kneeling next to her and sliding it under her ass. She lowers back down, and I shift the pillow again until she’s about half on and half off. I give her a moment to settle into her new position before running my fingers through the offending hair trailing down the front of her mound and covering her slit. There’s not a problem with her having hair down there. The problem is her not obeying orders.
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      She moves her hips up into my touch, her body begging for more. I let her grind up against my knuckles for a moment or two before bringing my hand away. Her mewls of need echo off the shower walls. Chuckling, I bring my fingertips down against her mound, the loud smack swallowed up by her yelp of surprise. Not pausing to let her catch her breath, I smack her several more times. Each hit is punctuated by loud, wet noises. The more I smack her, the wetter she’s becoming.

      Standing up, I yank on my belt, loosening it a fraction to release the pin holding the tail in place. Jessica’s eyes bore into my hands. Her gaze is determined and needy. Oh yes, she’ll get my belt, but not how she wants it. With one swift tug, I pull it through the loops, the whooshing sound filling the space. Her gaze falters.

      Perhaps it’s the look on my face or the fact that she’s being confronted with the consequences of her actions, but there's finally a hint of desperate fear in her eyes. Elation fills me as I stare down at her body. Fatigue is etched in every line, every breath. And we’re just getting started. Looking back over to the wax pot, I frown for a second, lay the belt on the sink counter, then head back out to the main hallway in front of her door.

      “I need someone experienced with wax. Now.”

      I step back inside, not even bothering to wait for a response. These girls know the drill. Within moments, a soft patter of feet sounds on the steps below as she makes her way up to my landing. The soft bounce of wavy hair catches my eye as she makes her way up. Chelsea. Just who I was hoping for.

      Her soft, curvy form comes into view as she rounds the last of the stairs. She is dressed in her usual conservative combo: drab, white, button-up shirt hanging awkwardly on her body - it’s at least two sizes too big for her – khaki skirt that gives just a hint of curves without actually confirming she has a body.

      The only thing that even hints at a figure is the fact that her shirt is tucked inside, nipping into her waist just a touch. So, she’s back to her pious, shapeless wardrobe, is she? Maybe I need to meet back up with her again so that I can bring out the salacious, sex kitten inside. She’s too pretty to wear such depressing clothes.

      Without too much of a pause, she kneels before me, laying her head on my shoe. Her demure skirt rises up, exposing her creamy thighs. It takes every ounce of willpower not to yank her skirt all the way up, exposing all of her. In fact, I want to strip her bare, right then and there. I want to reveal the luscious body I know for a fact is under that ill-fitting garb.

      “I am here to be of service, Professor.”

      Excellent! It’s been a few months since she’s been under my tutelage, but she still remembers what I’ve taught her. Well, except for the clothes. But this isn’t about her today. I’ll address the clothing issue with her later. Pausing, I give her a few minutes to sink back into her submission to me before leaning down to tousle her hair before removing my foot from under her cheek.

      She rises up and sits on her heels, looking up at me expectantly. Such a good girl. My cock swells up and bobs against the front of my pants. I can almost feel her mouth around me, the warmth engulfing my member in her seductive embrace. A shiver races down my spine as my brain turns to liquid. Rubbing my hands across my eyes, I force the images out. I’m here to deal with Jessica, not rekindle a relationship with Chelsea.

      “Follow me.”

      Head bowed, she shuffles behind, stopping as we enter the bathroom. If the scene shocks her, she doesn’t show it. Silent, she waits behind me until I tell her what to do. Leaving her at the door, I go back into the bedroom. The four-poster bed in the middle divides the room into two. On either side is a large set of dressers with another long, single set in front of the bed on the opposite wall. The large TV is on but muted.

      Going into the top drawer of the long set, I sift through the contents until I find what I’m looking for. Grinning, I grip the small tube in my fingers and head back into the bathroom. I pause and take in the scene for a moment. Chelsea stands, quiet and demure, her head bowed and hands clasped behind her back. Jessica, on the other hand, is still testing her bonds, whispering mutinous threats to Chelsea.

      Any compassion I had for Jessica flies right out the window. Reaching over, I pick the belt back up and head straight for her splayed legs. Without even giving her a moment to breathe, I raise the belt up and quickly bring it down square on her pussy. The mixture of yelps and the crack of the belt sends shivers of need down my spine. Precum leaks from my tip as I strain against my clothing. Again, I bring the belt up and spank her naughty pussy with it. Over and over. Her body quivers against the restraints as tears flow freely down her face.

      If anything, it makes my cock impossibly harder. I need to bury myself into a hot cunt soon, or I am going to embarrass myself. I pause and look down at her mottled mound. Despite the abuse, arousal flows from her, adding a beautiful sheen to the whole display. Bringing my belt up to my lips, I make a slow show of licking her juices from the leather. As I taste her decadent arousal, her groans and mine mingle together.

      Her body heaves as she gasps for breath. Even now, she still fights her bonds. Smirking, I kneel between her thighs, the muscles straining and twisting as she fights to free herself. A fine sheen of sweat covers her body from her exertions, making her glow in the harsh lights. I lower my face to her delectable pussy and breathe deep, her arousal filling my head, making me high with her scent. Leaning forward, I tease her clit with just the tip of my tongue. I slide it back and forth, pausing to buzz a moan against the sensitive flesh.

      Groaning, she thrusts her hips, a pathetic attempt to scoot her ass closer to my mouth despite the restraints. Chuckling, I pull back and swat at the offending member, sending a shudder raking across her body. Jessica whimpers, fighting to hold herself still. Leaning back down, my tongue draws lazy circles around her apex before sliding lower. Every breath, every taste is filled with her. Her scent is driving me mad. Already I’m humping at the floor, my cock desperate to be encased with her heat.

      But no. I will not allow her that satisfaction. Not today. Sitting back up on my heels, I stare at the girl in front of me. Her need vibrates through her body as she looks at me, begging me with her eyes. The tube I grabbed earlier burns a hole in my hand as I consider my options. Do I give in and give her what we both want? Or do I make her suffer and force her to remember her place?

      “Chelsea, fetch me a medium plug and ginger oil.”

      “No!” Jessica cries out, her body thrashing against her restraints.

      Leveling a glare at her, I stare at Jessica while calling back out to Chelsea. “Bring the large instead.”

      For her sake, Jessica keeps quiet, but her eyes get bigger as she stares at me. Break me or not, this is a battle she will never win, and it’s high time she learns that. There is no room in this program for problem students. If she’s not careful, she’ll find herself back on the street with absolutely no prospects.

      The soft steps as Chelsea enters the room are the only sound that breaks this stalemate. Without even looking, I know she’s bowing next to me, hands extended with the items. She’s such a perfect submissive: quiet, obedient, thoughtful, boring. She’d never even dream of putting up a fight of disobeying.

      As good and sweet as she is, she’s not exciting. There’s no challenge. Jessica, on the other hand, while fun, is too much work. Instead of burying myself into her hot, awaiting sheath, I have to prolong my enjoyment to make sure she’s properly punished and put back into her place. My cock twitches as I gather the items from Chelsea.

      Yes, I do enjoy doling out punishment to wayward submissives; however, there’s got to be something in between. Someone who keeps me on my toes but doesn’t drive me to practically maim them before obeying. Sass and snark are all well and good, but constantly pushing is just tiresome. Setting down the smaller tube I brought with me, I drizzle the ginger oil onto the plug, ensuring none drips onto her body. Her eyes widen, and her breath quickens.

      Using the hand that didn’t come in contact with the oil, I slide two fingers into Jessica. Tight, hot warmth encapsulates my fingers. My cock throbs in protest. Soon. Very soon. Her arousal slickens my fingers with more gathering on my digits as I thrust in and out. Her cunt pulses around my fingers, milking them as if they are a cock.

      Using her natural lubrication, I ease my fingers out of her and slide down to her bottom hole. The tight ring resists me for a moment. Pausing, I give her body a chance to accept me. A few deep breaths later, and my finger slides into her easily. Her breasts rise and fall rhythmically as her body strains against the invasion. After a few thrusts, a second finger joins the first. She squirms and tries to back away, but the restraints hold her firmly in place.

      “Get me a wet washcloth,” I murmur, sliding a third finger in.

      Jessica’s body arches and bucks against me, her moans echoing off the walls. After a few more thrusts, I pull out, ignoring her low, needy whine. I don’t even give her time to think. After ensuring the entire plug is covered in ginger oil, I place the pointed tip against her ass and ease my way in. Her hips twist, trying to get away from the large, metal plug invading her body. I let her squirm. This is happening whether she wants it or not. It takes a few agonizing minutes until the entire plug is seated deep inside.

      Chelsea hands me the washcloth, and I thoroughly wipe down my hands as I watch my submissive. I know the moment the ginger starts taking effect. The low, soft moans turn into frantic whimpers and yelps. Her ass sways back and forth as she moves about, trying to put out the fire. Pleas fall from her lips, promises to be good. I know it’s not true. Once she recovers from this ordeal, she'll be right back at it. Only a fool would believe the lies spilling from her plump, luscious lips. Ignoring her, I pick up the small tube and smear its contents over my fingers.

      At this point, every movement I make will have to be done with care. Jessica’s body bends and bows, thrashing at the restraints. Her hips jerk up and down in a rhythm my cock would love to match. If I’m not careful, I’ll send her over the cliff and give her the orgasm I’m planning on denying her. With quick, clinical movements, I drag my fingertips along her slit, taking great pains to get the arousal gel covering as much of her as I can.

      Jessica’s moans are fevered and delirious. The promises and begging keep pouring out of her. Her voice cracks and squeaks. Tears pour down her face, running across her cheeks and down her neck. Some pool in that delightful hollow in between her collarbones. Unable to resist, I bend low and lap at her salty frustration. Nothing else has ever tasted so delicious, nor has she ever looked so beautiful. Leaning back, I study my handiwork. I don’t know much about waxing, but I do know the area needs to be dry for the wax to stick well.

      That’s definitely not going to happen. Her arousal mingles with her hair and coats her entire slit and mound, even glistening off of her inner thighs. Looking over at Chelsea, her eyes are wide as she takes in the scene. Poor girl has probably not been abused in this way. Maybe I’ll add that to my list of things to do. Her teeth worry her bottom lip as she squirms from side to side. It doesn’t take me long to realize my litter voyeur is actually enjoying this.

      “Grab the tweezers and start plucking her hair by hand,” I growl, standing up to divest myself of my pants. The moment my underwear comes off, my dick springs forward, and I sigh with relief.

      Not wanting to wait anymore, I stalk Chelsea over to the counter, where she frantically searches for the tweezers. Her eyes widen and lock onto mine in the mirror. Inching ever closer, I creep up behind her, my gaze never leaving hers. In the background, I’m aware of the animalistic groaning and growling coming from Jessica as she desperately tries to find a way to get herself off. But I ignore all of that. Instead, all I can see is the timid little mouse trying to make herself small to escape my notice. The predator in me roars his demands as I make my way to her, inch by inch, breath by breath.

      My gaze slides down to her chest, and I simply watch them rise and fall with every breath. How I want to stop her from breathing. Just for a moment. Just long enough to remind her that she breathes on my good graces. Reaching out, I grab the back of her neck, forcing her down onto the sink. Her body bends in half, and her ass raises up into the air. Finally, I can rid her of these horrendous clothes. Groaning, I slide my hand up her inner thigh and pause at her entrance. She’s not wearing any underwear!

      My grip tightens around the back of her neck as I close the gap between our bodies. With my free hand, I flip her skirt up onto her back and grind up against those gorgeous thighs. My breath flutters her hair, sending wispy tendrils covering her face. Her body sags in complete surrender and nearly undoes me. Reaching out, I smooth her hair back from her face, lean down, and gently kiss her temple.

      Her soft sigh shoots straight to my balls. Unfortunately, they can’t get any tighter or drawn up. Fisting her hair into my hands, I drag her upper body up high enough for me to grab onto the front of her shirt. Buttons scatter across the sink and ping-pong onto the floor. Again, her bottom lip disappears into her mouth. I yank the remnants from her body, leaving her in just her skirt and bra. Her soft skin against my shaft is torture.

      Over to the side, Jessica wails in frustration, but I don’t care. Nothing else matters to me at this moment. Flipping Chelsea around, I set her up onto the sink and spread her thighs. In one motion, I enter her up to the hilt. Dear god, but her body feels so good. She fits me like a glove, her soft curves molding perfectly to my hard angles. Groaning, I start to piston in and out of her like a man possessed. Reaching around, I grab her legs and wrap them fully around my hips. The angle shifts, and I dive deeper into her. I grab onto her hips and pull her up flush against me, holding her tightly as I bring her over to the shower.

      What better way to punish Jessica than to make her part of this coupling? Easing to my knees, I lay Chelsea down in between Jessica’s spread legs. Her upper back rests upon her mound but not with full contact to her clit. Staring down at Chelsea and by proxy Jessica, I slowly drive into Chelsea, relishing her moans as I hit just that right spot. Reaching forward, I slide my hand back behind Chelsea and grip Jessica’s mound.
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      Her body jerks at the contact, but I hold on tightly, not letting her loose. I bend down to nip at Chelsea’s neck. Her body spasms around my cock, gripping me tightly. Gritting my teeth, I pick up the pace, slamming my body into her. Both women writhe beneath me as I reach my completion. With a roar, my cock jerks several times before I fill Chelsea up with my cum.

      Breathing haggard, I release my grip on Jessica and run my hands down Chelsea’s body. Her body shivers under my touch, sending aftershocks through my dick. I slowly encircle her nipples with my fingertips, watching as they pebble under my ministrations. Ducking my head down, I draw one up into my mouth, circling the tip with my tongue as I pinch the other. Her body arches up, rocking Jessica a touch. She thinks the slight shifting of her hips to get into closer contact will go unnoticed. Poor, naive Jessica.

      Frowning, I ease out of Chelsea, her arousal mixed with my cum slowly dripping out of her pussy. I smile down at her, leave her there to catch her breath while I head back over to the sink. With hurried strokes, I wipe myself down then grab a warm, wet washcloth and the tweezers. Leaning back down, I take the other nipple into my mouth while swirling the washcloth across her lower lips.

      I tend to her for a few moments before sitting her up and handing her the tweezers.

      “You have a job to do, little girl. And I advise you to be thorough.”

      Nodding, she takes the tweezers from me and turns over onto her hands and knees. I watch her for a few moments, grinning at Jessica’s yelps of discomfort. Already my cock is stirring again. Ignoring it, I gather Chelsea’s skirt back up to her hips and palm her round backside.

      “You’ve been such a good girl for me. I think I’ll reward you now.”

      I pat her ass a few times before bringing my hand back, letting it fall soundly on her ass. The force sends her forward, yanking out more hairs than she intended. Jessica howls in pain, and my cock lurches up at the sound. Down boy, you’re not a spring chicken anymore. I fall into an easy rhythm of swats, turning a deaf ear to Jessica’s begging.

      Once Chelsea starts moaning, lifting her ass to meet my blows, I stop and slide my fingers across her lower lips. She’s so wet and ready for me.

      “Keep plucking,” I warn, shoving two digits inside her. “If you stop, I’ll stop.”

      “Y-yes, Sir,” she whimpers, her fingers moving furiously over the hair.

      “You may come at any time, sweetling. You don’t have to ask permission this time. You’ve been such a good girl for me.”

      Her shaft clenches at my words as more arousal drips from her pussy. She’s not going to take long. Already her body is milking my fingers, squeezing and releasing in an age-old rhythm. My cock bobs against her thigh. Each brush of skin sends fire through my veins. Reaching around with the other hand, I start brushing back and forth against her clit. Groaning, she grinds up against me, pausing for a moment with the plucking. I stop too until she realizes her mistake. Gasping, she starts back up, and I resume my ministrations.

      Within a few minutes, her body clamps down onto my fingers. Her groans fill my ears and bring a smile to my face. She’s stopped plucking, but I’m not concerned with that right now. I pump a few more times, letting her ride the wave of her orgasm. Once her shaft stops fluttering about my fingers, I ease them out of her.

      “Good girl,” I murmur against her back. “Go clean up, then come back here.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she whispers, easing herself off of the floor.

      “Now then,” I level a glare at Jessica. “You are more than welcome to disobey me; just make sure you’re aware of the consequences. You’re lucky I was the one who saw you today and not another of The Society. You’re treading on thin ice, my dear.”

      Her face is swollen and red from all the crying she did throughout this scene, but I feel nothing for her. She brought this on herself. Standing up, I grip my cock in my hands and use the fluid from Chelsea’s orgasm as a lubricant. Jessica’s lips part, and I glare down at her.

      “No, you will not be speaking to me for the rest of this time together. You may use this time to reflect on your actions and decide if you wish to change for the future.”

      She closes her mouth, doing her best to stifle her whimpers and god-awful snot-sucking sounds. Thank god. Closing my eyes, I try to conjure up my perfect fantasy. It’s sure as hell not bratty Jessica.

      I want someone different, someone pliant. At once, my brain shoots out an image of a girl in my class. A soft-spoken, timid, mousy girl. Melody. Though she’s one of my students, it doesn’t stop my brain from desiring her or my body from wanting her.

      I picture that little mouse, her soft lips, smart gaze. Pain and pleasure war within my body as everything tightens back up. Groaning, I fight past the discomfort, needing to come more than I need to feel good about it. Gripping tighter, I feel my balls draw back up. Fire races through my bloodstream as I picture her bent over my desk, my belt reddening her ass. Her lips as they form the words, ‘yes, master.’

      With a strangled grunt, I angle my cock so that my cum sprays all over Jessica’s stomach. Thick ropes shoot out onto her, painting her body with my pleasure. My shaft feels raw and overused as I slow my strokes, letting the last bit of me drip down onto her. Sheer Relief crawls down my spine as I empty my balls onto her. Finally, I feel sated – tired and wrung out, but sated.

      I crack open an eye, spying Chelsea standing there with a warm towel, waiting for my command. Smiling gently at her, I take the washcloth and wipe her down as best as I can. I’ll certainly need a shower before my next class. Gathering my clothes, I run my thumb over Chelsea’s bottom lip.

      “Keep her in chains for another thirty minutes and finish plucking her. Jessica, I am locking the doors to the toys. You are not allowed to pleasure yourself for the rest of the week. I’ll be sending a message to The Society to make sure they don’t pleasure you, either.”

      I pull on my pants easing each leg into the hole in a tentative dance I haven’t had to do since I was a kid. My balls, though depleted, are sore to the touch, and, if history is indeed bound to repeat itself, will be for the next bit.

      Rethreading my belt through the loops, I tighten it, noting Jessica’s wary gaze until it’s completely secured. I leave the room with a brisk nod, not even acknowledging either submissive. I’ve gotten what I came for. What happens next is up to them and their next dominant.

      I make quick work of locking up all the toys before slipping out of the room. I know Chelsea well enough to know she will obey me without question; I don’t even have to wait around to confirm. That’s the one thing about her – she is beyond dependable.

      As I make my way out of the building, heading to my office so I can grab my car, I shoot off my message, then pause, contemplating whether I should even allow her some aftercare. With a sigh, I send off one more. Surely someone will want to comfort her. Not all of us are as cold and heartless as I am. With a decisive nod, I head to my house for a hot, relaxing bath.
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        * * *

      

      Hot water pelts my skin as my brain goes a mile-a-minute. When did Melody become my fantasy? She was just a student, but now, my brain is bombarded by thoughts of that goody-two-shoes. I want her. I need her. I’ll do anything to make her mine.

      It’s not uncommon to take students and turn them into submissive. Hell, that’s where most of them came from. But, what if she doesn't take the bait? Clenching my hands to my sides, I drive that thought out. She has too. If she doesn’t, what am I going to do?

      John won’t let me take her. He’d probably kill me for even thinking about it. Pausing, I wished it were just hyperbole. No one’s ever broken the rules with such flagrant disregard, so there’s nothing to look back on as a paragon of how discipline would work. More than likely, the dominants know they have a good thing, and no one is stupid enough to jeopardize it.

      She's doing okay in class. Honestly, for how difficult it is, she's actually in the top twenty. Not that she realizes that. Most students are happy to get by with a D. In their case, D means diploma. Not for Melody, though. Every time she makes anything less than an A, her face crumples in the most adorable manner. My cock twitches as I recall the last time I handed her a failing paper face up. Her eyes shone with barely concealed tears. It must have taken everything in her to not let them fall. I just have to manipulate her. Make her feel as if there are no other options.

      A grin passes across my lips as I start step out and towel off. Once I post the most recent grades, she’ll for sure feel desperate. There's no way she won't take the bait. If I can read her like I think I can, it's a matter of how and not if. That foreign sense of giddiness climbs up my spine as I contemplate all the ways she’d possibly do it.
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      Elbows jostle me, slamming into my shoulders and ribs as I squeeze my way into class. Since when were there so many other students? Was it always this crowded? Lifting my chin, I angle my neck and stand on my toes, hoping, praying, that I could still get a good seat. Damn it! My heart plummets as I scan the back row, holding my breath, hoping that maybe I missed a seat. No such luck. Grumbling, I set my bag down on the last available chair...right in front. Nothing good ever comes from being front and center. It’s always better to be in the back where you can disappear.

      Clutching my arms about my waist, I amble my way towards the seat, ignoring all the loud sounds piercing my brain. Bits of paper fly past me, but I shove it to the side, concentrating on just my seat and getting my breathing under control. In and out. In and out. It will be fine. You will be fine. My insides twist and wrench, belying my thoughts, almost forcing me to turn tail and run. Pinching my lips together, I pause and swallow down the bile threatening to rise up.

      This is the one class I want to disappear in and not stand out. As I slide into my seat, my thoughts swirl about, bits and pieces of classes fly through my brain. Each one is the same. Those that stand out get cut down first. And not just a simple, “you’re wrong, and here’s why.” No. Each professor eviscerates you, leaving you feeling like you never had a correct thought in your life. Screwing my eyes shut, I shake my head, forcing the memories out. Nothing good comes of dwelling on it.

      With my eyes still closed, another image flashes in my mind. Unbidden, Professor Richards’ face appears before me, his lips slashed into a deep frown. Swallowing hard, I squirm in my seat, crossing my legs in an attempt to relieve the ache starting to build. The frown turns into a glower, and my stomach flips. Not in a sick way, well, maybe sick. What I feel is anything but normal. He’s the most intimidating professor I have, more so than my own father, and yet, I can’t seem to drive him from my brain. Something must be wrong with me.

      Glancing at the large mahogany desk at the front of the room, I swallow hard. Normally I’m not this close to him; I’m tucked safely away in the back. But I guess luck decided to skip me today. His slate eyes slide over to me, his mouth curving up into a fuck-me grin. My mouth waters as I sit there, eyes glued to his lips, imagining all the things they could do to me. Reaching down, I pinch my thigh hard, letting the shaft of pain distract me from my daydreaming. This is one class that I can’t afford to get distracted in. Though I can’t blame Professor Richards for looking so delectable, I can sure as hell blame him for how hard he’s making this class.

      Sighing, I drop my head down on the desk. If I’m honest with myself, it’s not just him, though. All the teachers. Every professor is just as exacting and harsh, though they don’t have his physique to make it more palatable. Stifling a moan, I drive him out of my mind. There’s no room for playing around or doing less than my best. Each week it seems like students are disappearing. Or maybe they found easier teachers? Maybe I should look into transferring to different classes.

      Going into it, I knew college would not be at all like high school, but that doesn’t mean I was prepared for how difficult it would be. High school did nothing to prepare me for the grueling work and sleepless nights. I don’t even party hard like some of the other students. I am responsible, earnest...boring? Resentment burns in my chest as I watch the others goof off, knowing full well that I didn’t have that luxury. Maybe it’s this school. State for sure would have been easier.

      Opening my book, I watch the words swim around as I try to make sense of the homework we had last night. It’s like I never even opened the book. I flip through the chapter I poured over not even twelve hours ago, the words looking foreign to me. Maybe it’s not too late to transfer. Screwing my face, I slam the book shut. No. I want a challenge, distinction, pedigree. I want more than what my family has. If that means popping something to keep me from sleeping every now and then, so be it.

      I’m not the only one struggling, but I seem to be the only one that cares. With renewed determination, I open my book back up and bury myself into the black plague, forcibly shoving all other noise and distraction away from me. I can’t go back home. I just have to keep trying, keep pushing. State is not an option.

      I sit there, waiting for class to start, trying to remind my brain of what it already knows when a tingle flows down my spine. My body prickles and itches as I become aware of eyes burning into me. Professor Richards. Why does he keep staring? Why am I constantly compelled to meet his gaze? Lifting my eyes, our gazes collide, and my heart skips a beat. My mouth goes dry as we continue this dance that I don’t even know the steps for. I want to pull away, but I can’t. Nothing about this is okay. Biting down on my lower lip, I use the pain to break the spell and wrench my gaze away from his.

      I don’t normally have a problem being distracted by men, but to be fair, most of the “men” I found attractive were in high school. They were definitely not mature enough for me, though. Who am I kidding? Looking around the room, I see the usual conglomeration of jocks, nerds, theater geeks, and regular geeks. Snippets of their conversations pepper the air. Based on what I’m hearing, college doesn’t make men any smarter. Bits and pieces of lewd jokes and fart humor come from various corners of the room. Rolling my eyes, I stifle a groan and go back to my book.

      That is the biggest difference between men and boys. Or, I guess, the difference between Professor Richards and the boys of this class. He has an intensity that demands you sit up and pay attention. Every word out of him is calculated for maximum effect. In fact, as I think about it, I can’t actually picture him making crude or crass jokes. Perhaps it’s all a persona he has for the class. Lord knows I have no experience with him outside of these four walls. He could be a huge dork, and I wouldn’t know it. My gut tells me I’m wrong, though. Someone this polished didn’t let it slip. Not for anything

      After a moment or two, once my head is back in a better place, I chance a glance back up at him. Luckily for me, he’s turned his intense stare onto someone else. His brows furrow as he engages in a whispered conversation with one of my classmates. From his tone and posture, the conversation can’t be good. His whole body is rigid, especially his hands. The long, strong fingers are almost white as they grip the desk. Unease rolls through me, or is it arousal? I can’t tell anymore.

      Every nerve stands on end. All I can think about is how I wish that were me up there being scolded. Whoa. Where did that come from? Shaking my head, I try again to clear all my thoughts, but it’s no use. I need to focus on my work and not on how hot he looks with his hair mussed from running through it with his hands, and certainly not his full, luscious lips, as they press and release in frustration.

      His tall frame rises from the desk as he really lays into the student before him. The movement is sleek and effortless. Muscles ripple at his forearms every time the fingers grip the wood. The rest of the world fades as I picture him above me, his hands clenching around my body, pulling me towards him, gripping me close. My body is on fire as the illicit scene plays out in my brain. A porno just for me.

      Before I can stifle a moan, it slips out, soft and airy, barely audible in the din. Professor Richards pauses, eyes never leaving the student in front of him, but a small smirk tugs at his lips, sending my stomach plummeting. Fuck. There’s no way he heard that! I try to rationalize, try to convince myself, but I can’t. All I can do is pretend it never happened and force myself even deeper into my studies.

      I cannot, will not let Professor Richards be a distraction. If I don’t pull my grades up in time, my scholarship will be in major jeopardy, and that’s something that just can’t happen. What am I going to do, though? They don’t offer this class online, and being this close to him is doing bad things to my brain.

      The AC kicks on, bringing a much-needed breeze across my flushed skin. It tousles my hair about, making it slide against my neck and face like phantom fingers or tongues. Each slide against my skin sends renewed heat flowing through my veins. My face flushes, my skin hot and tight. At that moment, Professor Richards glances over, his smirk turning into a full grin. He’s breathtaking. Get it together, Melody. You’re not going to pass the class if you daydream like this.
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      I restrain a groan as I look at the clock in the back before ordering my problem student back to his desk. Time to get the class started. The miscreants aren’t going to settle by themselves. My gaze keeps pulling towards Melody. Her face ducks every few moments, but not quick enough for me to miss the crimson staining her cheeks.

      Staring at her in increments that are deemed appropriate, I take in her messy, tousled, brown hair, large, blue eyes, and wide mouth that’s just made for sucking a man off. My cock swells as her gaze keeps darting up at me, her expression tentative and furtive. She thinks I can’t see her, but I’m attuned to her in a way that she can’t even fathom. Once a prey puts itself on my radar, there’s no escaping my notice.

      She’s been in my view since the first day of class. The moment she squirreled away to the back, her body pulled in around itself as she shoved into the tightest corner she could, I should have known. She thought I couldn’t see her there, notice her fingers raking through her hair as she puzzled out a problem.

      But I see everything. Even now, I see the look in her eyes, the raw need flitting through every time she glances my way. I just didn’t allow them to mean anything more than a skittish student. But now, I know better. The fact that I’m rock hard again after getting off twice is telling.

      Perhaps that’s what I needed all along. I needed to clean out the pipes in order to see what’s right in front of my damned face. Her innocent blushes and sideways glances don’t seem as innocent as they once did.

      I need to stop this. I can’t conduct a class when my cock keeps insisting on blood flow. Closing my eyes for a moment, I run through the list of baseball stats, my grandmother, anything to tamp down the erection pressing against the front of my pants. That’s the absolute last thing I need at this moment.

      Once I’ve collected myself, I clear my throat and throw out glares to the miscreants who don’t want to settle at my bidding. The irritations crawl up my spine, pinching the base of my skull. Folding my arms over my chest, I watch as, one by one, they finally settle down. Once the classroom is under control, I let my evil smile cross my lips.

      “Guess what, class? Pop exam! Books away and writing utensils out. But first, I’ll pass out the results from your last test.”

      Melody’s eyes gloss over as I make my way to each student, handing them their papers grade facing up. Most don’t seem to care if others know their grades, but Melody is always uncomfortable. Is it because her grades range from bad to mediocre? Or is it the way I grade hers specifically that has the delicate shell of her ear blazing as I lay the paper in front of her? I take care to lay it face down, smirking as her hand darts out to grab it and stuff it into her backpack without so much as a glance.

      Back at my desk, I shuffle through the pop exams, flipping through the pages with agonizing slowness, amping up the dreaded anticipation. The groans are music to my ears as I relent and walk towards them. Smirking, I hand out the sheets and watch as the horde digs through their bags, scrambling for their pens and pencils. Glancing around the room, my gaze settles back to my mouse. Her wide eyes are shining, glistening even, almost as if she’s about to cry. God help me, but my balls start to tighten back up.

      I make quick work of handing the papers to the front, watching as they each take on and pass it back before making a beeline to my desk. I sit, easing my descent for care of my poor balls. What is it about her? Try as I might to avoid her, my eyes drift back. I stare at her as her head bends down, fingers flying furiously across the paper. Closing my eyes, I lean back, picturing her head bent doing other delicious things at my command. Would she put up a fight? Or would she gladly take my dominance?

      As the class period drones on, the students’ scribbles mixed with the clock’s loud ticking assaults my ears. The thunderous tick echoes the beating of my heart. Need climbs down my spine and settles into my balls. Glancing up at the analog clock in the back of the room, I frown at the hands barely moving. Shouldn’t it be much later? Pulling out my phone, I confirm the time is correct. Things are just moving way too slow for me. Heat trickles in around me, mostly as I stare at the little mouse. She’s definitely an itch under my skin, one that I cannot even dream of scratching. Not yet.

      Shifting my hand lower, I pull at the seam at the crotch of my pants, tugging it a bit, trying to get relief. I just got off. Spectacularly in fact. And yet…. She looks up at me with those beguiling innocent eyes, and I lose all sense of reason.

      Loosening my tie, I sigh in relief as some air manages to hit the back of my neck. That at least will make the rest of this period tolerable. Looking back at my phone, I glance around the room before pulling up the school catalog.

      Jessica’s face no longer holds any appeal to me. I know exactly what I want. I want Melody. Jessica is too wild, too bratty. I want someone meek, skittish, perhaps even a bit docile. Melody is a perfect vessel to pour my needs into.

      Glancing back up, I frown as the clock only moves millimeters. I grit  my teeth and lean back into my chair, pulling out my phone again. But this time, I’m pulling up her student information, searching for anything to entrap the unwilling little Melody with. But there’s nothing. Her record is squeaky clean.

      But there’s got to be something; everyone has a past.

      My musings help the time go by. Plotting and planning always seems to be the right choice for wasting time, especially now that I’m not looking at the other submissives for entertainment.

      Stifling a groan, I rock back and forth in my seat, willing myself to wait another thirty minutes. But what to do? The moment the time comes for the quiz to be over, I’m not closer to figuring out what I’m going to do.

      “That's it. Pencils down."

      Heads pop up like gophers, their eyes wide with fear. It makes sense, though. I design these quizzes and tests hard enough that even the most avid learner cannot complete all the questions in the allotted time. Just one more way I keep them all under my thumb and at my mercy. As any professor, there’s a certain joy and satisfaction with giving a pop exam.

      The students absolutely hate them; even the suck-ups who are always clambering for extra credit when none is needed dread my exams. Every day, each student looks at me with an absolutely palpable wariness, just waiting to see if it’s a fun day or a test day. They stare up at me with pale faces and wide eyes. Delicious.

      But even better, it's a true gauge on who’s actually paying attention and who’s just trying to skate by. No one was allowed to just phone it in in my class. The latter either find themselves begging for mercy or in a college that actually accepts mediocrity. Either way, win-win.

      Scanning the faces, I find myself looking back at Melody. Her face is drawn and pinched. Her eyes have dark rings under them. Grimacing, I shove away the traitorous thoughts that seem to actually care about her physical wellbeing. Since she’s not mine, I don’t have to worry about things like, is she sleeping, is she eating.

      If she was mine, though…. The instant that thought crosses my brain, I force it out. I’ve yet to claim a submissive, and I don’t plan on starting with her. I simply want to pour out my frustrations into her body, watch her in class as she squirms under my knowing gaze, strip away every bit of her until I can get to her core.

      I watch as her fingers swipe at her eyes, removing any evidence of the tears she shed. That’s the first thing I’d change. I’d insist on her wearing a mascara that’s only function is to smear down her cheeks in defeated globs as I pound my cock down her throat. It's a pity that she always does well enough in my class to avoid failing out and needing rescuing. It would be so much easier to make her mine.

      I can’t claim her now, but perhaps I can tilt the power into my favor. Giddiness fills me for the first time in a while as a plan formulates in my mind. It's been several months since I've dragged a newcomer into the fold. Why not her? She has all the right curves in all the right places: tits I can sink my hands or teeth into, a plump, ample backside just perfect for my belt.

      I've contemplate every angle I can take her in. From the moment my eyes truly saw her, I knew I had to have her. What makes her mix perfect isn't just her body. Her clothing, posture, every inch of her screams innocence. If she's not a virgin, she's damn near close. Her very being begs me to defile her, teach her how to use her body to please me.

      Beyond all of that, despite her grades, she's smart. There's no denying that. She's the first student in a while that actually made me think for once. If one were to observe her in class, however, she comes across as nothing spectacular.

      She does everything in her power to hide how smart she is. That, or she's shy. Either way, she's exactly the type
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