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				Christmas with the Professor

				Chapter 1

				“You’re late, Ms. Monroe.” Dr. Taylor’s mouth twisted in a brief smile as he handed me a test.

				“Car trouble,” I muttered, feeling the burn of my much younger classmates’ eyes on my back.

				He glanced at my feet, and I shifted uncomfortably. My jeans were soaked from the knees down and my fashionable black boots were a watery mess. Damn snow. When my car wouldn’t start this morning, I’d had no choice but to walk all the way from my apartment building to class. Even bad weather and car trouble couldn’t keep me away from my Behavioral Psychology final exam. After four and a half years in college, I was finally going to graduate. This test was the last final of my last semester. Nope. Not even ten feet of snow could keep me away. Bring it on, Mother Nature.

				“Good luck on your test.” Dr. Taylor’s gaze swept over me and caused my tummy to flutter. 

				I clutched my shoulder bag and found a seat before he witnessed my face flushing. The man was magnetic and had a pull on me all semester. One look at his muscular body that filled out his dress shirt and the faded jeans he usually wore was enough to set my pulse racing. It wasn’t just his good looks that turned me weak with need, but the confident way he carried himself and the commanding tone of his deep, gravelly voice. When his attention was focused on me, for however brief a time, I turned into a puddle of nerves and often found it difficult to breathe—let alone speak a coherent sentence.

				I breezed through the multiple-choice portion of the test, but by the time I came to the last essay question I was alone in the room with Dr. Taylor. Crap. Nervous as hell, I inhaled deeply and glanced up. Eyes fixed on me, he sat behind his desk with his fingers steepled. The embodiment of authority, I thought.

				“Relax, Angela,” he said. “There’s no time limit.”

				Flustered, I nodded and leaned over my essay, trying to concentrate. The words ran together and I clutched my pencil, struggling to remember the meaning behind a particular John B. Watson quote. My mind traveled back to the day Dr. Taylor mentioned the quote. He’d been wearing khakis instead of his trademark faded jeans. Holy shit, I had it bad. Well, at least if I could remember the pants my professor wore on that particular day, I could answer the damn question. Careful to keep my handwriting neat, I filled up a page with my response, all the while feeling Dr. Taylor’s intense blue eyes focused on me like a force field closing in.

				Confident I’d aced my last final, I collected my things and crossed the room to place my test on the pile on his desk. A surreal moment. The kind of moment that lasts forever. One chapter of my life had ended. I stood before Dr. Taylor in my wet boots, my lips parted slightly as I searched for a memorable way to say goodbye. My chest tightened knowing I wouldn’t see him again. God, what the fuck was my problem? Why couldn’t I just throw my test on the pile and hurry from the room without a backward glance, like every one of my classmates?

				“Merry Christmas, Dr. Taylor.” I basked under the warm smile he returned.

				“Merry Christmas, Angela.”

				Angela. He’d said it again. My full name. Everyone else called me Angie or Ang. The life he breathed into my full name made me feel special and like an idiot at the same time. He was being polite, and I was reading too much into a single word. This kind of wishful thinking was like an arrow through my heart.

				I headed for the door, needing to escape as much as I wished to stay. It sucked being pulled in two directions. I was the last few strands of a fraying rope in a game of tug-o-war, barely holding together. I told myself it was a combination of the holidays, graduation, a car on the fritz, and the fact that I’d be spending the next two weeks by myself before my new job started in January. My parents were vacationing in Europe and I was reluctant to spend Christmas with my brother out of state. Flying during the holiday rush held less appeal than a trip to the dentist.

				“Angela?”

				I paused in the doorway, my heart beating out of my chest. “Yes, Dr. Taylor?”

			

			
				“Look at me when I’m speaking to you.” His tone was clipped.

				Shocked, I turned to face him with my best fuck-you glare. A hint of surprise stirred in his eyes for the briefest moment before amusement took over. As he strode from behind his desk toward me, the air went out of the room and the walls closed in. I was suffocating by the time he stopped an arm’s length away, but I kept my chin raised and my eyes steely in the face of his rudeness.

				“Do you have a ride home, Ms. Monroe?”

				Huh? Taken aback by his question, I twisted my hands together and took a deep, calming breath. “Yes I have a ride home. Uh, my friend is waiting outside the building, so I’d better go.”

				“You’re lying.” He folded his arms across his chest and his expression held a note of interest. My little white lie had him captivated, and this realization left me confused and angry.

				So what if I didn’t have a friend waiting outside? It was none of his business, and I wasn’t about to ask the professor who starred in most of my late night fantasies for a ride home. I squared my shoulders and smiled, no longer trying to hide my guilt. I could infuse some humor into the tense situation. Yes, humor would save the day.

				“All right, Dr. Taylor, you caught me.” I threw my hands up in exaggerated defense. “I don’t have a ride waiting. Are you going to make me write lines on the dry erase board for telling a lie?”

				“No, Angela, I’m not going to punish you.” Something strange passed between us when he said punish, a spark of dark desire I fought to hold on to forever, but it vanished in a flash. “I insist on driving you home though. I know you live a few blocks away and some of the sidewalks aren’t clear of snow, so no arguments.”

				Alone in a car with Dr. Taylor? Before I could respond, he packed up the tests and headed for his office down the hall. I followed like a kitten on his heels, half-believing I’d wake up to the sound of my blaring alarm clock at any moment. All business, he packed up some papers in a black leather bag while I lingered in the doorway. The building was dark and empty. Students cleared out as soon as their last final was over, teachers too.

				“Come in and have a seat. I’ll make coffee. You look positively frozen.” He gestured to a chair facing his desk.

				Although his office was like another dimension, and as forbidding as Dr. Taylor himself, I entered and sank down in the chair. I’m not going to punish you. His words sent a chill up my neck. Punish was a trigger word that awakened my most perverse desires. I watched him set up the coffeemaker. Was Dr. Taylor kinky?

				I imagined his tongue trailing over every inch of my body while I was bound to a bed, unable to move and completely under his control. He would tease me, bring me to the brink of orgasm before pulling away and leaving me empty, longing. “Don’t come until I give you permission,” he’d say. I would try to obey, but in the end I would fail and earn a much deserved punishment.

				“Angela? Hello? Ms. Monroe?”

				I jumped. “Sorry.” Oh God, I’d spaced out. How embarrassing.

				“Cream? Sugar?”

				I nodded. “Both please.”

				“How much?”

				“Surprise me. I trust you.” Shit, I was playing with fire. I accepted the mug and held his gaze as he leaned back against the front of his desk directly in front of me.

				“What are your plans after graduation?” He took a sip of coffee.

				I inhaled the strong aroma of the hot drink between my hands, appreciating the warmth of the beverage as it rolled down my throat. Then I launched into a brief description of my new job working for a local nonprofit. He seemed to approve, especially when I mentioned my interest in attending grad school in a few years.

				“You’re a non-traditional student, aren’t you?”

				My cheeks burned. Did he think I looked a great deal older than most students? Or was that information readily available on his class roster?

				“Yes, I didn’t go to college right out of high school.”

				“Why not?”

				I inhaled the coffee again and took another drink. Why indeed? I nearly spaced out again as the memories came rushing back. France. Vacation. An older man. Pleasure and pain. Three weeks turning into three years that ended when the man tossed me aside for another toy with tits. I returned to the States an empty shell of myself, and I filled the void with meaningless sex and lots of alcohol for another two years. My parents dragged me to therapy and I eventually recovered— sort of. Enough to enroll in college and hold down a job.

			

			
				“It’s a long, long story, Dr. Taylor,” I finally said, awash with sadness. I tried not to think about those three years, but they followed me around like a sinister shadow, ready to darken my brightest day. Ready to pull the rug out from underneath me the moment I felt strong.

				“Everyone has a long story, Ms. Monroe. It’s the long stories that shape us.” He placed his mug down on the desk. “Ready to go?”

				“Sure.”

				The drive to my apartment was only five minutes, but it was too long — and not long enough. I sat in the passenger seat of his black sedan, grateful for the heat blasting out of the vents yet feeling out of place, like I didn’t belong in his car—let alone in his presence. Oh, but I wanted to belong.

				“What are your plans for Christmas?” he asked as he parallel parked in front of my building.

				“No plans,” I admitted. If he hadn’t caught me lying once today, I would’ve said I was spending the holidays with my family.

				“Why not?” He turned to me and I caught a whiff of his cologne. Mmm.

				I sighed. Seriously, what was with the Spanish Inquisition?

				“My parents live nearby, but they’re frolicking around Europe for a couple of weeks. I have a brother in Oregon, but I can’t stand his wife and I hate flying, especially during the holidays. I’m probably going to curl up with a bottle of wine and watch The Christmas Story all day.” Ugh. Why was I opening up to him? I didn’t open up to anyone except my therapist, and I saw her only once a month now.

				“That’s a terrible movie.” He grinned and I relaxed—just a little.

				“It’s not so bad.” I shrugged and glanced at a truck passing by. “So what’s your favorite movie?”

				His expression darkened a shade, enough to reignite my anxiety. “Anything with a good mindfuck.”

				I forgot to breathe for a few seconds, and I raced to comprehend yet another crumb of information Dr. Taylor was tossing at my feet. He climbed out of the car and circled to my side. Speechless, I stepped out when he opened my door. We faced each other on the sidewalk as the wind picked up, blowing my hair around and sending a chill to my bones.

				“You really should wear a jacket, Angela.”

				“So should you,” I was quick to point out.

				One dark eyebrow raised and his lips tightened, though I detected a strand of humor veiled behind his stern façade. “Have fun getting wasted and watching bad movies.”

				I laughed and stepped back. “Merry Christmas to you too, Dr. Taylor. Oh, and thanks for the ride.”

				By the time I reached my cozy apartment overlooking the street, his black sedan was gone and I felt ridiculously empty inside. Despite the void in my heart, hope surged through me like a gulp of hot coffee. For the first time since France, I felt a real connection to another man —a man who threw words like punish and mindfuck around. Even if I never saw Dr. Taylor again, at least I knew I wasn’t dead inside.

				Chapter 2

				New car battery? Check. Tight fuck-me jeans and a low cut sweater? Check. Fresh- baked gingerbread cookies? Check. I smiled as I sped down the road toward Dr. Taylor’s house. To my mega surprise, he called last night to say I’d aced the final exam. As a thank you for driving me home, I casually suggested he deserved a plate of my famous cookies. One semi-awkward phone conversation later, and I had an invitation to his house outside of town.

				A turn here. A turn there. A few more winding roads that led deep into the woods. Talk about the middle of nowhere. If it wasn’t for my GPS, I would’ve gotten hopelessly lost. The last turn found me traveling down a long narrow driveway hugged by the surrounding snow-covered forest.

			

			
				The house I came upon was a huge log cabin with a wraparound porch. I parked beside Dr. Taylor’s car, grabbed the plate of cookies, and headed for the front door with my heart in my throat. The sound of water dripping off the trees circled me, soothing my nerves if only a little. The college town I lived in was a twenty minute drive away, but it was like another world out here. Beautiful, isolated, and magical.

				The door opened and I gulped, forcing one foot in front of the other. A thin smile lifted Dr. Taylor’s lips, and I gave him a friendly wave in return.

				“Angela.”

				“Dr. Taylor.” I entered the house with more confidence than I’d expected. He wasn’t my teacher anymore. And I was pretty sure he was kinky. Not restrained as his student or by doubt, he was no longer out of reach. Intimidating, sure, but not out of reach.

				“No jacket again. Tsk tsk, young lady.” He closed the door and I fought to control my emotions —and my hormones.

				I batted my eyelashes playfully. “I brought cookies.” I held them out like a peace offering, grinning in the face of his mock scolding. He accepted the plate and I casually glanced around. What a house. High ceilings and an open floor plan didn’t give it the cozy cabin feel I’d expected, but it was welcoming enough.

				“Follow me, Ms. Monroe.”

				Oh, so I was Ms. Monroe again. Was he teasing or attempting to add formality to my visit? Dr. Taylor was a hard man to read. A peek inside his head for a few seconds would be nice. Too bad I didn’t have any extrasensory perception powers.

				I followed him to a living room with two large leather couches and a few scattered tables. A tall bookcase contained several books and little sculptures of bears, wolves, and moose. The lush green curtains of a wide window were pulled back to reveal the pristine winter forest. A huge speaker with an iPod docked on it was attached to the wall above a table. No television.

				“Make yourself at home,” he said as he placed the cookies on the coffee table. “I’ll be right back.”

				Whoa. I was inside Dr. Taylor’s house —his very secluded bachelor pad. Clinking noises escaped the kitchen and I soon caught the rich aroma of brewing coffee in the air. Cookies and coffee in a cabin in the middle of nowhere. A girl could have worst first dates.

				Ugh. Where did that thought come from? This wasn’t a date. Dr. Taylor didn’t seem like the candy, flowers, and dinner and a movie, type of man. With his raw sexual magnetism and cool confidence he didn’t need all that pageantry. I was proof —drawn to his house on the ridiculously shallow pretense of thanking him for a five minute car ride home.

				“I took the liberty of adding cream and sugar.”

				A warm mug was pressed into my hands. Standing at the window, I felt silly for not taking a seat already. Mirroring Dr. Taylor, I sank down beside him on one of the couches.

				Lulled into a false sense of relaxation by the hot beverage cascading down my throat, I angled my body in his direction until our knees rested a mere inch apart. My flesh tingled.

				“I don’t like the idea of you spending Christmas alone, Angela. Don’t you have any friends in the area?”

				I leaned back and felt each individual crease on my forehead come to attention. “I grew up here, so of course I have friends nearby, but I’m quite content to spend the holiday alone.” My words tasted as bitter as my tone sounded. Jeez, I was a bad liar.

				He laughed. “Have you always been so stubborn and proud?”

				The humor he responded with sliced the tension in half. I sighed and relaxed in my seat. “I asked enough people —friends, family, and strangers —for help over the years. I’ve been back on my feet for a while now. Inviting myself to one of my friends’ houses on Christmas makes me feel needy and uncomfortable.”

				Oh crap, I was being too open —again. Like he needed to know the intricacies of my baggage. What was in the coffee?

				“Let me guess.” He leaned in my direction. “The long, long story?”

				I grimaced. “Long, long, long, long story is more like it.” A flicker of sympathy flashed in his eyes. Time to change the subject. Yep. Nobody needs to know how crazy Angela used to be.

				“Hey,” I said brightly. “How about some cookies?” I tore the clear plastic wrap off the plate. “Here you go, Sir.” Sir rolled off my tongue like a caramel drop, though I kept my tone anything but serious. Testing the dark, deep waters had never been so much fun.

			

			
				“Delicious,” he said after the first bite.

				Flushed from his compliment, I grabbed a cookie and took a small bite, ever cautious of his watchful gaze. He studied me, sizing me up the same way I was sizing him up. Teasing the Dom out of him, I thought.

				The afternoon sped by as we spoke with ease. My nerves flew out the window and soared over the snow-capped trees. Though he was reserved, he had a playful, animated side I’d only seen glimpses of in the past. I felt privileged that he was sharing this part of himself with me. We discussed a book proposal Dr. Taylor was working on, my new job, random news topics, and anything and everything else imaginable. His pointed questions caught me off-guard a few times, but I reveled in the brief moments of anxiety. They made me feel alive. Besides, under the right circumstances and with the right person, anxiety could be the ultimate aphrodisiac.

				At some point, the space between our knees closed. He placed our empty mugs on a table beside the couch and leaned back into me, thigh to thigh. A pulse of rippling heat surged through my pussy, and I squirmed to relieve the building ache caused by his encroaching presence. Skin-to-skin contact would surely be the death of me.

				A pause in the conversation caused the tension in the room to swell exponentially. My eyes fell to his lips and I waited, waited for — 

				“Do you have a boyfriend, Ms. Monroe?” All businesslike, his tone held no note of desire. A simple question. Fuck. My heart crashed to the floor at the coldness of his voice.

				I scooted away and stood up, needing air. “I think I should go. I don’t want to take up any more of your time. Thanks for the coffee.”

				“I asked you a question and I expect an answer. Well, do you?”

				“No,” I finally answered, wringing my hands in front of me. Playtime had ended. This was serious.

				“Good.” He rose to his feet and approached me at the window. “If you really want to leave, this is your last chance.”

				The thought of leaving killed me. I shook my head so hard that my long hair whipped about my shoulders. “No. I don’t really want to leave.” I crossed my arms and glanced out the window, drawing courage from the picturesque scenery. I didn’t want any blurry lines in regard to what I imagined was about to happen between us. “I’m not looking for a relationship, Dr. Taylor. I’m looking for —”

				“A rough fuck?” He closed what little space was left between us. Our noses nearly touched, and I fought the urge to step back.

				“Um, kind of.” Ugh, could I sound any more indecisive? I straightened and met his gaze, feeling a bit sullen. “Are you a Dom, Dr. Taylor, or what? I’m sick of trying to guess. I think you’re kinky, but dammit a person can never be one hundred percent sure.”

				“Are you a submissive?” he countered.

				Resisting the urge to roll my eyes, I nodded and bit my lip, needing the pain to sharpen my focus. I awaited his response, desperate to hear his first command, craving it beyond reason.

				He circled me then, trailing a finger along my neckline and around to my lower back. The electric burn of his touch prompted a shiver to run through my whole body. I focused on his steady footsteps, anticipation curling my stomach tighter and tighter. A gush of wet heat quaked between my thighs when he tilted my chin up, forcing me to meet his penetrating glare. The intensity of his look grew larger and larger, and I suddenly felt dwarfed by his strong presence. He was all around me, inside and out, filling me up with the knowledge that I was here for his pleasure. Though I had no right to make such a request, I hoped he wasn’t easy on me this first time.

				First time? What if this was our only time? I brushed the idea away and concentrated on the here and now. Dr. Taylor’s hot breath hitting my ear, the ticking of a nearby clock, and the feel of his palm flattening on my back burned into my memory. His other hand swept up to fist in my hair, and his mouth hovered over mine.

				I closed my eyes.

				“Oh, Angela,” he said, “I bet you taste as sweet as you look.”

			

			
				Urgent and demanding, he captured my lips in his with a searing kiss that took possession of my body and mind. I couldn’t think straight, I could only feel the sensations flowing through me as he took command. His tongue glided inside my mouth, firm but sensuous as I fought to meet his thrusts. Oh God, I was burning up and dying for more of his rough treatment. He yanked my hair again and my pussy throbbed with need, jolt after jolt of arousal shooting straight to my pulsing clit. Wet and ready, I moaned when he pulled away.

				Our eyes locked.

				“Take off your clothes.” He released me entirely and returned to the couch, watching me with an expectant look.

				Heart pounding, I reached for the hem of my sweater. Face inflamed, I paused. Wanting to submit and actually submitting were two totally different things. He leaned back, silently daring me to disobey. I pictured myself nude in his living room, kneeling at his feet. More blood rushed to my face.

				“You decided to stay, Angela, and I expect you to play by my rules. Now strip or my first order of business will be to give you a long, hard spanking. If that’s what it takes to get you in the right mindset, I won’t hesitate to do it.”

				I sucked in a shaky breath and pulled my sweater off in one swift motion. My jeans came next, tossed on the floor. I knew he expected complete nudity. Hands trembling, I unclasped my bra and let it slide away. Lowering my eyes, I stepped out of my lacey thong and kicked it aside.

				Bare and vulnerable, I stood with my hands at my sides and my eyes fixed on his shoes. Next to him fully dressed, my nudity was heightened, as if my soul was laid bare to him, every secret and hope and dream ripe for the picking.

				“On your hands and knees.” He snapped his fingers once, loud.

				Though it was awkward, especially with the sunlight streaming through the window to illuminate my nakedness, I sank down on my hands and knees. The hardwood floor was cool against my palms, and I peeked up at Dr. Taylor’s face.

				He nodded. “Good girl. Now crawl to me so I can talk to you.”

				I loved and hated every crawl-step it took to reach him. And when I’d reached my destination at his legs, it felt like home. Dammit Angela, I scolded myself, keep your heart in check. I wanted to be his good little submissive, but keeping an emotional distance wasn’t easy. I called out to my inner slut, the mindless slut who slept with all those guys after I returned from France, but she didn’t respond.

				I was in over my head, but I wouldn’t retreat. Oh, fuck it. I could lick my wounds later. One afternoon wouldn’t fuck me up the same way three years had. I was stronger than that.

				“Do you know what a safeword is?” He cupped my chin in his warm hands.

				“Yes, of course.”

				“Good. Pick a word —any word but red.”

				Oh. What did he have against red? My mind raced for an acceptable word, something easy I could recall in a moment of panic. “Um . . . how about ruby? It’s my birthstone.”

				“Ruby it is. You’re lucky it’s your birthstone or I’d think you were sassing me with a synonym for red.”

				I’d suggested ruby to my Dom in France and he’d shot it down for a word of his own choosing, but I wasn’t about to explain this to Dr. Taylor.

				“A coincidence,” I said, afraid I’d caused offense. “I swear.”

				He regarded me with warmth and I nearly melted on the spot. “I believe you, pet.” Then his visage darkened and he seemed to grow ten inches, larger than life and with an air of authority that left me quivering at his feet.

				“I won’t be angry if you use your safeword, Ms. Monroe. Do not be afraid to use it.” He pinched one of my nipples, and I gasped and fought the urge to pull back even as pleasure ricocheted through me like a stray bullet unable to find a stopping point.

				“Yes, Sir.” I was frozen, and the words escaped my lips in a throaty whisper.

				He guided me through the house, up a flight of stairs and into a massive bedroom with a four poster king-size bed that rested ridiculously high off the floor. Like the rest of his house, the room was immaculate. Everything appeared to have its place, and I shuddered to think how exacting Dr. Taylor would be with me. He wasn’t the type to compromise, and I felt a new surge of fear.

			

			
				Face to face in the center of the dim room, I lifted my chin and tried not to let my nervousness get the best of me. Maybe I should sink to my knees. His face was unreadable, again, and I shriveled under his piercing gaze. But when he spoke, his words nearly caused me to bolt for the stairs.

				“Go bend over the bed, legs spread wide, and pull your bottom cheeks apart. Now, pet.”

				Chapter 3

				No, no, no.

				I couldn’t do it. He was asking too much of me, too soon. I’d expected us to begin slowly, but instead he’d jumped twelve steps ahead by issuing a command so brazen it left me rooted to the floor. Why did he have to test me right off the bat?

				“Dr. Taylor — Sir — please, I don’t think —”

				“What’s the problem, pet?” he cut me off and took a step back, as if he was giving me more room to complete the impossible task.

				I hugged myself and stared at the floor. What the hell had I gotten myself into?

				“You have five seconds. Don’t think. Just do it.” He snapped his fingers again, causing me to wince.

				Mentally, I counted down, five, four, three, two, one. I hadn’t moved an inch in the direction of the bed. Crap. Would he throw my clothes at me and tell me to go home?

				“Bad girl.” Disappointment reflected in his eyes.

				A board beneath his feet creaked as he walked behind me, shaking his head in disapproval. My heart lurched. One large hand squeezed my right bottom cheek, and his fingers dug into my flesh hard. Guilt seized me, crashing over me like a violent wave taking me under. I’d disobeyed Dr. Taylor.

				Hot breath hit my ear from behind. “I’ll be right back. Don’t move.” His hand left my bottom, and I stood frozen, waiting in dread.

				He returned to bind my wrists together in front of me with a silk scarf. “I’m sorry, Sir,” I said, knowing I probably shouldn’t speak. “Please don’t be mad.”

				Jerking back, he clasped my chin between his fingers. Concern lit his face. “I’m not mad at you, pet,” he said softly. “And if I was, we would stop at once. Understand?”

				“Y — yes, Sir,” I stammered as I filled up with relief. My wrists were bound, and I expected to be punished for my noncompliance, but I felt safe in his hands. I felt free.

				“Now,” he said, pulling me toward the bed, “It’s time to pay for your insubordination.”

				And pay I did. Dr. Taylor pushed me over the covers with my legs spread wide to deliver a quick, hard spanking. Though he used his hand, it was as rigid as any paddle as he wielded it against my bottom cheeks, landing stinging blows all over, from my upper thighs to the top of my butt. God it hurt, and I could barely wiggle because my feet didn’t reach the ground. Damn high bed.

				He paused to rub my aching backside. Was it over? Before hope bloomed, he parted my cheeks. His gaze was hot on my most intimate parts, my pussy and bottom hole fully exposed. I whimpered.

				“This was all I asked you to do, pet, and you refused. Naughty, naughty,” he scolded, still keeping me splayed apart. He pushed a finger into my moist center, and I couldn’t stifle a groan of pleasure. “Naughty and sopping wet.”

				My throat burned and I blinked back tears of humiliation. Emotions I hadn’t experienced in years burst to the surface. I buried my head in the covers as he started pumping his finger inside my slick channel, deep and fast. My bottom still burned, and I held on to the pain, knowing that tomorrow I would see his marks upon my body like a badge of honor.

				“I’m going to plug that little asshole of yours, pet. Consider it the final act of your punishment.”

				His words caused my pussy to contract and clamp down on his finger, but in the next moment he got off the bed, leaving me empty, sore, and longing for more of his touch. I heard drawers opening and closing. Oh man. How large would the plug be?

			

			
				Ominous footsteps sounded as he approached the bed. Involuntarily, I clenched my bottom together, but the pressure between my legs only increased until my clit was throbbing so badly I couldn’t resist attempting to grind my center down. It didn’t work and added to the helplessness of being bound and at Dr. Taylor’s mercy.

				“You’re a lovely girl,” he said wistfully. He ran a hand over my backside and delved lower to cup my mound. “Mmm. All swollen red, wet, and smooth.”

				I moaned. One finger – maybe two? – moved in my moist entrance to thrust in and out, steady but slow. Cool liquid trickled down my crevice, and a hard object was pressed to my tight bottom hole as he continued to finger fuck my pussy. He teased me with the object, sliding it about my small opening to spread more of the lube around. A few times it nudged partially inside me, but not far enough to glide past my tight ring of muscle. The tip of the plug prodding my asshole in tune with his pumping fingers created a delicious twinge in my lower belly, the beginning of a wave I ached to ride to completion, but I held back out of fear I’d be disciplined further if I came during a punishment.

				“Take a deep breath,” he said. “Good girl. Now breathe out slowly.”

				I followed his instructions and the plug entered my bottom as I exhaled, filling me up with a sweet burn as it stretched my walls. “Oh!” I gasped, squirming while I tried to process all the sensations he was creating in me. The pain and the intimacy of being touched there with such force sent a gush of heated desire straight to my clit. I jerked around on the bed and didn’t still until he slapped my ass twice.

				“Stop it,” he admonished.

				I froze at the same moment he withdrew his fingers. The scent of my own arousal rose heavy in the air. The bed dipped again as he shifted position, and I craned my neck around, needing to make eye contact one last time before he fucked me. Stupid girly feelings, I thought.

				“Suck.” His eyes glazed over as he pressed two fingers to my lips. Without hesitation, I opened my mouth and tasted my own heady essence, licking my juices off him until he moved away. Approval lit his face and I swooned with delight. The deep desire to satisfy Dr. Taylor, no matter what limits he pressed, crashed down on me again. The shame of disobeying his first command was washed away by the punishment he’d delivered to my bottom, and if I could’ve found my voice I would have thanked him for every painful smack —not to mention the plug filling me up as a reminder of his control.

				He grabbed my hair and tugged hard, jerking my head back.

				“Are you going to be my good little slut now?”

				“Y-Yes, Sir.” I hated when I stuttered, but I couldn’t seem to keep my voice calm in his presence. He shook me up to my core.

				He released my hair and got off the bed. I took advantage of the reprieve to inhale a few deep breaths. When I glanced over my shoulder, he was completely nude. My ragged breaths returned. Somehow, he appeared taller and larger all around without his clothing. His huge cock jutted out and swayed up and down as he approached me. I gulped.

				From a table beside the bed, he produced a condom and rolled it down over his huge stiff length. Hmm. Why was it red? Dr. Taylor didn’t strike me as the type to have a drawer full of colorful condoms. My question was answered the moment he pulled me face first to the edge of the bed and slammed his cock in my mouth. As I adjusted to the intrusion, I became aware of the taste. Fruity. If my lips weren’t wrapped around his cock, I would’ve smiled.

				Hard fingers gripped the side of my head as he fucked my mouth. He was using me like a toy, just the way I wanted — rough and demanding. My arms were still bound behind my back and his hold on my face was strong. When I squeezed my thighs together, I became more aware of the plug in my ass, another reminder that I wasn’t in control. His deep thrusts in my mouth quickened and grew deeper. From my position on the bed I couldn’t raise my eyes high enough to see his face. I only glimpsed his chest, broad with well-defined muscles and speckled with dark curly hair. I closed my eyes and opened my throat to his relentless mouth fucking, taking short fast breaths through my nose. I wanted to be the good little slut he desired.

				“Ah!” He moaned and his cock jerked inside me. His posture stiffened and I felt the heat of his seed filling up the condom. What I wouldn’t give to taste him, all of him, and lick every last drop of his salty liquid up like a gift. I pushed the thought away — behind the door with all the other thoughts I shouldn’t be having about Dr. Taylor.

			

			
				He left me, empty and well used, on the bed for several minutes. I heard a door open and running water as I floated down from the clouds. My bottom ached from the spanking, but with my wrists bound I couldn’t rub the sting away – though I doubted Dr. Taylor was the kind of man to allow such behavior. My pussy juices felt sticky and hot between my thighs. Would he fuck me there? God, I hoped so. If he untied me and sent me on my way home, I’d burn up and die on the drive home.

				The water shut off and I sensed him walking across the room, even though my eyes remained shut. His powerful presence was like a steel aura surrounding him. I shivered when I felt the bed dip. Working the silk ties on my wrists, he untied them and rubbed the soreness away as I lay, limp but craving more of his rough treatment. If he fucked my pussy as hard as he’d fucked my mouth —well, that’s exactly what I wanted. Would asking him to fuck my pussy hard be crossing a line?

				Wrapped in his arms, he cradled me against his chest and stroked my hair. “You took my cock well, pet. How do you feel?”

				How did I feel? Ugh. Hmm. How did I feel? I fumbled for the words and felt his body grow rigid.

				“Tell me the truth, pet. How do you feel right now?”

				“My bottom hurts.”

				He laughed. “Good. It’s supposed to hurt. What else?”

				“I – I’m burning up. My clit, my pussy, I – I’m so wet. Please, Sir, will you please fuck me?” The last vestige of my pride fled, perhaps seeking refuse behind that imaginary door where I kept shoving my inappropriate thoughts about Dr. Taylor.

				Again, he laughed. “You are a little slut, aren’t you?” Two fingers spread my moisture over my engorged clit, rubbing in precise motions to stir my desire to the peak before stopping.

				I let out a frustrated cry and moved my hand between my legs. Before I reached my target, he shoved me down on the bed and sat on my knees. He gathered my wrists above my head in one hand.

				“Naughty naughty. You can’t touch yourself without permission.”

				I fought the urge to roll my eyes. My desperation for release was so intense it was beginning to override my manners and submissiveness to Dr. Taylor. Squirming beneath him, I gave him my best death glare. He responded by using his free hand to lay a volley of smacks to the front of my thighs, spanking the flesh surrounding my pussy but not touching me where I needed it most. Tortured and close to tears, I ceased my struggles as he continued to slap my legs.

				“Spread those thighs apart.” He lifted his body up for a moment to allow my movement.

				He produced the scarf from earlier and used it to bind my hands to the metal headboard. My helplessness returned. What had I gotten myself into? Dr. Taylor was the real deal. An experienced Dom. How long would he leave me tied up and dripping with need?

				“Please,” I begged. Everything below my waist throbbed. My punished bottom stung with each small glide on the bedspread, the front of my thighs burned, the plug in my ass felt larger than ever, and my poor clit throbbed unbearably. Perspiration slid down my temple and I turned my head on the pillow, embarrassed that I was sweating.

				“If you come before I give you permission, pet, I will make you crawl around the bedroom floor while I whip you with my belt. You don’t want that, do you?”

				“No, Sir,” I whimpered. The more I obeyed, the quicker he would allow me a release. At least I hoped so. Tears welled in my eyes.

				“Now,” he said, moving back. “I’m going to get something from the closet. Remain in this position with your legs spread wide. Don’t even think about pressing those thighs together.”

				Mortified that he knew the level of my need, knew that I would have pathetically pressed my legs together and gyrated on the bed in hopes of reaching an orgasm even in such a useless position, I nodded and threw my head to the side in surrender. Please have mercy, I thought.

				A short time later, a blindfold was placed over my eyes. Nothing else happened for minutes. Silence hung in the air, and I was only aware of my uneven breathing and the constant throbbing below my waist. An eternity passed. What was he waiting for?

			

			
				Oh, right.

				Hope swelled in my chest. Maybe he — or, er, his cock — just needed to recharge. He couldn’t give me that hard fucking I craved with a limp member. I almost smiled.

				A sudden buzzing noise pierced the air and caused me to jump. I screamed. A wand was pressed between my legs, vibrating over my pussy and sending waves of hot pleasure straight to my clit. Each time I tried to thrust against the object, something sharp stung one of my breasts. A crop? I shuddered and tried my best to remain still, but it was impossible. I raised my hips once more and felt the bit of the crop slice down on my right breast. Countless times, the wand left me a second before I reached that peak I needed to climb to in order for the orgasm to take me under. I cried out each time in frustration, and each vocal protest earned me two licks of the crop.

				The buzzing sound disappeared. What now? Anticipation hummed through my senses until I felt nearly hysterical. Then my legs were pushed back and something huge and hard slammed inside my pussy. His cock. Dr. Taylor was finally giving me that hard fucking I’d spent an eternity begging for.

				The orgasm built and I feared his retribution if I came without permission. To my relief, he said, “Come for me, pet. Come with my cock filling up your pussy and the plug filling up your ass.”

				Star exploded behind my eyelids and I gasped for air as I finally crested the peak I’d been aiming for. My pussy walls convulsed around his length while he pounded into me with rapid strokes. The pulsing, scorching flood of arousal drained all the remaining energy out of me, and his cock jerked inside me as he found his own release.

				Chapter 4

				Two days. Two long days had passed since my interlude with Dr. Taylor. I glanced at my iPhone and knew his number would be listed under previous calls. Resisting the urge to stare at his number on the screen, I gathered up my purse and left my apartment. The cool air sent a shiver across my skin and reminded me of when Dr. Taylor scolded me for not wearing a jacket. Last minute shoppers scampered in and out of the shops lining the streets as I walked aimlessly through town. It was Christmas Eve. The few presents I’d purchased for family and friends were wrapped and sitting under the little tree in my living room. I would pass them out after the holidays. I was never organized enough to track people down the week before December 25th or visit the post office in time to mail the few that needed to be shipped away.

				A flashing sign that said “coffee” caught my attention. I’d come across the café I used to work at. Hmm. Would anyone I liked be working there now? The relaxing aroma of coffee and baked goods hit me when I entered. Immediately I spotted Lucy standing at the espresso machine. She finished steaming milk in a canister, poured it in a cappuccino cup, and called out the order to a customer.

				“Angie!” Lucy’s face lit up and she gestured for me to come closer. Her hug knocked the wind out of me and I laughed, returning her embrace with enthusiasm.

				“Okay, okay,” I said. “You missed me. I get it.”

				She giggled and pulled away. “I have missed you! What are you up to?”

				I shrugged. “Just out for a walk.”

				“I’m off in thirty minutes. We should catch up.”

				Spending the evening — or at least part of the evening —in Lucy’s company sounded nice. After staring at the walls of my apartment for two days, I was ready for a change of scenery, even if she dragged me to a smoky bar.

				Sure enough, Lucy did drag me to a smoky bar. I didn’t complain and happily downed a few beers . . . something seasonal called “Noel Ale.” It hit the spot as we chatted about the last month. Even though Lucy was a nerdy Chemistry major, she was my favorite co-worker from the café. I felt like a jerk for not hanging out with her since I’d quit right after Thanksgiving. I’d saved up enough money to get by until my new job started in January that I’d decided to quit and devote all my time to my last five classes.

				“Ah, hon, you should spend Christmas with my family tomorrow,” she said after I told her my plans for watching The Christmas Story and getting hammered on wine.

			

			
				I smiled. “I appreciate the invitation, really I do, but I’m having a late Christmas get-together with my folks when they get back from Europe in a week.” And I don’t want to feel like the poor girl who doesn’t have a family to spend the holidays with, I thought as I downed the last of my fourth beer.

				Later that night I kept busy in my apartment. I scrubbed every surface of the place until it sparkled, reorganized my closet, read over the training manual for my new job —twice—washed and ironed my laundry, and did everything else I could find to keep myself occupied and my thoughts off Dr. Taylor. I didn’t even care that I was spending Christmas alone anymore. All I cared about was the reason he hadn’t contacted me since our kinky afternoon.

				Two days.

				My pulse quickened as I remembered all the wicked things he’d done to me, and my throat suddenly burned. I cursed and threw the dust rag down. He probably had a new fuck toy now. I was just another submissive notch on his big scary Dom belt. My therapist was going to have a field day with me next month.

				Midnight arrived and I collapsed in bed, too exhausted to think. I hid under the sheets the next morning until hunger drove me out. 11:15 AM. Jeez. Almost noon. Merry Christmas to me.

				Was Dr. Taylor surrounded by his family at this moment, opening presents and drinking eggnog? He might not even have family in the area. Maybe he’d hopped a flight and was a thousand miles away. The physical distance my wandering imagination created between us was the ultimate Debbie Downer.

				Pancakes smothered in butter and syrup never tasted so plain, but I forced a few bites because my stomach hadn’t gotten the memo that Ang was feeling sorry for herself. I opened a bottle of Sangria I’d purchased from a local winery. Sangria was my favorite intoxicating friend, but I usually made it myself. If everything was going to taste like cardboard though, why go to the trouble?

				I showered and put on a fresh pair of pajamas before finding my place on the couch. When I flipped the television on, Ralphie was reluctantly modeling his pink bunny outfit. The Sangria buzz began and I took a few more swigs, straight from the bottle because I didn’t feel like dirtying a glass. The doorbell rang, causing me to start and spill some of the liquid down the front of my tee-shirt. Perfect. I grabbed a towel from the kitchen on my way to the door.

				“Dr. Taylor.” I felt the color drain from my face.

				“Invite me inside.” He held a large brown bag in one hand. Anxious lines decorated his face and his body grew tense as he stared at me.

				I threw my hands up and backed up. “Sure!” A crazed smile shot across my face. “Won’t you come in?” Might as well finish trampling all over my heart.

				When I turned around from closing the door, he was at my kitchen table, pulling containers out of the bag. What the hell. Curious about his visit and the containers, I watched in silence for a few seconds, trying to get a grip on myself.

				“What’s going on?” I threw the towel over my shoulder and leaned against the wall for support. The Sangria had gone straight to my head. Buzzity buzz buzz buzz.

				“Sit down, Angela.”

				I complied, too tired to argue. The sooner I sat down, the sooner he’d get to the point. At least that’s what I told myself. I didn’t obey because I was feeling particularly submissive and wanted to please him at the moment. Nope. Not a smidge.

				His eyes danced with excitement. “I brought you Christmas dinner.” He peeled the cover off a big circular container and shoved it in front of me.

				“Huh?” Shocked, I stared at the food and hoped he didn’t notice my mouth watering. It looked and smelled delicious. “Did you make this?” I didn’t know of any take-out places open on Christmas in the area.

				He met my eyes, smiled, and held up a finger. “Just a moment.” He disappeared and clanked around in the kitchen before returning with glasses of wine, silverware, and napkins balanced between his hands. 

				So he wanted to see me again. Was this grand gesture supposed to make up for our awkward goodbye and two days of silence? As much as I wanted to be mad, watching him set the table, clearly out of his element, my feelings turned all gooey like cookie dough.

			

			
				“Eat. Before it gets cold.” He arched an eyebrow and didn’t lower it until I’d taken a bite. Mmm. Homemade mashed potatoes with turkey gravy. He didn’t have to tell me again.

				“You’re a wonderful cook,” I said in-between bites. The food settling in my stomach soaked up the alcohol like magic.

				“Actually,” he corrected, “I’m the son of a wonderful cook. I told my mother I was spending Christmas with a housebound friend and she gladly put the plates together.”

				I couldn’t help but laugh. The big bad Dom’s mommy had cooked up the meal for him. Unfucking believable. “A housebound friend, eh?”

				He swallowed and gestured at me with his fork. “ ‘Housebound friend’ sounds much better than ‘the girl I spent a kinky afternoon with two days ago.’ ”

				I smirked and took a sip of wine. “Don’t forget former student.”

				Darkness clouded his eyes and he leaned forward, looking at me like I was more appetizing than the turkey on his plate. “We have unfinished business, Angela.”

				I gulped. Unfinished business indeed. “Do we?” I asked sarcastically.

				That damn eyebrow of his rose again. “I won’t sugarcoat this. I can’t make you any promises. But I do want to keep seeing you, monogamously of course.”

				More wine. I kicked back the rest of my drink and studied him. His sincere eyes watched me with worry. Knowing he was anxious over my response gave me a sense of power. How strange. I wasn’t used to feeling powerful, but as I gazed across the table at Dr. Taylor, I realized the next step in our relationship — whatever kind of kinky, fucked up relationship we might have —rested in my hands. Did I want to see him again? Hell yes. But what if it didn’t last? Could I survive another heartbreak?

				Images of our afternoon together raced through my mind and my pussy became soaking wet. I squeezed my legs together, cursing inwardly. I recalled all the helpful, and not so helpful, things my therapist said. Take one day at a time was one of her favorites. Could I do that? Take Dr. Taylor, one day at a time, knowing it might not last?

				Yes. Absolutely. My body and stupid heart craved him too much. I couldn’t walk away. I couldn’t ask him to leave when the thought of his being a thousand miles away ripped me to pieces. This wasn’t France. I was stronger now. I could handle whatever unknown awaited me on the murky horizon.

				“I want to keep seeing you too, Dr. Taylor. I don’t expect flowers and presents and all that pageantry. Dating sucks.”

				He raised his glass. “To a new beginning, minus the pageantry.”

				Though my glass was empty, I clinked it against his as a shiver of excitement skated up my neck. “To a new beginning, minus the pageantry.”

				After we finished our meal, he helped me clean up the table and I fixed coffee. Having Sangria instead of my morning caffeine was making me sleepy.

				And what we had in mind for the rest of the day definitely didn’t involve sleep. Nope. Not a wink.

				END
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