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   Teaching at a top ranked university in the Big Ten had its advantages. Free time and office space were not two of them. Kelly Shaw was in the middle of grading papers from her Introduction to English Literature 101 students. Many of the papers were worthy of reasonable grade, others wouldn’t pass at the high school level. She sighed, finishing another worthless read, hesitated and with a [bookmark: _GoBack]red pen, wrote D-. This one would pass but just barely. Kelly threw the paper on a stack of others and went to the next.
 
   The idea of being a college professor had such a romantic feel to it when she first graduated and went in search of a job. She would be in charge of filling these young people full of information and preparing them for life outside the wall of academia. Landing a position with a major university added to the excitement of teaching and making the world a better place. She would be making a difference.
 
   The first semester during her first year of teaching changed all that. The school had a similar curriculum to many of the bigger universities. The prerequisites for any major degree were the same throughout and Introduction to English Literature 101 was one of the required courses. But not every student attended because they wanted the best degree from the best school for the best career. She had to put up with a lot of apathy, stupidity and ignorance. Add in the politics of the administration and other professors, it caused her to be frustrated.
 
   She recalled that initial semester, Big Ten football was in full swing. Academics were one thing, but winning the conference title and a national championship seemed, at times, to be why the university had been constructed. A young man in her class was failing despite all of her attempts to educate and coach the lad. Kelly tried to help him but he refused to even turn in an assignment, any assignment. The kid rarely showed up for class and the result was a mid-term failing grade. He was the star running back for the football team. He had been one of the highest ranked recruits out of high school and she had the privilege of educating him to the point of being able to sign his future NFL contract.
 
   Kelly discovered quickly how a failing grade would impact the team. A student athlete would be placed on academic suspension and thereby removing them from the ‘Big Game’ until such a time that their grade had improved. But there was more to the university politics than she first knew. A failing grade would not be tolerated by the university; the school had a strict policy regarding scholarship student athletes. How that policy was manipulated was a surprise to the new professor.
 
   While in her office that first semester, Kelly was graced with visits from both the Athletic Director and the head coach of the football team. The men arrived unannounced and interrupted her day at different times, but both conveyed the same message, don’t fail one of our student athletes. The Athletic Director, with the deep smooth voice of a politician sat across from her and explained, “Kelly, I know this is all new and exciting for you. I hear great things about your performance from your department head. The kids seem to like you and I think that you’ll have a very long career here.” He smiled and crossed his legs before going on.
 
   “It’s come to my attention that Jarvis Edwards is having a bit of trouble in your class. Apparently he just can’t seem to grasp the information the way the other kids do. Now I understand how hard you’re working, but we need you to make an extra effort with this young man. I think it’s obvious that we have a vested interest in his academic success as well as his contribution to the football team. Kids like Jarvis are important to the university on a number of levels. We have increased applications when our team is on the national stage, we have increased donations and of course, we uphold the long tradition of winning.”
 
   His message was becoming clear but he drove it home with his final thoughts. “I want to see you here in this position for a long time to come. And your success will be measured by the success of the kids in your classroom. I consider this a personal favor but I want you to do anything in your power to get Jarvis Edwards a passing grade. I don’t care what you have to do, but let’s work together to continue the winning tradition of this university. If you can help me with this, when it comes time for you to make tenure, I will make sure that your contributions are known.”
 
   He thanked her for her time, shook hands and was gone. The point was clear; give a passing grade to our star players and you will remain employed. Fail them and you will be dismissed with no hope of securing a position at any other university. Kelly didn’t need an interpreter to understand the meaning.
 
   Coach Norris burst into her office a few hours later. The head coach of the football team, his demeanor off the field was much as it was on the field. He paced with a clipboard in his hand and a whistle around his neck. “Professor Shaw, I know you’re a team player and I need your help. The team needs your help. Hell, the university itself needs your help.” On the last statement he was pointing directly at her. “Now I know that Jarvis Edwards is not the smartest student you have in your classes, but he means well. The kid wasn’t brought here to be a God damned Rhodes Scholar; he was recruited because he’s a damned good running back. I need you to understand that when your grading him. Are you following me here?”
 
   His pacing and loud voice would have been comical in any other setting, but the reality was that he was threatening her job as well as her academic standards. He went on, “Every kid is good at something, in the case of Jarvis, it’s football. I know you get that, you see it in him, he ain’t never gonna be one of your best students. But you can do something great here, Miss Shaw. You can help us with this fine young man by working with him, by working with me and by working with the university to make sure that he’s on that field every week doing what he was brought here to do, win!” He held up a clenched fist to on the last word to accentuate the point. “Are you with me, Miss Shaw? Are you with me Kelly?” He changed the manner in which he addressed her to make the personal connection.
 
   She was tired of being pushed around and bullied, but there was nothing she could do and still keep her job. Deciding to push back a bit she said, “But coach, how will I know?”
 
   He stared back at her, “I’m not following you. How will you know what, Darling?”
 
   Again she caught the use of the more casual name. “How will I know if Jarvis Edwards is doing what he was brought here to do?” She asked calmly. “I haven’t been invited to game all season.” She smiled coyly.
 
   The coach was caught off guard by the meaning of her question. It took a moment before her replied, “Invited? Son of Bitch! You mean to tell me that nobody on my staff has been enough of a gentleman to bring you tickets to our home games?” He was smiling ear to ear, they had just made a deal. He would see to it that she was well taken care of. “I will bring that up at my coaches meeting this afternoon! I hope that you will accept my humblest apology for the over sight. In the mean time, I will have one of our equipment managers bring you over some tickets today!” He pointed to the ground driving home the seriousness of his intent. “I consider this a personal favor, Kelly. Our jobs are hard enough as it is. With your help I know that we’ll have our boys on the field each and every week. I know I can count on you.” He opened the door to her office and as he was leaving said, “I look forward to seeing both you and Jarvis on the field this Saturday.”
 
   To top it all off she received an email from the Dean later that afternoon. He wanted to personally thank her for her spirit of cooperation and dedication to the university. Apparently he had received glowing reports from both the Athletic Director and coach. He commended her for working well with ‘keys players within the university’s administration’. He was looking forward to seeing her soon and was certain that she would have a long and positive career in the English Literature Department.
 
   In one full day early in her career, Kelly Shaw was told that she both an asset and a liability to the University she served. The message was clear; either play ball or they would hire someone else who would. Realizing that her option were limited, she chose to join them. She would educate the students that wanted it and go along to get along with the rest.
 
   The one positive that came out of her willingness to work with the athletics department was their gratitude. As promised, the coach had an equipment manager personally bring tickets to her office. The manager apologized for the simple oversight of failing to include her. He also promised that the mistake would never again be made. In the envelope containing the gift was a hand written note from the coach thanking her for the support.
 
   Once they were certain of her loyalty, every coach from every sport at the university made sure to send Kelly season tickets to their home games. Basketball, football, baseball, wrestling, they all participated. She was sent sweaters, pull-overs, hats and all other manner of school regalia as a further ‘thank you for the support’ she was showing their respective teams. The bigger the athletic star, the more lavish the gifts. She learned to play along early in her career and she developed her own sort of ‘Special Education’ for the sports heroes she liked the best.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc356544740]Chapter Two
 
                 
 
   Kelly attended most every sporting event she could. The university thrived both academically and through their athletic programs. She enjoyed the success and grew close to her students. However it bothered her that some of the physically gifted got a pass from the school work just because they could catch, hit or throw a particular ball. Her anger came to a head the following year. A young male basketball player had informed her that he didn’t have to attend any of her classes. He was there only to play basketball and that was that.
 
   When she tried to work with the young man he would insist that there was nothing she could do and he knew it. He said the coach would take care of everything. She had enough of his insolence and decided there was a way she could fight back and teach him some humility.
 
   One afternoon at her computer she crafted an email addressed to the Dean, the Athletic Director and the coach of the basketball team. It read:
 
   Gentlemen,
 
   The pride I take in this university is unparalleled by anything I have experienced previously in my life. I feel that I have been welcomed into the family of professors and administrators and I want nothing but the best for this institution. For the past year I have worked tirelessly to make certain that our student athletes have been given everything necessary to keep their grades at the required level for participation. We need to work together to continue that same success and I need your help.
 
   I am writing you today in an effort to head off a potential problem that could be devastating to the university as well as this year’s basketball program. Despite my efforts to provide guidance to Mr. Duncan Wells, it seems beyond my capacity to bring his grade to a passing level. As my schedule is already full, I am willing to offer extra tutoring at my personal home. This would have no impact on his training schedule and I feel confident that as a team we could elevate his grade long before it impacts his eligibility to play.
 
   The issue before us is that Mr. Wells has no interest in participating in or out of the classroom. I am begging you to intervene immediately. Please strongly suggest to Mr. Wells that he take part in my offer to help through personal lessons at my home. If you can persuade him to work with me, I commit to you that he will receive a passing grade for the remainder of the year under my tutelage.
 
   Last I must apologize for bringing this problem to you, but my love for this institution goes far beyond my fear of failure. I need your assistance and together I know we can get this young man back on the track of success that is the tradition of this university.
 
   With respect,
 
   Kelly Shaw
 
   Professor English Literature
 
   She sent the message with a smile on her face. If this worked she would show this smart ass young kid who was the boss. If she couldn’t fail him, she could teach him some humility and have fun of her own. As she sat in her office day dreaming about what she would do to him, the message bell rang on her computer. She had received an email response from the Dean.
 
   Professor Shaw,
 
   I can’t tell how much I appreciate your concern for our student athletes. Your message is well received and I agree completely with your cry for help. As educators it is our responsibility to look out for the future of these young people as well as the legacy they leave within the walls of this institution.
 
   I have placed calls to both the coach and the A.D. asking for their immediate assistance with regard to Mr. Wells. It would be a travesty to allow an All-American athlete and valuable scholarship recruit to throw away his future. There is no question that they will fully assist you.
 
   Last, I want to thank you for getting in front of this issue before it impacted the team. Your forward looking attitude is exactly what we need combined with your refusal to tolerate mediocrity or failure. You are a credit to your department and I will make certain to inform your department head of your dedication.
 
   With the full gratitude of the university,
 
   Dean Copeland
 
   Kelly clapped her hands and spun in her chair. The message worked exactly as she intended. By the following morning she had received similar messaged from the coach and the Athletic Director. They were all in full support of any and all measure that she was willing to put in place to ensure the success of their student athletes. The following weekend she had this star recruit for the basketball team reporting to her home for ‘Special Education’.
 
   Duncan Wells was her first venture into the world of discipline and domination. The basketball team won the conference title that year and faired very well in the NCAA Tournament. The coaching staff credited Professor Shaw for taking the lead in turning the team around. The head coach approached her after one victory and said, “I don’t know what you did, but Duncan’s like a different kid. Please keep it up, whatever it is, it’s working!”
 
   Every sports season from that year on, Kelly had looked for a wayward student athlete to offer her special services. The coaching staff loved her commitment and she was recognized as one of the most dedicated educators in recent school history. Little did they know she was giving these young men more than just a scholastic education.
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   Four years had passed since the re-education of Mr. Duncan Wells. He did not graduate but chose to leave after his sophomore year. He was picked in the first round of the NBA draft and is the starting point guard for his team. Even Duncan claimed that his sessions with Professor Shaw had changed his life. Kelly was more than happy to share the experience with other that she thought needed a little lesson.
 
   Now she was faced with another such student, a young man who thought that classes were for the students less physically gifted than himself. According to his student record, he had suffered from the same attitude during his years in high school. His grade point average was only acceptable because he could catch a football. He acted self-important and contemptuous around the other students. Kelly received reports of his lack of attention or attendance in other classes. She recognized him immediately as the target for her private counseling for the new sports season.
 
   By mid semester Mr. Adam Carlson had a death grip on a failing grade in her class. Even if he attended every class to the end of the session and passed each exam with an A, it was likely that he would not pass her mandatory course, thereby losing his scholarship. She had him right where she wanted him. And she was not surprised to find him knocking at the door to her office one afternoon.
 
   “What can I do for you Mr. Carlson?” she asked after he was seated.
 
   “I need to pass your course or they’ll bench me for academic ineligibility.” He said. There was no remorse in his voice just a simple statement of entitlement.
 
   “Yes, I’m aware of that. What can I do for you?” She responded just as coldly.
 
   Slumped disrespectfully in the chair he stared at the professor. “What do I need to do to pass the class?”
 
   Without hesitation she said, “Attend class, do the assignments and turn in the work.”
 
   He huffed, “Look, I know that you have a thing for helping out the varsity teams.”
 
   “Is that so”, she said shuffling papers on her desk.
 
   “Everybody knows it. They say since you been here that you’ve helped a bunch a guys get through without going to class.” He smirked as if he had a piece of knowledge that she didn’t.
 
   “Is that what they say?” She shot back.
 
   “Yeah, even the coach’s talk about how you been working with guys like Jarvis Edwards, Eddie James, Darrel Mitchell and even Duncan Wells, all gone pro and they all got through your classes. Why can’t I get the same, you know, special treatment?” He smiled, completely full of himself.
 
   “You just answered your own question.” She stared back blankly
 
   “What are you talking about? I have to pass this class and I have to be on the field every Saturday. Why you being so hard?” He was obviously angry and his attempts at acting like a thug were comical.
 
   “I’m not being hard, Mr. Carlson. It’s just that you have no idea of what you’re talking about.” It was her turn to be smug.
 
   “If that’s true then what are all the coaches talking about? Why’s everybody saying you can help me with my grade?” He was confused and upset.
 
   “What they are telling you is correct. I have assisted all of those young men with theory studies and hopefully their careers. And not just them, many others as well. I believe the question you’re looking for is about you rather than them.” She sat quite waiting for something to sink into his thick skull.
 
   “So if you helped all them other dudes, why you gotta give me issues, yo?” his conversational English turned worse with his growing anger.
 
   She reached her breaking point with him. He was a privileged, upper-middle-class, white kid from Connecticut and she’d had enough with the thug act. “I helped those other young men because I saw something in them worth helping. I saw promise in them and I’d like to think they were rewarded in working with me. Make no mistake, Mr. Carlson, they did the work even though I was somewhat lenient with regard to their attendance during normal school hours.”
 
   Something seemed to set in and he straightened slightly in the chair. “It’s like this, I need to pass your class to keep my scholarship. I know you helped those other guys out and I’m asking you to help me out. I can’t lose my ride, you feel me? Why won’t you help me like you did those other guys?”
 
   Looking straight into his eyes she said, “Because I find you to be a worthless waste of my time. If you want honesty, there you go. You come in here demanding that I give you a grade you didn’t earn and I see that as repugnant. I’ve read your admissions file, you’re from a good family from Connecticut not the inner city of some broken down area of Detroit. You appear to me as if this university owes you something because you can catch a football, in stride. Because you can run a forty in 4.30 seconds. Because you set the state record for receptions in high school. Because you had only two turn-over’s your entire high school career.” She stopped watching his face.
 
   He was surprised by her knowledge of him and the game. She went on, “Surprised? Yes, I know the game very well. You’re the second quickest receiver in the history of this institution, you’re yards after contact are below average because you need some more upper body strength. You have everything needed to go pro with the exception of the proper attitude and some humility. If the team doesn’t like you they won’t throw you the ball no matter how good you think you are. The only talent you have right now is speed enough to get benched because you’re an ignorant piece of crap that won’t attend class, nothing more.”
 
   She paused a moment for affect, “You bore me, Mr. Carlson and I hate to be bored. It’s only because I hold the coaching staff in such high regard that I will try another time. Now with all that said, let’s try this again and don’t bore me. What can I do for you Mr. Carlson?”
 
   She could see the effect she was having on him. He was visibly shaken and the act began to wash away. He sat straighter in the chair and started over again. “I’m sorry Professor Shaw. I get caught up in the hype sometimes, I meant no disrespect. I need your help and I am hoping that there is some sort of extra tutoring that will get me through this. I’ll do anything you ask if I can get through your class with a passing grade.”
 
   Kelly sat behind the desk impassively. She made no attempt to engage him. The silence made him more nervous than he was. Tears began to well up in his eyes he said in a quiet voice, “Please Professor Shaw, I need this. If I lose my ride, my dad will kill me. Just tell me what to do and I’ll do it, no questions.” He wiped away a single tear.
 
   “Who told you about my private lessons?” She demanded.
 
   “Coach Norris. He gets reports on everybody’s grades. He called me into the office yesterday and told me I better get my ass in gear or he’d be forced to bench me. He was the one who said you really helped those other guys. He said everybody thought they were going to lose Eddie James but then you stepped in and turned him around. Coach says if it wasn’t for you they would have lost him and the Rose Bowl that year. He says you saved them both.” He was on the edge of breaking down. “Can you help me too? I promise I’ll do anything.”
 
   She had him almost the point she needed him to be. There was something worth taking a look into and she wanted to break this smart assed punk. “The lessons are called ‘Private’ because that’s just what they are. No one ever discusses what goes on during them because every student is different and needs to be developed individually. That’s rule number one, if I take you on there will be nothing revealed about your sessions. Breaking this rule is an automatic failure. You will be on time for every appointment and you will do everything that is asked of you. Can you accept these terms, Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Yes, ma’am, I will I promise”, he said cheering a bit.
 
   “These private lessons are not going to be easy but I think you will find them valuable.” She quickly penned some things on a note pad and ripped the sheet free. Handing it to Adam Carlson she said, “Here is my home address. Do not share it with anyone else. We can continue this conversation Friday morning at 10:00.”
 
   He jumped up and took the note. “Thank you Professor Shaw. You won’t be sorry, I promise.”
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   Opening the door she welcomed Adam into her home. He had returned to the cocky little bastard, the new stud receiver on the football team. The coaches raved about his speed and quickness. She would see about that and give him an opportunity to become a bit more humble at the same time.
 
   “Come in and have a seat. First, let me make sure that we understand each other. You stated in my office that you would be willing to do anything to get a passing grade in my class. Is that correct?” She waited.
 
   “Yes ma’am, anything.” He pleaded, “If I don’t pass your class I’ll lose my scholarship. If that happens my dad will kill me. Just tell me what I need to do and I’ll do it, that’s why I’m here.”
 
                  She smiled as she studied him. He had lost some of his cockiness. There may be hope for this one yet, she thought. “Fine, just do as I say and we’ll get that grade to a passing standard. I see you’ve brought your books, set them on the table and strip down to your underwear.”
 
   Stunned, Adam’s mouth fell open, “Excuse me?” he stammered.
 
   “You heard me you arrogant little shit, put the books on the table and strip down to your shorts”, she demanded. Her face remained placid; there was no hint of humor.
 
   Still in shock he began to protest, “But I thought we were going to study. I’m not sure…”
 
   The professor interrupted, “You have an easy choice to make here, Mr. Carlson, do as I say and possibly get a passing grade or argue with me; in which case I will certainly fail your miserable little ass. The choice is yours, strip or get out. I’m a busy woman and I have no time for your indecision.”
 
   Slowly, as if in a trance, the young man stood and placed his text books on the table. He turned to face his professor and began to undress. It was only when he was standing in his boxer shorts that she moved. He could see a long, thin, black, leather object in her hand. He had no idea where it came from but it made him uneasy. She could sense his nervousness and she liked him being uncomfortable. She circled him appraising his athletic body.
 
   “Well done. As you can see, we will be concentrating on a different type of lesson when you are here. You will not speak to anyone about these ‘sessions’, you will be on time, you will do as you are told, and most importantly, you will be respectful. Do you understand?” she waited behind him for the answer.
 
   “Yeah, sure, okay…”
 
   The sound of the crop rang through the room. She hit him across both ass cheeks and as he cried out in pain she said, “By being respectful, you will address me only as Ma’am or Mistress. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, I do” he yelped and another lash of the crop connected with his ass. “Yes, Mistress!” He practically screamed the response.
 
   She smiled broadly as his training was about to begin. She circled her prey once more and when satisfied that she had his full attention she issued her next command. “Drop the boxers and let me see the damage.” Without a word or hesitation Adam stripped off his underwear and tossed them onto the pile of his other clothing. He stood before her naked and waited. “Oh, that’s not so bad.” she said from behind him. Two bright crimson lash marks shown on his milky ass.
 
   He was tall and muscular just as she suspected. His body was sculpted like a well exercised athlete, the body type she enjoyed most. It would be a pleasure for her to break this young buck. Reaching around from his right side Kelly playfully tapped the riding crop against his exposed balls. He flinched expecting the same pain she had doled out on his back side. She grinned at his reaction.
 
   “So, now we understand each other; you need a passing grade and I have the power to provide such a thing. Is this how you see it Mr. Carlson?” She was again circling his naked body taking in every inch of him.
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.” His response was quick.
 
   The professor went on, “Over the years I have been asked to ‘give’ passing grades to scholarship athletes so that they can go out onto the field or the court and perform heroic acts of sportsmanship. I felt this was an unfair practice to the other students who worked hard for their grades. So now when asked, I feel it is my duty to teach you something even if it’s not English Literature.”
 
   She stopped while facing her new toy and cupped his genitals in her left hand while firmly tapping the crop on the top of his cock with her right. Each tap caused Adam to flinch but he did not attempt to pull away. “Since we understand each other, I will give you what you need as long as you continue to give me what I want.” She brought the crop down harder with the final word and continued. “I have scant time in my schedule for men. Teaching you ignorant ingrates leaves me precious little free time. I see it as a fair trade to get what I want out of the deal. So from this point forward you will be on a twice weekly schedule. You will report to me and beg to earn a passing grade. I will make certain that it does not interfere with your team practices or studies. The better you perform the more likely you will get a higher grade.” She stroked his cock with her left hand and felt him begin to harden. They both knew that he could easily overpower her but she would not allow it to happen. “Are we clear, Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, was his only response.
 
   “Good”, she smiled and released him. His swelling cock bounced free from her hand. She sensed that he wanted more, and she would give it to him. “Move to the table, bend over and hold on to the edge.” He did as instructed leaving him bent and exposed starring down at his text books. She went on, “You are now my bitch, Mr. Carlson”. She firmly swatted his ass on the word ‘bitch’. “You will hold onto that table until told to do otherwise. Do you understand?” Another swat…
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he said again.
 
   “You will learn to be obedient and humble, to comply and to serve.” The professor reigned down lash after lash across his bare ass cheeks. “These lessons will be of great value to you as you grow up and work in a civilized society.” She could hear him begin to cry out with each successive slap of the crop. “As you have not learned these lessons up to this point, I will have to give you a crash course in one semester.” His ass was on fire and bright red but he remained bent over and unmoving. With a final crack of the leather crop, she stopped.
 
   Kelly stood back and admired her work. She was excited and wetness was soaking her panties. Approaching him from the rear she patted his reddened ass cheeks. Adam moaned at her touch. Her fingers traced down the crack of his ass, between his legs and cupped his heavy balls. He was fully erect and she took it to be a good sign, he would yield to her every whim.
 
   Leaving him bent over the table she moved to a sofa directly behind her student. She removed her clothes and took a seat on the couch. When she was completely comfortable she instructed Adam. “Stand and turn around.” He complied immediately giving her a full view of his erection. He made no move to conceal his cock; it was hers to do with as she pleased. “Come here and kneel in front of me.” He took his place and his eyes drank her in but he did not touch, he only waited for his next instruction. “Do you know how to please a woman with that smart mouth of yours?”
 
   “I think so”, he said in a trance.
 
   She struck him hard with the crop across his right nipple. He held his breast as he again yelped in both pain and surprise. “Have you forgotten yourself already you little bitch?”
 
   “I’m sorry, Mistress”, his head hung in shame realizing his mistake.
 
   “So, you think you know how to pleasure a woman? The proper way to eat her pussy? We’ll see about that. This will be the start, but I’m certain you have much to learn. Come here and lick me. Don’t use your fingers, only your tongue and lips. Take your time and remember it’s your grade that you’re about to earn”
 
   Adam leaned in and with his hands on the floor in front of him he attempted to earn a passing grade. He was not very experienced and the few girls he’d been with had all been in high school. He didn’t let it stop him. He licked his professor like he’d seen in the porn movies he and his friends watched. He let his tongue drift in between her folds and licked her juices. He continued this way until a sharp smack from the crop interrupted him. He stopped and looked up at his professor. His face was wet from her arousal.
 
   “Slowly, this isn’t a race. Take your time and be gentle.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he said and went back to work on her glistening pussy. He slowed the strokes of his tongue and moved from top to bottom and back again. She moaned and relaxed deeper into the sofa.
 
   “That’s better”, she cooed and wrapped her hand around the back of his head. She guided him to the areas that gave her the most pleasure. “You’re going to make a good little bitch. Keep this up and you might just pass my class.” When she could wait no longer Kelly guided her student’s mouth to her clit. “There is the pleasure spot that will take me over the edge. Keep your tongue there and take your time. Aahhh that’s it.” She held him firmly to her forcing his tongue to lap at her swollen clitoris. 
 
   As the feelings built inside her she fought the urge to climax. He was good and she didn’t want to rush the sensation. Her head spun thinking of how she would make this football superstar her pussy licking bitch for the semester. She grabbed his head with both hands as her orgasm crested and flowed through her convulsing body.
 
   When the climax ebbed she let go of his head. Adam gasped and pulled away. He had been deprived of his full air flow while being held in place through her orgasm. With a wet face he sat back onto the floor and panted. His cock was standing straight out in front of him rising and falling with his deep breaths. 
 
   Breathlessly she smiled down at him and said, “Get your clothes and get out!” She could see shock in his eyes. “Report for you next lesson at 9:30 on Thursday morning. I’ve already checked your schedule. Now get out!”
 
   Knowing there would be a punishment if he argued; Adam collected his clothes and went out the front door not bothering to get dressed. She was looking forward to the remainder of the semester…
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   Monday morning after her first class, Kelly returned to her office to see students and grade papers. It was a normal part of her weekly schedule. Students would drop in and discuss issues they were having with assignments, interpretations of the literature or get caught up with classes they might have missed.
 
   Waiting for her this time was a bouquet of roses with a card. She unlocked her door, collected the flowers and opened the card. It read:
 
   Please accept these as personal thanks for taking an interest in Adam Carlson. My staff and I have seen you work wonders with our student athletes and we sincerely hope for the same improvements with Adam under your tutelage. I look forward to seeing you at the home games.
 
   With thanks,
 
   Coach Norris
 
   Included in the envelope were two tickets to the game. However, they were in the All-Star club, an exclusive climate controlled, catered, social club reserved for the special donors and busters. The coach’s gratitude was obvious. He needed this kid on the field and he knew that she had the ability to turn young, snot-nosed brats into respectful, well mannered football players. The coach had never questioned her teaching methods but was always exceedingly pleased with her results.
 
   She put the vase of flowers on the window sill and went on to grading papers. It would be a pleasure to watch the game from the All-Star club and she would have to thank both the coach and Mr. Carlson for their individual roles. Smiling Kelly returned to her day, but throughout began to consider how she would thank her new student project.
 
   Tuesday mornings were always special to Kelly. She had no classes until the afternoon, her morning was open. Coincidentally, Mr. Carlson was also free and she had a standing appointment with him at her home this semester. He arrived exactly at 9:00 and she answered the door in nothing but a short silk robe. “Come in”, she said holding the door open for him.
 
   Once inside, she closed and locked the door. Turning to walk back into the living room, she issued her next command, “Strip!” Adam was out of his clothed in a flash. He made no move from the door way, just stood and waited to be instructed.
 
   She took a position in an overstuffed chair in the living room before calling him. “Come here and kneel.” He moved with the grace of an athlete, swiftly kneeling before her. “Have you discussed these lessons with anyone?”
 
   “No, you told me that was the first rule.” He was proud having remembered and obeyed. She struck him across his bare chest with the tongue of the ridding crop. He had not seen the device and had no idea where she hid it. The result of the discipline was a bright red lash and instant pain causing him to yell out.
 
   She waved the crop at his face like a pointer during a lecture. “Mr. Carlson, I have difficulty with your lack of respect for me. It is the one area in which you need the most improvement. Now we will try again, think before you speak and remember your place, you worthless little bitch!” She placed the tongue of the crop under his chin and lifted him to look her in the eye. “Have you discussed these lessons with anyone?”
 
   He swallowed and quietly said, “No, Ma’am, I have not.”
 
   She pulled the crop free from his chin and sat back in the chair. “No one has asked you about where you stand in my class or if you have started your private lessons?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress, they have asked, bit I refuse to talk about it.” He was now reengaged with his submissive station.
 
   Smiling, Kelly laid the crop across her lap. She no longer needed to hide it. She went on, “Exactly who has asked and what did you say?”
 
   He hesitated making sure that he could respond correctly without receiving another lashing. “Mistress, Coach Norris asked if I had scheduled private tutoring with you. I told him that I had and you were willing to try as long as I completed all the assignments. He made me promise him that I would attend every appointment. He said if he heard from you that I missed a session, that he would personally beat my ass. I’m sorry, Mistress, those were his words.” He bowed his head.
 
   She laughed, “It’s quite alright, Mr. Carlson. I know the coach well and would have expected nothing less from him. He sees real value in the training I provide to young men like yourself. Do you understand your commitment to be here for every lesson?”
 
   “Yes Ma’am, I do.” There was none of the thug persona, he was beginning to transform into a disciplined young man, but there was still much work to be done.
 
   “The coach sent me flowers and tickets for this week’s game in the All-Star club for taking you on as my special project this semester. He sees promise in you, let’s not disappoint him. What about the other players? What have they asked you about out little sessions?” She asked coolly.
 
   “Well, Mistress, they are all afraid of you. They don’t really ask about the private lessons.” He said in a low voice.
 
   Kelly found his response interesting. She had never heard this before and asked, “Go on, what do they say? Why are they afraid of me?”
 
   He looked up at her, “Mistress, there is a rumor about the private lessons you had with Eddie James.” He paused certain that she would strike him. When she did nothing, he went on. “Even though he’s in the pro’s now, everybody knows how he acted in high school and college. They say he would fight anybody, even a coach or teacher. The coaches didn’t think he would be drafted because of his attitude. Then you started to teach him privately and all that changed.”
 
   Confused she said, “There has to be more to it than that.”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am, there is.” He cleared his throat. “Shortly after you started working with Eddie, they say the coach saw marks on his back, like he’d been whipped or something. He wouldn’t say what happened or where he got them, but everybody thinks it was you. They say that you beat him when he wouldn’t do his assignments. The coaches didn’t report it because he changed; he made his grades and was producing on the field. He was unstoppable in the last half of the season that year. The rumor is that anyone who has private lessons with you will either change or get beaten like Eddie. The coaches aren’t allowed to hit the players, but if a five foot tall white woman from the English department does it, who’s gonna report it?”
 
   Kelly grinned slyly upon hearing this new information. Coach Norris didn’t know about her teaching methods but he was willing to use a rumor to keep his kids in line. She liked knowing that they were a team and as long as everybody got what they wanted, so much the better. “Thank you for the report, Mr. Carlson. With luck, you will be the next one they talk about. I am certain that your commitment and dedication will be evident when we part ways.” She untied her robe and opened it placing one foot on the ottoman and one leg over the arm of the chair. “Now be a good boy and show me what you have learned with respect to using that mouth of yours.”
 
   Adam’s eyes were glassy as he moved to the chair and began slowly with his tongue. He was much more patient and took his time pleasuring his instructor. He listened for her moans and to her breathing trying to make sure he was hitting all the right spots. 
 
   “Very nice, you have remembered well.” She breathed heavily and said, “This is the kind of dedication you should make to all things in your life. You should want to be good at your skills. You have to practice in order to master any skill, just like in football.” Her voice trailed off as his mouth found her pleasure center. “Yes, like that. Agile, gentle and yet patient, that’s very good.” Her eyes were closed as she spoke to him. “You must learn to deny yourself in order to achieve your higher goals. Yes, that’s good, yes, right there.”
 
   His mouth brought her to the edge over and again as she spoke to him. The conversation became a distraction of sorts to keep her from coming. Eventually there was nothing she could do to hold back. His tongue worked her to the edge and then pushed her into the blissful abyss. Kelly moaned and ground herself into his talented mouth. Her body convulsed through the waves of pleasure and instead of holding his head, he held her hips firmly. It was only when he was certain that her climax was complete that he turned her loose. He finished by gently kissing and licking her as her world returned to is normal axis.
 
   Opening her eyes, Kelly found her willing student sitting on the floor between her legs. Looking up at her he seemed to be waiting for feedback on his latest performance. “Well done, Mr. Carlson, very well done indeed.” She smiled down at him and moved to her next lesson. “Please stand and bend over the ottoman.”
 
   He jumped to his feet and leaned over holding securely to the large foot stool. Returning to the role of the Professor, Kelly stood with the crop in hand and circled her naked subject. “The next lesson for today is one of the most important you will learn.” From behind she reached through his spread legs and stroked his shaft and balls. Adam moaned from the sensation. “As I said earlier, it is important for you to learn to deny yourself pleasures in order to achieve goals.” She walked another circle around him letting her hand glide along his ass cheeks and playfully stroking him. “For instance, you give up going out with friends in order to lift weights. Perhaps you refuse to go out on a date so that you can study game films. Giving up a thing of pleasure can lead you to another thing of greater pleasure. Don’t you agree Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, his voice was hushed and distant.
 
   She moved behind him and reached around to lightly stroke his erection. His cock was fully erect and as hard as steel. As she glided up and down his length, Kelly pressed her hips into his ass cheeks. Again he groaned his appreciation. After a few more firm tugs, she leaned on to his back and whispered in his ear, “Don’t move.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he replied.
 
   She stood behind him and asked, “What are you to me, Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “I am your servant, Mistress.”
 
   “Yes, and what else?” she asked.
 
   “I am your little bitch, Mistress”, he said in a low voice.
 
   She reached around and stroked him again. While her hand moved up and down his length she said, “You see how this works, Mr. Carlson? By admitting that you had a problem you were delivered to me. By giving up your free time, I teach you how to respect and please a woman.” He moaned as she teased him with her hand. She continued, “By openly confessing that you are nothing more than a little bitch whore, I give you some pleasure.” She fondled him faster. She sensed that he was close to his release and stopped abruptly. He whimpered at the loss of her hand on him.
 
   “Yes, I know that you’re ready and if you continue to be a good little bitch you just might get to experience that. But for now, you must learn to deny yourself for the greater reward.” She stood back and swung the crop down across his upturned ass cheeks. He howled in pain and his legs buckled under him. Still holding the stool he righted himself. Immediately Kelly began to caress his erection, stroking and tugging until he was moaning again. “Are you ready to cum, Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress, please.”
 
   She stepped back and gave him another full force swing of the leather crop. Again he let out a scream of pain. Without letting go of the ottoman he squatted trying to ease some of the pain in his burning ass cheeks. “Stand up!” She ordered. He did as he was told to find her hand running the length of his shaft once more. He groaned, the pain and pleasure were becoming one in the same and if he was going to get the pleasure, he had to endure the pain. With just the right amount of pressure she stroked him slowly from the head to the base. His moans filled the room and Kelly began rubbing his reddened cheeks with the tongue of the crop. “Are you close again?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   She continued her fondling. “You must learn to deny yourself.” In a flash she drew back and reigned two full swings down onto to him. Holding the foot stool he danced slightly but did not buckle as before. She stroked him to the edge of orgasm again. “Are you ready to cum again, Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   “You must deny yourself.” She chided and continued her hand movement.
 
   “I’m not sure I can, Mistress.” He paused, “I need your help.”
 
   She smiled broadly, stood back and gave him four full slaps from the crop. He waivered less than before, doing his best to stand bent over he took each strike as they were delivered. In a hoarse whisper he said, “Thank you, Mistress.”
 
   She reached under him and began again. He moaned but she could tell that he was in control of himself. She rubbed his ass cheeks, they were red and slightly swollen with bright stripes from the lashings. Kelly liked seeing this once arrogant football star humbled before her. She alone would bring him to understand the ways of the world. She would enjoy doing it knowing that he would never forget the lessons of his freshman year. 
 
   Her hand continued it’s up and down movements, she whispered to him, “Very good, you may let go of the ottoman and stand up.” He released the stool and straightened with her standing next to him. He looked down and watched as she pumped him with her right fist. His eyes were red and bloodshot from struggling through the pain, they were also glassy and filled with want. She asked, “Are you denying yourself?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress, I am.”
 
   “Do you understand why it is important to learn to do so?” She asked sweetly.
 
   “I am learning, Mistress.” His breathing was heavy and deep.
 
   “Is this the longest that you’ve been able to hold out without cumming?” She asked.
 
   “Yes, Mistress.” He said still controlling his breathing.
 
   “You will get better, I assure you. For now, you’ve done very well, Mr. Carlson. I will allow you to climax now.” She whispered directly into his ear.
 
   His breath caught and his body tensed. She stroked him once more and as the thick white seed shot from him he began to tremble violently. She continued milking him until his shaking became uncontrollable and he fell to the ground in a heap. The young man lay on the floor groaning and twitching with pleasure. His orgasm continued for a few more seconds and streams of creamy fluid coated his chest and the surrounding floor.
 
   Kelly looked down at her handy work. The young man was completely spent. When he rolled his head to look at her she spoke firmly, “I would guess that’s the best orgasm that you’ve ever had in your life.” He moaned what she considered to be an affirmation. “By denying yourself you can achieve great things, Mr. Carlson. I will teach you how to capitalize on this principle. For now it’s up to you.” She tossed him a towel. “Clean up your mess and you may go.”
 
   She sat and watched him mop the discharge from himself and the floor. “You now have a greater knowledge of what it takes to compete in this world. I know it’s not English Literature, but you were unwilling to take that class. Consider what we’ve accomplished here today. I want you to deny yourself pleasures and get in the gym, review films and study the playbook. You have limited opportunities for greatness, Mr. Carlson.” Finished cleaning his personal mess, he gathered his clothes and began to dress. “The game this week is against State. Our university takes great pride in winning this rivalry. I will expect your best performance and will not tolerate failure. Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress it is.” He said weakly.
 
   “You need only to deny your pleasures and do your best. You are dismissed and I will see you on the field this Saturday. Please don’t disappoint me, Mr. Carlson.” She waved him away.
 
   “I wouldn’t think of it, Mistress.” He went through the door and she thought to herself, even his use of English is improving.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc356544744]Chapter Six
 
                 
 
   Professor Kelly Shaw had two tickets for the most sought after football game on the university’s schedule that year. Without a steady man in her life she decided to invite one of her contemporaries from the Math and Sciences Department. Associate Professor Donna Milton was in her second year with the staff. They had met at one of the many university socials/fund raisers late last school year. The two ladies had similar interests and issues, both were in their first positions out of college, both were single and both struggled with the politics of the Big Ten University system.
 
   When time permitted, Donna and Kelly would have lunch or dinner together. It was much easier than trying to find a man with a schedule as busy as theirs. Besides, the local bars were filled with the kids they instructed and there was nothing glamorous about dating a student.
 
   When Kelly offered the opportunity to watch the game from the All-Star club Donna jumped at the chance. They were walking over early even though they had reserved box seating. Lunch and cocktails would be served from noon until an hour past the end of the game. There was no reason to pass on a good meal and free drinks. Donna questioned how the school was permitted to serve alcohol at an NCAA sporting event. “The club is a private social organization which happens to be physically attached to the stadium. It’s a technicality but that how they get around the NCAA rules. Nothing leaves the club and they have a liquor license from the state. I can’ wait to see the inside.” Kelly said.
 
   Donna was surprised, “I thought you had season tickets. Is this your first time in the club?”
 
   “Yes”, she replied. “I have regular tickets but Coach Norris sent these over last week after I took on one of his special students. He’s not such a bad guy and he has a generous nature when it comes to taking care of the kids on the team. Have you met him?”
 
   “I’m afraid so”, Donna said. “Last year I had three of his players close to failing one of my classes. Norris comes busting into my office and reads me the riot act about the history of the university, the winning nature of the program and the disgrace I would be if I didn’t get his players up to par with their grades.”
 
   Kelly laughed out loud. “Been there, done that. You just have to know how to handle him.”
 
   “I don’t think I have that particular skill set.” Donna scoffed.
 
   “We can talk about it some other time, but just consider the pressure he’s under as coach of a major university football program.” Kelly grinned thinking back about her first encounter with the coach. “Once you understand the system things go much easier and you still get to teach the kids. It’s just that you may have to modify the lessons sometimes.”
 
   “I’ve heard great things about you and the work you do outside with the student athletes. My first year here they told me about Eddie James. He sounded like a real problem. Did you really save the kid’s career?” Donne was truly interested.
 
   Kelly didn’t want to get into the details of her relationship with Eddie James. “I did what any good educator would do; I took an interest and told him that I wouldn’t allow him to fail. Once he accepted that failure wouldn’t be tolerated, he changed his life, not me.”
 
   “I don’t know. The staff in the Math and Sciences Department talk about you like your some sort of teaching Goddess. They say that you take on all the hardest cases and every time, you turn them around.” Donna insisted. “Even the men in my department are afraid of most of the student athletes. They don’t try to talk to the jocks let alone teach them. The vast majority of the athletic scholarships stay away from math and science. I guess it’s best but I wish I had some of your backbone.”
 
   Kelly smiled and as they reached the stadium she handed the gate security agent their tickets. “Well someday maybe I’ll share my secrets with you. For now let’s get up to the club and enjoy the game.”
 
   They walked the concourse to the elevators which took them up to the exclusive social club. A security guard checked their tickets again before they were permitted to enter the elevator. The doors opened up to a plush surrounding that would have fit into any restaurant in the city. The smell of food hit them as they stepped out and the view of the football field stretched from left to right, a complete panorama of college sports. It was breathtaking at this level.
 
   A young woman greeted them, “Welcome to the All-Star Club, ladies. May I see you tickets please?” She smiled, Kelly handed them over for a final review. “Thank you.” She looked them over and seemed surprised, “Oh, which one of you is Professor Shaw?”
 
   “I am”, Kelly replied. “Is everything alright?”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am, we were told to expect you. Coach Norris made sure that we knew you were attending. He told us about how valuable you are to the coaching staff. He said that anything you want, we are to get for you. Right this way ladies.” She turned and escorted them to their seats.
 
   Donna said, “You’re right, maybe I should get to know the coach.”
 
   “Hush”, Kelly said laughing.
 
   “Here you are”, she waved a hand at an elaborately decorated table. “The buffet is open as well as the bar. The coach has taken care of everything and these gifts are for you. My name is Melissa, please let me know if there is anything I can get while here in the club.” She turned and left them at the table.
 
   There were two seats at the table of four with place holders labeled ‘Professor Shaw & Guest’. At each place was a sweatshirt, ball cap, scarf, and pom-poms all adorned in the school colors and logos. Donna said, “And you’re just teaching his payers, imagine if you had something going with the guy.” She giggled.
 
   “Don’t even go there”, Kelly replied
 
   The two ladies filed through the buffet and ordered champagne from the bar. Rather than eat at the table, they went to an outdoor balcony to enjoy their food and watch the pre-game warm up. It was a sunny crisp autumn day. The field was perfectly manicured and lined for the event and the maximum capacity crowd was filling the stadium. School colors for both squads could be seen throughout and the stage was set for another annual rivalry battle.
 
   Thirty minutes before kick-off, Coach Norris entered the All-Star Club to a cheerful round of applause. It was tradition for the coach to stop by the club prior to the home games and do a little glad handing with the boosters and alumni. Bigger than life, he moved through the crowd promising a good game and praying for a win. He saw Professor Shaw and immediately excused himself to visit her table.
 
   Throwing his arms open he hugged her upon reaching the tableside. “Kelly, I’m so glad that you’re here today. I want to thank you once again for working a miracle with another of our student athletes.”
 
   She returned the hug saying, “It’s good to see you too coach. I really haven’t done anything. They are all good kids and just need the right encouragement.”
 
   He smiled and held her by the shoulders, “Don’t be so modest, ever since Adam has begun private lessons with you he’s a changed man. If he’s not on the field, he’s in the gym. If he’s not in the gym he’s studying films. His grades are up and today he will get some playing time. I can’t thank you enough.”
 
   A crowd had formed around the two as they spoke. The boosters enjoyed their time with the coach and he could see that game time was upon them. Holding Kelly in one of his massive arms he turned to the crowd. “I promise you that our kids are properly trained and ready for the challenge they face today. God willing we’ll come out with a victory and no injuries. I hope you all enjoy the game. He gave her a squeeze and was gone. The next time she saw him he was on the side lines giving the pregame talk to his players.
 
   The first half was a battle. Both teams played well but mistakes were defining the game. With two forced turnovers on each squad the defenses were playing well and the offenses were matching almost point for point. The end of the half sounded and the teams went into the locker rooms with State up by three points. It was time for the half time show and fresh cocktails.
 
   The girls sat, drank and chatted about the game. An attractive women in her late fourties approached and asked very politely, “I’m sorry to interrupt your afternoon.” She had a southern drawl that could have only been created from wealth in the south. “I thought I overheard Coach Norris mention,” she hesitated, “Are either of you Professor Kelly Shaw?”
 
   Surprised finding someone who knew her outside the walls of the university, Kelly said, “That would be me,” and extended a hand. “Have we met?”
 
   “No Dear, but I must say that I’ve heard a lot about you. My name is Brenda Cook, my husband is Thomas Cook.” The woman replied as they shook hands. Kelly immediately recognized the family name. The Cook family had three wings and one library named after them on the university. The family had been influential in creating the school and was still very active with fund raising and grants for educational advancements.
 
   Kelly introduced Donna, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Are you enjoying the game?” She had no idea what to say to the woman.
 
   “Indeed, but the offense needs a little spark. I’m sure Coach Norris is starting a fire in the locker room as we speak.” She took a seat. “It has come to our attention that you are responsible for the creative turnaround of many of our young athletes. We have heard about how you take a personal interest in these students and put them back on the right track.”
 
   Kelly was unsettled to know that there were others, outside the university that knew about her private lessons. “It’s nothing more than taking a personal interest and finding the best way to educate these kids. Any good teacher would do the same.”
 
   “Modesty becomes you My Dear. Thomas and I have been involved in the student athlete program our entire lives. We have seen many fall by the wayside and even be forced to leave the school. Since your arrival, not one has left who came to you for help. I simply want you to know that it’s appreciated and noticed.” Her husband joined her at their table. “Tom, this is the young professor we were discussing last week.”
 
   They shook hands with another round of introducing Donna Milton. “It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
 
   “The pleasure is all mine, Professor. If what I have heard from Coach Norris is even half true, then you may be the most valuable educator in out university system.” He smiled and imitated a toast with his drink.
 
   Before Kelly could respond, Brenda Cook spoke, “Tom, this is Professor Shaw’s first visit to the club. Could you see to it that her tickets are upgraded from this point forward? I’d like to spend more time getting to know her.”
 
   “Oh, that’s not necessary,” Kelly protested.
 
   “Think nothing of it. Of course we can. I’ll make the call on Monday, consider it done!” He took his wife’s hand as she stood. “It was a pleasure meeting you and as Brenda said, I look forward to seeing you very soon.” Without another word the two returned to their private table across the club.
 
   “Wow! It’s like you’re famous or something. How do I get in on the action?” Donna was laughing.
 
   Kelly wasn’t laughing. It was one thing to be known on campus but having prominent boosters inviting her to return to the club was something all together different. She would have time to reflect later. Half time was over and the teams were out on the field for the last two quarters.
 
   The third quarter began just like the first two. The teams were taking turns scoring and the defenses were getting exhausted trying to control the game. Kelly and Donna watched from their glassed perch as drive after drive the score remained slanted with State up by three points at the end of the third quarter. After a brief timeout the teams returned for the fourth and last quarter. Several personnel changes were made, one of which included Adam Carlson, #26 taking the field.
 
   The whistle sounded and with the snap of the ball bodies began crashing into one another grappling to gain control of the beloved football. Kelly recognized the play as an ‘out route’. The receivers run straight down the field with a quick turn to the sidelines catching the ball. The coach was betting on Adam’s speed against a very tired defense. From the snap it was clear that the new recruit was untouchable. He took off like a speeding train and outpaced the defender by two full steps when the ball landed firmly in his hands and he stepped out of bounds.
 
   Cheers filled the stadium as the play resulted in a 35 yard gain. The referee signaled the first down and play began again. This time the defense sent two defenders to contain Adam Carlson. At the snap, he bolted past both for a fly route. This play sends the receiver straight down the field. Adam Carlson surprised the two defenders by speeding past them both. He was clear and in the open when the pass fell into his hands with 20 yards to the end zone. He easily raced across the goal line. 
 
   The crowd exploded as Adam Carlson scored his first collegiate touchdown. The band played and a cannon sounded. Pandemonium filled the arena as State lost the lead. Kelly watched as Adam handed the ball to the referee and jogged back to the sidelines with his teammates patting him on the helmet. His humility was a stark difference to the show-off dancing that most football stars brought to the field. She was proud watching his performance.
 
   Adam Carlson, #26 scored twice more before the end of the game. In fact, he was the only player who scored for either team in the final quarter. His speed and quickness was unparalleled, he read the defense and exploited weaknesses. His timing was perfect, he ran each play exactly as it had been planned and State had no answer for his scoring. Each trip past the goal line ended with Adam humbly handing off the ball to an official and jogging back to the sidelines.
 
   The celebration began the moment the final whistle sounded ending the game with State in an 18 point deficit. The students flooded the field enjoying a key win for their university. Inside the All-Star Club was a similar scene with people clapping and cheering, most were on their feet. Drinks were being served continuing the festive atmosphere.
 
   The televisions in the club changed from the game coverage to a closed circuit feed of the coach who was ready to discuss the game with local reporters. When his image filled the screen, the room began to quite, many brought the room under control with, “Quite down now, Coach Norris is about to speak!”
 
   Coach Norris began in the fashion of Southern Gentleman. He thanked God for keeping the teams safe, spoke well about the great State football program and claimed he had a great group of coaches that make big wins possible. He answered question for a few minutes and then introduced the schools new star receiver.
 
   The camera panned to Adam Carlson, still in uniform with sweat beading on his face. Kelly held her breath hoping that his thug persona would be left somewhere else for this particular interview. A reporter could be heard asking, “Adam, can you tell us what it means to you being the highest scorer in your first game and in such a big rivalry.”
 
   Carlson turned to face the camera and spoke calmly, “It feels wonderful to be part of such a great university and playing for a team with a long history of winning. I was honored when Coach Norris asked me to part of this amazing program and I am honored today to have helped my team bring home a win.” He paused; the reporter encouraged him to continue. “Today’s victory isn’t about me. There’s a whole locker room of guys who work hard every day. We are only a team together. We have the best coaches in the nation and the best professors who support our challenges of being student athletes. You asked me what it means to me, it would mean nothing to me without the team, the coaches and the support of the greatest university in the nation.”
 
   Coach Norris put an arm around his young player and faced the camera. “That, ladies and gentlemen, is the type of character we look for in our program. I’m proud of all my kids, but Mr. Carlson here is a fine example of why we work so hard in the off season to find the best prospects across the nation.” He turned to Adam, “Thank you, son.  You had a great game today, now hit the showers.”
 
   The reporters fired questions at the coach but the All-Star Club was in deep conversation about the humble interview they had just witnessed. The boosters were extremely happy to have a win but Adam’s interview would be the lead story on the news broadcast. They had a talented, humble, well spoken athlete as they face of their football program. This good looking young man would bring donation pouring in.
 
   As Kelly and Donna prepared to go, she felt a hand on her shoulder. Brenda Cook stood next to her. She bent and whispered into Kelly’s ear, “You’ve done very well with this one Professor Shaw. He will be the new face of the team. We didn’t expect it and couldn’t be happier. Keep up the good work and I look forward to seeing you next Saturday.” She patted her shoulder before leaving with her husband.
 
   On the walk home, Kelly couldn’t decide if she’d created a monster and thereby a problem for herself, or paved the way for a very long career. In either case, the genie was out of the bottle and powerful people would be expecting results from her.
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   Tuesday afternoon was another scheduled session with Adam Carlson. He arrived precisely at the prescribed hour of 3:30. There was enough time between classes and his daily lifting and strength training. She greeted him at the door with a smile and less formal attitude. “Come in and take a seat next to the sofa.”
 
   He sat where he was told to and waited with his hands folded on his lap. She sat on the sofa and said, “As you know, I attended the game against State last weekend. You played very well. I sensed a difference in your attitude and therefore your presence on the field. Tell me what happened and how you were able to defeat the defenses so easily in the fourth quarter.”
 
   “Well Mistress, I owe most of that to you. Denying the simple daily pleasures of life gave me time to increase my weight training as well as my film studies. I studied every game film we had with State from this year and last. They haven’t changed their style for several years.” He was calm and more confident around her. His conversational skills were back to an intelligent young man from Connecticut.
 
   “Interesting, what did you learn?” She inquired.
 
   “Mistress, it seemed to me that State uses their linebackers to stop the run only. Once I saw it, there were only the safeties and the cornerbacks to deal with. Both starting cornerbacks have been the fastest guys on the squad for the past two years. It causes them to be lazy when defending because they could always use their speed to break a play. The films showed that they would allow the offensive receivers to get two or three steps on them before trying to cover them. I have about half a second on either of them so once they gave me three steps it was over, I was in the clear.” He was calm but excited. The efforts had paid off and he was ready to learn more.
 
   Kelly was impressed by her students turn around. The maturity and demeanor he was showing was that of a much older man. “So, you see how denying yourself can lead to greater pleasure?”
 
   “Absolutely, Mistress, without question.” He answered immediately.
 
   She went on, “Have you studied for the A&T game this week?”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am. I’ve pulled all the film but have only made it through half of them. I will have them finished by Friday afternoon.” Again he was at ease with the conversation.
 
   “And what have you gleaned from the films so far?” She was enjoying the conversation and denying herself the pleasure waiting for her.
 
   “Mistress, A&T uses a lot of zone coverage. The defense leaves large gaps in the field. We will need to find those gaps and exploit them using crossing routes. If they figure it out, we’ll need to change to a few out routes, spread the field and then back again as they go back to zone. I anticipate that they will double team me this week. I’ve told our quarterback to be on the lookout for it. If two guys are on me then somebody else is open for the ball. I’ll know more when I finish reviewing the films.” His natural good looks were increased by his poise and confidence.
 
   She measured him with her eyes, “The coach is very happy with your performance and I must say that the after game press conference was perfect. I watched from the All-Star Club and you gained the attention of many of the guests. Well, done Mr. Carlson. You are learning quickly.” As if it was an afterthought she added, “Now remove your clothes please.
 
   With purpose he stood and disrobed as she did the same. He remained standing and watched as she stretched out on the sofa. When she was comfortable she said, “I have greatly enjoyed the conversation, Mr. Carlson, but I would like you to use that mouth for something a little more physical. If you would please...”
 
   She opened her legs as he knelt between them. Without another word he used all the talents she had instilled in him to please her. Slowly and gently he licked, kissed and sucked until she was writhing in passion and screaming out. The orgasm flowed through her like an electric current. With expert skill he kept up the attention to her most private parts and as the first climax ebbed, another began to build. She held him to her letting him know that he was bringing her to another peak.
 
   As with the first, the heat in her belly grew. She tried to relax in order to enjoy the sensations longer but her body was having none of it. The expert use of his tongue brought her to the edge and quickly over for her second explosive orgasm. Another cry escaped her mouth and with closed eyes she let him guide her through the pulsing waves until at last they resided leaving panting and breathless.
 
   When she was able to open her eyes again, the world came back into focus with her servant kneeling politely on the floor between her legs. He smiled ever so slightly and she assumed he was proud of himself. He had grown tremendously over the last few weeks and she thought he deserved a small amount of pride. He also deserved a bit of a reward. She sat up and said, “Please lie down on the ottoman face up.”
 
   He did as instructed. Although the foot stool was large it was not enough to support his entire body. His arms, legs and head hung from the edges. She stood to look him over, pleased with his compliance. Kelly turned the stool so that Adam’s body was between the sofa and a heavy overstuffed chair. She handed him two leather restraints with instructions to secure them to his wrists. While he was busy buckling the devices in place, she worked on strapping two more to his ankles.
 
   Once they were both finished, Kelly moved to his head and pulled two black nylon tethers from under the chair. She had tied them to the chair legs earlier expecting to use them now. With clips that resemble those on a dog leash, she clasped a wrist to each of the tethers. Them from under the sofa she produced two more binding straps and secured his legs in the same fashion. He now looked as if he was stretched out on an old fashioned rack used as a torture device. His hands were extended above his head and his legs were held straight and slightly spread. The ottoman supported the middle of his body pushing his erection skyward.
 
   From a small drawer in the end table she retrieved a small foil package. He recognized it immediately as she held it with her teeth and ripped it open. While rolling on the lubricated latex she spoke to him. “Just as before, Mr. Carlson, you must deny yourself certain pleasures in order to get to the really great rewards. In many cases the reward will be the goal you set to achieve.” She stroked him, “Other times you will be rewarded by others receiving praise, money or the good favor of people.” She threw her leg over him and squatted down onto his erection. Lowering herself, she sighed and said, “This is once such reward.”
 
   Her previous wetness combined with the condom’s lubrication allowed her to take him fully in one thrust. She sat atop him with her eyes closed enjoying the feeling of him filling her. After a moment she said, “Do you remember the last lesson of denying yourself for a greater reward?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress, I do.” He said through clenched teeth.
 
   She lifted from him and stood beside his outstretched body. She had the riding crop in her right hand. Adam had no idea where she had hid it or how she had retrieved it. His eyes showed that he knew he was bound and restrained with no way to defend himself. Kelly was certain that a small amount of fear drifted through him. She said, “I’m glad you remember.” The cool leather of the crop’s tongue glided along the underside of his testicles. He flinched but was unable to move further.
 
   “It’s my understanding that you denied yourself last week while studying films and working on strength. Is this correct?” She straddled him again and let the crop rest on his chest while she hovered.
 
   “Yes, Mistress, that’s correct.” He sighed.
 
   “And what was the benefit?” She teased him by lightly rubbing her wetness on his straining erection.
 
   “We won the game, Mistress.” He said staring into her eyes.
 
   “Correct, Mr. Carlson, You were rewarded.” And on the final word she slid fully onto him once again. He groaned his appreciation. “Now that you understand how it works you will have to deny yourself again for your next reward.” She lifted from him until only the tip remained and then slowly lowered herself to a sitting position. “You deserve a bit of a reward for the effort you put forth last week. I was impressed and so was the coach. But you must please me first or you will be disciplined. I fear that you are not in a position to defend yourself. Unfortunately you will have to do your very best to earn this reward without physical punishment.” She slid up and back down his length again. “Let’s do our best, shall we?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he replied and breathed deeply.
 
   Up and down Kelly moved, slowly and gracefully. It was rare for her to have a man this way and when the time was right she wanted to enjoy every second of it. Her eyes closed and she threw her head back softly moaning with each downward thrust. She felt him growing inside her and said, “How are you doing Mr. Carlson?”
 
   “Getting very close, Mistress. It feels so good.” His voice was close to a whisper, thin and reedy.
 
   She lifted off him, moving to his side. He was panting and trying to control his breathing as well as his release. Playfully she lightly swatted his stiff cock with the flimsy leather tongue of the crop. He twisted and jumped fully expecting more than the light taps she delivered. With another light tap on the testicles, she giggled saying, “As I pointed out, you have no means to defend yourself. Now let’s try again and please concentrate this time.”
 
   Mounting him again she wasted no time in regaining her rhythm. Up to the tip and down to the hilt over and again she worked him for her pleasure. Adam closed his eyes, controlled his breathing and tried to relax. He clearly understood the punishment waiting for him if he was finished too soon. As the familiar tightening began in her stomach, Kelly discarded the crop letting her hands wander over her bare breasts and into her thick hair. She was on the edge of her own climax and as the electric sensations reached their zenith she screamed, “Now!”
 
   The single command sent Adam into a bucking convulsion. He pulled at his bindings trying to bury himself as deeply as possible into his mounted instructor. His spasms and forceful writhing sent her spinning into a deep powerful orgasm. The room around them seemed to disappear and their screams of passion filled the remaining void.
 
   When the natural world reappeared, she was still straddled on her student with his member withering inside her. She dismounted on weak legs and unhooked his hands. With her last remaining bit of strength, Kelly slumped on to the sofa exhausted. You can take off those restraints and you are free to go.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, was all he could whisper. Adam unbuckled the leather shackles and tossed the used condom in a nearby waste can. He was clearly satisfied by the experience.
 
   As he dressed, Professor Shaw finished the lecture. “I hope that you enjoyed your reward.” She smiled but didn’t wait for a response. “You have the attention of some very influential people now. I want to encourage you to stay the course and continue to deny simple pleasures for the greater rewards that are obviously waiting for you. Your performance on and off the field will be followed closely from this point forward. Practice constantly, think before you act and thoughtfully consider before you speak. The season will be over soon and its success is yours for the making, Mr. Carlson.” He was dressed, standing and listening carefully. “You are dismissed. I will see you again after the A&T game. Good luck.”
 
   He gave her a slight bow, “Thank you Mistress.” He paused and then added, “For everything.”
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc356544746]Chapter Eight
 
                 
 
   Saturday afternoon brought another football game, and thanks to Brenda Cook, another trip to the All-Star Club. Kelly invited Donna Milton to join her and the two women were warmly welcomed by the staff of the club. They knew both women by name and greeted them as soon as they stepped off the elevator. Melissa was in attendance and showed them to their table.
 
   Brenda Cook intercepted them half way through the club. Kelly dismissed Melissa saying they could find their seats. “I am so happy to see you both.” She stood and hugged each of them. “Last week’s game seems to have set the tone for what we expect from the rest of the season. Your young man, Adam Carlson, was the epitome of a gentleman student athlete in the post game interview. It was on local and national news as well as Sports Center. The kid had made a real splash and we are so proud to have him representing our university.”
 
   Walking to the bar as they chatted, Kelly responded. “Well, he is an amazing young man, but I don’t think of him as mine in any fashion.” She lied attempting to cover it with modesty. 
 
   As they ordered drinks, Brenda said, “Well Dear, that may be true, but you have Coach Norris, Tom and the rest of the boosters thinking of you as a miracle worker. For years now you have taken the toughest of cases and turned them around, never asking for anything in return and never taking credit. It’s time that all changed. Tom and I have worked behind the scenes to make this the best school in the Big Ten; we’re both alumni as well as all of our children. We want nothing but the best for the school and the kids. It’s not often that someone comes along who is willing to work as hard for the same goals. We feel, when that happens, the person working with us should be duly compensated. We don’t have the ability to increase salaries, so we work with others, many here today to provide extra benefits.”
 
   Like these tickets, Kelly thought. “Thank you for the kind words and as much as I appreciate it, I want you to know that it’s not necessary. Being an educator is all I ever wanted to be. Being offered a position here was more than I could have dreamed.”
 
   “That’s what I’m talking about, selfless, modesty all for the greater good of the university. I just love it!” Brenda gave Kelly a pat on the hand. The three women stood at the bar and chatted a few more minutes. It interested Kelly that people she didn’t know or had never met would say hello to her by name.
 
   An elderly couple walked past, both nodded and the gentleman said, “It’s a pleasure to see you Professor Shaw.” Several others would step to the bar; order drinks and address her in the same manner. She had become the local celebrity of sorts without knowing it.
 
   After Brenda left them in order to mingle with the crowd, Kelly and Donna filled their plates at the buffet.  As before, they ate outdoors while watching the last of the team warm ups. Donna said, “It appears that you’ve become somewhat famous here.” She grinned taking another bite of food.
 
   Kelly raised her eye brows, “Yeah and I’m not sure what to think about it. Brenda seems nice, but there’s something more behind the mask. I guess all I can do is enjoy it while it lasts. There’s no harm in getting better seats at the game. You don’t mind coming with me do you?”
 
   “Not at all, on my salary, free food and drinks are always welcome.” They laughed.
 
   Thirty minutes before kickoff they went inside to hear the coach speak to the influential supporters and have another drink. As if on cue, the elevator doors opened and the larger than life personality of Coach Norris poured into the club. Many clapped and cheered send well wishes for another big win. He moved from table to table promising them a good game and hopefully a victory.
 
   By the time he made his way to Kelly a crowd had formed and followed him. He hugged her in his massive arms. “Kelly, I think you’re the best good luck charm a coach could have.” She hugged him back enjoying the attention. He asked, “Have you had time to talk with our new star receiver? If so, any words of advice?” He held her by the shoulders waiting.
 
   She gave him the run down, “When last we spoke, Adam had reviewed half of the available films. He thinks A&T will play a zone defense. So run some crossing patterns, find the seams and hit the receivers in the gaps. They’ll respond with man coverage, use fly routes and out routes to spread the defense. You’ll have to bounce back and forth as they change. Adam says by the second half they’ll double team him, have the QB pull off Adam and look for the open man.”
 
   The crowd around the coach was silent as the new member of the All-Star Club gave her report. Coach Norris pulled her into his arms saying, “I love it! She’s got our kids doing their own scouting report.” The crowd cheered, “I’ll share those insights with the coaching staff.” As he let her go he said, “You are one hell of an asset to this university, and don’t you ever forget that.” He gave her thumbs up and headed for the elevator.
 
   The game opened with A&T kicking off and the first play from scrimmage started at the thirty-five yard marker. Adam Carlson, wearing number 26 was one of two starting receivers. The offense broke from the huddle and lined up to begin the battle. At the snap, both receivers ran to the seam in the zone coverage and darted into the center of the field, a crossing pattern. The quarterback delivered the ball squarely into Carlson’s chest. He caught the ball in stride and had it not been for a lucky single handed trip he would have visited the end zone one the first play. A first down would have to do.
 
   After a few small yardage running plays, the team was forced into another passing play. Again they called for a crossing route and Adam easily reigned in the ball. With blinding speed the kid maneuvered past both safeties and raced tot eh goal line a head of the pack of defenders.
 
   In what was becoming a regular scene, Adam handed the ball to an official and humbly jogged back to the side with his team mates patting him on the helmet. The band played and the cannon blasted announcing the first score of the game. Many around her congratulated Kelly for the insight. “Nice call Professor Shaw”, she heard from behind her and smiled and waved.
 
   The defenses dug in and neither team scored for the remainder of the first quarter. The squads exchanged ends of the field and the game continued. Just as predicted the A&T defense moved to man coverage. Adam lined up to the far right side of the formation. When the ball was snapped the defender did his best to contain the faster receiver but to no avail. Carlson ran a perfect out route catching the ball and stepping out of bounds with a twenty seven yard gain. Two more running plays tightened the defense bringing them closer to the lanes they assumed would be run through. Once again Adam Carlson faced down the defending cornerback. He blazed past the young man and when in the open the ball landed gracefully in his hands. With little effort he coasted into the end zone for the second and last score of the half.
 
   The All-Star Club was ecstatic with their team’s first half performance. Brenda Cook returned to Kelly’s table with a bottle of champagne for a half time celebration. “Well done, Professor Shaw.” They raised glasses in a toast. “It was exactly as you called it, crossing routes followed by out routes and then a go route! Two scores and a shutout, how did you do it?” Brenda asked.
 
   “Again, I didn’t do anything with exception of giving a young man access to his natural abilities. He needed to know what was expected of him and how to achieve it, Adam Carlson did the rest. I will meet with him next week and praise him for his knowledge, hard work and overall performance. He’ll be rewarded and that’s all any student athlete wants, direction, acknowledgement and reward.” She raised her glass again.
 
   Brenda shook her head, “Such modesty. I just want to know how you do it. You have something special the kids take to, something they respond well to. I wish I knew what it was.” She sipped her champagne, “Perhaps I could attend one of your private lessons sometime?”
 
   “As much as I’d like that, it’s the first rule I share with the student, private lessons are private. It gives them a safe space to explore and question. They find that what was not there before can be found in this new and empty space of learning. It seems to be working.” Kelly smiled politely hoping desperately that she had averted a confrontation.
 
   “You’re right, and if it’s not broken…” Brenda smiled and leaned in to hug Kelly. “You just let me know if you ever change your mind. Now let’s see another good half of football!” And like a social butterfly, Brenda Cook fluttered off to another group of people.
 
   When she was gone Donna said, “I think she wants to crash your party.” They laughed but Kelly was uneasy about the request. Thankfully the second half began and she was able to forget and concentrate on the game.
 
   The second half of the game was a variation of the first. The A&T defense had no answer for the speed of Adam Carlson. They tried zone coverage, man coverage and when they double teamed him, he would guide the defenders away from the open receivers. The sports announcers called it ‘a clinic of perfection’ and ‘textbook style beat down’. At the final whistle the score was 42 to 3, the A&T offense had produced one three point field goal of total offense.
 
   The Club was a cacophony of cheers and clapping until the closed circuit television changed to the image of Coach Norris and his star receiver Adam Carlson. The coach made a few opening remarks but the nation wanted to hear from their new star. A reporter opened the questioning, “Adam, how were you able to pick apart the defense? It was if you knew their next move before they did.”
 
   The camera zoomed to a full screen of Adam Carlson’s sweaty face and matted hair. He said, “First I’d like to thank the coaching staff for providing all the tools we need to be a great team. Next you have to look at the locker room full of hard working guys who make this possible every week. Robbie had a great day at quarterback, Stan, Tommy and Mike had some big hits that really turned the tide and kept A&T out of the end zone. It was a complete team effort and those guys need to hear it. Other than that, I was able to get in some study time on films and we prepared based on what we saw. They’re a good squad, but I think we were just a little better prepared for today.”
 
   In the All-Star Club the boosters commented on the poise and good nature of the kid on the television screen. He gave credit and took time to acknowledge the school, the staff and the team. They viewed him as humble, modest and insightful. “Sounds like the image of you Professor Shaw.” It was Brenda Cook again. “You have made him in your like image.” She said paraphrasing a bible verse. “You ladies have a good weekend and with luck I’ll see you sometime this week.” Before Kelly could ask what she meant, Brenda Cook disappeared into the crowd.
 
   


[bookmark: _Toc356544747]Chapter Nine
 
                 
 
   The school was buzzing the following week. Adam Carlson had set a new freshman record for most passing yards in a single game. The football team was undefeated. The boosters and alumni were both ecstatic and through it all, many credited Professor Kelly Shaw the success. 
 
   Tuesday morning after class Professor Shaw returned to her office to grade papers and to make herself available to students in need of her counsel. The crisp autumn day made for a nice walk across the campus and reminded her of why she began a life as an educator. Life for these kids was the university, everything they knew existed within the campus walls and prepared them for real life beyond. She loved her career and was happy that she and the administration had come to a compromise regarding student athletes. If she couldn’t teach them English Literature, she could impart other lessons. She smiled and unlocked her office door.
 
   The office was filled with books, papers, and periodicals piled on the desk and various shelves and filing cabinets. It was crowded and overflowing but it was also home to her and her students during normal classroom hours. Kelly unloaded the next wave of papers she received for grading. With several hours free before her next class, she secretly wished for the students to leave her alone. There was enough time to finish the freshman term papers and get in an hour or so of reading, one of the few personal thing she enjoyed.
 
   From her bag she produced her latest literary venture into erotic fiction. The book was titled ‘Wanting Control – Secret Chronicles Series Book #1’. The main character was considering an extra-marital affair in which she would be the controlling sexual partner, but she desired the male to be her submissive servant as well. The book allowed the reader to see inside the life of the main character and her fantasies of sexually controlling the men in her life. Many of the female administrators were reading the book, but most were attempting to keep it secret.
 
   Kelly took her seat and dug into the stack of papers. With five papers graded she reached for the sixth as there was a knock on the door. So much for getting in some reading today, she thought as she said, “Come in.” The door pushed open and there in her office stood Brenda Cook.
 
   “Professor Shaw?” Brenda said opening the door.
 
   “Mrs. Cook, please come in.” She said again. “To what do I owe this pleasant surprise visit?”
 
   “Please, call me Brenda.” She moved to hug the professor. “I had some time on campus today and wanted to see the command and control center of our most valuable educator.” She laughed.
 
   Kelly knew that it was no coincident for the leading university booster to just happen into her office during the only free time of her day. This woman was purposeful in everything she did, the question was…why? Offering her a seat she said, “I’ll call you Brenda if you will call me Kelly.” They sat, “I am so happy to see you. This is my only time in the office today, if you’d come by after lunch we would have missed each other.” So, how did you know and why are you really here?
 
   Brenda Cook smiled slyly, “I suppose you’re too smart to know I didn’t just happen to walk in. Saturday after the game I asked the coach to check your schedule for a time when I could find you in the office. He did and here I am.” She paused a moment. “I don’t think you understand how valuable we see you. As I was saying Saturday, Tom and I, as well as many others, have worked hard to promote this university and all of its programs both academic and athletic. It’s rare that a professor sides with us outside the realm of academia. Further, to have an educator give of themselves as tirelessly as you do is remarkable. We just want you to know how much we appreciate your efforts.”
 
   With Brenda coming clean about her knowledge and intent Kelly was somewhat relived. She didn’t want to feel like she was being deceived or lied to; she liked Brenda and many of the people at the All-Star Club. “I appreciate everything and it’s important to feel valued. I love being here and participating in the education of the kids. I couldn’t imagine myself anywhere else. I guess that I owe you a debt of gratitude as well. I don’t think we hear this kind of thing enough and I hope other professors will get on board and work to promote every facet of the school. I find it exciting to be part of it all.”
 
   Brenda could see the spark in her eye and felt the sincerity in Kelly’s message. “You don’t have to thank me, we all do our part.” Her gaze drifted to the book on the corner of the desk. “Wanting Control, are you reading this?”
 
   Kelly could feel the heat rising in her face, “I must admit that I am. You recognized it, have you read it?”
 
   “Oh yes, I have and most of the women in the Boosters Club. It’s funny how many women want to take charge in the bedroom and are too afraid to talk about it. When this book came out, all of that changed. I shouldn’t tell you this but Tom and I have our little role reversals from time to time. I’m not sure if he lets me be in charge and likes me to be in charge. In either case, the book has opened the discussion among most of the women I know and all of them want an opportunity to take charge in the bedroom.” Brenda laughed, but Kelly Shaw knew that there was more to it than just a simple role-playing game. This woman liked the power she wielded and worked hard to maintain control in every aspect of her life. She doubted that Brenda Cook relinquished any part of her authority in or out of the bedroom. The book just gave her an avenue to discuss it and find out about the habit of others.
 
   Interesting, Kelly thought. “I think more women would be happy taking charge in the bedroom, but I also think that men would enjoy it too.” She set the bait and now waited to see if the woman took it.
 
   “Indeed, at least I have never had any complaints!” She laughed out loud.
 
   Meaning more than just Tom, there was definitely more than met the eye when it came to Brenda Cook and she wanted Kelly to know it. She wanted to invite her to the inner circle of her power club, but at what price, Kelly wondered. “I should think not”, she agreed. “Men are just little boys that have grown up; they still need to be told what to do and when to do it. If they act out, a proper spanking sometimes is the best discipline.”
 
   Brenda shot her a sideways glance, “I think you and I understand each other perfectly.’ She stood. “I’ll leave you to your papers for the time being. I’ve taken up enough of your time. When time permits, I’d like to introduce you to a few other women in the club. I think we can be mutually beneficial to each other.” She gave Kelly a hug and a peck on the cheek before moving to the door.
 
   As she opened the office door, Brenda Cook turned and said in parting, “And professor, let’s talk sometime about what I can do to assist with your private lessons of our student athletes.” She gave Kelly a knowing wink and closed the door behind her.
 
   


Chapter Ten
 
                 
 
   The alarm clock sounded at 7:00 o’clock. Adam climbed from his bed heading to the shower. He knew cleanliness was important to his mistress and he didn’t want to give her a reason to punish him. She had given him instructions to be well cleaned and on time for the 9:00am session.
 
   It had been several weeks since he began his training and the semester was coming to an end. The professor had kept her promise by making sure his schedule was completely open for each session. He wondered if she had discussed the arrangements with some of his other teachers. In any case he looked forward to each visit to her home. She had become his only outlet for sex and he had learned to give himself completely and without question.
 
   Never having such an experience before, Adam was finding himself in his mistress. She told him what to do, how to do it and when. There was no thought in being submissive and he liked giving up the control to her and he looked forward to it. She made him feel safe and free to do as he was told. There was little need for conversation, only providing for her pleasure. He learned to receive pleasure through her and it was more than he could have ever received from a younger inexperienced woman. She rewarded his good behavior and he wanted more each time.
 
   A chill of excitement ran through his body as he rang the doorbell. He was hoping to taste her but willing to perform as she instructed. The door opened and his mistress stood before him in only an open robe. “Come in and strip off your clothes here by the door.” He did as he was told; already his cock stood at full arousal. He waited for his next instruction.
 
   The professor settled into a recliner and motioned for her sex slave. “Come over here and kneel.” Adam moved immediately and upon reaching her knelt with his head bowed and waited. “Begin with a foot massage”, she said in a low voice. He cradled her bare right foot in both hands and began to rub and caress every part. She moaned and stretched out in the recliner, obviously enjoying the sensations. When told to do so, Adam moved to the other foot and began the same relaxing massage. She stared down at him, naked, erect and kneeling before his mistress. She could see the submission and willingness in his eyes and knew he wanted only to please her.
 
   Pulling her foot from him and spreading her legs wide, she said “Use your mouth to pleasure me. Don’t make me remind you how to use it.”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he said and hungrily went to work on her open sex.
 
   She had done well with Mr. Adam Carlson. He had become one of her favorite projects. The young man was remarkable in his willingness to serve her. The semester was coming to a close and today she had a special treat lined up for her student. As grades were to be published next week, this would be the last time she could coerce him into submission.
 
   Just the thought of what she was planning with him brought her close to the brink of orgasm. His tongue was trained as well as the rest of his body. He took his time and she clearly felt his desire to please her and only her. Kelly breathed deeply as the electric sensations began to pulse through her signaling the apex. Her belly tightened and with a quick lash of his tongue she fell into the passionate abyss of climax. She cried out and held him to her. He continued as he was taught coaxing her through the waves of pleasure.
 
   When the pounding in her chest slowed to a dull throb, she reached over to the end table and handed him a small bag. “Well done, Mr. Carlson. Put these on please. I assume by know you know how by now.” He opened the bag pulling from it four black leather restraining cuffs that she had used on him prior.
 
   Finished, he stood before her with the restraints on both his wrists and ankles. She liked how the dark black leather contrasted against his pale skin. Chromed metal rings hung from each restraint and other than four black bands he stood naked. Dressed only in a robe, she smiled slyly walking to her slave and stroking his hard cock.
 
   She enjoyed the readiness of the young men who called for her special services, this one was no different. His grade would reflect his cooperation this semester and the professor was moving on to extra credit. She handed him two small chromed clasps. He took them in his hands without a word. “Attach one to each of your wrist cuffs.” She slowly circled him gently rubbing the cheeks of his backside and stoking his erection as she made her way around him.
 
   Once the clasps were in place she went on, “We are coming to the end of the semester Mr. Carlson. Tell me, have you enjoyed the benefits of your additional tutelage?”
 
   Without hesitation he responded, “Yes, Mistress.”
 
   “Very good”, she said still circling. “Today is a final exam of sorts. This could be the difference between a passing or failing grade. Are you willing to submit yourself to me again for this final session?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, again was his immediate response.
 
   “Lay down on your back over there on the ottoman.” She pointed and he quickly took his place. The professor picked up a metal bar from next to the sofa and standing at her slave’s feet began to prepare him. The bar had a clasp at each end similar to the ones now hanging from his wrists. They jingled as she moved about between his legs. She first attached one to his left ankle restraint and then spread his legs wide. In doing so she was able to attach the opposing clasp to his right ankle restraint.
 
   The young man lay there completely open to her. It would now be impossible for him to close his thighs. His cock stood straight in the air begging for attention. Roughly the professor grabbed the center of the spreader bar and pulled Adam’s legs up exposing his ass to her. “Give me your wrist”, she commanded. He brought his right wrist to her and she attached it to the same ring on the bar as was his right ankle. “Now the other”, she demanded and when she had it attached to the left ankle, her student looked like a roped calf at a rodeo. Both arms were extended to meet each ankle, his feet were waving in the air with his ass exposed and waiting.
 
   The professor left the room and when she returned he knew what fate awaited him. She had nothing on but a harness around her waist which wove between her legs and around her thighs, from her center hung a flesh colored rubber dildo. It bounced as she walked back into the room. Without a word she opened a small bottle of lubrication and began rubbing it into his opening. Her slender fingers penetrated his virgin hole as she pushed the slippery substance deeper into him.
 
   He moaned slightly as her penetrating fingers rubbed against his prostate. The restraints were too strong for Adam to break and he could not move from his current position. There was nothing he could do to stop her; he was helpless to prevent what was about to happen next.
 
   When the professor was satisfied that her pupil was ready, she used additional lube on the rubber dildo. While running her hands over the fake cock she looked down at Adam and said, “I’ve been waiting quite a while for this and I’m going to enjoy it.” She rubbed the head against his asshole expecting to hear him plead for her to stop. Instead he remained calm and waited for her to take pleasure from using his body.
 
   She aimed the dildo at her target and gently eased it into his opened ass. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath but did not protest. She pulled out and applied more lube. When she inserted the dido again it easily slid in. Smiling down at him she could feel his body tense from the new sensation of being impaled. Stopping her movement, she allowed him to get accustomed to the invasion before going on.
 
   Certain that he had relaxed somewhat, the professor began again in earnest. Pumping in and out of his ass using more force with each stroke. Dominating him in this way was enjoyment enough but the pounding was striking directly at her clitoris sending waves of pleasure though her body. Each new thrust brought her closer to orgasm. She continued her forceful battering until the building climax crashed into her. And with a final push she drove the strap-on deep inside her helpless slave, holding it there as the orgasm racked her convulsing body.
 
   Her hands were wrapped firmly around Adam’s thighs holding them in place as she spasmed against the base of the imitation penis. Hearing him whimper, she looked down just in time to see jets of cum launch from his dick and splash across his chest and stomach. She had not expected him to orgasm from being penetrated or without other stimulation. The sight brought her immediately to slam into him over again bringing her second climax flooding through. The result left her legs trembling and weak.
 
   Exhausted, she unfastened the wrist restraints and pulled free from his ass collapsing onto the adjoining sofa. “Unbuckled your restraints, you can go”, she said breathlessly. She watched as he released the remaining clasps and got dressed. When he reached the door to leave she said, “Mr. Carlson…”
 
   “Yes, Mistress”, he said looking back over his shoulder.
 
   “Well done. You will receive an A+ for the semester. You may want to consider private lessons again next quarter.” She paused for a moment, thinking, “I have some members of the Boosters Club who might like to meet you.”
 
   He smiled opening the door, “Yes, Mistress, anything you wish.”
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