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   Class Pet
 
    
 
   Sure, he hid how he felt. But a sliver of his true feelings leaked out anyway. With just a hint of condescension, her professor, Mason Stratus, asked, "Julia, what can I do for you?"
 
   "To be blunt, I'm here because I deserve a better grade."
 
   Mason blinked, not entirely certain how to respond. Although he had been a professor at this college for a good five years, no student had approached him with this kind of bravado. Yes, plenty of his students insisted on complaining about their grades, only they usually went to the dean of his department.
 
   Apparently Julia was going to be different. This shouldn't have surprised him.
 
   Mason took a slow breath, deciding exactly what approach to use with Julia. While he collected his thoughts, he peered across his desk, feeling just a hint of attraction to his student. Granted, that was always an issue with male teachers, especially since he was the youngest professor among the faculty. He still had several years on the young woman in front of him, but there was something about this girl, something unique and insatiable.
 
   Was it simply her appearance? At the moment, she had her blonde hair tied back into a severe bun. Could it be her facial features? Julia had smooth cheeks, pink lips, and a cute nose. But there was something about her eyes. So many of his college students seemed to glance around quickly, never quite seeing what was going on around them.
 
   Not true with Julia. When she leveled his eyes upon him, he felt a shiver of…something. She seemed perceptive. She struck him as somehow uncanny.
 
   Shaking off those thoughts, Mason reminded himself of how he was the instructor there. He was the professor, so he was in charge.
 
   "Julia, I appreciate your concerns, but have you reviewed the rubric?"
 
   "I did. I went over it very thoroughly, and I believe the grade I received was a mistake."
 
   He took another breath. At moments like this, he could feel his blood pressure began to rise. After all, Julia was just eighteen or nineteen years old, a freshman in his English composition class. What did she know?
 
   "Was there a particular point you'd like to make?”
 
   "Actually, yes, there was," she said. She reached into her purse, and she pulled out her essay along with the course grading rubric. Then she pointed out some of his marks, and she told him why he had been wrong.
 
   Impassive, Mason sat there, slowly clenching his arms over his chest. His body language became defensive, and Julia noticed this, but she didn't really care. She had worked with teachers like him before, arrogant boys who normally had answers to students didn't, so they automatically assumed that they were better.
 
   Oh no, Julia intended to show him the truth.
 
   She made her argument, and she made it well. If Mason hadn’t been the one to rade her paper, he definitely would have agreed with her. Only when she finished, he sat up, he put his palms on the flat of his desk, and then he said, "I appreciate your concerns. You make some interesting points, but my grades stands. Julia, what you are talking about is subjective."
 
   "But I have proven—” she began.
 
   Mason had no problem cutting her off. "No, you haven't proven anything. You came in here like a precocious little girl, and you've used a few of the terms from the rubric, which I’m sorry to say just isn't good enough. Unless you want to fail my class outright, I suggest you let this matter drop."
 
   Her eyes narrowed, and Mason didn't know if he just made a mistake. Normally, he dreaded it when his female students started to cry in his office. That had happened once or twice, especially with the sorority girls who never did their homework and then didn't understand why they failed at the end of the semester.
 
   Julia should have been different.
 
   She opened her mouth, running her tongue along her teeth. In that moment, she looked a lot more like a predator than a hapless freshman. She got up without a word, she took her essay, she took the rubric, and then she left his office, shutting the door behind her.
 
   Mason didn't realize it yet, but he just made a very serious mistake.
 
    
 
   Her boots clicked on the linoleum floor as she folded her paperwork and slid it back into her purse. From there, Julia went right back to her dorm room. She pulled out her laptop, and she started to access some of her favorite protocols.
 
   As her fingers danced along the keyboard, she wondered if Professor Mason Stratus would have been more polite had he realized her major. Computer science. No, probably not. After all, the smug jackass likely assumed she would never be skilled enough to do anything. Certainly, a young woman like her couldn't have been an effective hacker, not yet.
 
   But the thing was, Julia had spent a lot of time back in high school teaching herself everything she needed to know about various security protocols and exploits. She already knew more about cyber security than most of her professors.
 
   She had never been quite this courageous, but there was something about the way, Mason talked down to her. The semester was almost at an end, so she used everything she knew, and she accessed the university computer system.
 
   Frankly, they should have been ashamed. Their security measures were lackadaisical at best. Within an hour, she had access.
 
   At first, Julia only intended to change her grade. She planned on printing up a grade report and using it in the event that Mason noticed the change. Then she would be able to go to his boss and complain; she would have no trouble making him look like an idiot. Besides, she would just be the innocent college girl, the one that didn't understand why her teacher had suddenly changed his mind.
 
   A slow smile spread across her face because she decided to do something else as well. She took a look into his e-mail account and browser history. Mason may have known a lot about composition and essay structure, but he really had no idea how things worked in universe of computers.
 
    
 
   Mason always had an office hour before class. Although there were only a couple of weeks left before the end of the semester, he didn't expect many of his students to show up, not yet. For one, he didn't have any appointments. Second, his students seldom showed up so early in the morning. They preferred to stay after class, if they were going to talk to their teacher all.
 
   Oh, and the desperation didn't really kick in until the week of final exams.
 
   Key in hand, he walked down the hall toward his office, and he was surprised to see the lithe physique of his most attractive student.
 
   "Julia, what can I do for you?" Seeing her actually made him feel a little bit better. She was probably there to apologize for her rude behavior.
 
   "I don't think you want to have this conversation out here."
 
   Mason raised an eyebrow, and he considered chastising this girl for her tone of voice, but then he thought better of it at the last moment. He unlocked his door, and then he motioned for her to go inside.
 
   His student sauntered into his office, and she leaned against the front of his desk.
 
   "Close the door," she commanded.
 
   The professor raised an eyebrow, surprised at her attitude, but she obviously needed to say something, so he played along…for now.
 
   "Good boy," Julia said once he closed the door. "Now, have a seat."
 
   "Julia—” he started to say.
 
   His student cut him off. "I said sit.”
 
   This girl was younger than him. She didn't have his education or position, yet there was something in her expression, her body language, and her tone of voice. He found himself dropping down into the seat in front of his desk.
 
   Holding his knees together, he looked up at her. Now that he had made the mistake of sitting down, he wasn't about to stand again. That would only make him appear even weaker.
 
   While he scrambled to collect his thoughts, Julia began, “Mason, we are going to have a little conversation about your behavior."
 
   "What are you talking about?"
 
   "Shush," she ordered. He closed his mouth, surprising her with his easy obedience. If he could already be coerced into compliance, what did that mean when she revealed those secrets she had discovered on his computer?
 
   "As I was saying," Julia continued, "I went back to my room last night, and I did a little bit of work on my computer."
 
   "Did you revise your essay?" Mason asked, his heart beating a little bit more quickly when she leveled her gaze upon him. Again, he had to remind himself of how he had the upper hand in the situation. He was a university employee. He was taller than her. He was older and more experienced. This girl could not take charge.
 
   "No, Mason, I did not revise my essay," she said, and a little shiver of nervousness sprang down his back when she used his first name.
 
   Just a little bit too slowly, he opened his mouth to say something about how she should use his title instead.
 
   Julia continued, heedless of the fact that her professor had been about to say something. "I went into your grades, and those were pretty boring. But I also decided to check out your e-mail account. Some of your messages were pretty fascinating, especially the ones to the campus bookstore. Oh, and you've been doing a lot of work on auction sites lately."
 
   Tightening his lips, Mason peered at her, uncertain.
 
   The color drained away from his cheeks. She knew…and yes, he had understood how he could be caught, only never expected it to be one of his students. She was just a freshman!
 
   "What are you suggesting? If you need money, I can pay—”
 
   Grinning at him, she popped her tongue against the top of her mouth, interrupting him. "Mason, I'm not interested in your money. Believe it or not, I already have a lot of that. No, I'm interested in something else. I'm interested in teaching you a lesson."
 
   The nubile coed sauntered up to him, and then she poked his chest, touching his shirt. She maneuvered the tip of her finger around his buttons, going higher and higher. Then she touched his chin, holding his gaze.
 
   He almost lost himself in the pure blue of her eyes. This girl didn't need to go to college. She easily could have just become a model. Reminding himself of who he was up against, he took a different approach. "What do you know, exactly?" This was his only chance. Maybe she had been bluffing.
 
   An exasperated sigh left her lips. "Mason, I know all about the arrangement you have at the bookstore. You've been bribing some of the clerks to handoff textbooks to you. Then you’ve been selling them online. From what I've been able to see, you have embezzled a lot of money from your employer. Do you know what that means?"
 
   "It means I could be fired." When he looked up at her, he tried to appear completely resolved, as though the consequence didn't really frighten him.
 
   "It means you could be fired," she agreed, "and you could go to prison. Fraud is very serious in the state. And you know, the president university has been in some hot water lately. I'm sure he would enjoy a nice little scandal. Showing everyone just how tough he can be on corrupt professors would probably be a welcome distraction."
 
   Mason opened his mouth, only to close it.
 
   "That's what I thought," she said.
 
   "What do you want?"
 
   Julia let go of his chin, and she started to saunter around his seat. She looked down at him, and Mason really did feel like a bug under the magnifying glass of some precocious girl. His breathing sped up along with his pulse, yet he did his best to simply stare straight ahead, almost like she didn't matter at all.
 
   Unfortunately for him, Julia was very good at reading body language. She knew she how she made him skittish. In fact, she stayed quiet for a few seconds, just to let him simmer in his own helplessness.
 
   "I want you."
 
   "What?" The question just sort of fell out of his mouth.
 
   Julia stopped behind him, and then she put her hand on the back of his neck. This made him especially tense, except he couldn't explain why. "Mason, did you know I had a little crush on you at the beginning of the quarter? You seemed so smart, so charismatic and intelligent. It was incredible really. Of course, I only needed a few weeks to see that you really just want to be a petty tyrant.”
 
   "That's not true."
 
   "Don't interrupt me. If you interrupt me, I'm going to have to start punishing you."
 
   Punishing him? What the hell did that mean?
 
   "Look, Julia—”
 
   "No. This is how things are going to work. You don't get to interrupt me, and when you try it again, I'm going to discipline you. From now on, you belong to me. Unless you want to lose your job and go to prison, you're going to do anything and everything I say." She flashed him and impish smile, one that would've been utterly adorable except it came from her newfound power over him.
 
   Mason shut his mouth, and he couldn't speak. He sincerely didn't know what he could possibly say to that. This girl must've been insane. She couldn't really believe this would work.
 
   She touched her finger to the underside of his chin, lifting his gaze and forcing him to look up at her.
 
   Normally, Julia came off as small and diminutive. She was a beautiful girl, the kind of lithe nymph so many men craved. If they had been in a relationship, Mason knew he would have teased her mercilessly about being short.
 
   But he was seated, and she was standing, so she towered over him.
 
   "This is going to be a difficult transition for you. I understand that, but you are mine now. Say it."
 
   Mason couldn't comprehend how he came to be in the situation. She had been absolutely right, point for point, about his side business. It had been very lucrative, but considering how faculty compensation had been frozen for nearly ten years and he was at the bottom of the pay scale anyway, his little scheme had seemed a very good idea, until now.
 
   "The longer you delay, the worse it's going to be for you."
 
   He still didn't know what she was talking about, yet she kept her finger right there, under his jaw. No one had ever touched him like this, and some small part of and may have even enjoyed it.
 
   "I understand,” Mason barely spoke those words.
 
   Julia was not satisfied. "Again. Louder."
 
   "I understand," he repeated, louder this time. The door was closed. No one would know about any of this. At the same time, he tried to console himself with the fact that he would be able to find some way to get this girl off of his back. This was not going to be a permanent arrangement, so he could tell her whatever she wished to hear.
 
   Perhaps Julia sensed his reticence because she strolled around his chair again, brushing her fingers along his shoulders, the nape of his neck, and down along his biceps. "Say it again, and be specific."
 
   Mason grimaced, remembering how many times he used those same words with his students. Be specific. A large part of composition was making sure the audience understood exactly what was intended. There couldn't be any confusion.
 
   "I understand. I belong to you."
 
   "You don't really believe that, do you?"
 
   Silence. Mason wasn't about to taunt her into doing something he might regret.
 
   "Such a silly boy. You know, when I first saw you, I thought you were going to be so smart. But really, you're just like the other guys on campus. Sure, you have an impressive degree, and you've learned to act like you're better than you really are, but you're just the same."
 
   "I don't know what you're talking about," he said.
 
   "I'm sure you don't. And that's why I'm going to have to train you. Let's start with a little spanking." As she spoke those words, Julia made sure she was in front of him so that she could look down into his eyes and savor his expression.
 
   First shock. Then disbelief.
 
   He started to stutter and stammer, but Julia cut him off again. "Unless you want me to go tell the president of the school exactly what you've been doing, you're going to stand up, you're going to drop your trousers, and then you're going to bend forward, right across this nice desk of yours."
 
   Eyes wide, he couldn't believe her. He kept staring into her beautiful face, searching for some sign that she was joking. Could this be some kind of prank? A game?
 
   No.
 
   The longer he peered into her features, the more certain Mason became that this girl was something special, something he had never encountered before.
 
   "Now," she commanded, and the authority of her voice prompted him to move.
 
   Mason got up onto his feet, and he took a step forward. She touched the back of his neck and pushed him down, bending him over his own desk. "Stay,” she commanded, talking down to him like he was just some kind of dog.
 
   And yet it worked. Mason didn't move while she circled around his desk, going through his drawers, checking out the different containers of pencils and pens. She did this until she found exactly what she wanted.
 
   Mason kept a ruler for those moments when he needed to check on the margins of student papers. Now, that strip of composite wood had a very different purpose.
 
   "Look, Julia, can't we just talk about this? There has to be something else you're interested in. I can pay you!"
 
   She giggled at his offer, making him sound silly for even making the suggestion. "Mason, do you know what I really want?"
 
   "What? What do you really want?" This time he didn't hesitate at all.
 
   She came back around, she ran her fingers through his soft hair, and then she took a solid grip on his scalp. Yanking his head back, she looked into his eyes again, and she savored the the fear simmering around his irises. "Mason, I want to take you and train you. I've always wanted my own personal slave, so I think that's what you're going to be from now on. Yes, this is going to be so much fun. I'm going to train you, I'm going to control you, and I'm going to teach you so many important lessons."
 
   "You can't do this," he insisted.
 
   She replied with just two words, "Watch me.”
 
   No, no, no, this couldn’t be happening, Mason's panicked brain told him.
 
   She had commanded him to take off his pants, but he his nerves bested him, and he forgot. This time, Julia didn’t mind helping him out. She loosened his pants and dropped them down around his ankles.
 
   But then she sauntered out of his line of sight, and he held onto his desk, gripping it for support. She touched the ruler to his ass, stroking the firm curves of his buttocks. "You really are in very good shape," she said, shaking her head. "That reminds me, do you have a girlfriend?"
 
   "I don't," he said, telling her the truth.
 
   "I didn't think so. I don't imagine there are many girls out there who would tolerate your arrogance and condescension."
 
   Mason parted his lips, ready to defend himself, but she swatted them down, connecting hard. His boxers absorbed much of the force, yet he still felt the sting of pain. Worse, embarrassment flashed through his body because she was his student! She was smaller than him!
 
   Julia never should've been able to do this, yet he found himself in that position, on display for her amusement.
 
   "You hesitated before. I asked you if you understood, and you took your sweet time giving an answer, so you need to be punished. How many times should I spank you?"
 
   Mason paused again, unable to process what she was saying. When he walked into work this morning, he never anticipated that beautiful girl would be able to seize control like this. On many occasions, he had fantasized about girls like Julia, only he never imagined one of them would be able to do this to him.
 
   She smacked his ass hard, swinging the ruler with more force than a girl like her should have been able to summon.
 
   "I, I don't know. Ten times?"
 
   "Let's start with twenty,” she decided. "And when I'm done, I want you to tell me exactly what lesson you've learned."
 
   She was talking down to him, but he didn't get much time to worry about it. She spanked his ass, striking repeatedly.
 
   At first, Mason had no problem controlling himself. After all, his underwear really did absorb much of the force, so the sting wasn't too bad, not in the first couple of seconds anyway. But as the numbers went higher and higher, growing by the second, Mason could feel his determination waver and crack.
 
   His eyes misted over, and he inhaled and exhaled through his teeth, doing his best to remain silent and stoic. It wouldn't do any good to show this girl exactly what kind of pain she could inflict.
 
   She might develop a taste for it.
 
   She smacked him several more times, connecting hard. And when she was done, she looked at him. "What have you learned?"
 
   "I shouldn't hesitate," he said.
 
   "And?"
 
   Wait, what? There was more?
 
   Mason started to stand upright so that he could talk to her, but she grabbed him by the base of his neck and pushed his forehead back down against the desktop. Hissing through his teeth, he couldn't believe this girl had the gall to touch him like this. He was her teacher!
 
   Apparently, that didn't matter to a girl like Julia. She had already picked her course, and now he was going to have to live with the consequences of his actions. "What else have you learned?"
 
   "I, I don't understand," said the disgraced teacher.
 
   Julia let out an exaggerated sigh, and then she leaned down, whispering into his ear. Her breath was warm, almost seductive. Her simple proximity was enough to stiffen his cock. It was an autonomic response, something his body did without consulting him.
 
   "Mason, drop your underwear. You're going to need a bare bottom spanking."
 
   "You have to be kidding me," he started to say, but she shut him down with another swing of the ruler against his backside. He hissed in pain, hating the fact that this girl could do this to him.
 
   In his mind’s eye, Mason kept imagining himself grabbing her, pushing her down on the desk, and punishing this precocious little brat for trying to control him. Unfortunately for the teacher, she really did have him. She hadn’t been lying about the severity of his crime. Over the course of several years, he had made a lot of money, which meant he would be in so much trouble.
 
   Mason couldn’t go to jail.
 
   So, his hands trembling, he pulled his trousers down. His bottom was naked before her. And she admired her prize.
 
   "My oh my, you do have a nice little ass," she said. "Nice and firm," she confirmed with a squeeze of his behind.
 
   "I'm your teacher! You, you can’t talk to me like that!"
 
   "No, you're my slave, so I can talk you however I wish," she said with calm deliberation. Her voice sounded like silk, smooth and binding.
 
   Mason didn’t get the chance to respond. Oh no, she dropped the ruler on his desk, letting a clatter near his ear. Next, she spanked him with her open palm. "You want to think you're so smart. You want to think that you're better than your students. So fine, prove it tell me what lesson I'm teaching you right now."
 
   Once again, she didn't allow him the opportunity to answer. Oh no, she spanked his ass, bringing her hands down hard. The sound clapped through his small office. For a moment, she wondered if any of his colleagues would come into work early and hear those sounds. Maybe they would wonder exactly what was going on.
 
   Ultimately, it wasn't her problem.
 
   Julia brought her hand back, and he flinched. She giggled down at him discomfiture. "What? You can't take a little spanking?" Julia asked, mocking her vaunted professor.
 
   She smacked his ass again and again, a flurry of blows against Mason’s soft flesh. He really did have a very spankable ass, she decided. In fact, Julia was probably going to start doing this for amusement as well as punishment.
 
   Just as he started to believe he couldn't take anymore, she stopped. Julia came up behind him, and she caressed his tormented skin with the soft pads of her fingertips. "What have you learned?"
 
   All of a sudden, it clicked. "I belong to you. I'm your slave," he said. He didn't really believe those words, but getting him to speak them was just the beginning.
 
   "Good boy!" She called out those two words, sounding genuinely impressed. Of course, she wasn't. She was just ridiculing her subjugated teacher.
 
   "Look, you've had your fun. Just get out of here now."
 
   "No. This is only the beginning, Mason. What you just said, about being my slave, that's all true now. I'm going to play with you for however long I decide. As long as you amuse me, as long as you entertain me, I'm going to be having fun with you. Now, I want you to turn around and sit on the edge of your desk."
 
   "Do I have to?"
 
   She replied by spanking his already reddened ass.
 
   This time, he didn't bother asking any silly questions. No, Mason turned around, and he started to reach for his pants and underwear. "Since you've been such a good boy, I'm going to let you put your boxers back on. But you are not allowed to touch your pants. Understand?"
 
   In a small voice, he replied, "I understand.” He put his boxers back on, half-hoping that they might offer him some sense of authority or modesty. Nope. When Julia stood back, she flashed him another one of her gorgeous smiles, and he knew how he was nothing more than an object of her derision now.
 
   He sat on the edge of his desk, just the way she commanded. Not only that, she spotted why he had been so reluctant to assume this position.
 
   His cock was hard. He didn't want to show her, but her teacher was excited.
 
   "Are you enjoying this?"
 
   "No!"
 
   "I think the professor doth protest too much,” she said with a mocking smirk.
 
   For his part, Mason managed to look up at the girl who had found a way to tease and torment him. Okay, fine. His cock was hard, and desire washed through every inch of his body. With his pants around his ankles, he felt humiliated. He felt powerless and emasculated, but he was about to find out that Julia was only getting started.
 
   She took a dainty step closer to him, and then she reached out. She slipped her hand into his boxers, and Mason didn't have the leverage to tell her to stop. Oh no, she could do whatever she wanted with him.
 
   Julia had already made that crystal clear to her slave teacher.
 
   "I think you are enjoying this. I think you are enjoying this far more than you would like to admit," Julia told him. She tugged down his boxers, holding his hardened cock in one hand. With her other hand, she gently stroked his scrotum, caressing the underside of his balls until he started to squirm and moan with desire.
 
   "I'm going to be very generous with you, Mason. I'm going to let you have an orgasm. Tell me just how grateful you are for this privilege."
 
   "I am not grateful,” he snapped back at her.
 
   His student simply shrugged. "Oh well. I guess you're going to have to show me your gratitude in a different way then. I want you to get down on your hands and knees. Then I want you to kiss my shoes. Show me that you can be a very grateful boy when I decide to give you your rewards."
 
   Mouth dry, Mason couldn’t accept what he was hearing. Yes, rampant lust burned through his system, and he kept thinking about how good it would feel to grab her and throw her down across his desk, yet he was the one who was helpless. He was the one who had to obey.
 
   "Right now," she said, snapping her finger and pointing downward.
 
   His body seemed to move on autopilot. She ordered, he dropped down onto his hands and knees, and then he lowered his lips toward her shoes.
 
   "Go ahead," she said, her tone light and encouraging. Still, he could detect that little note of mockery in her voice.
 
   Mason simply couldn't believe he was about to kiss the feet of a student, some precocious girl who had a penchant for hacking. His mind went blank and he dipped his head low, puckering his lips just before he kissed the soft leather upper boots. He started at the left, and then he moved to the right.
 
   "Very nice," she said, motioning for him to stand.
 
   Despite having his trousers wrapped around his ankles, Mason managed to get up on his feet in short order.
 
   She slid his boxers back into place, yet his tumescent cock still stayed up.
 
   "Mason, I'm going to watch you jerk off for me."
 
   His jaw nearly dropped open. "What?"
 
   "You heard me. You've been a very good boy, taking your spanking like an obedient slave and kissing my feet. I think you deserve a treat, so a little pleasure sounds like a good deal. Do it right now, or I'm going to turn you in right after class."
 
   Mason narrowed his eyes, glaring at her for all he was worth. Frowning, he considered his situation. He was supposed to be smarter than her, better educated, more experienced. All of those attributes should have enabled him to somehow outwit her.
 
   Unfortunately for Mason, it didn't work that way. He couldn't think of anything to do or say to make her stop this.
 
   Surrendering, he reached down, and he took a hold of his penis. He squeezed his member gently, humiliated and degraded.
 
   Normally, when he touched himself like this, he was alone, and he could indulge in whatever fantasy he wished. Now, he was ashamed to admit how he had fantasized about Julia on several occasions, thinking about how good it would feel to strip her of her clothing, throw her down on his bed, and take whatever he wanted. In the gentle, romantic images, he would kiss her. Occasionally, she would beg for him. He never went beyond that, only this girl had no problem being ruthless.
 
   "Look at me," she commanded.
 
   Right away, Mason opened his eyes, and their gazes locked on one another. She was smirking, silently laughing at him all while he continued to move his palm forward and back, squeezing and relaxing.
 
   "Faster," she commanded.
 
   There was no other word to describe it. Julia gave him an order, and if he failed, he would be punished again. Mason didn't know what else she might be inclined to do, yet he didn't want to find out. Squeezing faster and harder, he worked himself up into a frenzy, and then she gave him one word.
 
   "Stop."
 
   Like a well-trained boy, he let go.
 
   Julia sauntered up to him, and she walked around him, reveling in his expression of disappointment. More than anything, this man needed an orgasm. The craving must've been difficult to ignore, she thought with a gleeful chuckle.
 
   "What do you want?"
 
   "I, I want to come.” As a college teacher, he wasn't used to that kind of vulgar language, but what other choice did he have?
 
   "Good boy. You see, things go so much more smoothly when you're honest with me."
 
   Julia stopped behind him, she moved her hand back down into his boxers, and a she took a hold of his penis. "So many men are so enamored of their own genitals. Now, there's something you need to understand. From this moment forward, you belong to me, so that means this belongs to me." To emphasize her point, she squeezed his member. "And right now, I want you to come for me. Come for me like a dirty little slave. Do it, Mason. Do it knowing I’m your student and I own you."
 
   As she spoke, Julia moved her hand up and down, gently squeezing and relaxing, getting him right back to the precipice of an orgasm.
 
   And once she was absolutely certain that he couldn't go any farther, she squeezed even harder, milking his cock of every drop. He spurted right there in to his boxers. She got some of his load on her hand, but she didn't care.
 
   “Good boy," she said, congratulating him when he finished.
 
   Mason stumbled back, hitting the front of his desk. Panting, disheveled, absolutely drained from his orgasm, he frowned at her again.
 
   Mason started to take off his boxers, hoping to regain some small shred of dignity. But then his student wagged her manicured finger at him. "Oh no. You aren't allowed to take that off. You're going to wear those boxers to class."
 
   "You have to be kidding me," he said. "You can't be serious. Julia, please, I can't wear soiled underwear in class."
 
   "Don't worry," she said, dismissing all of his concerns. "It's not like you had an accident or something. It's only come.” Raising her hand, she glanced at her dampened palm. “And speaking of which, you seem to have gotten some of your cream on my hand. That was very naughty of you, Mason."
 
   Attempting to sound intimidating, he kept his eyes on her, "So what? What do you want me to do about it?"
 
   "On your knees."
 
   Mason shook his head and crossed his arms over his chest. Normally, his stance would have been frightening for most students.
 
   Then again, Julia wasn't your average coed.
 
   "On your knees, or I go have a chat with the president of the school.”
 
   Although he tried to control himself, the color bled away from his cheeks, and he collapsed down onto his knees. This man needed to believe that he could be strong and independent. He was going to try to be willful at every step of his domestication, yet Julia had no problem with that.
 
   In a matter of days, weeks, or months, he would be completely enslaved, utterly subjugated and subservient to her whims.
 
   She got wet just thinking about it.
 
   "Crawl over here," she said, pointing back to the spot at her feet. This time, he didn't argue with her because he assumed he was only going to have to kiss her feet again. Really, that hasn't been so bad. He could do it again.
 
   Once he was in place, Julia lowered her palm right front of his mouth. He wrinkled his nose, catching the aroma of his semen. It was a sweet, musky scent. He didn't like it at all, only that wasn't any of Julia’s concern.
 
   "You got your mess all over my hand. Now you're going to clean it up. I want you to lick my palm clean. Lick it clean just like an obedient dog."
 
   Nostrils flared, Mason thought about refusing, yet she could tell he was testing her patience. Sure, he could defy her and resist her for a few more minutes, but what would that get him?
 
   "You probably want to go ahead and be obedient right now. If not, I'll think of something else to make you do. Maybe you’d like to lick your boxers clean?"
 
   Shivering, Mason thought of his stained boxers. She wouldn't really do that, would she? Without even thinking about it, he knew the answer. She most certainly would.
 
   Hating himself for it, he stuck out his tongue, and he ran it over the surface of her hand. The stickiness of his semen stuck to the contours of his tongue. Lapping it up, he tried to ignore her sniggers.
 
   Yes, Julia was having a very good time.
 
   "Good boy. Now, I'm going to go off to class. And when you arrive, I want you to remember this lesson. Understand?"
 
   He didn't respond quite fast enough, so she spanked his naked bottom again. "Do you understand?"
 
   "Yes, I understand," he finally replied.
 
   "Don't think there won’t be consequences for your refusal to obey me just now," Julia promised him. She grabbed her purse, threw it over her shoulder, and she skipped out of the room.
 
   As hard as he tried, Mason couldn't explain what happened.
 
    
 
   Professor Stratus strolled into class, his features set.
 
   No one could really tell, but he was gritting his teeth as he kept his back to his students while he wrote the agenda on the board. Fortunately, this class only lasted an hour.
 
   Finished writing on the board, he had to turn around. "Good morning," he said.
 
   For the most part, he only faced bored college students, mostly freshmen and a sophomore or two.
 
   Right away, his eyes skimmed over Julia’s beautiful face. Furtive so no one else would see, she gave him a little wave. She even puckered her lips and blew him a kiss, one which no one else would notice.
 
   Doing his best not to blush, Mason started talking about the material. He had his students open up their textbooks, and he reviewed the readings. Within a few minutes, everything started to feel normal.
 
   But then, Julia raised her hand.
 
   At first, he ignored her. But when she cleared her throat, he knew that he was going to pay for it if he completely disregarded her in class. Doing his best not to sigh with frustration, he pointed at her. "Yes, Julia, do you have something you'd like to add?"
 
   "Mason, I think you're mistaken about the point you made on page thirty-two.”
 
   "Excuse me?"
 
   Whereas his students had been drowsy and bored just a few seconds ago, he could feel the energy in the room change. These were freshmen, students who usually didn't care about the content of this course, only now one of their peers challenged him.
 
   That didn't happen every day. Not only that, she used his first name.
 
   "What, what do you mean?" Mason didn't want to stammer. He didn't want to stutter either, yet he could still feel the weakness from his orgasm weigh down his body. In some ways, he felt like he was trying to lecture through molasses.
 
   Sitting up a little bit more, Julia smiled at him. "You said the thesis statement should come at the end of the first paragraph of the essay, right?"
 
   "I did," he agreed with the sense he was walking into a trap.
 
   "But it clearly says back on page thirty-two that the thesis statement can take place anywhere in the introduction. Wouldn't it be silly to make this sweeping generalization? Aren't you always telling us that we need to be flexible when it comes to writing?"
 
   Several of her classmates started to snicker, and Mason could only grab at the edge of his like turn, holding it so tight that his knuckles turned white.
 
   He opened his mouth, ready with a sharp retort, but then she smiled at him, and he remembered how easily she could blackmail him. With just a few words, an e-mail or a phone call, Julia really could destroy his career.
 
   Remembering all of this, he swallowed back what he intended to say. Clearing his head, he tried to flash a genuine smile and said, "Julia, that's very good. Yes, the thesis statement can go anywhere in introduction."
 
   "Thank you, Mason," she said, speaking loudly.
 
   She was thanking him, practically dismissing him with a wave of her hand.
 
   It happened again and again over the next forty-five minutes.
 
   Finally, she pointed out a comma splice on the board. Inhaling, Mason really didn't know how much more he could tolerate.
 
   "I wouldn't worry about it too much. We all make mistakes, right? Isn't that what you're always telling us about writing, how you have to get feedback from other people so you can find all of your mistakes, Mason?"
 
   There. She did it again, using his first name.
 
   "Yes, that's what I tell you,” he admitted.
 
   "Don't worry about it. We are all here to help you."
 
   He glared at her with everything he had, but she wasn't done yet. "You know, since we have been so helpful, maybe you should thank everyone in the class. Don't you think that would be a good idea, Mason?"
 
   Right away, he parted his lips, and he was going to tell her to get out. As the teacher in the classroom, he had the authority to remove any of his students. Already, he could tell a great deal of damage had been done to his credibility.
 
   His other students were leaned forward, watching, giggling and smirking, passing notes, not that Mason could do anything about it. He had all of his focus on Julia.
 
   "Thank you, Julia. Thank you for your help."
 
   "You mean you're thanking me for correcting your behavior?" Julia said, cruel and precocious all of the same time.
 
   "Yes, thank you for correcting my behavior," he said.
 
   “And the rest of the class?”
 
   Shutting his eyes for an instant, he did everything he could to school his features. His students didn’t need to see his frustration. Then he tried again, “Thank you everyone for helping me.”
 
   “For correcting your behavior?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, for correcting my behavior.” By this point, he knew he had failed. His face must have been glowing bright red.
 
   The clock finally hit the hour, so Mason dismissed his class.
 
   Right away, his students started to file out of the room. They had other courses they had to get to, other lectures they needed to hear. Meanwhile, Mason turned his back to his class again, wiping down every little bit of ink from the whiteboard.
 
   When he turned around, he fervently hoped that Julia would be gone.
 
   She wasn't.
 
   She was still seated at her desk, and she asked him, "Mason, is there another class in here after ours?"
 
   Worried she might actually know the truth, he shook his head. "No, there isn't another classic here ‘til the afternoon.”
 
   The professor could feel his mouth go dry. His heart was beating because she had something in mind, something she wanted to do.
 
   "If that's the case, I want you to be a good boy for me. Go over to the door, shut it, and lock it.”She spoke with the confidence that he would never disobey an order from her.
 
   "Why? What are you thinking?"
 
   A corner of her mouth rose into a cocky smirk. "I'm thinking that when I give you an order, you have to obey it. You know what happens if you don't, don't you? You remember our little conversation in your office, don't you?"
 
   Again, he glowered back at her, not that Julia cared. If anything, she derived a great deal of pleasure from his frustration, his aggravation.
 
   Defeated, the teacher bowed his head low, and he quickly cut down the aisles, going toward the door. He had his key out. Normally, it felt like a symbol of his station, one more sign of how he was in charge within these rooms. At this campus, he was supposed to be near the top of the totem pole, yet this young girl managed to change all that.
 
   Helpless, he shut the door and locked it, just the way she ordered.
 
   "Back to the front of the room," she said.
 
   Keeping his eyes aimed down at the floor, he did so. He didn't want to look at her. Somehow, seeing this young, beautiful girl give him orders only heightened his sense of shame.
 
   He returned to the front of the class, and he could only wait for further instructions.
 
   "Mason, I do enjoy the way you lecture. You saunter back and forth, always so confident, always so arrogant. When you're in front of our class, you always make it sound like you know everything. Even when someone else has a valid perspective or opinion, you make it sound like you're the smartest one in the room."
 
   "I—”
 
   Julia lifted one finger, silencing him. "Don't interrupt, boy. Now, as I was saying, you always come off as so condescending. Well, I think you need a little dose of humility. That's why you're going to show me just how good you can be. I want you to get down on your hands and knees; then I want you to crawl toward me."
 
   "I'm not going to crawl," Mason said, straightening his back and doing his best to reclaim his status.
 
   "You're going to crawl, or you're going to go to jail." Her eyes sparkled. She loved reminding him of everything she knew.
 
   Defeated once again, Mason felt his knees buckle, and he was kneeling in front of her. But that wasn't good enough, so he extended his body, dropping down onto his hands as well. While she watched, Mason started to crawl toward her desk. Then she snapped her fingers, guiding him right under her desk.
 
   "Good boy. You see, it's not so hard to obey, is it?"
 
   When he didn't respond right away, she nudged him with her foot.
 
   "No, it isn't."
 
   Julia pulled back her skirt, she peeled her panties down until they were around her knees, and Mason caught a glimpse of her slit. He saw the way her excitement glistened along her pussy.
 
   Despite everything, he felt his cock twitch at the sight of her opening. "I'm going to sit here and do my homework. While I'm doing it, you're going to be busy eating me out."
 
   "Please, Julia, isn't there something else I could do? Can't I just give you an A?"
 
   "Oh no. I'm very interested in your class. I want to earn the grades I receive." Then, she snapped her finger, and she pointed back down to her slit. She spread her legs, except Mason couldn't do it.
 
   Fortunately, Julia was going to be patient with him this time. She moved her hand under her desk, she found his hair, and she grabbed it, pulling him forward. His scalp stung, right up until that moment when his lips brushed along her opening.
 
   Julia didn't release him, but she did relax her grip on his hair. "Be a good boy. Be a good teacher and show me just what you can do with that mouth and tongue."
 
   Helpless to resist this girl, he stuck out his tongue, and he started to lick at her opening, lapping up her excitement. Her juices filled his senses, the heat of her thighs and body mixing with his own. Before long, his heart was pounding even though he only moved his tongue and neck.
 
   Sitting at her desk, as she always did, Julia kept her textbook in front of her. To keep this interesting, she did her absolute best to focus on her reading. She scanned across the text, learning new factoids and absorbing pieces of advice about paragraph and essay structure. Really, it was actually rather fascinating, especially when she had her teacher under her desk, giving her the right kind of motivation.
 
   Oh yes, she loved having her professor on his hands and knees, forced to serve her.
 
   In spite of everything he probably wanted to believe about himself, Mason made and effective slave boy. He had a talented tongue, slipping it from side to side, teasing and massaging her clitoris.
 
   "Yes, just like that. Yes, you're doing such a good job. Yes, maybe I will even bring you an apple. Would you like that, Mason? Would you like me to put an apple on your desk when you come back to class? You’ll be able to look at it and know what you've done to earn it."
 
   He groaned with frustration, but Julia didn't care because his tongue continued to swirl and tease her body. She loved every flick, every energized turn and spin. Heart pounding, she gripped the edges of her desk, and she closed her eyes, lifting her chin.
 
   At the back of her mind, she kept teasing him, only now she could no longer hear her own voice. Rather, she embraced her pleasure, savoring the way her subjugated teacher continued to please her.
 
   The orgasm exploded through her body, and she reached under her desk, shoving her teacher back. Right away, he wiped her juices from his lips, and she watched, her face flushed.
 
   "You're dismissed," she said to him, slowly pulling her panties back in the place.
 
   For once, Mason didn't need to be told twice. He shot back up onto his feet, he grabbed his stuff, and he rushed out of the room. She watched him go, always amused by her pet teacher.
 
    
 
   Mason didn't know how to process anything from that day. He had two more classes, and he went to each of them, terrified Julia would decide to sit in.
 
   For once, luck happened to be on his side, and he just gave his normal lectures. Then he rushed back to his car, worried she might be there as well. Finally, he started to drive back to his house, feeling a little bit better about all of this.
 
   Okay, so he had at least a night before he had to go to work again. That gave him a good twelve or fourteen hours to figure out what to do.
 
   Bribery obviously wasn't going to work, so it had to be something else. Maybe he could find another computer programmer, someone on campus? If he could find proof she had hacked into the university network, then that would be grounds for expulsion. He would be able to hold something over her head as well…
 
   Those ideas bubbled at the back of his mind as he got out of his car. He already had the key to his house in hand.
 
   "Hi there, pet," came her voice.
 
   Mason had been so focused on turning the tables that he hadn't noticed the young woman sitting on his porch.
 
   "What, what you doing here?" Deciding to alter his course of action, Mason stood up straight, and he pushed as much authority into his voice as he could manage. "Julia, this is my home, so you need to leave right now. I will see you in class."
 
   Striding like a powerful professor, he walked right by her and went to his door. He had his key out, but just as he started to turn it, Julia popped back up onto her feet, and then she grabbed his ear.
 
   This caught him off guard, and the sudden pain nearly overwhelmed him. She tilted his body to the side, making it easier for her to speak to him. "Oh no, pet. Don't you remember what I said this morning in your office? I said I own you now, and that hasn't changed. Now, welcome me into my new house."
 
   "Your new house?" He couldn't help but repeat those three words. They sounded so absolutely wrong, so fundamentally incorrect.
 
   Julia released him, and then she put her hand on his chest. She barely touched him, yet he still fell back, hitting his front door. She may have been shorter than him, except that didn't matter. There was something about the passion and intensity of her gaze, the way she stared at him like a predator enjoying the sight of prey.
 
   "That's right. You've been a very bad boy, breaking so many laws. Since I own you, I own everything you own."
 
   Blinking, Mason didn't know how to react. He couldn’t think of any way to disagree with her, so he simply stood there, his back pressed against the door. She smiled at him, her grin alluring and seductive. "Now be a good boy, and open the door to welcome your new owner home."
 
   Hands shaking, Mason complied. Honestly, he just didn't know what else to do. He opened the door, and he watched as she stepped inside as though she owned the place.
 
   "Be a dear and grabbed my backpack and purse," she commanded.
 
   Hissing through his teeth, Mason glanced down at the porch. He spotted the bags, and he grabbed each one, following his student back into his house.
 
   They were now in the main entryway. "This is not a bad place," she said to him. "I think I will be very comfortable here," she decided, tilting her head from side to side as she weighed out the different possibilities for this space.
 
   "I think you should give me a tour."
 
   "Julia, you can't do this to me. You can't just try to take over.”
 
   Maybe he wanted to say more, but she spun around, and she touched his chin. All of a sudden, he found himself unable to speak as he peered down into her beautiful eyes. "Mason, I can do whatever I want because you don't want to go to jail. It's as simple as that.”
 
   Coming from her, it really did sound so simple.
 
   "I know you're going to need several reminders. If you disobey me or defy me, then I'm going have to punish you. That's how this is going to work from now on. Now, tell me you understand."
 
   "I understand," Mason replied glumly.
 
   She held out her hand, and he reluctantly took it. "Now, show me my new house."
 
   Mouth dry, Mason escorted her through his home. He silently guided her from the entryway into the living room. He showed her the kitchen with the island in the middle. There, Julia stepped off to the side, and she examined the contents of his cabinets. She checked the refrigerator.
 
   With every step the glance, she came off a lot like a prospective buyer. She was examining a piece of property which she might claim.
 
   No, Mason realized with a look of chagrin. She wasn't deciding if she was going to claim this property. Oh no, she had already taken it, and now she merely needed to inspect what she already owned.
 
   After the kitchen, they went into the living room. "Very nice TV," she said, mocking him. It was rather large. It was probably the nicest thing he owned. "Now the bedrooms," she commanded.
 
   He showed her one of the rooms, though he had it turned into a small library. After that, Mason took her to his home office where he usually graded papers. Finally, he couldn't put off the inevitable any longer. He opened the double doors into his master bedroom.
 
   Her eyes swept over the bad, the various mirrors, and she contemplated everything that would happen here. "There is lots of room right here at the foot of the bed," she decided.
 
   "Why does that matter?"
 
   "Because that's where I'm going to make you sleep, silly," she told him, tracing her fingers along the length of his jaw.
 
   His mouth fell open for a moment, so totally unable to comprehend exactly what was happening. Julia didn't worry about it though. In time, he was going to learn. She intended to see to it.
 
   "How does this make you feel?" Julia asked him.
 
   "You're blackmailing me. How do you think I would feel?"
 
   The pretty girl sauntered around him. He couldn't take his eyes off of her, no matter how much he wished to. She had on those same black boots and a dark, pleated skirt. Her white blouse completed her ensemble, giving her the air of a schoolgirl.
 
   But as hard as he might try, he wouldn't be able to control her.
 
   "I'm actually very pleased with my new house," she said, touching his nose. "That's why I'm going to give you this kiss."
 
   Her hand snaked around the back of his head, and she pulled him down, pressing her lips toward his. At first, Mason didn't know how to respond, but the press of her body proved too enticing.
 
   She teased the tip of his tongue, explored the edges of his teeth, all while nudging her body against his. He could feel her hardened nipples through the layers of clothing between them. If he had been allowed to slip his hand between her legs, Mason was absolutely certain that her panties would be damp.
 
   As she maneuvered her body against his, Julia shoved him against the wall. When he couldn't retreat anymore, she slipped her hand down into his pants. She smirked when she felt those lingering traces of dampness where he climaxed earlier. Yes, she had done that to him. Yes, she had been the girl to take away his dignity and self-respect, turning him into her own private, plaything.
 
   Now, she found his cock, and he was already so big and so hard.
 
   Sliding her hand along his girth, she caressed his scrotum. But she didn't stop there. She began to stroke the underside of his balls, feeling the way his body tensed, listening to his groans of desire. He was nearly moaning, desperate for more of her attention.
 
   Good, she thought.
 
   Blackmail was only the beginning. If she truly wanted to own this man, then she was going to make him like it along the way.
 
   By the time she was done, he would be happy for the privilege of being her slave. He would be humiliated every day, knowing this young woman had stolen away everything, and he would be grateful for it anyway.
 
   Julia could tell he was about to climax, so she pulled her hand from his pants. Then she grabbed both of his wrists, pressing them against the wall.
 
   Julia broke off the kiss. His face had turned a shade of crimson, and he was panting. "Did you like that?"
 
   Clearly, Mason didn't want to respond, yet something within him and held his obedience. "Yes. Yes, I enjoyed it a lot."
 
   "Good. Now, if you want any more, you are going to clean your house."
 
   “What?" His brain didn't know how to process what she had said.
 
   "You're going to clean your house, every room. You are going to vacuum and dust. And when you're done, I'm going to play with you, but not a second sooner. This is my house, after all, and you are going to be expected to keep it in perfect condition at all times. You understand, pet?"
 
   He swallowed to buy himself a few extra seconds. Slowly, he started to catch on. Bowing his head down, he said, "Yes. I understand."
 
   "Good boy," Julia said, giving him a pat on the head.
 
   With a huff of frustration, the teacher went back to his closet, and he fetched the various cleaning supplies he would need. He took out several rags, the vacuum cleaner, and different cans of spray soap.
 
   When he woke up this morning, he never imagined his day could go like this.
 
   For her part, Julia decided to plop herself down in the living room. At first, she simply played on her phone, texting some friends. Later, she enjoyed a few of her downloaded games.
 
   After about half an hour, Julia decided to check on her pet teacher.
 
   When she got up, she moved quietly. The vacuum was still on, only she could hear the telltale rhythm of it moving along the carpet. When she went into the library, she found Mason, only he had his hands down his pants.
 
   "What are you doing?" Julia demanded, her hands on her hips.
 
   Instantly, he pulled his fingers out, and he tried to stammer some excuse. She wasn't listening. She walked right up to him, she grabbed him by the back of his neck, and she pushed him toward the wall.
 
   He braced himself against his hands, which was exactly how she wanted him. Then she pulled down his trousers and boxers. "You know, I thought you had been spanked enough this morning, but that's obviously not true."
 
   Mason tightened his brows and steeled himself against the fact that he was her teacher, yet she was about to spank him.
 
   Fierce and determined, she brought her hand down hard, smacking his tight little ass. Again and again, she struck, making sure he regretted his decision.
 
   After just a few spankings, she came back around, and she grabbed his cock. "This is mine now. You aren't allowed to touch it without permission. Tell me you understand."
 
   Apparently, she had found him at the right moment. He had been on the verge of an orgasm, and now disappointment welled up within him. He could barely speak, but he obeyed. "I understand. I won’t touch myself again."
 
   "No, you won't and you know why not? You're not going to do it because you're going to go fetch my backpack like a good boy." She tapped his cheek, letting go of him.
 
   Right away, he rushed back into the living room, his heart pounding. After being spanked, Mason really worried about what other kinds of punishments she might devise. Like it or not, Julia was a brilliant young woman, and she could be especially malicious when she decided to.
 
   For just an instant, he paused, staring at her backpack. It was a bright shade of neon pink, and he shuddered, hating the fact that the girl who owned this same backpack had been the one who seemed to subjugate him so easily.
 
   He turned around and went back into the library. He held out her backpack.
 
   "First, I want you to hold your hands behind your back," she commanded.
 
   He did so, and she unzipped her satchel. She pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Right away, Mason scanned them, searching for the emergency release. There wasn't one. These weren't the kinds of restraints you might find that a sex shop. Oh no, these were real cuffs, designed to hold a prisoner in place.
 
   Swallowing back his trepidation, he kept his wrists at the small of his back even while she sauntered around him. She clicked the shackles into place, trapping his hands. Next, she fished out a blindfold. She tied it around his head, cutting off his vision. The world turned dark.
 
   "Don't worry. This punishment isn't going to last very long." She giggled. "Though I suppose it depends on how you define this particular punishment." He could hear the smirk in her voice, a little giggle of pleasure from knowing how she could do whatever she wished to him.
 
   Julia reached into her bag one more time. She took something out, not that Mason could see it.
 
   She held it up and examined it, making sure she could use it correctly. At first, it only appeared to be a transparent, plastic tube that curved slightly. Then she examined the different locks and straps, smiling to herself.
 
   "Who do you belong to?" Julia asked, stroking his cock again.
 
   "You," he panted, hoping she would give him another orgasm. She had done it back in his office. Perhaps she was feeling generous again?
 
   No way. He had started touching himself without permission, and now he was going to face the consequences of his actions.
 
   She took a hold of his penis, squeezing gently, just enough to push him back to the edge of an orgasm. When he thought he might climax, she released him, taking away that delicious tension. He growled, a man and animal desperate to satisfy his need.
 
   "Am I going to need to punish you again?"
 
   "No. I'll be good! I promise I'll be obedient!"
 
   Obedient. Of course, Mason despised the word in everything it represented, yet as this pretty girl continued to stroke, fondle, and tease him, he could only wiggle there on his feet. Every few seconds, he tried to jerk his hands back, but the implacable iron only it down into his skin. No, he wasn't going to be able to break those handcuffs, no matter how much he craved release.
 
   "And you'll do whatever I want whenever I want?"
 
   "Yes! I promise, whatever you want!"
 
   Blindfolded, he couldn't see as she leaned in, whispering into his ear, "Mason, I want you to relax right now. You're so big and hard, but show me you can be soft and malleable too."
 
   "I, I don't think I can," he said.
 
   Julia responded by smacking his ass, leaving a crimson handprint on his skin, marking him as her property. "Relax. Relax for me, pet. Do it. I know you can."
 
   The seconds started to tumble by, and she kept whispering encouragement into his ear. At the same time, Mason concentrated. He tried not to think about sex, about the proximity of this young woman. He focused on something else, anything else. He worked so hard to whiten his thoughts.
 
   Slowly, his penis started to relax, going flaccid. Then she touched him again, but he didn't stiffen right away, not when he felt the cold plastic of that tube.
 
   "This is a chastity device, a cock lock," she said to him.
 
   "What?"
 
   "Well, since I couldn't trust you to be responsible and wait for me to touch you and decide when you get your orgasms, I'm going to need something a little bit firmer. Yes, I am."
 
   Just once, Mason tried to jerk away, to stop her from putting this thing on him, but another sharp swat to his ass prompted him to quit moving.
 
   Blindfolded, he could only listen as she connected the locks, tightening one strap around his scrotum. Next, he could feel the other restraints shift around his shaft.
 
   No, no, no, he tried to tell himself. He couldn't let this girl do this to him, but the desperation didn't give over to any kind of action. She could still blackmail him. She could still wreck his life.
 
   "Come with me," she said, taking him by the arm. Insistent, she pulled him through his own house, yet the train felt alien. Blindfolded, he couldn't see. He had to rely on her.
 
   Then she pulled the blindfold away, and he found himself back in his bedroom. No, it was now her bedroom. It, like him, belonged to her.
 
   Julia positioned her professor right in front of the mirror. And there was his cock, twitching and straining against the plastic prison. "This is what you're going to wear from now on. This is going to be a reminder from truly owns you," she said, caressing his cheek. "And now, you're going to thank me for it.”
 
   "No," he snapped back, his tone sharp and determined.
 
   She grabbed him, and she threw him against the bed. He landed on his chest, his cock straining still. She looked at his naked ass, enjoying his help was squirming. He kept trying to slip free from the handcuffs, but that wasn't going to happen, not if he had a hundred years.
 
   "Stay right here," she said with another one of those girlish giggles. He turned his head to the side, watching as she left the room. She was practically skipping, causing her skirt the flare upward. Once again, his cock tried to harden, that he couldn't. He was never going to climax while wearing this thing.
 
   Julia returned only a few seconds later, and she held a heavy hairbrush. "I didn't think I was going to have to use this so soon. Oh well." With a shrug, she swung the heavy flat down, striking at his exposed skin.
 
   She had hard, and he hissed through his teeth, his eyes misting over.
 
   "Tell me, are you going to be a good boy? Are you going to wear your cock walk whenever I tell you to?"
 
   Gulping down fresh air, he told her the truth. "Yes! I'll wear it!"
 
   "And you're going to be grateful for it, aren't you?"
 
   He paused, hesitating just a few seconds too long. She struck again, hitting him hard with the brush. While Julia wouldn’t cause any permanent damage, his psyche clearly needed a little bit of work. She didn't mind. She was up to the challenge.
 
   "Fine! Yes, I'm grateful!"
 
   "But I don't believe you," she said, her voice lilting like that of some young schoolgirl. "I think you're going to have to convince me."
 
   This time, she allowed him to roll over. Mason looked up with a woman who wanted to own him, the girl who craved control over every inch of his body. Swallowing, he glanced back down at his cock. Trapped within the chastity cage, he had to seem grateful. He needed to sound like this was the natural order of things.
 
   Inhaling through his nostrils, he held his breath for a moment. Generous as always, Julia allowed Mason a few seconds to collect his thoughts.
 
   "Go ahead," she said, ridiculing and encouraging him at the same time.
 
   “Thank you. Thank you for putting this on me…” he started, uncertain. His voice wobbled, and he could barely formulate entire sentences. “I need it? I need to be controlled?”
 
   “That’s right,” she cooed, helping him along.
 
   “This will keep me under your control. It’ll make sure I can’t misbehave…and disappoint you. Thank you, Julia. Thank you for locking me up. Thank you!” His voice rose until he called out those final two words.
 
   Silence.
 
   Since she didn’t respond right away, he had to assume he made some mistake. He started to think he was in trouble.
 
   “Nicely done,” she said, patting his bottom. “Now, I’m going to take off your cuffs, and you’re going to get back to work.”
 
   Grimacing, he could only nod.
 
    
 
   Mason spent the next several hours working on his own house. It had never been so clean, not since the day he moved in. He vacuumed. He dusted. He wiped down every surface and cleaned away the clutter.
 
   Every few minutes, he would ask her if he could be done.
 
   “Not yet,” she’d reply easily, pointing to some new task which required his attention. And as he cleaned, he couldn’t ignore the weight of the cock lock, a constant reminder of his need and position. The tip of his cock was moist with excitement, yet he couldn’t obtain any sort of relief.
 
   Then he asked again, “Please, can I be done now?”
 
   She glanced up at him. “Done? Have you cleaned the sink? Oh, and did you make sure all of your clothes have been cleaned out of the dressers?”
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “I’m talking about the fact that you aren’t done, and you keep talking when you should be working.” Julia got up onto her feet, and she sashayed closer to her pet. “Keep your hands behind your back.”
 
   He obeyed.
 
   While he stood there, Julia lifted up her skirt. For a moment, she rubbed her breasts against his chest, and he caught the silken aroma of her perfume. Intoxicated, he tried not to respond yet his cock shook against the plastic confines of the lock she put on him. While he shuddered with need, Julia tugged down her panties.
 
   They were already moist with her excitement.
 
   “Open your mouth,” she ordered, turning around and bending over.
 
   To maintain his semblance of control, he tightened his grip on his wrist. He squeezed until his skin started to turn white. Then she lifted up her panties, bunched them into a neat ball and said, “Open up.”
 
   It took him another moment or two to understand. Then he parted his lips for her to stuff her dampened panties into his mouth. Gagged, he could only glower down at her. She patted his cheek and told him to go back to work.
 
   Forcibly chaste and gagged now, he went back to work. He cleaned, finishing one chore after another.
 
   And when she finally inspected her new house, checking every nook, every corner, he could only follow along. “Nicely done, slave,” she said. “Keep this up and maybe I’ll give you an orgasm.”
 
   He whimpered once, hoping she wasn’t lying.
 
   “But right now, I want you to go to the kitchen and cook us some dinner.”
 
   He did it.
 
   Ashamed of how easily she manipulated and ordered him about, Mason nonetheless trudged into the kitchen and started to cook, still gagged. Luckily for him, he was one of those bachelors who actually understood what a stove could do.
 
   He made mashed potatoes, rice, and two steaks. When he was done, he set the table, careful to place a knife and fork in front of the two seats. And when he finished, Mason marched back toward his student. He murmured something, not that he could articulate himself with her underwear in his mouth.
 
   She was seated in the living room, idly flipping through the different channels. He tried again.
 
   Glancing up at him, she smiled, loving the appearance of her humiliated professor. “Good,” she said. She got up from her seat and headed into the dining room. She paused once she took in the whole vista. “Mason, why are there two place settings?” This time, she took his panties out of his mouth.
 
   “Because we’re both going to eat?”
 
   “That’s true,” she acknowledged. That was a relief; Mason was famished after all of the house work he had already done. “But who said you would be sitting with me?”
 
   “You want me in the kitchen?”
 
   “No,” she said, flashing him one of those predatory smiles. “I want you on your knees.” With those words lingering on the air, his student sauntered over to her chair. She sat down, and then she pointed to the spot beside her…on the floor.
 
   "Come on," she said with a snap of her finger. She picked up the panties again and put them back in his mouth.
 
   Even so, Mason held his ground for one, two, three whole seconds before his resolve cracked and crumbled. Face downcast again, he walked to the spot beside her chair, and he dropped down onto his knees.
 
   "Good boy," she said, slowly cutting into the steak. 
 
   Juicy and tender, the steak seemed so perfect as she slid one bite into her mouth. Her lips moved as she chewed slowly, savoring the steak.
 
   Mason still had her panties wedged between his lips. After her third, no forth bite, she reached over and removed his panties. She leaned down and set them into his lap. "Are you a hungry boy?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   She smirked. "Since you're hungry, go ahead and beg. Beg like a dog."
 
   His eyes narrowed to angry slits. Without taking her gaze away from him, Julia cut off another piece. She chewed and swallowed, letting him look on with yearning. He was horny and hungry, two impulses struggling for control.
 
   Broken, Mason raised his hands. He let his wrists go limp as he begged, whimpering like any other canine.
 
   She sawed off another strip of steak and knocked it off onto the floor. It hit the hardwood without bouncing. "Eat boy. Eat like a dog." He took that as permission to spit out the panties. 
 
   Then he stared down at the discarded meat, wondering if he could hold out.
 
   After a few seconds, he just rationalized it. It was easy too. If he hoped to keep his strength up, then he had to eat. Refusing food would weaken him, making it that much easier for her to tear down his will.
 
   Mason started to reach for the steak. She snapped her finger, "Bad boy! You don't eat with your hands. Don't make me cuff your wrists behind your back again."
 
   He hesitated for several seconds, finally lowering his mouth. He picked up the steak with his teeth, chewing and swallowing them down. It took him longer than eating normally.
 
   By the time he finished that first strip, she tossed down another chunk. "Eat," she commanded. Aggravated but helpless to defy her, he obeyed once again.
 
   Over the next ten or twenty minutes, they finished their meal.
 
    
 
   She used a napkin to wipe at her lips.
 
   “That was an excellent meal, Mason. You should be proud of yourself.”
 
   Still braced on the floor, he didn’t wish to risk another punishment, so he said, “Thank you.” Those two words barely came out, yet she heard them and smiled nonetheless.
 
   “You really are an excellent servant. In fact, I think everyone else will think so too.”
 
   “Everyone else?” he squeaked.
 
   Almost as if the universe intended to answer his question, the doorbell chimed.
 
   “I’ll get it. Stay right here,” she ordered.
 
   Julia pushed her chair back, she got up, and she left the dining room.
 
   Only seconds more before he heard the chattering of young women. They laughed and giggled. He only caught snippets of the conversation like, “I can’t believe you own this place!”
 
   “I know, right?”
 
   Mason didn’t know how far she could take this.
 
   Like it or not, he was about to find out. He couldn't stop her, so he grabbed the discarded dishes and took them back into the kitchen. While there, he caught his reflection in the microwave. It had only been this morning when he sauntered onto campus, feeling absolutely in control.
 
   He had been a college professor, the lord of his dominion. Yes, his classroom was small, and there were many other people across the planet who had so much more power, but he had still carried the attention of his students. They listened to him. They allowed him to teach.
 
   Now, Julia could make him do anything.
 
   Then she heard the dreaded words, "Mason, why don't you get your cute little ass in here?"
 
   He grabbed onto the edge of the countertop, gripping it tightly. Within just the span of a few seconds, his knuckles turned white.
 
   For several heartbeats, he seriously considered ignoring her command. But if he did so, she was only going to call him forward again. Or worse, she would bring her friends into the kitchen.
 
   Decision made, he started walking. Once he started moving, it felt as though his body operated on autopilot. He didn't think. He didn't feel at all cognizant of what was happening.
 
   Mason went back out into the living room, where he found several young women seated on his couch and loveseat. Of course, Julia was in the middle, one leg crossed over her knee.
 
   "Oh, thank you for joining us, Mason."
 
   "Mason?" asked one of the young women. She had light brown hair and pale green eyes. She also had a very lithe and slender physique. Not only that, she knew Mason well.
 
   "Is that really Professor Stratus?" someone else asked.
 
   Swallowing, Mason didn't know how he should respond.
 
   Fortunately for him, Julia had no problem telling her friends all about their new arrangement. "Yes, you see, Mason got himself into some trouble, and he needed my help. He's been so grateful that he's decided I should make all of his decisions. In fact, you could say I own him now." She reached over and grabbed his ass. Such a proprietary gesture made all of the other girls giggle again.
 
   "You have to be joking. There's no way a teacher like Mr. Stratus would ever allow something like this to happen."
 
   "You don't believe me? What you want me to make him do?"
 
   Another girl leaned forward, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "If you can really get him to do anything, then make him take off his shirt for us. I've always thought he would look good teaching like that."
 
   "You heard the lady," Julia said with a wave of her hand. "Mason, take off your shirt. Show us those tight abs of yours."
 
   Yes, he frequently exercised, but Mason never imagined about his body could cause him this kind of shame. He had a trim build, one which he was normally proud of, yet these girls were gazing back at him like he was a piece of meat, something to be owned and toyed with.
 
   Lifting his hands, he touched his fingers to the buttons of his shirt, and he slipped to them free, one at a time.
 
   All around him, the girls hollered and hooted. They laughed and clapped their hands.
 
   "Mason, I think you can do better than that for us. I think you should put on a little strip show."
 
   "Oh, yes! That sounds great!"
 
   Before another three seconds passed, the girls were raising their hands over their heads and chanting, "Strip show! Strip show! Strip show!"
 
   Mason shook his head, but only for a moment. Julia leaned over, and she gave his ass another hard little smack, just something to show her friends that she really was in charge. Yes, he might hesitate. Yes, he might have had his doubts, but she would ultimately be the one to make all of his decisions.
 
   He pulled off his shirt; he turned his hips from side to side, wagging his buttocks for them. One of the other college girls got aggressive. She jumped forward, and she squeezed his ass. "That's really nice!" She said.
 
   All of a sudden, the other girls decided to get just as bold and just as brave. He could feel their palms come down. Yes, his pants provided him some small measure of protection, but he was supposed to be a teacher! He was older than them, so he should have been able to command their respect.
 
   Oh no, these girls were having too much fun to respect a plaything like Mason.
 
   Heart pounding, he pulled off his shirt, and then he stripped away his undershirt as well. Bare-chested, he kept dancing, helpless to do anything else.
 
   "Strip show, strip show, strip show!"
 
   His eyes locked onto Julia, and she pointed right at his trousers.
 
   His eyes went wide, and he gave a little shake of his head, desperately pleading with her. Maybe he didn't utter a single syllable, but she understood him well enough.
 
   "Lose the pants and boxers," she said.
 
   Obviously, he had to take off his shoes and socks as well, not that any of the girls minded. Each time an article of clothing hit the floor, they hooted and chanted some more, loving the fact that this man was supposed to be there teacher. They were younger than him, smaller too, but that didn't make the slightest difference.
 
   Somehow, Julia had convinced him to cede all control to her. That was the only fact which mattered.
 
   He pulled off his pants, and that his boxers followed. He kept dancing, right until the moment when someone pointed and laughed. "What, what is that?"
 
   "It's a cock lock," Julia said, happy to explain. "You see, my boy here was getting to be a little bit too amorous, so I decided he needed this chastity device to help him out. Now, he isn't allowed to touch himself or orgasm without permission."
 
   Silence descended on the room. All of these young women glanced at one another, uncertain about what they just learned.
 
   One girl let a feral grin spread across her lips. "So he can't come, no matter what we do?"
 
   "Well, I haven't performed any experiments or anything, Julia replied.
 
   Another girl, this one a blonde, touched her hips. "Well, maybe we should do an experiment."
 
   Mason really despised the sound of that. Silent because he hadn't been given permission to speak, he shook his head anyway. Of course, his fervent wish to avoid any experiments only made these girls want to perform them that much more.
 
   "Okay. Since everyone agrees we should experiment on the pet," Julia decided. "Let's see what we can do."
 
   The blonde got up onto her feet. "So you're sure he can't come with this thing on?"
 
   Mason had braced himself in front of Julia, but the blonde launched herself up onto her feet. She circled him, a bit like a shark inspecting some potential target. She kept her eyes on his bound cock.
 
   "What do you propose?"
 
   "Let's tie him up and see how he 'performs'," Julia's friend suggested, flashing the air quotes.
 
   "No!" Mason couldn't stop himself. Speaking was a mistake, one he made despite his best instincts.
 
   "Now we have to do it," said the brunette.
 
   Julia and her remaining friends hopped up, and they grabbed him, dragging him across the room. As if operating by some secret signal, another of Julia's coed friends brought a chair from the dining room and set it in the middle of the room.
 
   "Seat him," Julia commanded. Her friends obliged, but they didn't just stop there. Stripped of his clothes and self-respect, he could only endure the added indignity of having these young women tie him up.
 
   They held his hands behind his back. They spread his legs. Another girl came back from the bedroom, and she held Julia's backpack. "It's a good thing I came prepared," said his student with a mocking grin. "Isn't that right, Mason?"
 
   "I'm going to make you pay for this," he promised.
 
   "Nope." She didn't bother with anything more. Nothing else needed to be spoken.
 
   The girls retrieved strips of silk from the backpack. They started to restrain his arms and legs, tying his wrists together. Next, they made sure he couldn't move his legs. After several minutes of checking and rechecking those knots, the girls all stepped back.
 
   "Okay, Mason. Go ahead and get up," Julia commanded, taunting him.
 
   Frowning, Mason refused to comply. He wasn't going to play along, especially when the outcome was so painfully obvious. Struggling would just be one more way to highlight her power over him.
 
   "Struggle. Show us just how strong you are. C'mon, Mason. Be a good teacher and show us all what you can do."
 
   "Yeah, Professor Stratus! C'mon!" hollered one girl.
 
   Julia strode up to him, she leaned forward, and then she reached up. He flinched, jerking his head away, only she cupped his jaw in her palm, keeping his eyes aimed up at her. "Struggle for us. Do it or we start taking pictures."
 
   Pictures?
 
   His insides turned to ice.
 
   "That's right. I can take so many pictures and show you off, Mason. I can make sure all of your colleagues, all of your students, see you just like this. How do you think they would react?"
 
   "I'd tell them you forced me," he growled back at her.
 
   "Sure you would," Julia teased, every word laced with disdain. "Stop and think about it, Mason. If you went off to your colleagues, what would you say? Would you tell them that some little freshman forced you into a cock lock?"
 
   He grimaced.
 
   She was right. He didn't know if he could face the truth, yet it stuck there anyway, right on the edge of his thoughts.
 
   "That's right. Now show us what you can do."
 
   He puffed out all of his frustration, and then he gave in to his base instincts. His aggression flared downward into his limbs, and he started to pull. He started to tug, squirm, and yank on those silk restraints.
 
   The girls cheered him on. "Do it! C'mon! You can do it!" called out one of the girls.
 
   "Go for it!"
 
   "Harder! Just a little harder!"
 
   Their voices rained down on him. He strained against the bonds, grunting and growling. His muscles tightened, relaxed, and clenched again. Within a few heartbeats, his pulse spiked in his chest. Perspiration spread along his skin along with another wave of heat.
 
   The girls laughed.
 
   They giggled, clapped, and cheered. Once or twice, he jerked to the left or right, and he caught sight of those girls before him. Yes, they sounded so very supportive, except he noticed the notes of mockery reverberating through everything they did, everything they said.
 
   Finally, he sagged back down in the chair.
 
   "What? You don't have anything left?"
 
   Mason pouted back at his tormentor. Julia was the leader, and she leaned forward, grinning right back at him.
 
   "At least we know he can't get away."
 
   "I guess we'll just have to try something else."
 
   "Who wants to volunteer?"
 
   Professor Stratus couldn't guess what she meant by this. The blonde raised her hand. "Oh yeah. I think playing with him would be so much fun."
 
   "Go for it."
 
   The blonde stepped in front of him. She reached for the buttons along her blouse. Collared and white, her top clung to her curves and contours. With a seductive smile stretched along her lips, she sauntered right up to him. She swayed her hips from side to side.
 
   Mason tried to look away, only Julia stopped behind him. She touched her palm to his cheek, making sure he stared right where she intended. Like it or not, he couldn't tear his gaze away.
 
   The beautiful coed started to move her hips to and fro, the soft movements of her body making his blood run faster. "You're a good boy. Yes, you are," she said, reaching down and touching her fingertip to his mouth.
 
   He tried to say something.
 
   "Shush."
 
   Mason didn't have a single word for his defense as this girl climbed onto the chair. She pulled open her blouse, revealing the heave of her breasts.
 
   As a teacher, Mason always worked so hard to be appropriate with his students. No lingering glances. Never get distracted.
 
   Now they didn't give him any other options. This gorgeous blonde put her arms around his neck. She touched her fingers to the spot just above his shoulders, and she pressed her torso against his chest. Her nipples hardened, all while the pain of desire seared him from the inside out.
 
   A growl simmered from the bottom of his throat, yet it didn't make any difference. These girls teased him and taunted him. They mocked him and derided him, all while he fought the restraints. Those silk strips dug down into his wrists and ankles, but the blonde kept going.
 
   She smiled at him, and then she kissed him. She grazed his mouth with her own and sent bolts of hunger and raw desire coruscating along his flesh. Despite all of his strength and vaunted education, Mason simply couldn't get away. These girls had him trapped.
 
   "No, no more," he panted, pleading for mercy. The blonde didn't stop kissing him. She pursed her lips to his neck, gently biting down and nipping at his vulnerable flesh.
 
   Every sensation sparked desire through his body.
 
   "Come for me," she said, taunting him, teasing him, barely whispering. Normally, Mason would have blown his load right there, only the cock lock kept him helpless and impotent.
 
   "You can do it!" Whoever called out those words came off like a cheerleader.
 
   "Come on. Come for me. You can do it. Show me what your man meat can accomplish. Prove you aren't just some stupid teacher," the blonde said, encouraging him and taunting him all at the same time.
 
   Grunting again, he tried to do it. The tip of his cock became damp with his excitement, and it practically dribbled pre-come. That wasn't good enough for these girls.
 
   She sucked on his earlobe. She whispered to him. She did everything she could to make him climax, yet none of it worked.
 
   "I think I have a better idea," Julia said.
 
   The blonde pulled away, and Mason sagged down, exhausted.
 
   "Mason, have you ever fantasized about your students making out? Maybe you see a pair of hot girls, and you wonder how it would feel if they started to kiss, or maybe they could start touching each other?"
 
   Slow, predatory smile spread across several of the girls lips.
 
   Oh no. Mason desperately wanted to see this. Yes, he fantasized about these hot, wholesome girls going at it. He never imagined he would be in the position to enjoy that kind of image, which was precisely what Julia offered him.
 
   Julia stood up in front of him, and she motioned for one of her friends to join her. The brunette got up, and she sauntered over toward Julia.
 
    "Is this what you'd like to see?" Julia asked, turning her attention back toward her friend. Julia put on a coy, almost innocent smile as she leaned outward, kissing her friend. The two girls started to make out, first timidly. But as the seconds ticked past, they became more confident in their movements.
 
   Hunger and desperate desire built within Mason until he truly believed he might explode at any moment.
 
   The two girls kissed passionately, rubbing their bodies together. Their hands explored the curves and contours of their frames, running and sliding all along their tight little bodies. Mason understood perfectly well that there was one way for him to win. If only he could look away, then these young women wouldn't have any power over him. Maybe then, he could relax and allow the lust to dissipate from his body.
 
   It was a futile thought.
 
   Right away, it occurred to him that even if he tried to keep his eyes closed, the girls would punish them for being rude. Maybe they would spank him as a group. Or maybe, Julia would hold true to her word, take pictures of him, and disseminate them throughout campus.
 
   No, he couldn't allow that to happen, so he couldn't look away.
 
   Second by second, he could feel the yearning build inside his body. Raw desire seemed to pummel him with every beat of his heart, a tattoo rhythm smacking down against his psyche.
 
   He didn't know how much more he could take.
 
   They were so beautiful, so incredibly alluring. On some level, they struck him like a natural phenomenon, these two young women, exploring one another's bodies. He loved how Julia ran her fingers through the other girl’s hair. He loved the way that blonde slowly slipped her hand between Julia's legs.
 
   In the next second, the blonde pulled away, and a stab of disappointment hit Mason, even though he knew he should be grateful for the moment when this came to an end.
 
   Except the blonde wasn't really done. She started to kiss Julia's neck, flicking her tongue.
 
   "Should we really give him a show he’ll never forget?" The blonde stared up into Julia's eyes with unmasked desire and passion.
 
   "What you suggesting?”
 
   The blonde reached out with trembling fingers, and she started to unbutton Julia's top. Then she reached up for her bra, pulling one of the cups away and exposing her already tightened nipple.
 
   Mason couldn't believe it. Yes, he fantasized about images like this, only never believed they would really happen. Those had just been mind games, little daydreams to distract him while he had been in line at the grocery store or waiting for something to download.
 
   But there they were, these nubile coeds, each willing to explore and play.
 
   It was incredible, and it only tormented him more. He kept straining against his bonds, hoping to somehow slip free. No, that wasn't going to happen. These girls had done an excellent job. His ankles were restrained, trapped against the chair. His arms were stuck behind his back.
 
   He could look on. He could enjoy the show, yet he was never going to get any real satisfaction.
 
   No, Julia had found a way to use his body against him.
 
   The blonde moved in, and she wrapped her lips around one of Julia's nipples. She started to suck hungrily, hollowing out her cheeks. At the same time, Julia threw her head back, and she gasped. Hot ecstasy left her lips, and it wasn't difficult for Mason to imagine Julia's pussy getting damp by the second.
 
   He had already tasted her excitement. He wondered if he was going to do that again. Ultimately, the decision would not rest in his hands. Oh no, she wanted him as a pet, her toy, so she would be the one to make the choice.
 
   Then again, what was the point of having a plaything if she wasn't going to use them?
 
   While the blonde continued to lick and nipped at her breasts, Julia leveled her eyes upon her pet teacher. He had made so much progress already, and she loved that look of consternation on his face. He was so desperate, so incredibly hungry, and she was the only one who would make the decision when and if he received any satisfaction at all.
 
   That heady rush of power only amplified the joy coursing through her body.
 
   "Enough," Julia finally decided.
 
   Right away, the blonde withdrew, and the other girl stepped back.
 
   Unable to peel his eyes away from his beautiful student, Mason helplessly watched as Julia pulled her bra back in the place. A second more, and she buttoned up her blouse. Within just a few moments, she was perfectly put together again. No one outside of that room would have been able to guess what had happened only a couple of seconds before.
 
   "Mason, I'm very excited now. In fact, I think all of my friends are. Do you think we should do something about that?" She ran her fingers through his hair, fisting his scalp. "Do you think you should do something about that?"
 
   He puffed frustration from between his lips, his eyes tight and angry with her, yet his cock continued to dribble with excitement. He needed her so badly. He could feel the pain of his blue balls raging throughout his body, spreading from his crotch.
 
   If he truly craved an orgasm, then he was going to have to please her. He was going to have to make her happy and to demonstrate just how useful he could be.
 
   Torn between ego and need, Mason blinked several times, and he felt something within him crack, then shatter. It all happened so quickly, his shoulders slumped, and he yielded.
 
   Somehow, all of those thoughts about escape and securing his freedom faded away. Shards of fantasy schemes all withered and melted away into nothing. This girl had everything she needed. Yes, he might be able to find something to blackmail her with, but would that even work? Would she even care if he got her expelled from school?
 
   And what about him? Obviously, she would still destroy his career.
 
   "I'll do whatever you want."
 
   "Who am I?” With those three words, she flashed him another one of those coyly precocious smiles.
 
   He remembered the first time her lips curved in that manner. It had been on the first day of class, and it had been the first time and made eye contact. In that moment, he knew this girl was going to be dangerous. She was going to be the one to give him problems, only Mason never contemplated the possibility that she would be able to do anything like this.
 
   His head droop low, and he stared down at his cock. For just a moment, he looked at his trapped member, knowing that this girl had him locked into this device. She had the key. If you ever wished to escape his chastity prison, he would have to obey her.
 
   As she controlled his penis, she controlled his lusts, his emotions, everything that made Mason a man.
 
   "You are my owner," he said, remembering her lecture from just that morning.
 
   "And are you my teacher?"
 
   "No?" Mason replied uncertainly, honestly confused about what answer she would like to hear most.
 
   She clicked her tongue and shook her head, touching his chin. "Silly boy. Of course, you are still my teacher. Only the relationship has changed a little bit. Tell me, do I outrank you?"
 
   Now, he could guess what she wanted to have him say. "Yes, you outrank me."
 
   "Good boy!" She patted his cheek, looking down at him. "You see, rank is very important. A lot of people like to think that everyone is equal, that's not true. We are all different, with different abilities and strengths. For example, I'm very good at taking a defiant man like you and turning him into a pet. Are you my pet now?"
 
   "Yes, I'm your pet." This time, he could only stare down at her leather boots, but she didn't seem to mind. Apparently, she enjoyed this kind of subjugation, where he couldn't bring himself to even glimpse up at his beautiful owner, the woman who now claimed him.
 
   "You're my pet, and you belong to me. But what about all of my friends here? You are still a professor at the university. Do you outrank them?"
 
   This time, he managed to lift his gaze and glance about at the different girls in the room. They were all smiling, leaning forward and watching with rapt attention. They never imagined a teacher could be broken down so thoroughly. They never believed that a cocky guy like Mason could be so easily subjugated and domesticated.
 
   Little by little, Julia took away everything he had.
 
   Soon, she would belong to him entirely. Just one signature, and then it would be done.
 
   "No, I don't outrank anyone?” Again, Mason couldn't be entirely certain what his owner wished to hear.
 
   "That's right! You see, I knew you were a teacher for a reason. Obviously, you're a very smart boy. So when I untie you, are you going to try to get away?"
 
   For just a fractional second, Mason really did think about trying to bull rush his way past these girls. Theoretically, it would be easy. They were smaller than him. But if he tried, he would have nowhere else to go. More importantly, Julia would tell everyone about his fraud.
 
   No, escape wasn't an option.
 
   He shook his head.
 
   "Say it," she said, tugging on his scalp. Another little jolt of pain ran through his nerves, and his eyes watered briefly. He blinked away the pain, listening as the girls giggled.
 
   "I can't escape. I belong to you."
 
   "That's right! And guess what? I'm going to keep you forever! You are going to be my favorite toy. And in time, I'm sure you're going to learn to enjoy it." This time, Julia glanced at her friends, and they all laughed again. They knew the truth. Some part of Mason would never be able to accept Julia as his owner. Some part of Mason would always long for his independence and the power he once wielded in the classroom.
 
   Except those days were now behind him. He saw that now, and Julia leaned forward. She kissed Mason on the mouth, hard. Her tongue teased his, and the heat nearly exploded through his body. He kept thinking, hoping that he would somehow be able to climax, but the chastity device held his cock down, preventing any orgasm at all.
 
   She pulled back, leaving him dizzy.
 
   Julia circled around him, and she started to untie his bonds. Even when he was free, he didn't move from that chair. Honestly, he didn't know where he could possibly go or what he could do, not until Mason gave Mason a fresh command.
 
   "I think my friends and I are pretty excited. So, we want to feel your tongue."
 
   "Me first," said the blonde. She sat down on the couch, she leaned forward, and she started to strip out of her lower garments.
 
   Before long, Mason licked his lips as he faced that girl’s pussy. She really was a natural blonde, and her nether lips glistened with excitement.
 
   "Get to it," Julia commanded.
 
   He started to stand, but she grabbed his shoulder and pushed him back down onto the floor. "Crawl."
 
   While her friends giggled, Mason obeyed. He dropped down onto his hands and knees, and he started to crawl across the room. He wished for more distance, more time to think, but sooner rather than later, he found herself at the feet of the blonde girl.
 
   "Come on," she said, grabbing him by his hair. She pulled him close, sliding his head right between her hips.
 
   Braced on his hands and knees, he started to lick. He flicked out his tongue, but the blonde called out, "I know you're a smart guy. You can do better than that!"
 
   "I guess you just need some incentive," said someone else. In this position, Mason obviously couldn't tell who spoke last.
 
   The other girls came up behind him, and they started to spank him. Someone used the brush. Someone else used the flat of her hand. Either way, he took a double spanking, which definitely prompted him to go faster. His tongue moved like a little hurricane against the blonde’s pussy.
 
   She moaned, not at all self-conscious. The other girls kept playing with the toy too. They spanked and paddled him, making sure he felt every single strike. Used and debased, Mason gave this girl everything she had.
 
   After a minute or three, she shoved him back. She had enjoyed every single orgasm he gave her, but now it was someone else's turn.
 
   The brunette sat down next, she spread her legs, and she peeled back her skirt. She dropped her panties, and Mason had no choice but to service her too. He had been demoted to the status of their living sex toy.
 
   "Go," Julia commanded with a snap of her fingers, and this time, Mason didn't even try to stand. He crawled over to the next girl. He started to lick, swiping his tongue from side to side and up and down. He traced quick circles, hoping that he would do a good job.
 
   His backside already stung a shade of bright red, and he honestly didn't know how much more he could take.
 
   With one girl after another, he acted just like a plaything. He was an obedient toy, making the girls giggled and moan in equal measure. Sometimes, they stroked his hair. At other times, they were just as happy to slap his buttocks, savoring the sound every strike made.
 
   When the girls were spent, they lounged about on the couches, each one of Julia’s friends resting their arms and smiling.
 
   "Mason, go back to the kitchen and get us some wine."
 
   He peered back up at her for several heartbeats, hoping she would give some indication of when he might be allowed in orgasm. Despite everything, that need had never diminished. Now that every single girl in this room had been serviced at least once, he kept hoping that he might to get a treat.
 
   "Go, pet," she said, pointing back toward the kitchen.
 
   This time, he got up onto his feet, and he started walking. He didn't ask about his clothing. Oh no, these girls were going to keep him naked except for the chastity device.
 
   Back in the kitchen, he quickly found a tray, several wineglasses, and he started to pour one Julia and each of her friends. When he was done, he went back into the living room. He waited for Julia to acknowledge him.
 
   Finally, she smiled back at her plaything. "Good boy. It's nice to know that you can be trained. It's nice to know that I can get you to do anything I want."
 
   His skin turned another shade of crimson, and the other girls laughed at his expense.
 
   "Ladies, I have to have a few words with my pet professor. But please, have some wine. Enjoy the evening.”With those words, Julia got up, and she held out her hand. Reluctantly and obediently, Mason took it.
 
   She led him back to the house, and his hope started to build again. They were going straight toward his bedroom, or at least what had once been his bedroom.
 
   When they were halfway there, Mason spotted the backpack hanging from her other hand. He had to wonder what other toys it contained. Somehow, he didn't think he really wanted to find out.
 
   "Lay down, on your back," she commanded once they made it back into the master bedroom.
 
   Mason obeyed, climbing onto the bed. Julia stripped the sheets and blankets, leaving them feeling exposed.
 
   “Spread your legs. Lift your hands over your head."
 
   "What, what are you going to do?” Mason asked. Before this girl had started his training, he had always used language to his advantage. He could be so charming with the right kind of confidence.
 
   But now, he raised his arms and spread his legs, making his body even more vulnerable for her. And this young woman simply smirked down at him.
 
   She reached into her backpack, and she pulled out four sets of straps. She secured one to each of his wrists, and then she locked the opposite ends to the headboard. She did the same with his feet, making sure he was nice and secure.
 
   Only then did Julia climb up onto the bed herself. She straddled him, touching her eight fingers to his chest and dragging them down the length of his torso.
 
   "I'm going to have so much fun playing with you when we are alone. So right now, you are going to stay right here where I've left you, and I'm going to go entertain my friends. What you think of that?"
 
   Mouth dry, Mason stared back up with this girl, understanding what kind of answer she expected. Hating himself for supplying it, he said, "I'm going to stay here."
 
   "And you're not going to make any noise, are you?"
 
   "No, I'm not,” he said, utterly defeated.
 
   "Good boy. But you know, I really want to be sure you're not going to make any noise. I'd hate to have to come in here and discipline you. What kind of hostess would that make me?"
 
   Julia retrieved her panties again. At some point, she must've put them back on, not that he had ever seen her do it. Then again, her friends had been plenty distracting.
 
   She pulled off her panties once again, and he reluctantly opened his mouth before she even gave him the order. She pushed her underwear into his mouth, and then she tapped his cheek. "I'll be back in a little while," she promised.
 
   Hopping off of the bed, she went right back toward the door, he watched her go, his eyes on her tight little ass.
 
   She placed her hand on the knob, and then she paused. "Oh, I almost forgot.”His beautiful student turned around, and she sauntered back up to the bed. She pulled out the key to his cock lock, and she unlocked him.
 
   Right away, his cock stiffened, standing almost straight up.
 
   "Have fun while I’m gone," she said, stroking his member from the base all the way up to the tip.
 
   Just like that, she got up, and she left him there.
 
    
 
   while Julia laughed with her friends, enjoying the wine and his home, her teacher remained naked, struggling with everything he had. At this point, there wasn't much of his strength left.
 
   Or maybe it was something else.
 
   Mason despised the possibility, but maybe, just maybe some part of him couldn't bring himself to fight anymore. He had been wrestling with this girl all night, and she had defeated him at every turn.
 
   More importantly, he couldn't overcome the simple fact of what she knew. With her evidence, she could destroy his career with just a phone call or something as simple as an e-mail. Hell, a text could be enough.
 
   Growling with frustration, he yanked on his straps again, wishing he could somehow free himself from her hold.
 
   If nothing else, he wanted to prove his masculinity, and his strength, by getting out of those shackles.
 
   Maybe the cock lock wasn't on his member any longer, but Mason still itched for an orgasm like nothing else. Besides, he loved the idea of demonstrating his defiance and independence to this young woman. She needed to understand she couldn't control him, not really. She couldn't force him to obey her.
 
   Or maybe Mason just needed to prove it to himself.
 
   Exhaling through his mouth, he tried to summon up another burst of strength. By this point, he had lost count of how many times he had tried to rip himself free. Obviously, there would be bruises around his wrists and ankles, yet those details seemed largely unimportant.
 
   The door opened again, and she sauntered in.
 
   "I've come to a decision," Julia announced, perching herself on the edge of the bed. Almost absentmindedly, She reached over, stroking his like it wasn’t a big deal.
 
   Pivoting his hips to the side, he tried to keep his penis out of her reach, but she just adjusted easily. Smiling down at him, she said, "Mason, next quarter I have some free time in my schedule, so I think it would be good if I became your assistant.”
 
   "What are you talking about?"
 
   "I’m going to be your TA. You know, you could still teach, but I would come to all of your classes, and if you make any mistakes, I would point them out. Oh, and I would also be willing to help your students deal with you. Sometimes, you can be very unapproachable, so it would be nice to have someone to help form the connection."
 
   "You're going to mess with me, aren't you?"
 
   "Every single chance I get," Julia vowed, her eyes sparkling with delight.
 
   "No, I won't do it."
 
   "Of course you will," she said. "And you know why you're going to do it? Do you know why you're going to go to the head of your department and request to have me made into your student aide?"
 
   His nostrils flared. Hoping to hold onto some slight sliver of his independence, he refused to speak another word.
 
   Julia shrugged, rolling her shoulders back because she really didn't mind. She enjoyed talking down to him anyway.
 
   Stroking his shaft some more, making the tip drip with his pre-come, she continued, "Mason, you're going to give me everything I want because you really get a choice. Tomorrow, you're going to call up a lawyer and a notary public, and you're going to transfer all of your assets into my name. But don't worry. I'm going to let you keep your job. Of course, we’re going to have to change your direct deposit so your paycheck goes into an account I control. Don't worry. It’s not a big deal since you’re not going to need money anymore."
 
   His eyes locked on her, and he kept trying to convince himself that she was somehow joking, or maybe that this was just a bad dream, except everything felt too real, especially her grip on his tumescent penis. His entire body ached for an orgasm, only she hadn’t made her point, not yet.
 
   "No. I wouldn't. I would never do something like that," he insisted, shaking his head from side to side.
 
   "Yes, you will. You're going to do it because I'm not going to fuck you until you are really to beg for the privilege of being my pet. I want a slave, Mason. I want you to acknowledge the fact that you belong to me now. Yes, you said it before, but I don't think you truly understood what this was going to entail. Every day, you will wake up and you will wonder about the best way to serve me. Every day, I will show you off to my friends. Wherever you go, you'll feel that chastity cage around your dick unless I give you permission to take it off."
 
   "No, no I can't," he said, still shaking his head.
 
   Julia easily spoke over his protests and pleas.
 
   "Or maybe I will get you a collar. What do you think of that? I could lock it around your neck, so no matter where you go, and no matter who you meet, everyone will know that you are just a pet. You are your student’s pet. Would you like that? Is that what you want me to do you?"
 
   "No!"
 
   "Are you sure?" Now, Julia pulled herself all the way onto the bed, and she moved between his legs, bracing her weight down on her knees. With one hand, she stroked the length of his penis. With her other, she cradled his balls, teasing the tips of her fingers along the underside of his scrotum.
 
   "You know what you want. C’mon, Mason. Don’t deny it anymore. You want me to get on top of you and ride you. You want me to take away everything that makes you an independent man. Say it."
 
   He shut his eyes, he threw his head back, and he arched his back as he tensed every muscle in his frame. It was as though his body tried to physically reject the submission she had injected into his life.
 
   Caressing him, slipping her fingers softly along his stiffened cock, she watched him. She waited, patient as always.
 
   His strength finally gave out, and he started to talk again, all without any coherent thought. "Yes, I want to belong to you! Yes, I want to be your collared slave, your pet, your plaything, Julia. I want you to own me!"
 
   "You're going to take me to see a lawyer, aren't you?"
 
   "Yes!"
 
   "And you're not going to try to tell him anything about how I’m getting you to do all of this, are you?"
 
   "No!"
 
   “Good," she said, a catlike smile on her face.
 
   Julia got up onto her knees, and then she slipped above him. She started to lower her pussy down toward his mouth. "Lick me, and show me exactly where you belong. Demonstrate how your place beneath me at all times."
 
   He did it. He flicked out his tongue, and he serviced her, just as he had done with all of her friends. While she towered above him, her hands pressed against the headboard, Mason gave her everything he had. He licked and nuzzled, sucking on her clitoris and getting her worked into a frenzy. When she was finally ready, she pulled back, and she kissed him hard.
 
   Normally, men tried to be possessive whenever they put their lips on a woman. But this time, she controlled the pace and tension, putting one hand to his forehead. She controlled the man beneath her.
 
   Then, and only then, did she get back up, and she slowly lowered her pussy down around his cock.
 
   "If you come without permission, I'm going to keep you in that cock cage for a month."
 
   His eyes widened at the threat, and he absolutely believed her.
 
   Savoring the submission of her pet male, Julia started to move her hips forward and back, raising and lowering herself down again. Oh yes, his girth and firmness all felt so incredible. Ecstasy flashed through her skin, and she started to moan, a low growl of burning need from the base of her throat until she became louder and louder.
 
   Humping his cock, she savored his subjugation.
 
   "Come for me," she commanded. "I want to take everything you have!"
 
   Just like that, he released the last vestiges of his defenses, and he blew his load hard, obeying the woman who claimed him. She drained everything he had, still going forward and back, fucking him hard like he was nothing but a human sex toy.
 
   Finally, she had taken everything.
 
   Although her professor closed his eyes, Julia gazed down at him, savoring the view. She had broken him, yet this was only just the beginning. To prove it, she picked up the cock lock, and she put it back on his shaft, so that when he woke up, he wouldn't forget exactly where he belonged: wherever she put him.
 
    
 
   The End
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