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I was relieved and in control. I had freedom to almost no boundaries and it was an unbelievably good feeling. I had no parental figure or authority to tell me what to do and I was so excited for the future. I'd been living away for a few months, a long way from my small town in the middle of nowhere. My town was a dead end, with one small industry for generations at this point. It was very common for people to live and die there but I didn't want that so I moved to college to study on my own.

I was eternally grateful for my Mom being cool with that. There was peer pressure in town to stay there and keep it going but she let my intentions slide and let me follow my interests. She loved me deeply and I did so as well. In my newfound freedom and control, I had issues following normal guidelines and expectations that you normally do. I had trouble studying properly and sometimes I didn't go to class either, rather I'd stay home and do my hobbies and interests, bordering on addictions at this point.

A few months had blurred and in one of my classes, I had gotten a new substitute professor for a few weeks as my prior one had been sick for some time. My new one was pretty hot and I couldn't take my eyes off of her. She was gorgeous, her body was neatly and tightly framed, and her clothes were well done and fit well. She wore a pair of dark-rimmed thick glasses and always had on a crisp and ironed blouse, usually buttoned up apart from the top one, exposing her large breasts. She was a bombshell.

She wasn't my type of woman, not exactly anyway. I mean, she was really hot, but the last few months I'd been finding myself more mesmerized by a woman with a bit more to her if you get what I mean, something big between her legs. It'd been a gradual progression for that fetish and I'd prefered them over a normal woman in porn. I especially love seeing them in sexy lingerie, their big cocks flopping and dangling about, blurring the lines between genders and blending it with domination and humiliation, typically them on the receiving end, however, occasionally I'd like it the other way for good measure.

I was obsessed with porn and my sexual interests developed my lifestyle tremendously. During the last few weeks with the new tutor, I'd been having serious trouble working on an assignment that was due. I'd struggle to sit down and focus as porn would envelop my mind and before I knew I'd be in front of my computer jerking it hard to some sexy trans woman and I'd have a crazy orgasm.

However, I did put effort into the assignment and I felt had a bit of a bounce back and I was expecting at least a passing grade. My professor rushed around our classroom handing everyone back their grade and I sat there with mixed emotions. I felt anxious but proud for doing it even though I had some distractions, I felt a bit of happiness as I thought I'd done it decently.

Professor Spencer jumped to where I was sitting, by myself as typical, and stuffed my graded paper onto the boring white desk in front of me. I nearly jumped out of my seat when I saw what I'd gotten. My heart skipped a beat and I awful. A large cherry red D minus covered the top left corner like a crosshair from a gun, and my terrible essay was the target. "Uhh, but Professor," I struggled for words. "What is it, Blaine?" She said with an eager smile, her pearly white teeth glistening. "My grade…. Well, it's not very good. I tried really hard, I swear!"

“That’s not my interpretation. That’s how you landed in the curriculum. I’m sorry. Good luck with the next one.” I felt sick to my stomach. I was so angry at myself for what I’d done, I buried my head into the desk, leaning forward. I still felt her presence and I turned my eyes slightly and saw her planted feet adjacent to me. “Are you ok? I’m sorry about your grade.”

“Is there something I can do to improve it?” I asked muffled, still face buried. “What, you mean like an extension or extra credit to boost it?" "Yeah, exactly," I said as I leaned back up and stared at her with pleading eyes, I was hopeful for her assistance.

Her beautiful face was so incredibly charming and I was so turned on by her. Her luscious pink lips pouted until she finally had an answer. "Well, there is something, if you need extra credit, I can get you that, but it'll obviously require a bit of commitment from you," she snarled. "Anything, I'll do it," I begged like a dog. She dropped her small stack of papers on the desk and flipped mine over. Professor Spencer unclipped the pen from her tight-fitting blouse and jotted something down on it. Her ample breasts were so perky and full looking just centimeters from my eyes, I stared at them in amazement.

"Tonight, 9 o'clock. I'll be expecting you for some private tutoring," she smiled and burst away after retrieving her pen and stack of papers. I felt better now. I had a chance to make this right and was determined to do it. Her sexy lavender perfume scent thrashed into my nostrils as I sat there, staring at the address written down in her impeccably neat handwriting. "Yeah, I'll see you then," I softly whispered to myself and got up, leaving class.

I showed up at the address unsure of what to expect. I was happy to be tutored and hoped for her help in any way I could get, but I couldn't really deny this was a bit strange. However, I was happy about it. Her house was rather nice from the outside. Large, spacious, thick-framed, and squared-shaped windows donned a brick home. She lived in a nice area, no surprise given she was a college professor, her wage would've made decent money in reality.

I took a sharp breath and smashed the doorbell. It rang out and I didn't know how she'd greet me so I felt a twinge of anxiety across my body. My arms were slightly shaking and I felt kind of lightheaded. Time passed quickly until she opened the door and she was standing happily in front of me, a soft smirk resting along her chin and she seemed pretty eager by my appearance.

“I won’t live, I wasn’t sure if you were even going to come. My request was a bit odd, but I have very good intentions.” “I gave it some thought and it seemed to be the best option. I hope you can help me,” I replied. For some strange reason I only just noticed her outfit, I was too busy looking at her face and my vision zoomed out and I saw her clothing.

Professor Spencer had on a pair of tight-fitting dark blue jeans and a black frilly crop top that rested above her belly button. Her stomach was so tight I couldn't take my eyes off it. She was really sexy and her clothes fit wonderfully, accentuating her attractiveness. "Come in?" She asked with a pleasant tone, cocking her eyebrows slightly. She was awfully persuasive and I moved inside.

I made my further inside and I felt her presence behind me. We reached her living room, “On the couch,” she said and I sat down, relaxing myself. I felt nervous. She rested herself against me, nice and tight. Her luscious blonde wavy hair dangled past her large breasts and seemed so intimidating at this point. "I can help you with this, It'll require some dedication from you though. I reckon I'll make you turn some pages, not necessarily literally. But I’ve got a feeling you’ll come out this vastly different.” I wasn’t sure what to make of her words so I nodded softly.

“I'll give you a mini curriculum, with a real hands-on approach to learning my material. You'll need to follow closely and do as I say. Think you can handle it sport?" She teased with a vicious smirk. "Yeah, I'll give it my best." I sat here and felt immensely attracted to her. I was a virgin, and she was so damn gorgeous and sexy. Her tight waist was such a highlight my eyes were drifting between it and her perky tits. I felt myself getting erect.

“You seem nervous. I hope I’m not too crazy or anything.” “No, I don’t think so.” “I know I’m in a more casual outfit than what I wear during class. It’s just I’m home and despite tutoring, I want to try and relax as well. I think I know how we can do that. You up for some excitement at the same time?” I darted my eyes around feeling odd, my penis tingled from her enticing words. Dirty thoughts ran through my mind. “Definitely,” I replied, trying to sound confident. She laughed with an essence of dominance, she enjoyed her power deeply.

“Feel that pillow behind you? There’s a present there for you, just move it out of the way and I think you’ll like what you find,” she smiled wide. Curiosity took hold of me and I dragged my hand around behind me and pulled the pillow aside. I grabbed her ‘present’ and held it in front of me, dangling in front of my surprised eyes. It was a pair of black lace panties. They were incredibly hot and I got even more erect, I was so horny by now. “Like it?” She asked, biting her lip and leaning forward towards me.

"I…uh, yeah I really do. I love lace panties." "Well, I do too!" she said loudly. She was eager and obsessed with her fantasy. Her sparkling eyes glistened in front of me. “I’ve got an idea. It’s part of your learning for us. Are you a virgin?”. “I am,” I said swallowing softly. I felt a bit reluctant to give her that information. Perhaps it’s the right thing to admit to though, I wasn’t sure. “I bet you’re very angry at that. Your frustration with girls must have no limits. You feel emasculated and insecure. I’m happy to let you fuck me. I’d love it, but I want you to wear the panties while you do it.”

“P-panties? You want me to wear them?” “Absolutely,” she replied loudly, gripping my thigh. I was so damn hard that I thought I was going to nut already. I mean I love panties, and I'm damn desperate to have sex. She's gladly offering it to me, only with a little request. I really can't so no here, I can bear with the sexy panties. "Yeah, if you want me to, I'll wear them," I said, uncomfortable.

"Strip," she ordered gesturing to me with her finger to stand up from the couch. I felt so desired as she watched me get nude. Suddenly I had nothing on below my waist, just my thin legs and my stiff cock poking out like the handle of a gun in a holster. She held a huge smile as I pulled the panties all the way up my waist and my dick slung out the side of the sexy material. “You’re top as well,” she demanded, and I tore my shirt from my upper body and stuffed it on the carpet with my other clothes.

I wondered about her thoughts on my skinny and unimpressive body. Surely she had seen better physical specimens than me. She pulled her crop top down and let out her succulently perky tits. They were large, thick, perfectly round, and had some nice nipples on them. They looked so damn firm, I jumped back on the couch with her and grabbed them without even asking. They felt so relaxing and satisfying, I felt no worries or fear as I groped them, my thumbs rubbing past the tips of her nipples as she moaned.

She kissed me for a moment and I adored it. Professor Spencer got up and stood on the couch and slowly pulled her tight-fitting jeans around her knees and sexily turned around and bent over, arching her back to push her ass out. "Stick it in," she ordered and moved towards her. I pulled her pink cotton panties to the side, eyed her vagina like I needed it to live, and I moved my penis to it, sliding it into her wet hole. Her tight lips covered the head of my cock and I was blown away. I didn’t even think about the fact that the panties I wore were much naughtier than hers.

I thrust inside of her and she moaned slowly. My dick was so pleasured, I didn't know I could get stimulation like this. These feelings I had were remarkable as I kept fucker my Professor. Her big ass was sexy from behind and I loved the opportunity she'd given me, of living my dream of having sex finally. It was a long time coming and having it with someone so attractive was incredibly rewarding.

“You like that hole?” She asked, yelling. “It feels so good!” I replied. I sped up, intent on letting myself cum soon to finish this off. I loved fucking in sexy panties. It made me feel satisfied and blurred the gender lines for me, helping me with my transgender fetish. I felt like one of the ladies I’d been watching in porn for the past few months, a hard cock in hot panties having sex. It was filling my fantasy and my Professor had hit a spot she didn’t know about but one that I deeply lusted over and enjoyed. I was so turned on I was going to cum very soon. “Cum for me honey," demanded my Professor, and her encouragement was exactly what I needed to go all the way. My cock spasmed and twitched like a tumbling washing machine and I felt my semen dart from my balls to the tip of my cock.

A split second before ejaculating, I pulled out of her and finished all over her right ass cheek. My wet semen drizzled and rested along the pasty softness of her firm curved ass and it looked so amazing. I felt so good for what I did. "Thanks for blowing a big load all over me, especially while you wore the sexy lace panties. It turned me on so much, I just have such a thing for an obedient little panty-boy. You're a real treasure for me."

I was pretty lost in shock still and could barely muster a response, feeling out of breath and on an adrenaline high. “Uhh, yeah it’s no problem. Who wouldn’t want to have sex with you?” She laughed in response. "How were the panties?" "Great," I replied, gripping her ass. "Do you like wearing panties?" "I do, they're really sexy and I get so damn turned on by them."

"I bet that's not all. I have a good feeling," she teased. “Lick it,” she said bluntly. “Uh, lick what?” “Lick up your cum, my doll.” I was blown away by what she had just asked of me. It was serious now. Eat my cum? Off of her dense ass cheek? She's got a great ass, I can't deny it. "Well, I'm not sure about that," I pleaded with her. "Don't forget what I've just given you. You’ve long dreamed about this and I made it happen, more is possible. And don’t forget about your grades as well, they’re important to both of us.”

She made some great points. I had calmed down from the surrealness of what I had just done and gained some clarity. My porn addiction and fetishes hadn't been too dissimilar to this kind of stuff already, so perhaps doing this wouldn't so strange. I thought for a moment and made up my mind. "Yeah, I suppose I can," I replied, feeling a bit disgusted, but for some weird reason, I felt kind of excited.

Having her be dominant was a huge turn-on for me and I loved it. I was happy to obey her commands to meet our sexual desires. She was so hot and controlling. I moved my face close to her behind and buried it into her cum covered cheek. An intense smell hit me as I moved even close, pushing my tongue out to just below my mess. I lapped up my semen like a dog, focused and obedient, happy to serve my new queen for any reason at all. Professor Spencer moaned and purred as I did, she must’ve felt amazing at what she had made me do. I was her proud achievement, her toy to display for her own dirty desires and fantasies.

"Proud of you, my naughty boy. Fulfilling your pleasures and following me like a good little thing. There's more to come so don't stop now. I'll see you in class bright and early, for now, it's goodbye Blaine." "Goodbye Professor Spencer, see you soon," I replied lost in a haze of horniness and shock. I don't know why I enjoyed what she made me do but it wouldn't be the end of it and I was very thankful for that. I stumbled out of her place, my body trembling and weak from the expulsion of orgasmic fun. I was so happy.

I got home and curled myself up in bed on my laptop. It was late and I was still pretty worked up from my fun with her. She was so sexy, but she was even hotter when she was telling me what to do, controlling me, owning me, and using me. My fetishes had brought me here and I intended to go further, especially with her loving help. For some odd reason, I just had the urge to get off again and decided to pull up some porn to jerk off to. It was just some anal porn, featuring some cisgender brunette who gets her asshole used. I used to love this stuff, I'd get so hard and orgasm so freely from it, but as I lay there, my hand deep in my crotch, jerking it harder than I thought humanly possible, my erection was full mast without me getting close to reaching release. I know I had just orgasmed before, but I'd never really had much trouble with another round in quick succession. I was dead in the water here, my balls were screaming to be drained again but my penis was answering their desperate cry.

Had I been changed by her dominance and twisted affection? She was a real presence, she had no fear and loved a challenge, much so over someone like me, a weak jerker for her to push around. Surely it'd been too soon for that though right? I wasn't certain and only time could really tell me the reality here. I decided to put that into action and let go of my cock and closed my laptop shut, putting it on the floor near my bed. With the day so far, sleep was the thing I needed the most, I hit the hay and prepared for whatever would happen next.

The morning came and went very quickly. I woke up and just hopped into a warm and relaxing shower. The water was very brisk and soothing, I felt carefree as I thought about what I'd done and considered what would follow it. Would my Professor be the one handing out the orders again? Or would I take some initiative and do things that indulge both of our thoughts without her telling me what to do? I wasn't sure, I needed some divine intervention to put me on the correct track.

After cleaning myself I had a light breakfast, intent on keeping my thin body prominent and looking good for her and myself. I sat down on my bed not aware of what to do, I had no plans with no class for today, and the circumstances lined up perfectly as my phone vibrated in my pocket and I pulled it out in an anxious hurry. I unlocked the screen and saw I had something new for my college email. Rather than use my phone, I grabbed my laptop and rushed to log into my online student portal and thrashed the trackpad as I clicked the large 'EMAIL' button and waited.

The web browser loaded I was filled with desire and lust as my eyes lit up when I saw who it was from: Professor Spencer. I clicked it and opened up the full message. I felt lightheaded as my eyes ran across the text on the screen. “Hi baby,” it started. I love when she says things like that. “We had fun,” she added and continued further, “I want more from you, my princess.” I skimmed further and reached the end: “Tonight again, same time, option A or B?” And no hints for what they mean either….”

I must've hit the jackpot. Sex with her was great, eating my cum wasn't something I anticipated enjoying but I had fun. I wonder what other kinky ways she had brewing. I suppose what I picked didn't even matter, I felt I'd still enjoy it. I hit 'Reply' and tapped at my keyboard, loudly clinking the sharp-pitched keys with endeavor. “I think I’ll choose option B, see you then Professor,” I replied, smiling.

Not wanting to be completely lost in anticipation for later, I decided to head down to the laundry on the bottom floor of my apartment building, to see if any machines were free. The elevator dinged loudly and I rode it down, I jumped out it as soon as the doors slid open and walked with an upbeat pace until I got there.

The laundry was near empty apart from one person who was loading their stuff into a dryer. Sat atop one of the nearby tables was a pile of someone else's clothing in a laundry basket, I presumed this person moved it out of the dryer they were about to use for convenience and free access. I stepped inside a bit further and saw a handful of washing machines were free to use. Great, I needed at least one free anyway, regardless of what I had planned later. As I stopped momentarily, the other person had finished loading the dryer and started it. They left their basket on the gray tiled floor and walked past me, focusing on what was in front of them, namely where they were going, and didn't react to me. This was fine, but I couldn’t help but the scraggly looking unkept facial hair he was sporting. It looked pretty bad and made me feel self-conscious as I had the same issue.

My new desires for dressing and femininity directly conflicted with my messy beard, if you'd even call it, I probably wouldn't in all honesty. All I could was think about what Professor Spencer had done to me and how she changed me. Was I destined to go more womanly at the hand of her? I can see the benefit of that for me, maybe it fits me better.

I'm no shrine of masculinity. I was a bit below average height, lacked muscle anywhere, couldn't grow proper facial hair, lacked in body hair and I had a fairly small penis. She let me fuck her with it, but I think she enjoyed the dominance and humiliation she was concocting as opposed to the physical pleasure I was giving her. Her way with words and physical body language were developing me further.

The clothing in front of me started to become female to me as I looked closer. Frilly, lace, vibrant colors, smaller sizes, and some more revealing and cropped. This was my time. Perhaps Professor Spencer didn't want me stealing clothes to feed our fantasies, but I couldn't resist feminine urges at the moment. I trifled my hands through with intent on picking a few items for my own fun. A plain white top interested me so I pulled it out, it was short, but clearly a crop top of some kind. Pink socks, very cute. A very naughty dark purple lace thong was buried a bit more and I carefully fished it out and tucked it under my shoulder with the rest.

I was scared of being caught so I left it there and moved out there quickly. My eyes were in the ground as I awkwardly ran to the elevator and rode it back up. Fortunately, no one was in it at the same time, I felt so relieved, getting caught would have been very weird. I locked the door to my apartment when I entered and pushed the door shut. I stripped down nothing and ran to my couch and neatly placed my new sexy clothing on it, folding it over the armrest.

I immediately realized the issue of my situation. My hair. I hopped to my bathroom and pulled my electric razor from my shelf and a can of shaving cream. I was nude so I ran the cream all over my face and any part of my body that had even a slight amount of hair. I cut through my weak pathetic facial hair like it was nothing, I used the attachment specifically for stubble, and it made short work of it, it was gone in minutes and I stared at my pale shaved face. I looked so much better without my short impersonation of facial hair and looked more girly, which would make me and my Professor very happy.

My chest was next, and I did the same thing. I only had a handful of tiny little stub things and I slowly maneuvered over them, densely holding the razor against my skin, the vibration felt rather good as it made its way across my upper body. I wasn’t done but I was pretty close. Only my legs were left and they wouldn’t take much effort. Just slightly more.

My legs were encased in cream and shaved them in long and firm motions, taking vertical swipes from my ankles to my waist as I finished myself. The femininity in me increased in quick time as I finished one leg and moved to the other. One was completely shaved and looked absolutely gorgeous, with no marks or bleeding of any kind, just my freshly shaven and well-moisturized skin looking great.

My final leg went as well as my first. I did the same vertical motion thing and I smiled so hard and felt so happy at what I saw. A pair of perfectly shaved legs that were eager to be covered by women's clothing and be paraded around by my professor. It was so hot to me and I was so turned on by it. Finally, I did one small shave off my crotch area, just removing the tiny hairs on the shaft of my small cock as that was all I had down there. I was so ready for tonight and couldn't wait for her to use me more. I waited the rest of the day until the time came for me to go see her.

I arrived at my kingdom of pleasure and amply knocked on the door. It opened very quickly to an eager and obsessed Professor. We were over the moon to see each other again, I think maybe more than her. Her eyes widened and she glistened underneath the porch light that was on as she noticed me further, I have a feeling she liked the smoothness I was showing just in a t-shirt and shorts. It was a bit cold outside so I gestured for us to move in and she happily nodded, smiling ear to ear.

“I’m so happy you’re here,” she blurted as we made our way down her hallway. "We're going to my bedroom this time, a bit different I know." "Is that option B?" "No, you'll find out pretty soon though," she giggled and then spanked my ass. The hardness of suggested her thoughts and attitude.

“Past the living room, and left then the stairs,” she ordered as we moved. I turned and saw the stairs and rushed up them, she wrapped her around my hip as we went up adjacent. The stairs ended a few seconds later and pointed her finger to a black set of wooden double doors to our right a bit. We gripped the handles on each and turned and pushed them open at the same time.

Inside, she moved to her bed, seductively sitting down on there with her eyes feasting on me. "I've got a surprise for you, one I think you'll welcome," I said and then pulled my shirt off, removing my little crop top and smooth upper body. “That’s hot,” she teased. I then pulled my shorts off all the way and showed her my sexy purple thong, spinning for her slowly to show my girly body and how well the thong looked. “Cute little ass honey, the thong looks so good between your asscheeks.” “Am I sexy?” “You are,” she growled, cocking her eyebrows. “So sexy. You’re a good little sissy slut, and I’m not even done with you so far. Where’d you get the clothing anyway?” “I took it from the laundry in my apartment,” I said with a chuckle. “Bad bitch.”

“I’m guessing you masturbate a lot right?” “I do yeah,” I replied feeling a bit shameful, looking down at the ground. “You’re a chronic jerker and I have a solution for it. I bet you feel gross at how much you jerk off and the porn you watch. I’ll help you, come sit with me,” she ordered and I hopped on the bed with her. I wasn’t a huge fan of my masturbation habits, it was a bit lame of me. She had a point.

“Pull your panties down for me baby,” she demanded and I did it immediately. She pulled the drawer from her end table and removed something I quickly recognized. It was a chastity cage. "Do you know what this is?" she said gawking at me. "I do. It's a chastity. I've seen transgender girls in porn wear them sometimes… they're really hot and dominating. Are you going to put me in one?" I asked, my breathing feeling heavier. “I am, I’m your superior here. Of course, and you’ll enjoy it tremendously.”

I held my breath as she pulled the pink device of control and moved towards my crotch. I felt horny and my dick twitched even though it was about to made limp. She pulled the top part of my shaft and connected it to the rings that she wrapped around my balls and clicked them together. Finally. She twisted the padlock and took the key away, throwing it onto the top of the end table.

“Thanks, Professor Spencer,” I happily said, feeling fulfilled and dominated. “No problem. Call me Gia from now, it is my first name after all,” she chuckled. “Up for some fun baby?” “With you, always,” I replied teasing, poking my tongue like a lizard and she giggled harder this time.

”Is this option B?” “No, that was the chastity. This is like option impromptu, heh,” she said and leaned down and reached under her bed. Her hand flung back up with a dildo in it. "This is what I mean, making it up as I go along. I just thought you look so good now, I'd give this a go on you," she said, her eyes looking lustfully at me. She was craving it and I felt a sharp presence and intensity in my ass as I stared right at the sex toy in front of me. It was fairly big, the head was thick and it looked realistic, with accurate proportions and aesthetics. A pair of balls hung flat on the bottom as well.

My craving for her was growing and what she had in mind was blossoming in mine at the same time. “Are you going to take this for me?” “Of course I am, all the way, please give it to me Gia!” I yelled and turned around, my locked cage dangling as I did so. “You look great from behind, so sexy baby,” she said as I felt her move towards me, the mattress vibration and thumping from her knees.

I felt her warmth behind me. The tables had certainly turned from the other day and now she was on top and I loved the fantasy of it. She echoed behind me and I felt her getting closer to my hole. “Hold on,” she said and I felt a sudden coldness down my asshole and crack. It was lube. Wet and thick, leaving no part untouched for her pleasure and mine as well.

Her finger entered and I felt her inside me. It was wonderful and I moaned and groaned softly, purring with intensity burning from my body. “Like it?” she teased. “It feels great,” I replied, feeling shocked. She went further with her finger and it was crazy. Moments passed as kept thrusting deep until she stuck another one in my pleasure ballooned. “Two fingers feel so good,” I blurted and she groped my ass, softly spanking it which I loved. “You dominate me,” I added and laughed, sounding vicious. I could only imagine the wrath-like look on her face.

The pressure was building and I felt I needed another step added to it. "This feels amazing, two fingers inside me, but I think more than that," I blurted, craving her dildo. "You want me?" "I do, please Gia!" My Professor pulled herself out of me in a few seconds with a slow exit. I felt the intensity leave for a moment as my anticipation grew astronomically for her.

I shivered when I felt the thick dildo between my cheeks. It was intense beyond belief and I couldn’t imagine the pleasure of it. “Ready?” “As I’ll ever be,” I shot back. I was certain I wanted this and did she. "Do it," I demanded with the cadence she'd been using recently. The thick tip bounced against my used asshole and I felt it stretch hurriedly as she firmly pushed it in. It was intense, large, overpowering a tad. I didn't know I could get something so big in my asshole and get enjoyment from it.

“You’re so good at taking a big cock, you filthy thing, my little toy!’ she yelled and I moaned very loud. It was really fun, having her fuck me with a dildo. I was getting pounded hard, I felt the entrance to my ass wrap tightly around her thick cock and I was getting used. It was dirty. She pushed in more and went a bit quick and it felt like a real man was behind me, thrusting with their big cock, which was perhaps something I needed in due time. Gia was intense with it, she knew what she was doing, I’d bet she had experience with these types of things before.

"Oh wow, you're fucking me really well, please spank me," I asked and she did, very hard, my cheek was burning with pain but it felt good. I was pretty close to orgasm. She was giving it to me really well, I couldn't admire her effort any more strongly, she was magnificent at what she did. I was twitching all over and felt massively on edge. I was going to get off very soon and I needed it, especially from her. “I’m going to cum really soon, pretty hard,” I pleaded, sounding and feeling very desperate for it. "I'd love to give it to you now, and please your demands, but I have a mean streak and I'm a controller. On account of your eagerness and your wishes for your grades, I'll have to postpone this and give it to you another time," she said as she yanked the cock from me, close to exploding.

"Oh woah, wait, what do you mean?" I asked, panic in my soft voice. "You'll get your orgasm another time, when I see fit to it. I know I said last time I'll see your class for our next thing, but I forgot we didn't have any for a few days, but this time I mean it. Next class, I'll see you then."

She was very dominant. No kidding. "I guess I have no choice here. You have the keys to my cage and you're an artist at giving cock to someone. I'll have to patiently wait, but I imagine the next day will be excruciating," I muttered, feeling disappointed and let down. I did like this dominant trademark of hers, but perhaps this was a bit too much? Time will tell me.

I put all my clothes back in and left her place feeling odd. I caught an Uber back home and went to sleep, not looking forward to a whole day of nothing.

An entire day passed of me locked up and waiting for today's class with Professor Spencer. I had an idea of what she was going to do, get me to orgasm in her own intensive and specific way. I was so happy about it and welcomed her amazing touch. The class was horrifically dull and I could barely pay attention to what she was saying, I was just thinking of her sexy body under her clothing and how she'd use it to control and contort me how she wished.

She lectured strongly and held the class in the palm of her hand, even more so to me. I noticed her eyes would dart and jolt around periodically, hitting me with her overwhelming presence and I felt stuck, unable to move and unable to think of anything apart from her. Her luscious clean hair was bouncing around like a ball over her shoulders and chest, her piercing gaze jolting across the classroom like a shooting star.

I checked the time on my phone and saw it was almost over. I burned with excitement as I saw Professor Spencer stop what she was doing. “Anyway, that’s all for today, I’ve covered the content and we’ve finished ahead of schedule. Feel free to leave early if you’d like,” she smiled encouragingly as always, she was a great lecturer and feel very welcoming to all the students, but she obviously liked me a lot.

I sat down as the rest of the class got up in droves and rushed out the door, looking forward to whatever they had next. I waited patiently until it was just the two of us. Gia jumped to the door and shut it, locking it as well for maximum privacy and I felt myself getting horny, still limp inside my pink cage like a good boy toy. She owned me and I loved it. “Blaine, don’t just sit there honey,” she loudly blurted as she stood in front of her desk.

I stepped up from my seat and walked towards her, my feet rushing like I was burning alive. "I'm here for you Gia, just how you want me," I replied. "Take it off," she instructed and I did so for her. I undid my belt from my jeans and pull them down to my ankles, tearing them past my shoes along the way until they rested on the carpeted floor. I tore off my button-up shirt and chucked it near the rest as well. I was out of my male clothing and in my hidden female things.

I did her proudly and bought some nail polish and a cute mini skirt for her, I paid extra for next-day delivery and it arrived very early this morning. "See?" I asked, my face glistening. "Hot, cute skirt little skirt, and I love the nails as well. Good job honey." “Now, on the desk for me, now.” I sexily danced to the desk until I leaned on it and bent over, arching my bubble butt in the small skirt, exposing my smooth ass and thong for her to see. “Same sexy panties as last time, love it.”

I listened intently as she moved slightly around and pulled a drawer from her desk. My body jumped as I dwelled on what she was getting. I had an idea, a big long one brewing in my mind, but it'd be attached to her incredible body. It was a weapon for her to use on me, as I deserved it. I intended on letting her go all the way, for the betterment of my grade as well as for our divine pleasure.

I heard the soft jiggling sounds of plastic as she did whatever she was doing. I didn’t look out of surprise and enjoyment so I let her continue. Gia cleared her throat and a second later I felt the stiffness behind me, slapping against my cheeks. It densely thumped me, like raindrops on a window in a heavy storm. Gia was the queen of me.

Her strap-on went between my thong and crack and she moved it up and down, the amazing coldness felt great as she used me. It was such a tease and she knew how to get me going, I was purring like an engine and ready for her to go in. I felt a patch of spit emerge from her mouth and she dapped it on the tip of her cock and then smeared some over my asshole, spreading my cheeks partially with a couple of fingers. "Do you think that'll be good enough?" "I think so, maybe add a bit more, it'll do for lube," I replied.

She spat out more and smeared it like crazy all over her cock and all over and around my asshole. I was totally ready. “Stick it, Gia,” I demanded of her and she didn’t hesitate to. I felt her pull my panties to the side and one of my cheeks, and stick her thick head inside of my tight back door. It went inside and I felt pure bliss as she thrust inside of my slutty hole. This was the second time she had used it and it was even better than the last time, having a big strap-on inside of me was incredible. "Oh yeah, that feels so good," I moaned as she groped my body. I felt so slutty, but it felt good.

Gia pounded away at me, not intent on stopping until I was orgasmed through my cage, spurting my semen all over the desk in front of her. "You gonna come for me, baby?" It's my wish for today," she sexily asked, pulling my skirt up a bit more so it rested around my hips, leaving her full access to my entire ass. "Of course, I will, whatever you say I will happily do," I pleaded.

"I love those sexy panties, pulled to the side as I fuck your slutty pussy. You're so sexy you bad bitch!" she screamed and spanked me harder, with firmness she hadn't shown before. I loved it though. "Control me, use me, Gia! I need it!" She gripped both of my cheeks tightly now as she fucked me faster and harder, pounding my prostate deep inside of my backdoor. I was really feeling it now. I didn't think it could feel this good, I was shocked I was getting such pleasure from being used with a strap-on, it was different from a handheld dildo. It was much more intense and the angle and movement of it gave me enjoyment. I was addicted.

I felt myself nearly about to be done. She was going to her wish, I imagine much more so anyway as I felt a huge orgasm brewing. She had seriously done a number on me and I adored her for it. I was ready for it and so was she. "I'm going to cum," I screamed and she spanked me and held me tighter, pushing faster now. My locked penis twitched as little as it could in such a confined environment my balls ached. I felt the sharp intense sensation of semen blasting from them all the way to the tip of my cock and it spurted and dripped out in a very feminine fashion, sealing the deal for what I had come. She turned me into something else, I thought to myself happy and proud as I felt my cum dripping towards my ankles and onto the floor.

"You've made a big mess, but that's what I've been waiting for. Thanks for obeying my commands and letting me use you. I'll be sure to give you're grade a big boost, more than enough to pass.” “Thank you so much,” I replied, feeling a bit lost and blissful. It was a crazy release, especially when combined with everything else. I was feeling so over the moon.

Gia pulled her cock out of me and I turned around slowly, waiting for whatever would happen. Her smile was so wide, it was like her skin was going to rip like a blade was slashing it. “I guess I’ll see you in the next class, bye. “Bye,” I replied, starting to gather my clothing and clean myself up to roam the hallways out of my college.

◆◆◆

If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books!

Thank you!
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