
        
            
                
            
        

    
Copyright © 2016 by Kaitlyn Fox.

All rights reserved.


Sample

“Excuse me…Slave. Why are you out of your seat?” I looked back at her unsure of what to say or do. Megan stormed towards me and grabbed the hair on side of my head. “I asked you a question Slave!”

“I’m sorry Mistress,” I began, “I’ll get into a seat now.” I went to get up off the floor but Megan pushed back against me and sent me crashing back down.

“No, it’s too late you disobedient little shit. It’s time for your punishment, I’ve had enough of your disruptions. No more!”

Megan stepped back and twirled once more on the spot, with all the agility and flourish one could come to expect from a cheerleader. Once more her tiny plaited skirt lifted and this time exposed her bare ass for the briefest second. Without looking back at me Megan continued to speak.

“Your punishment for getting out of your seat without asking Slave, is to eat my asshole.”

For a moment the room was completely silent. I had to have misheard what she had just said.

“I’m sorry Mistress…what did you-”

“You heard what I said Slave. I want you to eat my fucking asshole. If I have to say it again then I’ll run to the principle’s office screaming rape faster than you can wank off over Keats.”

“No-no!” I raised my hands as if to stop her and screamed. “Ok I’ll do it. Please, just stop.”

I remained knelt on the floor, with Megan stood a few steps away from me. She was stood perfectly still, facing away with her hands by her sides.

“Good.” She said. “Then get on with it.”

Her hands pulled up the sides of her short skirt, and she folded it upwards exposing her perfectly round and supple ass. She held her hands at her waist and half turned backwards, looking at me expectantly.

“We haven’t got all day Slave, night classes begin in four hours, you better hurry.”

I looked around nervously, this had to be some sort of trap, but I had no other option whatsoever. If I didn’t do Megan’s bidding she would cry wolf.

I crawled forward on my knees towards the manic cheerleader and cautiously placed my hands on her firm and soft rear. Her skin was unbelievably smooth and warm. Instantly I found I liked how she felt in my hands, and rubbed my hands in circles across her buttocks. From up above I could hear Megan let out a small moan. She moved her legs apart a little, exposing her perfect asshole and clean shaven pussy on the other side. I ran my lips across my mouth and moved forward to embrace her.

“And one more thing Slave,” Megan said from up above. “No touching, you’re not allowed to use your hands.” Reluctantly I released her ass from the grip of my hands and held them behind my back.

“Yes Mistress.”

She placed her hands on the desk in front and bent over a little, exposing her ass more. She pushed her ass back a little. Just a breath away from my mouth I leaned in and buried my face between her buttocks. At first I began with some reluctance, the act seemed down right alien and wrong. But it didn’t take very long at all for me to realize that I liked it. Not only did I like this, I was harder than I had been in a month. My lips kissed at her asshole passionately and with my tongue I drew small circles on her skin and even pushed inside of her a little. Just inches away from her pussy, I felt daring and moved my kisses down, drawing my tongue along the beginning of the fine pink line, it tasted heavenly sweet. Above me I could hear Megan let out another small moan.

“Not so fast Slave,” She said with an air of authority. “You’re eating my asshole as a punishment. Touch my pussy again and you wont live to regret it.”
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I’d only been at Lambert College for a couple of months, but so far I was loving it. I was the new professor of English for the senior academic year, I was looking after a good bunch of kids and felt I would really be able to carve out something good for myself at Lambert. Everyone I taught was at least eighteen, so the kids usually had enough sense by now to want to learn. The weather was so much nicer out here in Sacramento than I was used to up in Canada, I should have moved down here a long time ago. The only thing distracting me from this perfect new life was Megan Smith.

Sitting at my desk, I tapped my pencil against my palm in frustration as the class finished up their test. They were only a few weeks from finals and I was pushing everyone to do the best they possibly could. Although I hadn’t been their teacher for a full term, I was determined to pull up the class average and make a lasting impression on Principal Hyde. The class had been doing brilliantly, apart from one student however, and that student was Megan Smith. Megan was the most popular girl in school, she was a varsity chick through and through, the head cheerleader and the princess of all gossip that rumbled through the school halls. She was also a bane on my life. By the end of my first term Principal Hines wanted my class average to be at 75%. Until a couple of weeks ago I was more than on track for that. That was until Megan got transferred into my class.

“You have to take her Ben.” Hyde had said to me one day after school. “She’s too much of a disruption in the other class, and to be frank she’s bringing my average down. I feel like you’ve got the gumption to put this girl in her place and get her on the straight and narrow.”

“But Sir, she’s going to ruin my average.” I had tried to protest.

“Nonsense Jones.” Hyde had said, leaning back in her chair and shoveling a pastry into her fat mouth. “You just got to keep control of her, else she’ll flip you around and take you by the horns.”

Needless to say I hadn’t had much luck in taking control of Megan. I like to a think I’m a great teacher, but I’m not a great disciplinarian. I connect well with students that want to learn, the smarter kids that want to be in the classroom. I’ve never been great at settling disobedience, it’s just not in my character.

The rest of the class were working as hard as they possibly could bless them, but Megan was a real thorn in my side.

As I sat at the desk pressing the pencil tip into my palm, I looked at Megan who sat cross legged at her desk, staring idly out the window, blatantly ignoring the test in front of her. I hated everything about her, her stupid cheerleader uniform, the short skirt that finished up way too high and showed off to much of her long bronze legs. I hated her stupid blonde pigtails and the way she’d twist her finger through her hair idly through whilst chewing gum, staring into my eyes trying to provoke some sort of reaction. Even though I’d only have the pleasure of Megan’s accomplice these past few weeks, she had already mastered the art of getting under my skin and knew how to push my buttons. Deciding enough was enough, I stood up out of my chair and addressed her.

“Five minutes left class. Miss Smith I couldn’t help but notice you haven’t touched your test since it was placed on your desk. I suggest you get a move on if you want any chance of passing.” I looked over at Megan and her eyes flicked from the window straight to my own. Suddenly my throat felt dry and I swallowed. She rolled her mouth open slowly, chewing the gum that was inside and twirled one of her pigtails through her fingers.

“Excuse me Mr. Jones?”

“That’s right. You should get on with your test, otherwise there will be consequences.” Try as I might to make my voice sound authoritative and strict, I could hear the wavering in it. As much as I wanted to stand up to this beautiful tyrant, she had me by the balls completely. She raised an eyebrow slowly and simply stared at me for a moment, chewing away.

“Consequences?” She spoke deliberately and slowly, a couple other kids in the classroom were looking up from their tests now. Damn it she was starting to distract them!

“Yes Miss Smith. Now I won’t tell you again, get on with the test or keep to yourself.” I sat back down in my chair quickly and looked down into the text book I had been pretending to read. Even though it had been a minor confrontation, I could feel my heart beating in my chest. I shuffled in my seat a little, fidgeting at my trousers which had grown curiously tight around the crotch. About thirty seconds went past in which nothing happened. Then I could hear the sound of paper being crumpled into a ball, and I looked up.

Megan was sat at her desk, her test held scrunched up tight in one fist.

“That’s what I think of your stupid fucking test Mr. Jones.” She said and dropped the ball onto the desk in front of her. For a moment the whole classroom was silent, all the other students were looking up at me now, waiting to see how I would handle her challenge. I cleared my throat and tried my best to sound authoritative.

“Right.” My voice quivered. “You can see me after class. We’ll be having words.”

“I can’t wait.” Megan responded sarcastically. She uncrossed her legs, and for a moment it seemed like she spread them deliberately wide. I didn’t want to look, but I felt as if I couldn’t look away. Between her legs and up her short cheerleader skirt I could see that she wasn’t wearing any panties. A second later she crossed them on the other side. I looked up at her and could see her staring back at me with a knowing smile. I flicked my eyes back down at the text book in front of me and felt my face flush red. 

Jesus. What the fuck was this girl doing to me? I could feel my dick was fully erect in my pants now, pushing hard against the stiff fabric of my tweed trousers. This was definitely not ok. Why the hell wasn’t she wearing underwear anyway? Had she meant to do that on purpose? The look on her face suggested to me that she had. I tried to push it to the back of my mind, and concentrated on what I would say to her at the end of class.

A couple of minutes later the bell rang for the end of the day. The students filed to the front, dropped their papers on my desk and slid out the door to freedom, one by one.

“Don’t forget to read through chapters eight to twelve!” I shouted through the door after them, “We’ll be having another quiz on that section at some point next week!” They slipped through the door, deaf to my instructions. I turned back to the the room and looked at Megan, who was sat back lazily in her seat, her eyes locked on me and nothing else.
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I closed the classroom door took a deep breath and turned to face the girl who was haunting my every waking minute. Taking another deep breath, I walked over to the front of my desk, sat back on the surface and crossed my legs and arms. For a moment there was nothing but silence in the room. I stared at Megan, who stared back at me with all the discontent and scorn one could come to expect from a childish teenager. I cleared my throat and finally dared to breach the silence.

“What exactly is going on here Megan?” I asked her. “When you first came into this class, I thought it would be a great chance to get to know a student I hadn’t met at Lambert College before. Everyone else here is so wonderful, I really thought that-”

“Oh cut the shit Mr. Jones.” Megan’s harsh but delicate voice cut right through my feeble attempts to bridge some sort of friendship, she pushed her chair back slowly, causing it to screech across the floor, and she stood up slowly and deliberately.

“Here’s how we’re going to play this from now on Sir.” She put an unnecessary amount of emphasis on the last part of the sentence, as if to show that she didn’t respect my authority whatsoever. With a commanding gait, Megan strutted over from her table to the front of the classroom, stopping just a feet away from where I was perched on the desk. She was close, too close for a student who was alone in a teacher with an adult male teacher. Leaning against the table I thought I would look cool, approachable, and maybe have some sort of semblance of control in this conversation, but Megan had taken it away immediately. I twisted my palms into the edge of the wooden table top and cast my eyes down at the ground. If another teacher came in right now, this wouldn’t look appropriate. I had to take control again.

“Now you listen here Megan-” I leaned forward to move from the front of the table and try to put some space between us, but Megan held a hand out and firmly pushed me back.

“No, you listen you fucking cock sucking maggot.” With a short sharp shove she pushed me back on to the table and I fell back against the surface and let out an involuntary gasp. I heard the shrill moan escape my lips and instantly brought a hand up to cover my mouth, feeling somewhat emasculated. She moved her hand away from the spot on my shoulder where she had pushed me and placed it back on her hip, looking me up and down. For such a small and petite girl she was incredibly strong, I couldn’t have pushed back against her hand even if I had wanted to. “I’m sick of tired of wasting my life away in this room, rotting and listening to whine on about your stupid fucking dead poets. I didn’t like it when Mr. Freeman did it, and I don’t like it when you do it.”

My ears perked up at the mention of Mr. Freeman’s name. He had been the English teacher at the school here, before I had come into replace him. He had been in the position for nearly 15 years, but had mysteriously left on long term illness just a couple of months prior.

“So this is how we’re going to do things from now on.” Megan looked around the room as if to check there was definitely no one was else in here with us, then she looked back at me. “Move your ass and you’ll regret it maggot.” Megan moved from the spot just in front of me where she had been standing, walked over to the classroom door and locked it shut. She walked back over to the windows on the other side of the classroom and pulled the blinds across, obscuring the view onto the courtyard outside at the back of the school. Finally she returned to the spot where she had been standing in front of me with a smile on her face, looking somewhat surprised I had actually stayed put. Now that I thought about it, I couldn’t explain why exactly I had listened to what she had told me to do. I just felt like it was the right thing to do.

Megan placed her hands on her hips again, took a step forward and closed the space between us once more. I squirmed on the table uncomfortably, shamefully aware of the erection that was now filling my trousers. Megan seemed to notice this too, looked down at it and raised her eyebrows in surprise.

“That’s fucking disgusting Mr. Jones.” She said. “You’re supposed to be my teacher. I’m supposed to be able to trust you and stuff.”

“Megan I’m sorry, it’s just-”

“No maggot. You don’t talk to me unless you have my permission. Do you understand?” The tone in her voice was terrifying, my throat felt intolerably dry and I swallowed once more. What was going on here? Megan raised her voice and asked the question again, this time prodding me in the shoulder with her finger as she barked each word.

“Do. You. Understand. ME. Maggot?” Her finger jabbed deep into my shudder and I let out a wince of pain, she was so remarkably strong, it was a little terrifying.

“Yes Megan, I’m sorry.” Why was I letting her talk to me like this? Enough was enough. I leaned forward on the desk, trying to push against her finger with all my might and decided it was my turn to talk.

“Now listen here Megan-” I began, but that was all she let me get out.

“Excuse me? Excuse me?” She pushed her finger into my shoulder even harder now, causing me to almost sprawl back on the desk completely. Megan leaned forward over the desk as she did so, pressing her body down on to mine. I looked down and over to the side, trying to avoid her gaze as much as I possibly could. This girl was terrifying. Another wince escaped my lips and Megan pressed her self hard against my leg, and I felt bare pussy rub against the fabric of my rock hard crotch. She moved back from off the desk and began to pace around the classroom.

“I saw you trying to look up my skirt while you were watching us before.” She said matter of fact as she turned a line she was pacing just in front of the desk. “I should go straight to Principle Hyde right now and tell her what a sick fucking pervert you are.” Megan spat as she walked past the desk, she picked up my meter rule that was in a pot on the edge and turned around to face me. First she’d turned me into some quivering wreck in my own classroom and now she was going to try and blackmail me? Enough was enough. I sat up and cleared my throat.

“Right Megan, enough is-”

SMACK!

With one swift stroke, Megan brought the meter rule down hard and fast through the air, cracking into my left hand that had been on the table. I let out a sharp cry, rolled forward off the table and fell onto the ground clutching at my burning hand.

“What the fuck are you doing!?” I screamed. “Have you lost your mind?!” I bent doubled over holding my left hand in my right, looking up at the beautiful yet mad cheerleader towering above me. She had the meter rule held high like she was going to strike me again.

“That one was a warning. I already told you that you don’t speak unless spoken to, and you seem to be having a really hard time grasping that rule.” She crouched down so she was level with me, grabbed my chin forcefully with her free hand and pulled my face up to meet her own. “And really, it’s quite a simple rule. You don’t speak unless you’re spoken to. Do you get that yet you stupid little cunt?” I felt tears well in my eyes from where she had struck me and shifted uncomfortably on my knees, my cock raging hard in my trousers. Her face was pressed right against my own. She held her eyes wide open and I could see the whites surrounding them, burning into my soul. Megan let out an impatient breath and pushed her face right against mine. “I said…do you get that?”

Another involuntary whimper of defeat escaped my lips and I murmured something that resembled a yes. Megan crouched, removing what space was left between us.

“What was that Maggot?” She held the meter rule up against my throat, pressing the hard flat edge against my adam’s apple.

“Yes, I’m sorry.” A smile spread across her face, and she stood up with her hands on her hips, looking down at me proud.

“Very good Maggot, but you need to show a little respect, which brings me to the second rule. Every time you address me, you call me Mistress. Is that clear?” I looked up at the demented girl towering over me. Part of me was terrified, another part couldn’t believe I was going through with this, and the final part was more turned on than I’d ever been in my whole life.

“Yes…” I began with slow reluctance. Megan raised the rule immediately as if to sharply prompt the rest from me. “Yes, Mistress.” I finally admonished. “I’m sorry I broke your rules.”

A wry smile broke over Megan’s face again at seeing the pathetic wretch that she had reduced her English teacher to. She was getting off on this just as much as I was.

“That’s OK Maggot, you’re new to this, and there are so many rules to fit into your stupid little man brain.” She leaned forward and stroked one of her hands through my hair, tussling it gently. Her grasp tightened and she pulled my head back, nearly yanking the hair out of my skull, I let out a sharp gasp of pain. “But if you break the rules again, I’ll make sure you really pay.” Then she leaned forward with her tongue out, and dragged it all the way up the left hand side of my face, leaving my face cold and damp. She stood up and spun around quickly, causing her pleated skirt to lift and show her bare behind. Megan spun around on the spot quickly, stopping to face me as I  looked up her skirt.

“So that’s the second time you’ve tried to look up a pupil’s skirt. What do you think Principal Hyde would say if she could what a pathetic fucking worm she hired to teach senior English. I knew you were a spineless little shit the moment I first set eyes on you. Don’t you have any respect?”

I said nothing, just sat crouched on the floor with my head hung low and my back hunched over. Then Megan walked over to classroom door and held her finger over the intercom that buzzed directly to the Principle’s office. “I should just call her in here now, and tell her about the sick games you’ve been making me play after class…”

“No!” I screamed, and jumped up from the floor my hands held out as if to stop her. Megan looked back at me somewhat startled.

“So the Maggot can speak?” She said in mock surprise. She moved her hand away from the intercom and strolled over to me with a cocky swagger. She stopped about two feet away from and looked down with an expression of disgust. I looked down at myself and noticed the huge bulge in my pants. Covering it with my hands quickly, I turned away and felt myself turning red in embarrassment.

“You’re a fucking sicko.” Megan said from behind. “Do you know that?” She walked up behind me and started brushing the meter rule up and down my pants, tickling my erection through the fabric. “Do you like that Maggot?” Megan whispered into my ear. “Do you like it when I touch your pervert cock with my stick?” I swallowed and nodded my head yes.

Megan flicked the ruler away from my leg and slammed the hard edge against my cock. Another gasp of pain escaped my lips, and I crumbled to the floor once more.

“You didn’t call me Mistress when you had your little dramatic outburst then. Did you realize that? I don’t know how many fucking times I have to go over these rules with you. There’s only two…so far.” I rolled onto my side, grasping at the pain in my crotch and looked up at the manic cheerleader overhead with tears in my eyes.

“I’m sorry Mistress. I forgot.”

Megan didn’t say anything, but simply responded with a dissatisfied ‘Hmph.’ She walked back towards the door and paced the room for a moment or two, as I tried to regain my composure on the floor.

“So. Here’s the deal. You’re going to be my pathetic slave, and do whatever I tell you to do. In return I won’t tell the school that you looked up a teenage girl’s skirt and I won’t get your ass fired. Does that sound fair to you Maggot?”

I pushed myself up off the floor onto my knees and looked across the room at the maniacal girl who had somehow managed to reduce a fully grown adult man to a whimpering, spineless slave in the space of ten minutes. If I was going to put an end to this nonsense, I would have to do it right now. The accusations that Megan were using to blackmail me weren’t fair, and the potential implications could ruin my whole life. I braced myself to stand up, and stand up to the tyrant in front of me…but I just couldn’t do it. Whatever strength was left in me was gone, and with it I could feel something new growing. A sense of utter dependency, a sense of fear…a sense of excitement.

Megan tapped the ruler at her skirt impatiently, with her eyebrows raised in impatience.

“Well Maggot? What’s it going to be? Are you going to be my slave, or shall I tell Principle Hyde what a pervert you are?”

I took a deep breath, the decision I was about to take could make me or break me.

“No Mistress. That won’t be necessary, please. I’ll do whatever you want me to.”

A smile broke across Megan’s face once more and she stepped away from the intercom.

“Good.”
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“So,” Megan began. “Here’s what we’re going to do.” She walked away from the door and back towards me. “Seen as you are always making us sit pointless tests about pointless things, it’s time we turned the tables and you did a little test.” She walked past me and stroked the side of my face with her forefinger, then sat in my table at the desk. I shuffled around on my knees and turned to face her as she sat at the desk.

Megan sat in the old leather chair, swiveling around it and studying the arm rests, as if she was getting a feel for the thing. She span around to face the board jumped out of the chair and grabbed a piece of chalk.

“Welcome class!” Megan sang out cheerfully to the empty room. “Today I am your teacher, Miss Smith.” As she said her name she wrote it out in tall block letters on the black board. She placed the chalk back down and spun around to face the empty room, her skirt lifting once more and offering a glimpse of the bare treasures underneath. “That’s right boys, it’s just Miss Smith, no husband at home just yet.” She winked to the empty room then her gaze slowly fell upon me. The smile disappeared and a look of dissatisfaction spread across it.

“Excuse me…Slave. Why are you out of your seat?” I looked back at her unsure of what to say or do. Megan stormed towards me and grabbed the hair on side of my head. “I asked you a question Slave!”

“I’m sorry Mistress,” I began, “I’ll get into a seat now.” I went to get up off the floor but Megan pushed back against me and sent me crashing back down.

“No, it’s too late you disobedient little shit. It’s time for your punishment, I’ve had enough of your disruptions. No more!”

Megan stepped back and twirled once more on the spot, with all the agility and flourish one could come to expect from a cheerleader. Once more her tiny plaited skirt lifted and this time exposed her bare ass for the briefest second. Without looking back at me Megan continued to speak.

“Your punishment for getting out of your seat without asking Slave, is to eat my asshole.”

For a moment the room was completely silent. I had to have misheard what she had just said.

“I’m sorry Mistress…what did you-”

“You heard what I said Slave. I want you to eat my fucking asshole. If I have to say it again then I’ll run to the principle’s office screaming rape faster than you can wank off over Keats.”

“No-no!” I raised my hands as if to stop her and screamed. “Ok I’ll do it. Please, just stop.”

I remained knelt on the floor, with Megan stood a few steps away from me. She was stood perfectly still, facing away with her hands by her sides.

“Good.” She said. “Then get on with it.”

Her hands pulled up the sides of her short skirt, and she folded it upwards exposing her perfectly round and supple ass. She held her hands at her waist and half turned backwards, looking at me expectantly.

“We haven’t got all day Slave, night classes begin in four hours, you better hurry.”

I looked around nervously, this had to be some sort of trap, but I had no other option whatsoever. If I didn’t do Megan’s bidding she would cry wolf.

I crawled forward on my knees towards the manic cheerleader and cautiously placed my hands on her firm and soft rear. Her skin was unbelievably smooth and warm. Instantly I found I liked how she felt in my hands, and rubbed my hands in circles across her buttocks. From up above I could hear Megan let out a small moan. She moved her legs apart a little, exposing her perfect asshole and clean shaven pussy on the other side. I ran my lips across my mouth and moved forward to embrace her.

“And one more thing Slave,” Megan said from up above. “No touching, you’re not allowed to use your hands.” Reluctantly I released her ass from the grip of my hands and held them behind my back.

“Yes Mistress.”

She placed her hands on the desk in front and bent over a little, exposing her ass more. She pushed her ass back a little. Just a breath away from my mouth I leaned in and buried my face between her buttocks. At first I began with some reluctance, the act seemed down right alien and wrong. But it didn’t take very long at all for me to realize that I liked it. Not only did I like this, I was harder than I had been in a month. My lips kissed at her asshole passionately and with my tongue I drew small circles on her skin and even pushed inside of her a little. Just inches away from her pussy, I felt daring and moved my kisses down, drawing my tongue along the beginning of the fine pink line, it tasted heavenly sweet. Above me I could hear Megan let out another small moan.

“Not so fast Slave,” She said with an air of authority. “You’re eating my asshole as a punishment. Touch my pussy again and you wont live to regret it.”

I drew back instantly and went back up to her asshole, lovingly licking and slobbering all over it.

Through gasps of pleasure Megan spoke. “I have to say Slavey you seem to be rather good at this. I bet you’ve ate a lot of ass in your time though haven’t you? Being the pathetic bottom feeder that you are.” As embarrassing as the current situation was, hearing Megan speak down to me while I shoved my tongue into her bleached nubile ass only made me harder. I buried my face even deeper, breathed in her delicious scent and came inside of my pants. As I exploded in my trousers I let out a loud and long gasp that was barely muffled by Megan’s ass.
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“Don’t think I’m going to forget this.” Megan said as she pushed my face away from her ass. As she folded her skirt down I was offered one more glimpse of the dripping haven between her legs. She turned around and looked at me bent over double on the floor. “In future you cum when I tell you to you fucking wretch.” She looked down at me in disgust, I stared down at the floor, unable to meet her gaze.

Just then the the handle to the classroom door rattled and we both jumped to our senses.

“Ben?” The voice called from the doorway outside, it was my friend and fellow teacher, Mr. Homes. “Ben are you in there? Just wondering if you wanted to get a drink before we head home?”

I jumped to my feet and brought a finger to my mouth, shushing Megan from talking any further. Unsure whether or not to answer, my mouth answered before I could decide what was best.

“Yeah er sure…one second Mike I was just finishing marking up some tests.” Megan looked back at me as if I was fucking insane. The sensible thing would have been to stay quiet and wait for Mike to go away. I ushered Megan to the back of the classroom and made her go into the cloak room.

“Stay here a minute.” I whispered to her as she walked at a glacial pace into the room. “And please stay quiet. I could lose my job for being locked in a room alone with a female student.”

“Whatever you say slave. Oh and if you forget to call me Mistress one more time, I’m going to really have to punish you.”

“Sorry Mistress,” I said with some reluctance, whilst closing the door on her.

I rushed over to the classroom door and unlocked it. I opened the door just enough to see Mike’s face. “Mike hey! Sorry about that I had a huge stack of tests to mark and I wanted to eliminate all distractions.”

Mike smiled back at me with an air of curiosity on his face.

“…Not a problem Ben. I was just wondering it you wanted to get a drink after work. That’s all.”

“Oh gee.” I started, trying to think of an excuse not to. Normally I’d be up for grabbing a drink with Mike, but if we left now it would mean locking Megan in the school overnight. I made a half assed excuse about having to dog sit for my neighbor. Miked looked back at me with polite suspicion now, acting as if he believed my obviously made up lie.

“Well not a problem Ben…” He said, whilst trying to look over my shoulder into the classroom behind. “Just take it easy whatever you do. Maybe another time eh?”

“Oh sure. Absolutely!” I said, a little too earnestly.

Mike continued to stare back me with one eyebrow raised, looking at me like I was an alien doing a poor impression of human. I stared through the crack in the door as Mike disappeared down the hallway and then I closed the door, locking it again once more.

I turned around and breathed a deep sigh of relief, happy that we had evaded discovery. I turned around to face Megan who was looking at with me a stern expression of dissatisfaction.

“You are such a terrible liar slave.” She spat. “Anyway, I’m bored of this shit hole now.” She walked over to the desk, tore a piece of paper from my ledger and wrote something on it hastily. She grabbed her bag from her desk, walked back towards the door where I stood and thrust the note into my hand.

“I want a few hours to myself so don’t be early. Eight should be fine. Make sure no one sees you pull up. Park a few streets further down. The combination for the gate is written on the note. If the guard asks for a name just give them mine and the address.”

I looked at the note in my hand, on it was an address under which there was a four digit combination.

“Megan what are you talking about? What is this?”

“What do you think it is moron? That’s where I live. It’s Friday night, I’ve got the house to myself all weekend and I’m going to be bored. You’re coming over to entertain me.”

“Megan I can’t do-”

“You’ll do it or I’ll tell everyone how I had you on your knees licking my asshole clean, until you busted in your own pants.” She said this matter of fact with a plain smile as if she was talking about something completely mundane.

All I could do was stare back at her with my mouth hanging open, cornered into a hole, I had no other choice but to accept her invitation.

“That’s what I thought Slave.” She said with a short smile. With that she pushed past me, unlocked the door and stormed out into the hallway.

I was in shit. Real deep shit.
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After I got home I jumped in the shower, cleaned myself off and hopped into a clean pair of clothes. School finished at 3pm on a Friday. After the final bell I’d usually do paperwork and grading for two hours, and then hit up the local watering hole with the other teachers. Today was different. When Megan left I drove straight home, by the time I was out of the shower and dry it was nearly 5pm. I sat on the couch in the living room looking down at the address she had scrawled on the note. 8pm was what she had said, so I had nearly three hours to kill.

I spent most of the time doing very little but burning holes into note with my eyes, tracing over her innocent floral handwriting minute after minute. I had to try and find a way out of this mess, but as much as I’d like to admit, I already knew I was in far too deep to get out now. I wasn’t hungry, but decided it would be best to eat something at least and forced myself to down a bowl of instant noodles.

In the waiting time I looked up the address on the Internet. Jesus. Megan wasn’t fucking messing around. By all indication the address was for a gated community on a hill overlooking the entire town. Some of these houses were in the six figure range. I looked around my drab studio apartment for a moment while contemplating how the other half live.

At 7:30pm I decided enough was enough and decided it was time to drive over. I’d lived in the town of Lambert for a couple of months now and explored a fair chunk of the town, but I had never had the opportunity as of yet to venture to the gated community up on the hill at the top of town.

‘Honeydew Meadows’ was touted as a ‘luxurious domestic retreat for elite professionals’. After driving through town for ten minutes, I turned onto the road that led up to the estate on the hill and put my foot down.

Another five minutes and I was outside the giant white metal gates, next to which there was a large wooden sign with a picture perfect estate on it. ‘Honeydew Meadows’ the sign read, ‘The home of happiness’.

I rolled my hunk of junk car forward to a combination pad just in front of the door and punched in the code that Megan had written on the note. For a moment nothing happened. Then I could see a guard lean his head out he box just in front of me.

“Name, name of person your here to visit and their address please.”

I gave the guard the information, who ducked his head back inside a moment as if he was looking over a ledger of pre-approved guests for the day. The door of the security booth opened, the guard stepped out an walked up to the driver side window.

“Ms Smith has asked me to give you this Mr. Jones. She asks that you park your-” He stopped to give the rust heap a once over, “Vehicle in the garage. Follow the road around on the left, it’s the house at the top.” With that he placed a small remote in my hand and walked back to the booth.

A moment later the gates swung open swiftly and quietly.

From the outside, there wasn’t much chance of looking inside. The estate was walled by tall green hedges and the gates only allowed one to see the reception building at the very front of the estate. I followed the road around to the left and the first of the mammoth houses came into view.

“Jesus Megan.” I whispered under my breath. “No wonder you don’t try so hard in school.”

I continued to drive down the road, which seemed to curve around the estate in a giant single loop. At the top of the loop, on the far side of the estate, another street broke away and came to a point at the driveway of what seemed to be the biggest house on the estate. I checked the address that was on the slip and looked at the number on the mailbox. This was Megan’s house alright. I paused my car at the foot of the long and wide driveway, there were no other cars here. It seemed that Megan was telling the truth, and no one else was in the house. I pressed the single black button on the black remote and stared at the four garage doors that were lined up next to each other at the head of the drive. The door on the far right opened and I drove in.
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“It’s about time you got here.” I looked to the left and saw Megan standing in the garage. I saw what she was wearing and my mouth fell open. On her lower half she wore tall black heels and white thigh high socks. A skimpy black lace thong barely covered her ass and her upper half was completely bare. For a moment too long I stared at her bare breasts before looking away.

“Keeping staring you fucking pervert.” She rolled her eyes, turned around and started to walk away. I remained sat in the car unsure what to do. Megan stopped, and looked back at me. She had pulled her hair up into a tight ponytail and it swung through the air slowly like a long blonde whip.

“Well are you coming or not?” She barked at me. I jumped out of the car, slammed the door shut and started to walk after her, from behind I could hear the garage door sliding shut. Megan’s heels clacked across the empty garage, until she stopped in front of a door which I presumed led further into the house. Megan spun around again and looked me up and down disappointedly.

“Of all the teachers I could have done this to…why did I have to pick you?” She grabbed my face with her hand, pushed my head back and I stumbled back a couple of steps.

“Okay.” She let out a long sigh. “Before we begin I want to go over the house rules with you. We played a little earlier this afternoon at the school, and honestly you were fucking abysmal at following orders. So I’m going to make them very clear now, and this will be the only time I do so.” Megan rattled through this part as if she was a stewardess reading out safety instructions that she had read a thousand times.

“Rule one. You always address me as Mistress. I am your Mistress and you are my slave. Clear?”

“Yes Mistress.” I answered dutifully, this time righting the wrongs I had made earlier in the day. A small smile came to Megan’s face.

“Well done Slave!” She said, and tickled her fingers under my chin as if I were a dog. “Rule two. You are my Slave. That means you do whatever I say. That means anything. Anything. Got it?”

I nodded my head quietly.

“Failure to obey me results in punishment.”

I nodded my head once more.

“Rule three. You can only cum when I say you can. Break that rule and I’ll make you live to regret it. Clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. Now let’s begin, take those fucking trash clothes off and leave them on the floor.” For a moment I hesitated. Then Megan leaned over and picked a long black riding crop from off the wall beside her. I hadn’t noticed it up until then but now she held it in her hands like a deadly weapon. She threw it up in the air and brought it crashing down on a counter beside me.

“Now Slave!” Megan’s screams and the crack from the crop echoed across the garage. Terrified I jumped out of the clothes I had so carefully selected for the evening and left them discarded in a heap on the cold concrete floor. Thirty seconds later I was standing completely stark naked, fully exposed to Megan. Sheepishly I covered myself with my hands. Megan smiled at how uncomfortable I was.

“Little bit slovenly aren’t we Mr. Jones? I had secretly hoped you were hiding a beach bod under those dorky clothes, but apparently you’re just another slightly over weight middle aged man.”

“Mistress I’m barely thir-”

“Quiet you fucking heap. You might be thirty but you dress like you live in a retirement home. Anyway, follow me.”

She walked through the door into the house and I followed, my eyes hypnotically fixed on her ass as it moved against of the constraints of her tiny black thong.

“Keep your eyes up sicko.” Megan chastised me from in front, “I’m your pupil remember, have some fucking respect.”
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We wondered through the house like that for another five minutes or so, Megan navigating us through a series of labyrinth like halls and corridors full of luxury and expense. Eventually she stopped in front of a door and led us through. Megan made me go in first. Inside the room was dark. I heard her step in behind me, flick a light switch and close the door. The room lit up.

“This is my wardrobe.” She said casually. I looked around my mouth agape. The room was long and narrow. The four exterior walls were covered in  rows of wardrobes, and down the middle of the room there ran a row of two more wardrobes which were also full to the brim of the clothes. Megan walked down the middle, idly stroking a hand against dozens of outfits as she walked past them. I followed her to the other end of the room, where there was a raised platform surrounded by mirrors on all sides.

“This is where you pick.” She said pointing at the clothes behind us. “And this is where you try it on! It’s so fun. I spend a lot of time in here. The girls from school love it too. I made Mommy make Daddy install this for me when I was 14. I just had way too many clothes to fit in my old room.”

I looked down at her as she said this, taking a mental note at how little she was wearing right now.

“Stay here.” She said and disappeared down a hallway of clothes and white shelves. I stood there for a moment. Looking at myself in the mirrors that surrounded the changing stage in front of me. The mirrors went all the way up to the ceiling. The room was quite tall. In the corner there was a door which I presumed led to Megan’s bedroom. Standing there naked I no longer felt self conscious about my naked body. It was startling how fast I had become used to being nude.

“Here.” Megan said as she appeared from behind a row of shelves behind me. In her hand she was holding some small, pink and fluffy. “Put these on. This can be your outfit for the next few hours.” She threw the outfit at me and it hit me square in the chest with surprising weight. I held out the outfit in my hands and looked up at Megan in disbelief.

“Surely you can’t be…” I began to protest, but before I could even finish the sentence fire ignited in her eyes and she had the crop raised and ready to use. “No! It’s ok…I’ll…put it on now.”

I squeezed into the tight clothes, they were a few sizes too small, but I managed to get them on alright. The fabric dug into my skin and felt uncomfortable. I pulled the top of it over my shoulders, and looked at myself in the mirror wearily. Megan had dug out an old pink ballet outfit for me to wear. The dress plumed out like a giant pink flower, and the leotard stretched tight over my shoulders. I looked like a pathetic shrimp.

“Oh Slavey!” Megan crumpled down on the stage whilst starting at me, roaring with tears of laughter coming down her face. “Don’t you just look adorable!” I looked into the mirror and stared at the image of the middle aged man looking back at me, face burning red with embarrassment, portly figure crammed into a little girl’s pink ballet outfit. The humiliation burned into the deepest corners of my shame, I looked away from the mirror and stared down at the ground, bringing my arms around myself to try and hide my embarrassment.

Still, as embarrassing as I found it I couldn’t help but notice how good the fabric felt against my skin, and now of all places felt myself getting a giant erection, unable to help but feel as my dick pressed up against the light fabric. Whatever Megan was doing to me, I was enjoying it. I was enjoying being her little toy, I was enjoying as she dressed me up, took away my masculinity and made me into a ridiculous sissy.

“Oh you pathetic little wretch!” Megan scowled as she noticed that I was aroused by this humiliation of hers. “There’s just no end to your depravity is there? Just when I thought I would be able to humiliate you no more, you go and do it yourself. You’re pathetic.” She stared at me for a moment, seeming to muse something in her head. She walked around with me her accusatory glances and looked at me in disdain. As she walked around I tried to pull the dress down to cover myself, but it was no good, it was too short. I stared at breasts as she strutted around in her high heels, only aroused further by her near perfect body.

“You know what. You’ve been such a good slave that I reckon it’s time for a little reward Slave.” Megan said with a glimpse of mischief in her eye. “How about we have some sex?”

She caught me off guard completely. I looked up at her with an expression of what must have been equal parts hope and surprise. “I thought that might wake you up a little bit Slave.” Again, she stared at me with mischief burning in her expression. “I bet you’ve been thinking about stuffing your tiny cock in my tight pink pussy since this afternoon haven’t you?”

I looked down in embarrassment, unsure of what to say.

“Well come on then, we haven’t got all day Princess.” Megan took my hand and pulled me through the door to the back of the room. On the other side was her bedroom.

“You’re probably thinking to yourself Slave that this isn’t the bedroom of a normal teenage girl.” Megan said as she disappeared into some closet to retrieve something.

I looked around the room and could only agree with her sentiment. All around chains hung from the ceiling, containing various looking swing contraptions. On the floor there was an ocean of sex toys, from tiny vibrators to monstrous looking plastic cocks that defied all explanation. The bed itself looked normal enough, save for the restraints that were attached at the four corners.

“Here we go!” Megan shouted as she hurled a giant cube pillow onto the bed. “Get on the bed on all fours and rest your stomach on that.” I looked at her for a moment and then decided to do as she said, before she got angry again. She seemed to noticed I almost skipped the hesitance this time around and had an approving glimmer in her eye. I did as she said, climbing on all fours on to the bed and resting my stomach and torso on the top of the cube. It was soft but firm enough to support my weight.

“Now the real fun begins.” I heard Megan say from behind me and felt something clasp around my left and right ankles. I spun around to see that she had locked the restraints around my feet. Before I could process what was happening she had done the same to my left and right hands. Bent over the leather cube my ass was completely exposed, the short frilly pink skirt I was wearing was no were near long enough to cover me up.

Megan walked to the front of the behind me and I could hear what sounded like a faint jangling sound. Was putting something on.

“Now I hope when I mentioned sex just now Slavey, you couldn’t possibly have dreamed that I meant you were going to fuck me. Because that’s not how this relationship works. You’re my little Slave bitch remember? If anyone is going to be fucking anyone around here, then I’m going to being fucking you.”

I tried to turn my head to look around, but couldn’t see far enough.

“Now we are completely alone, but I was just want to be extra sure you don’t go waking up the neighbors when I have you screaming like a little girl.” Megan’s hands passed over the front of my face, held taught between them was a ball gag on a black strap, she forced the gag into my mouth, pulled the straps around the back of my head and tightened it. The gag tasted rubbery and a little dusty. Forced to breath out of my nose, I felt myself starting to panic a little bit.

“Don’t worry Slavey, Mommy would never hurt you.” She stepped on to the bed and faced me, her crotch facing me. That’s when I saw it.

“So. You do you notice anything different about me?” She said with a wicked tone of innocence. “No I haven’t had a hair cut…no I didn’t get my nails done.” She carried on as if we were having a conversation. “Oh this? Yeah this is my little friend Zeus.” She looked down at the gigantic strap on dildo mounted to her pelvis and held it in her hands. “He’s 12 inches of blue silicone, modeled after some famous Italian porn star who is now dead. And guess what!?” She whispered excitedly as if she was sharing gossip behind the bleachers.

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass with him.” I tried to protest but the noises only came in grunts, muffled by the rubber gag that she had stuffed into my mouth. What was this girl doing to me?
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Megan moved around to the back of the bed, crawled up behind me and shuffled herself close.

“Oh you look so cute in your ridiculous pink ballet skirt Slavey. Your ass is so ugly and hairy though. We’ll definitely have to get that sorted too.”

Then I heard a noise of what sounded like a lid being pulled off a bottle, and the sound of a thick liquid being poured from within. Something warm and thick dripped onto the top of my ass, ran down my legs and onto the sheets.

“Got to make sure we have plenty of lubricant.” Megan said as she poured oil all over myself and her strap on. “Don’t want you passing out like the little bitch you are now do we?”

She closed the lid and I heard the bottle land somewhere on the other side of the room. She didn’t wait around or anything. She placed one hand on the small of my back, and I imagined the other hand must have been guiding Zeus. That’s when I felt it, the cool hard plastic press against my ass and begin to spread it open as Megan pushed forward. I let out an involuntary grunt, which again the gag muffled. My own hands grasped at the bed sheets.

“There we go Slavey, just relax. Momma is going to fuck you so hard you won’t be able to remember your name by the time we’re finished.”

She was gentle, but firm at the same time. Megan spent the next couple of minutes easing the strap on into my ass gently, until she had relaxed me enough to slide the monster in all the way up until it’s hilt. At first I didn’t like the sensation at all, but it didn’t take long for that to change. After Megan had pushed herself all the way inside of me, she started to slide back and forth, fucking my ass with an ever increasing pace.

“There we go Slavey.” Megan teased as she started to pound into the back of my ass, each thrust of her cock making me bump forward slightly. The tip would spread my ass apart, then the shaft would slide all the way in, until the base bumped against me and I felt the monster filling me entirely. Warmth radiated throughout my body. This actually felt pretty great. I was getting fucked in the ass by a nightmare Cheerleader and she was making me love every minute of it. With every thrust from her powerful hips a small groan escaped my mouth, muffled once more by the ball gag. Megan could sense I was enjoying myself, and pounded even harder.

“You’ve been such a good slave today.” She said. “I think it’s time you earned your reward.”

While she was still fucking my ass from behind, Megan reached one hand around and underneath, and grabbed my cock in her hand. I was rock solid with an instant. My cock was already covered in oil, and with a few pumps of her hand masterfully timed with her fucking my ass, I was exploding everywhere and covering the sheets in string after string of cum.

“There we go Slavey!” She said as I lay face down on the cube, contorting and writhing as my whole body shook with ecstasy. “I knew you would like this.” All the energy left my body and I crumpled over the cube. Megan unclasped the gag from behind and it dropped on to the bed. Heavy and labored breaths forced their way out of my mouth, and I took several deep breaths, trying hard to catch the air I desperately needed. With one slow pull Megan slipped her cock out of my ass and I left out one last involuntary groan that shook the room.

“Well well.” Megan said from behind. I couldn’t muster enough energy to turn and face her, but I could imagine her staring me down with an eyebrow raised in mock surprise. “How was that for you Slave?”

I took a few moments, still trying to regain my breath. There was a pleasant warmth throughout my body. A strange emptiness inside me, where she had been my ass just minutes earlier. She had filled me so completely. I felt myself aching for that feeling to return. I opened my mouth and my frail voice cracked.

“Please Mistress…” I began slowly. “Can we go again?”

The End…?
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