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          Misty

        

      

    

    
      Fuck. This is not good. I stare at my phone, my stomach plummeting as I stare at the pending final grades. If I’m calculating it right, I’m screwed. A D. A fucking D. How the actual fuck did I get a fucking D?

      The bustle of people around me fades into the background as my vision tunnels, narrows, until all I can see is that one letter.

      D.

      Nearby, my friends laugh and giggle, not a care in the world. But the sound is muted somehow, as if I’m hearing it underwater. I’m sure they’re saying something to me, but I don’t understand their words. Only one thing is clear.

      D.

      Thankfully, my parents are off on some expedition, a month of rejuvenation where phones somehow cease to exist, or they’d know. They’d check in and ask me, and I’d be compelled to tell them. Fuck. This is bad. This is very, very bad.

      Scrolling through all the other grades, I press my lips together in a thin line.

      English Composition - B. Easy class. Should have been an A, but I really didn’t care about pushing really hard. Besides, C is what I’m aiming for. Anything above that is gravy.

      Private Piano - A. But of course. I was practically birthed on a baby grand. If I made anything less, I’m sure my parents would be horrified.

      Earth Science - B. That one surprises me. I never thought I really had a knack for science. But then, it was really easy to learn what I needed to for the exams then dump it for the next one.

      Finite Math - C. Not really surprising there. Until now, I thought math was the subject I was worst at.

      But no.

      Scottish Literature - D.

      The letter stands out in red, as if mocking me. This was supposed to be an easy class! Everyone said so. It’s the only reason I took it in the first place.

      For most people going to college just to appease their parents, a D is fine. D means diploma. And for most of those students, their parents probably don’t even care. Mine do. All the little strings attached only stay in place if I can get a C or better in every class.

      Technically, they don’t even have access since I’m considered an adult. And yet, Father waits in his study, checkbook on the desk as he watches me login. It’s humiliating, really, but must be done for me to stay in his good graces.

      Wrapping my arms around my waist, I stare out into the bleak field in front of me, the grass covered in a smattering of snow. I’m sure it’s prettier in the spring, but I’ve only ever seen Scotland during the winter. Somehow, my parents got it into their head that this is the premiere destination to drop me off so they can enjoy their holidays in solitude.

      Honestly, they probably just want their lives in general to be in solitude. Normally, I don’t care. The money they throw at me to keep me ‘appeased’ is enough. But lately, I’ve wanted more.

      I’m tired of feeling like I don’t belong, that I’m unwanted, or worse, a mistake. They chose to have me. I didn’t ask to be born. But I know so many would trade places in an instant.

      All they see are the fancy clothes, the cash, and privilege. They don’t see the loneliness, the heartache, or the anger. To do anything other than smile graciously does not reflect well on the Carter name, and as the sole heir to their fortune, I must put aside these petty feelings.

      If only I could just break free. But again, that takes money—money my father controls with an iron fist. Too bad I can’t take that money and buy love. I mean, technically I can, but I’ll always know it’s fake.

      And that’s why I’m stuck in this beautiful hotel feeling nothing. I am nothing. Just a matter of sums and figures. Any man who knows me will only seek out what I’m worth. And those who don’t aren’t nearly interesting enough to hold my attention.

      But truthfully, money makes the world go around. As much as I hate it, I can’t deny what it affords me. And so, I do my best to stay my father’s good little girl so I can keep stockpiling the one thing he bestows upon me.

      The noises continue to fade as I spiral. I’m out of control. I feel it bubbling up, ready to burst out. Dragging my luggage cart next to me, I cling to it for dear life as I open another app.

      This time, it’s my bank account. The numbers are there in black and white. More than a normal person would probably have, but not nearly enough to make my heart stop pounding.

      I had plans. Big plans. And now, all of them are slipping away because of a lousy D. There has to be a way to fix this, to change it. Perhaps if I can email the professor…

      My thumb hovers over the email app as I think this through. As I understand it, these are just the pending grades. Could he even change it though? Would he even want to? Maybe I can do something to change his mind. God knows I have homework I could turn in if it wasn’t too late…

      With a sigh, I find his name and construct an email, praying to whoever hears me that he’ll take my plea for something, anything, into consideration. Releasing my breath, I hit send. Desperation isn’t an emotion I normally feel, and as I sit in these feelings, it’s not pleasant.

      Tossing back my head, I tuck my phone away and look over at my friends. They’re so happy. They practically exude holiday enthusiasm. But then, why wouldn’t they? They’re here because they begged their parents to let them go.

      I’m here because my parents wanted me away. We are not the same. Not even a little bit. A niggle of jealous rage threatens to eat at my heart as I watch them sipping their expensive lattes, their easy smiles brightening up their faces.

      With a sigh, I shake my head. It won’t do for me to be a Scrooge about this. As much as I want to say, ‘bah humbug’ and be done with it, I might need their help. They won’t want to come to my aid if they think I’m going to be a sourpuss.

      Plastering on a fake smile, I pull my cart over to theirs and giggle right along. The sound is foreign on my lips, but they don’t seem to mind. In fact, they don’t even seem to notice I’m distracted.

      But then, that doesn’t really surprise me either. Sorrow lances my heart as I look over to one of the massive windows and stare out. They’re only here because my parents are footing the bill. Nothing more.

      I shouldn’t care. I shouldn’t be hurt by any of this. And yet, I can’t help the tight squeeze around my heart as they talk about stuff that really doesn’t matter. Who cares about idle gossip? I sure don’t.

      “Hey. I think I’m going to head up to my room and make sure it’s how I want it.” It’s an escape, pure and simple, but if I couch it in elitist terms like this, they won’t look too hard past the façade.

      Becky smirks at me as she taps her perfectly manicured nails against her cup. “Yes. And let us know. We’ve never stayed in this place before, so I have no clue if it’s up to our standards.”

      Standards. As if that hoe actually has any. Keeping my thoughts to myself, I make my way up to the second-floor tower room. Thankfully, my parents are completely satisfied with letting me have my own space and not forcing me to share it with the bimbos downstairs.

      As a valet puts up my things, I look out the window, staring down at the front lawn. Even though it is covered in snow, I can’t deny some parts of this frozen expanse are certainly pretty. Granted, I’m still not sure why my parents chose Glenshee as the place to stash me away for the holidays.

      Normally, I’m somewhere much further south, somewhere warmer. I’m not even sure if I ever remember seeing snow during my stay. Mostly it’s been a gray drizzle, the perfect accessory for my dour moods.

      Again, that twist of bitterness slashes through me as I grip the windowsill and stare out at the bits of green struggling to poke through the white. I honestly have no idea why I’m even here or why they try to pretend this is such a happy holiday occasion for me. It would have cost less to just let me stay at Loftry for the winter break.

      I guess this way they can regale their friends about how good their daughter has it. Who else would let their nineteen-year-old daughter and her friends stay at a castle hotel for the Christmas holidays? With a sigh, I rest my forehead against the window.

      Just another jewel to show off in the crown that comprises their parenting. I guess I should be honored to be held in such high esteem. But God, how I hate it.

      Off in the corner, a tree twinkles, casting its holiday glow over the place. I should be happy. Delirious. If I’m being honest, this is a nice treat that many don’t get to experience. But in my heart, I can’t find it in me to be happy.

      While I was still home, that is before the boarding schools, Christmas was always some lavish affair. As a child, I was overcome by all the glitter and glamor. But as I got older, I saw behind the glitzy façade.

      All of it was for show. It was a cold, calculated demonstration of the wealth and power of the Carter name. Nothing more. There was no warmth to it, no love. Just baubles and trinkets to show the world how mighty the dollar was in our household.

      It wasn’t about family, love, or getting together with those you cherish and hold dear. But that shouldn’t have surprised me. Though not made clear to those outside of the household, it was apparent I wasn’t really wanted or planned for. I was a complication. An extra bit of responsibility my parents didn’t want.

      They didn’t have to say it in words. Their actions told me clearly enough. Sure, they couched it in terms of ‘it’s for her own good,’ or ‘she can get so much culture overseas,’ or even ‘how many girls can say they experienced (insert opportunity of choice here)’. But the message was all the same: I was a thing to be shoved off onto someone else.

      If it wasn’t the nanny, it was the au pair. If it wasn’t the au pair, it was the boarding school mistresses. Now, it’s the valet and hotel staff. Knowing my friends, they’ll create enough work for them. They won’t even notice me.

      And that’s how I want it. Unnoticed. I just want to slip away and be my own person. Never to be seen or waited on. I want to breathe air that’s not tainted by money.

      Unfortunately, I need money to make that happen. Giving the valet a half-hearted smile, I open up my phone again and stare at that godforsaken D. All the money in the world. All the opportunities I could ever want. But all I have to do for it is make C or better.

      Granted, I have no fucking clue what they’ll even do to punish me. Make me stay at home and spend time with them? The horror. Honestly, that would be more of a punishment for them instead of me. So that’s not it.

      I know Father said he’d cut off any extra money, but then, it’s not like I spend all that much. With a soft sigh, I open my emails to check the flight information. Two days from now, I’ll be heading to Rome, Italy, somewhere I really want to go.

      If only Father knew he indirectly paid for this little burst of rebellion. The Hermès Birkin he bought me for my eighteenth birthday fetched a good price. It’s what filled my personal account, the one they know nothing about. It’s not like they’ll miss it anyway. No doubt they just gave some lackey the money and told them to buy whatever they thought I’d want.

      I’ve told them again and again I’ve been interested in visiting Italy. They could have given me a Christmas trip there if they actually cared or even paid attention. But no. Back in Scotland, and this time, as if to add insult to injury, it’s fucking freezing.

      The country itself is nice, but we go here every year. Granted, I was stuck being watched by some stranger as they traipsed over the countryside doing who knows what. At least last year and this one, I’ve been allowed to go by myself and essentially do what I want.

      But it’s not the same. And as beautiful as the country is, I’ve come to despise it. It represents a prison instead of opportunity. Honestly, the more I think about it, the more I shouldn’t be surprised I did so poorly in my Scottish literature class.

      If I even gave myself a minute to think, I’d know it was a bad idea. There’s this mental block when it comes to this place, and it must have carried over into my studies. I honestly don’t even remember anything about that class.

      Except the teacher, of course. But then, I’d have to be blind not to notice Professor Douglas as he stood up there with his serious frown. Granted, Scottish literature made me frown too, so that’s not at all surprising.

      I shake my head to dispel the image of him standing before the class, his pristine shirt stretched taut over his muscles. Though I’d like to say he distracted me with his animal magnetism and dark Scottish brogue, it would be a lie. Deep down, I know that.

      And now, with some introspection, I understand why I hated being in that class with a passion. It wasn’t his glare which made me squirm in my seat as raunchy fantasies swirled inside my brain. It wasn’t those strong fingers flexing as he placed his hands on my desk to get my attention.

      No. It’s because I fucking hate Scotland and everything it represents. He just happens to be collateral damage. But that’s going to change in just a matter of days.

      With a genuine grin, I repack a small bag, opting to just live life freely when I get to my destination. I have enough extra money to buy myself something to wear if I need to. Besides, I’m sure I have other ‘trinkets of my parents’ affection’ to sell if I run out.

      All that matters now is getting the fuck out of here and somehow convincing Professor Douglas to change my grade. But then, I have some time to wheedle him down. I just have to think positively.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          James

        

      

    

    
      My lips turn down into a frown as I stare at the phone in front of me. I cannae believe this daft lass has the audacity to send me a message like this. With some of my other students, maybe. The ones who actually tried, definitely.

      But her? Misty did the bare minimum. And even getting her to do that much took an act of God. In all my years of teaching, I’ve never encountered someone so recalcitrant, so unwilling to do the work.

      My fingers flex as I pull her face up into my memory. If only she was under my control. I’d redden her arse until she couldn’t sit right. Maybe then she’d actually do some fucking work.

      Spoiled little rich girl. So used to getting her way. Her entitlement shows, especially with this little email. My cock lurches as I look through her file information to find her phone number.

      So many things I could do to a girl like her. The first thing would be to smear that expensive makeup off of her face. Her tears would look so beautiful streaming down from those blue eyes.

      Or maybe I could rip those expensive clothes off of her body. Debase her, make her crawl after me like a kitten waiting to lap up milk. Not likely. A princess like her would never stoop to any sort of humiliation.

      Willing my erection to flag, I punch her number into my phone. She’s not mine. And thoughts like this will only make me long for something I can’t have.

      Dean Anderson made it explicitly clear to never engage with a student unless we can bring them in as a Society submissive. Her getting a D in my class isn’t an offense I can use against her. For all her faults, she seems like a good girl, and that’s what irks me the most.

      
        
          
            
              
        James Douglas

      

      
        This is Professor Douglas. Is this Ms. Carter?

      

      

      

      

      

      My cock pulses as I wait for her reply. This is insane. I’m acting like some randy schoolboy instead of a prestigious professor. Glancing over at my duffle bags, I press my lips together. Perhaps I’ll look for some company tonight after all.

      I was hoping to visit my family, but my urges are becoming too much. It’s not as if I’m back at Loftry where I can avail myself of a submissive and see to my darker, lustful needs. Back in Scotland, I have to make arrangements.

      Rising from the chair, I walk over to my bag and open it up. Everything is brand new, just waiting for whomever I choose to be my submissive for the bit of time I’ll have her. A submissive for Christmas…

      Every year, it’s the same. I go home to see my family, book a cottage with this hotel, and keep a pet for a few weeks, lavishing them with pain, pleasure, and money. She resides here in the lap of luxury while I enjoy my kin, making it a win-win situation. Then, I go back to Loftry for the semester.

      It’s not that the submissives there hold no sparkle. Somehow, being back home makes it feel different, illicit, and wholly forbidden. My friends and family know me as a gentle, laid-back man. However, the submissives at Loftry know me to be a harsh, unrelenting taskmaster.

      The duality of man, the façade, the id and ego, all warring together. Some days, I worry I might just split in two and become the monster while the nice part of me runs off screaming.

      That’s how today feels. The darker part of me wants to slither off, ravaging a student whom I have no business thinking about. All the while, the pristine self can continue to act as if nothing is amiss, as if these carnal urges hold no sway. Honestly, it makes me wonder how long I can keep this charade up.

      Somehow, the other faculty at Loftry don’t seem to have this problem. They’re sadistic both inside and outside of the classroom. I, however, am not like them.

      Though, granted, it’s not as if I’ve made it a habit to study the other Society members, but, somehow, it feels as if I have more nuance, more variety in my needs and likes. As much as I enjoy causing a bit of pain, my mind doesn’t just reside there all the time. Not like some of the other teachers who make it a point to be just as unyielding in their profession as in their dalliances.

      I have a softer side that tends to come out when I’m teaching. It feels good to guide and mold my students without resorting to an iron fist to control them. But with students like Misty… Reaching into my bag, I grab my tawse, a good, Scottish implement designed to impact a good deal of knowledge in one blow.

      She could definitely do with the harsher side of me. Bringing my hand down, I thwack the leather tails across the bed, a wide grin crossing my face. Oh, if only I could discipline this spoiled little brat instead of entertaining her pleas for mercy.

      God. What would it sound like coming from her lips instead of over a messaging system? In fact, now that I think about it, I don’t actually recall ever hearing her voice.

      She never spoke up in class. Never sought me out during office hours. Hell, she never even attended any school functions where I was present. Perhaps I should have called instead of texted?

      No. This is insanity. Pure and simple.

      Doing my best to thrust her out of my mind, I go to work arranging my implements in the closet. I have everything I could ever want to make an enjoyable couple of weeks with a willing submissive. Soon enough, I won’t even be thinking of Misty’s full, pouty lips, stretched open as she takes my cock.

      My phone chooses that moment to ding. Picking it up, my cock jerks forward.

      
        
          
            
              
        Misty Carter

      

      
        This is she. Thank you for responding to me, Professor.

      

      

      

      

      

      Thanks, indeed. She won’t be thanking me after I’m through with her.

      
        
          
            
              
        James Douglas

      

      
        I feel as though it would be much quicker to communicate via text as opposed to email. I trust you’re free to discuss the matter at hand?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I am.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I received your email and feel there is nothing to discuss. Final grades are submitted within the week. I hardly doubt you can do enough extra credit in that time to satisfy the requirements of this class.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        But I’m only trying to go up one letter grade. Surely you can be reasonable?

      

      

      

      

      

      Reasonable? Reasonable, she says. Fook reasonable.

      
        
          
            
              
        Pray tell what you expect me to do? With your performance, you’re lucky I didn’t fail you. Be satisfied with the D. I could be so much worse.

      

      

      

      

      

      Those little dots undulate and disappear. Either she’s writing me a tome or she’s having difficulty finding her words. No doubt she’s attempting to be respectful and failing miserably.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sir… You don’t understand.

      

      

      

      

      

      The honorific slams into me hard. Unfettered need slithers through my brain. It lights it up, causing me to burn. No doubt she’s just trying to be respectful, so I’ll change my mind, but it doesn’t stop the instantaneous reaction.

      My cock pulses as my balls draw up to the point of aching. How I long to actually hear those words drip from her lips. But she isn’t mine. I have to keep reminding myself of that.

      
        
          
            
              
        What I understand is you’re not happy with your grade. And instead of doing something about it while the semester was still going, you wait until now to try to negotiate it. It doesn’t work like that.

      

      

      

      

      

      In my mind, I tack on the word princess to the end. Because that’s exactly how she’s behaving—like a spoiled little princess.

      She’ll soon learn the world won’t always cater to her. It will chew her up and spit her out. This is just one lesson in a long line of many disappointments she’ll face.

      
        
          
            
              
        Please. I have money. I don’t know what teachers make… but please?

      

      

      

      

      

      The messages come in rapid succession, barely giving me a chance to properly think. But bribery? In all my years of teaching, I’ve never had a student offer me money. She must be desperate to make this kind of offer. Desperation is something I can certainly use to my advantage.

      
        
          
            
              
        You think I’m so unethical as to take money to raise your grade? Surely you can’t be serious.

      

      

      

      

      

      Oh, but little does she know just how unscrupulous I long to be. It’s not money with which I wish to barter, but her body, her very soul, if I thought I could get away with stealing it.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ll do anything.

      

      

      

      

      

      Three little words. That’s all I need to set my erotic plan in motion. Anything shows her desperation, her willingness to eschew all pretenses of propriety and allow me to have my way with her. That is… if her anything does, in fact, mean anything.

      
        
          
            
              
        Give me some time. I need to contemplate if it’s even worth letting you attempt to raise your grade.

      

      

      

      

      

      Time is certainly something I need, but not to come up with homework or lesson plans. No. I need to contact the dean and see if this is a viable submissive. Surely desperation like this could be of some value.

      
        
          
            
              
        I appreciate your time and await your decision.

      

      

      

      

      

      My insides tense as I read her words. So submissive. So perfect. I must have her. It’s all I can think about. All that consumes my thoughts.

      Pulling up the app, which allows me to communicate with other dominants, I shoot off a quick message to Dean Anderson. If he says yes, then the moment I get back to Loftry, this little princess will be mine.

      Instead of looking for a fling for the next few weeks, I pull out my computer and locate everything I have about Misty Carter. It’s all there in black and white—her scores, her assignments (or lack thereof), and her attendance. It would take a lot for
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in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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