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CHAPTER ONE

Chastity Phone Sex

Dominatrix MILF

Copyright 2015 Brooke Dubois

Please note that this is an explicit work of femdom erotica which contains graphic descriptions of a young virgin man who is forced to accept his dark, dirty desires to submit. The older, dominating woman of his dreams forces him to confront his true nature and slutty, submissive side as he takes every last inch of her brutal, massive strap-on while caged in chastity. All characters are consenting adults. Enjoy ;)

"Finished up housesitting?" My roomate at dorms barely glances up at me from his shooter game, which he is playing without headphones. The annoying blare of the gunshots and the tiny cramped space of my dorm room is an utter contrast to the beautiful, elegant home of Miss Avila where she made me beg for the most humiliating things to be done to me.

"Yeah, all done." I try to push thoughts of Miss Avila and her huge strap-on out of my mind. If I had my way, we would talk about anything else.

"She have a nice house?"

"Beautiful. I think I'm going to take a shower."

I hope my voice sounds normal, because I am freaking out. The entire bus ride home from Miss Avila's house, I was terrified that someone would somehow know what had just happened. Was I still a virgin after what had happened? Does getting fucked by a strap-on until I am forced to cum by a sexy older woman mean I am still a man, or something else? What kind of a pervert am I for liking it? She had teased me, turned me, played with my asshole with her fingers and then made me beg to take her massive strap-on deep inside of me in the most humiliating fashion.

I step into the bathroom and undress, staring at the chastity device locked around my cock. It fills me with fear. As soon as I had came, she had taken photos of me, my asshole gaping from her rough pounding and the handcuffs still around my wrists. What would she do with them? Would she show my friends and family? My heart is beating a mile a minute as I imagine everyone knowing the truth about me and the desires I should not have. Why does it turn me on so much to imagine what is going to happen to me? Her words ring in my head, over and over again.

"Your punishment for snooping has just begun."

My cock throbs at the memory, pressing uncomfortably against the steel of the chastity device. I have never felt so powerless in my life. There is nothing I can do to get out of this situation. Dammit, why did I ever go looking in her drawers? And why did I get so turned on seeing what was hidden in them? A massive strap-on and handcuffs should have made me sick to see, but instead I could only imagine Miss Avila using both on me.

She is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. Tall, with intense blue eyes and long, black hair that comes down past her shoulders in graceful waves, framing a mature yet striking face that turns me on so much more than the girls in my classes. She is a woman, bloomed and perfect, and just imagining her body, her perfect breasts and pert nipples makes a shiver run down my entire body. Remembering the look of intense desire on her face as her tits bounced as she fucked me hard, pounding me into submission makes my cock ache with need, and I try to play with it, try to touch it through the steel of the chastity device. I am used to masturbating everyday, but the experience I just had with Miss Avila has made me hornier than ever before and if not for the damn device stopping me I would have masturbated furiously in the shower. My cock cannot get fully hard and discomfort fills me as my frustration mounts and I step in the shower and turn it on, not waiting for the water to heat up.

The icy cold shock of the water makes me shiver and I turn the water to the coldest, aiming it right at my cock. I need to end this torment! The cold stream of water finally cools my desire and I try desperately not to imagine her perfect, lithe body, toned from daily swims - put it out of your mind! Stop imagining it Nathan!

I finish my shower and dry off, pulling on my fresh set of clothes and feeling a slight surge of relief as my caged cock is covered. Out of sight, out of mind. I calm myself by breathing deeply, speaking softly into the mirror while I look myself in the eyes.

"Nathan, no one knows your secret. No one can tell you have a chastity device on, and no one knows what Miss Avila did to you. No one knows what kind of things you are into, no matter how kinky and perverted you might feel... no one knows!"

As long as Miss Avila does not send out the pictures of me, submissive and barely able to think from my powerful anal orgasm after she fucked me hard. I cannot think of that. I need to concentrate.

I walk out into the small dorm room I share with my roommate, Glen. It is reassuring to see him playing whatever video game he always plays, as if nothing has changed. I leap into my bed and grab my Philosophy and Business Ethics textbook. I feel like the last paper was just turned in and now the prof wants another. Whatever, 6,000 words is nothing and I already have my rough draft finished.

"So is she hot?"

"Huh?"

"The woman you were house-sitting for. Miss Oliva?"

"Miss Avila. Yeah, she's gorgeous." A fact I do not want to be thinking about right now.

"Married?"

"No. Divorced."

He grunts as he shoots the head of another player with his pistol, running through what looks like some dessert in the middle east in his game. I honestly do not see the appeal. Why spend your life playing some game instead of going out and living it? Of course, somehow he has managed to pull three women while I am at a big 0, a fact which he loves to brag about. If I have to hear more about how he "is sorry he has to put a sock on the door so much, someday you'll understand" like I'm his inferior one more time I'll yell.

"Oooh divorced! I hear those women are crazy good in bed. You get any?"

"Did I get any?" I look up from my textbook, shooting daggers at him with my eyes. I cannot help but remember the chastity device that Miss Avila forced my cock into and redness comes to my cheeks. He looks up from his game and a broad smile covers his face.

"Getting red? God damn, you hit that, didn't you? You're a hero Nathan, a God among men!"

"Shut up. Look, I gotta study. I don't follow the same philosophy as you."

"C's get degrees baby!"

"I see a promising career in middle management for you, Glen."

"Well we can't all be high profile lawyers like you're going to be, superstar. Oh shit, you see me flank em? Maybe I should be a hitman or something. Alright alright, don't give me that look. I'll put some headphones on."

"Thank you."

God, it feels good to banter with my roommate, as insufferable as he is sometimes. It helps me keep my mind off of Miss Avila. Thoughts of her keep invading my brain, and I keep remembering the short, multi-lashed whip that was in her drawers. She obviously enjoys rough sex - as long as she is the one doing the fucking, that is - and imaging her using that horrific instrument on me makes me cringe. She would not, would she? The worst thing is, there would be nothing I could do to stop her. She could tell anyone I was snooping through her things while I house-sitted, that all her panties were in disarray when she got back home and I would be a pariah. And that would be the least of my worries. She has photos of me, on my back and covered by my own cum, my ass stretched out by her ten-inch strap-on and my hands handcuffed. Imagining anyone I know seeing those makes my heart pound with fear. I can only pray she is a reasonable woman.

My phone rings, and I pick up guiltily. 

"Hello there darling," comes Miss Avila's voice, smooth as silk. I can already feel tingles of need as goosebumps form on my arms just from hearing her voice. No other woman has had anywhere close to the effect on me as Miss Avila does. Growing up and loving getting glimpses of her running, wishing I could see her sweaty, hot body completely nude for most of my teenage life had made her more than just a woman in my mind. She was the woman I stroked myself to, the woman I always became nervous to see when my mother invited her over for tea. She was over twice my age and yet I wanted her desperately. 

"Hello Miss Avila," I say with trepidation. We both know that she could ruin my life in a second and the power imbalance is utterly apparent.

"Mmm, you sound nervous."

"Wouldn't you be in my- my position?" I whisper the last words, not wanting my roommate to hear over his game. 

"Whispering, are we? Sounds like someone isn't alone..."

"Why are you calling?"

"I've got a special little surprise for you, Nathan."

Cold fear grips me as I imagine what it could be. Is she going to expose me?

"What... what is it?"

"I'm good friends with your Philosophy and Business Ethics professor, Dr. Lack, and I've offered to do a little presentation tomorrow as a guest speaker. Oh and don't worry, I know how to make a dry subject... very, very interesting."

I gulp, imagining being in the classroom, my cock trapped and caged in the presence of the one person in the world who knows my darkest secrets. What will she do to me? What is she going to make me do?


"What do you mean, interesting?"

"My goodness Nathan, you ask so many questions! Tomorrow morning, go check your mailbox. I have a nice little surprise for you... mmm, and now I have to go. Sweet dreams Nathan, I know what I'll be imagining tonight... my 10 inch strap-on so deep inside of you while you moan like the little slut you are. Of course, I can take care of my desire, and you are completely helpless. God, it turns me on so much to have you all caged up and pathetic, unable to do anything about that throbbing need in your pants. I bet you're getting hard right now listening to this, aren't you my little slut?"

My cock is throbbing powerfully, fighting against the hard steel of the chastity device and I gulp, trying to fight the painful lust. Imagining her turned on and lying in bed is driving me insane and deep frustration fills me.

"I'm not," I lie, hoping she will stop.

"Liar. I can hear it in your voice. The perfect, desperate frustration. I'm playing with my nipples now - God, they are so hard and sensitive."

I try to turn down the volume of my phone just in case Glen's game is not as loud as I think and gasp as she moans loudly and I look up in shock. I accidentally put it on speakerphone! I quickly turn it off, hoping my roommate did not hear, panic flowing through me. My adrenaline is pulsing and I want her so badly. Imagining her on her back, her hands strolling up and down her perfect body and pinching her perfect, hard nipples is pure torture and my cock strains in agonizing need.

"Please, stop," I beg, unable to hang up but unable to withstand her seduction. I can tell she is getting a cruel satisfaction out of teasing and denying me.

"Please stop, please stop," she says in a mocking tone, mimicking me. There is so much heat in her voice that I let a tiny moan escape my lips, hoping it is silent.

"Miss Avila, please..." 

"God, you sound so helpless. I'm rubbing my pussy through my panties, you make me so fucking wet Nathan. I'm going to have you on your knees and eating me out, licking my pussy until your tongue aches. I'm sliding a finger in my pussy - I'm so tight, don't you wish it was your cock sliding into me? I love knowing you're a virgin and I have you all locked up in chastity..."

I cannot even speak, but I cannot control my heavy breathing as my cock begs for release, pressing against the steel of the chastity device uncomfortably. 

"I bet you jerk off all the time, most young men do... how does it feel to be all locked up? You're so fucking horny right now, I can hear it in your breath... you want me there right now, riding your hard cock quicker and quicker... but you don't deserve that. You dirty little slut, peeking in my drawers when I trusted you to house sit. The only pleasure you are going to get is my massive strap-on fucking that tight little ass of yours... I'm going to make you beg for it, beg to suck it, to take it in your ass, for me to fuck you so rough. God, I'm so close, I'm going to whip your ass until it's red, spank you until you cannot even sit! Oh God, yesssss!"

She moans and moans into the phone, and I know she is cumming hard while I am locked in chastity, unable to do anything. My cock is throbbing endlessly and finally her moans stop.

"I hope you're looking forward to class tomorrow, Nathan," she says and then hangs up. I put my phone down and want to cry from frustration. I look at my roommate, blissfully happy playing his video game and I do not know what to think.

This morning, I was an average freshman student. 

Now, what am I? I let myself - God, I begged for it, she made me beg - get fucked by the woman of my dreams, a woman twice my age who enjoys dominating, a woman who fucked me hard with a ten-inch purple strap-on while I was handcuffed. A woman I never want to see again, or want to see all the time, ugh, it's so confusing! Do I want this? Is this what I really need?

I guess it does not matter what I want or need. She has the key to the chastity device, and photos of me on her phone that would destroy my life.

Whatever she wants, I must do.


CHAPTER TWO

The BIG surprise

I slept poorly the night before, tossing and turning in my bed, my dreams filled with Miss Avila, naked except for the dangling, bobbing strap-on between her legs. Every time I got hard in my sleep I woke up in discomfort, my cock straining against the hard steel of the chastity device and I wished so badly that I could give myself release. Damn that woman!

When my alarm blared in the morning, it took me a second to remember the events of yesterday and cold dread filled me. Was this my life now? Living in fear of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen? I turned the words she had said to me over and over in my head. She had told me to go check my mail in anticipation of today's class. I had woken up early, at 7am when I knew the mail would have just arrived and I leapt out of bed groggily.

Looking into the mirror scares me as I change into my clothes in the bathroom. I look the same as always, until my pajamas come off and the steel of the chastity device is exposed. Just seeing myself so helpless makes my cock pound. I want to deny it, but this turns me on in a way I do not understand. Maybe I am more submissive than I ever knew, but knowing that Miss Avila has the keys to my cock and complete control over me is exhilarating. I do not feel as guilty about my needs when I can tell myself that she is blackmailing me into it. 

I get dressed in jeans and a polo shirt, noticing that the chastity device gives me a bit more of a bulge than I am used to. I glance at my snoring dorm mate, shaking my head. While I was tossing and turning trying to get to bed, he was still on his computer shooting up bad guys. I have no idea how he managed to lose his virginity before me. Shame burns my cheeks as I remember the feeling of her huge strap-on slowly pushing itself into me, the humiliating pleasure I felt and wanting to be filled deep.

The dorm buildings are close to a administrative building where you can do laundry, pick up your mail, and just hang out if you like. I go to my mailbox and open it up with the tiny key, and see a slip of paper which says I have a package waiting for me. It takes all my nerves to walk up to the front desk.

"Hello,"

"Hello. What can I do for you?" The lady at the front desk is in her fifties, and wears too much makeup. 

"I've got a delivery waiting for me, it did not fit in my mailbox."

"Slip please."

I hand her the slip, my hand shaking. What if it is something embarrassing? She takes the slip with her to the backroom, and every second she spends in there I get more and more terrified of what she will bring out. What if it is something humiliating that Miss Avila put in there just to embarrass me? She enjoys degrading me, that is for sure, and my heart races as the door opens and the front desk lady comes out with a nondescript brown box.

"Here you are."

"Thank you," I say, breathing out a sigh of relief. I take the package back to my dorm room and walk in quietly, not wanting to wake my roommate who will be sure to be curious as to what I received. Luckily he never rises before 2pm unless he has a class, and he often boasts how he picked out his schedule "to never have to see the world before noon".

I open the box with eager nervousness, and gasp when I see what is in it.

I have never seen anything quite like it before. I have seen porn where women use toys, and I can guess what it is used for. It is a purple... object, in the shape of a long, six or seven inch bullet like shape. It starts out thin but widens dramatically, with a girth at its widest of perhaps 4 inches. After it's widest point it gets skinny again, and at the base forms a T with an even wider part that must be to stop it from getting lost in someone's behind. It is a butt plug, I know it and my cock pulses as I look at it and imagine how stretched I would feel with it deep inside of me. It is the exact same purple color as the massive strap-on Miss Avila fucked me with and I know where she will want me to put it. I quickly hide it under my blankets in case my roommate sees and pull an envelope from the box. I open it quickly and read the handwritten note.

[image: ]

My cock pulses as I read the words, and it feels as though it is her voice that reads it, her sultry, heat filled tones as she calls me humiliating names. God, why does it feel so right to be called a slut? I quickly hide the note in my stack of schoolwork, never wanting anyone to see it. 

My class was not until 10am. There was no way I was going to go to class with that big... thing... inside me. Was there? How would she know if I did not? 

Somehow, she always seemed to know. Maybe it was because she had worked in marketing for most of her life, but she absolutely knew what people wanted, even me. Especially me, dammit. My cock pulses and throbs against the hard steel of the chastity device, making me want to scream. Something else falls out of the envelope, and I bite my lip as I see that Miss Avila was considerate enough to put a packet of lubricant inside of the envelope as well. She obviously wanted this to feel good for me. Ugh! How can she be doing this to me! If I do not do what she says... then I'll have to change schools. Hell, I'll have to change states, or even countries! If everyone knew what I had done with her, if everyone knew that I had moaned and writhed in pleasure while she fucked me with that thick strap-on, I could never look them in the eye again. 

I look at my snoring dorm mate, lying in peace on his bed while I am in utter turmoil and with a growl I grab the butt plug and lube and go into the washroom.

There is no way this thing is going to fit inside of me. Of course, that is what I told myself about her ten inch strap-on, but somehow she managed to slide the whole thing into me. I undress and use the washroom, and then look myself in the eye in the mirror. Whatever I have to do to stop her from sharing the photos, I will do. I strip, until the only thing I am wearing is the damn chastity device. For some reason my cock is swelling with need, pressing against the chastity device. Why am I so turned on right now? I am so scared to imagine the massive butt plug deep inside of me and I bite my lip nervously, steeling myself for what I have to do. But... what if I like it?

I sigh and open the packet of lube, applying it on the head of the butt plug. I turn around, looking at myself in the mirror and bite my lip at how slutty I look, bending over and pressing the butt plug against my ass. My nipples harden and my cock presses against its cage as I press the head of the butt plug against my asshole, every so slowly working it in. It feels... good, in the same way that the strap-on felt only the butt plug is much wider and I slowly, slowly try to press it into me, biting my lip in discomfort. I work it in as slowly as possible so that I can handle it and it slowly slides into me, stretching my asshole open almost painfully but a deep pleasure is there as well as I fuck myself with the butt plug, sliding it deeper and deeper inside of me. 

I gasp as my asshole stretches open wider than I ever thought it could and the slippery, lubed butt plug slides completely into me and a moan escapes my lips. I feel so full and stretched open. The handle of the butt plug stops it from sliding in further and I pull up my briefs which trap the plug in place. I pull up my jeans as well and then run the hot water in the sink with a few spurts of liquid soap, trying to mask the smell of lube and rubber.

It is so deep inside of me that every movement makes me fight back a groan of pleasure as it presses against something deep inside of me. Fully dressed, I twirl in the mirror, trying to see if you can tell what is inside of me. Unless someone puts their hand on my ass, no one will know. How is this possible? Are there other people like me in the world, going about their lives with no one being the wiser? How is it possible that I can have a steel cage around my cock and a butt plug deep inside of my ass, and yet no one can notice? They will not. I will not let them. No one will no my secret - God, but that feels good in my ass. Ugh, it is so deep. 

I check my watch. It took me forever to work the fat butt plug into me, and I can feel my caged cock slowly leaking precum into my briefs. My cock is as hard as the chastity device will let it, and the feeling of being completely trapped is more frustrating than ever, the device tight around my cock and balls as I get ready for class. 

I can only pray she will not humiliate me in front of the entire class.


CHAPTER THREE

Teased and Denied in Class

The walk to class is absolutely frustrating. Each step, each little movement of my legs seems to push the butt plug so very slightly in and out of my ass, and I can feel it there at all times, thick and huge inside of me. It is deeply pleasurable but it should be hurting me, and each tingle of pleasure it sends through me makes me more frustrated and turned on. In a way it is lucky that I have the chastity device on because otherwise everyone would see my rock hard cock pressing against my jeans. My heart is pounding in nervous anticipation of seeing Miss Avila again.

I get to class a little early, and pause as I enter the empty room. It is a small class, with only thirty or so students, and normally I like to sit near the front to stop myself from dozing off. Do I dare? A part of me wants to hide in the back of the class, as far away from the guest presenter, my tormentor, as possible.

But I cannot resist the thought of being close to her. I want to touch her again, to see her beautiful body naked. A shiver runs down my spine as I imagine what she must have looked like last night, lying in bed nude, masturbating while she was on the phone with me. I never thought a woman so sexy and distinguished could ever be aroused by a younger guy like me, but somehow she is - just not the way I wished for. Instead of her wanting to be fucked by me, all she wants to do is dominate, humiliate, and take me hard.

I take my seat in the front row center, slowly sitting down on the wooden chair and feeling the butt plug sliding even deeper inside of me. I am thankful I am wearing dark jeans and not khakis, because I can feel my cock slowly dripping precum from the feeling of being penetrated and stretched by the huge butt plug that is deep inside of me. 

The class slowly fills in, and a girl I have seen in a couple of my classes sits down next to me.

"Hey Marlene," I say, trying to keep my tone of voice as neutral as possible. I feel as if every time I open my mouth I could accidentally tip someone off to the fact that I am wearing not one but two kinky devices - a chastity device keeping my throbbing cock tame and a butt plug shoved deep inside of me.

"Hey Nathan. You get the readings done?"

"You know it."

"I heard there's a presenter in today! Apparently someone pretty big in advertising. Yay, someone with a great job who can give us some great advice: if you want to make money, do not major in Philosophy."

"Ugh, you're telling me."

I chuckle, feeling reassured that Marlene does not seem to notice anything different about me. It is a tired old joke to say we will never get jobs but it feels like if I do not get into law school after this degree, I might just end up another barista who can quote Nietzsche. 

Dr. Lack enters the room, a man in his mid forties who is one of my only professors that I feel really has a passion for what he does.

"Hello class, and welcome. I got a call from an old friend last night, who said she would be willing to come in and do a little presentation for everyone. So, around the break she should be coming in to talk to you about business ethics in her particular field, advertising. I think you'll all be very interested to hear what she has to say. Until then, you've got boring old me to look forward to. Let's open our books to page 78 - we're going to read the scenario, and then break up into groups to discuss the obligations of companies - group A will be debating that companies primary obligations are to free capitalism, the shareholders and job creation, and group B will be looking at the social obligations of big business. Do wealthy, powerful companies have a responsibility to help better society? Or do they exist to make money? Can there be a middle ground? I look forward to hearing what you all have to say."

I can barely concentrate. All I can think about is Miss Avila and her presentation, and I nervously check the clock every ten seconds as the class chatters around me, discussing multinational corporations. Marlene notices that I am distraught and gives me a little poke of her finger, just enough to get my attention.

"Psst. Nathan, is everything alright? You're sweating! Is something wrong?"

"I'm fine. Just uh, a little worried about the essay we have due at the end of the week."

"Ah. How many words have you done so far?"

"Zip. Nada. Nothing."

She looks taken aback. In truth, I have made my entire rough draft.

"That's so unusual for you! You're always the one who has it done a week in advance. Well, good luck. Let me know if I can help you."

"Thanks Marlene, I appreciate it."

As our 11am break approaches, I feel like I am going to faint. I am so terrifically nervous. The entire class I have felt the presence of the thick toy deep in my ass and my caged cock leaking pre-cum from the endless stimulation and I am being driven insane with frustrated need. Just the thought of seeing Miss Avila makes me shudder in desire and fear. The dominant older woman has complete and utter control over me. I am reminded of her power over her at each second as I feel the butt plug stretching me pleasurably, so deep inside of me I can hardly handle it.

With ten minutes to spare before break, Miss Avila enters the room, giving me a sidelong glance.

"Hello Jim," she says to professor Lack. 

"It's so good to see you Janeen!"

"It's been too long, hasn't it?"

They hug, and I feel a surge of jealously flow through me. I want her, so badly it hurts. She is wearing a classy sleeveless white top with just a hint of cleavage, her full breasts pushing against the fabric and the fact that I know exactly what her perky nipples look like naked turns me on so much. I cannot help but picture her completely nude, her full, perfect tits begging to be licked and touched by me. My cock pounds in lust, painfully pressing against the steel of the chastity device. A tight blue skirt that ends above her knees hugs every inch of her perfect body and tall black heels mean that she stands higher than me. Sitting down near her makes me feel even smaller compared to her. Her beautiful, long black hair falls down in graceful waves and I feel like I am falling in love with her. I want her, so badly. There is not a trace of her dominating desires apparent in her face and I feel like I know her better than anyone in the room. She looks so innocent, so pure, and not a soul in the room would have guessed that just yesterday she had me handcuffed and naked, begging to be fucked up the ass by her. She has me in chastity, a virgin who was hoping desperately for release, for her to let me out of the damn cage and into her.

"Well hello everyone, I'm so sorry to interrupt! It sounds like a fascinating discussion you are all having," she says, looking out at the class. I know that every guy in the room is probably imagining fucking her right now and it makes me feel possessive, like I do not want anyone else to even look at her. She is so damn gorgeous it makes me feel inferior in every way. I should be a rich, muscular businessman or professional athlete to get a woman like her to like me. She lets her eyes slide over me and I see a smile come to her perfect lips, and I can tell she is enjoying knowing that I have obeyed her absolutely. She can tell instantly, I know it, that I am feeling the butt plug deep up my ass while my cock throbs in need for her. The feeling of the butt plug deep inside of me is sending pleasure through me and I can barely handle it.

"I'm just going to get set up, so everyone can leave for break... when you come back I'll be all ready."

Students stand up eagerly, glad to have a few extra minutes to head to the coffee shop. Miss Avila turns to professor Lack. "Would you mind getting me a cup of coffee?"

"Not a problem," he says, and follows the trail of students out.

Marlene looks at me. "You coming?" She is the last student left in the classroom.

"No uh, I might work a bit on my essay."

"Okay, want me to get you a coffee?"

"That's alright. Thanks though."

She walks out and I sit there in my chair, and Miss Avila walks to the door, her high heels clicking and closes it. I shiver in trembling fear and desire as I wonder what she is going to do to me. 

"Well hello there Nathan."

"Hello Miss Avila."

She walks closer and leans forward, and I cannot help but look down her shirt at her gorgeous cleavage, my cock pounding in need. She looks me right in the eye.

"Is that butt plug deep in your slutty little ass?"

My cheeks turn bright red. I cannot make eye contact with her. I look down, staring at her heels and legs.

"Yes," I manage to say, scared that someone is going to come into the room and hear.

"Good. You poor, poor thing, having that big fat plug up your ass. I bet it feels good, doesn't it? I bet it turns you on so much, but you can't do anything about it with your cock all locked up, can you?"

"No," I say, moaning out the word. She reaches out with hand, her long, painted nails looking so beautiful and feminine and grabs the bulge in my pants.

"That's right. I own your cock, slut. You've been so, so naughty and you deserve a little punishment, don't you?"


Shame fills me as I remember how I got into this situation in the first place. If only I had not gone through her private drawers when I was house sitting, if only I had not found the strap-on and handcuffs, if only I had been able to resist masturbating, imagining her fucking me with the huge strap-on... if only I did not have these dirty, shameful desires!

"I... I do," I moan, knowing that I am very, very naughty. I feel like a pervert.

"But you're going to make it up to me. I'm going to be doing my presentation sitting at that desk, and you are going to be under it, licking my pussy."

I gasp. "No! I can't do that, someone will catch me!"

"No one will catch you, Nathan. Unless, of course, you refuse my orders..." 

She pulls out her phone, showing me a picture of me from yesterday, clearly recognizable, naked and covered in my own cum, handcuffed. 

I groan. "Please, please Miss Avila, don't make me do this."

"You want to do it, slut. Imagine it... imagine being on your knees under there, your heart racing and pounding, your poor little caged cock wanting to be free... you want to please me. Submissive boys like you will do anything for their Mistress."

I bite my lip, knowing it is true. The thought of being on my knees, hidden from anyone's sight is completely humiliating and erotic, being forced to please her while at any time I could be caught. 

"You better hurry, slut. Someone could come back at any moment..."

I stand up shakily, and walk to the desk, jumping as she pinches my butt. I give her a look of indignation that only makes her sweet laugh ring out.

"On your knees, boy."

I crawl under the desk, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked around and knew that nobody could see me, but it was still terrifying. I cursed myself for not grabbing my backpack - surely Marlene would see that my things were there but I was not! I started to stand up but quickly darted back under the desk as I heard the first students coming in. 

Shit, shit shit. Now I could not grab my things. Damn that woman! She forced me under the desk, helpless to do anything about my situation.

I waited another few minutes as students filled in, wondering what I could do. Finally professor Lack spoke.

"Well, looks like we have one straggler, but let's get started. Miss Avila, whenever you are ready, go right ahead!"

"Thanks for giving me the opportunity to present to you. I love seeing the next generation of eager young minds, bright and ready to take on the world! It fills me with such hope. I've been working in advertising for over twenty years for various companies, and let me tell you, there are not many other industries where ethics are as important. I've hooked my laptop up to the projector here, let me just figure out the remote to put it on the screen..."

I clench my teeth but cannot stop a little gasp from escaping my lips as the butt plug starts to vibrate in my ass. Oh God, it has a vibrating feature, and Miss Avila is controlling it? Pleasure floods over me and I try not to moan, my cock pounding against the steel cage as vibrations flow through me from the butt plug. I feel so humiliated and powerless, unable to do anything to stop what is going on. Waves or pleasure are overwhelming me and the entire situation is too crazy to imagine. I am on my knees, hidden from the classroom and just waiting to lick the older woman of my dreams pussy... when she decides she wants it. Until then I have to wait in frustrated lust, agonizing, tormenting pleasure turning me into a drooling slut. Oh God, but I want her so bad. I have never eaten a woman out before, never tasted a pussy and I want it so bad, want to feel her heat under my tongue. 

"Oops, looks like that was the wrong remote! Here we are. As you know, tobacco advertising is strictly prohibited on TV. You probably also know that alcohol advertising cannot be targeted to youths - but did you know that you cannot even show someone drinking? There are so many rules to advertising, and still - the question of ethics and advertising is absolutely relevant. Every time a new line of products is created that changes the game, there needs to be a review of who is at risk."

I could listen to her talking about anything. Her voice is absolute music to my ears. She is so well spoken, so eloquent, so dignified. I feel so worthless compared to her. She is a rich, successful professional, a woman who can have anything she wants. 

And right now she wants me, on my knees, tormented by the vibrating butt plug and eager to serve. I feel so submissive. I want to please her. Though she blackmailed me into doing this, the part of me that is not incredibly terrified is grateful for her pushing my boundaries. If not for her, I never would have had the courage to do anything like this. Of course, with her, I do not have the courage not to do what she orders. 

Finally she sits down, finished with the first part of the presentation. She is in front of me, so close I can touch and I am about to serve her with my tongue while I am locked in my chastity device.


CHAPTER FOUR

Cunningulus on His Knees

I could not believe what I was doing. It felt so wrong to want her, to want to do what she said. She was twice my age, dammit, and just yesterday had fucked me hard with a massive strap-on. What kind of a man was I to want to submit to her? God, but she was so beautiful. She sat down in front of me, continuing her presentation as the vibrating butt plug continued to fill me with overwhelming pleasure, and I could feel my cock dripping precum in streams. She pushed the chair towards me and spread her legs, and I moaned as I realized she was not wearing any panties. Her perfect, wet pussy beckoned to me, and it took all of my strength to barely resist for a moment, telling myself that she was twice my age, that this was wrong, but her beautiful pussy under a sparse tuft of fine brown hair dominated my mind, made my cock throb endlessly against the chastity device. Her pussy was glistening and inviting, and I moved my head between her legs, unable to control myself. This was my first time eating a woman out and I could not resist her temptation, even though I knew I could be caught at any moment. Being on my knees in a room full of my fellow students, who I could hear, God, I could hear them all around me made my heart pound in terror but the vibrating butt plug sent waves of pleasure through me and my desire to serve her kept growing and growing along with my lust. Never before in my life had I felt like such a submissive slut. I leaned forward and extended my tongue to her pussy lips, tasting her pussy, the first pussy I had ever felt against my tongue. Miss Avila paused mid-sentence as I started to lick her, lapping eagerly, my cock pressing hard against the chastity device but somehow she continued talking, as if I was not on my knees in front of her worshiping her pussy while she spread her legs. Though I wanted so badly to be freed of the chastity device somehow it felt so right to be here, on my knees. It was like heaven. Between her legs, I felt like I was home, like all I could focus on was her pleasure. All I wanted was to serve her. I had never felt so submissive before in my life. I was on my knees in a crowded classroom, and nobody knew I was hiding under the desk, my tongue lapping the beautiful presenter. She tasted so perfect to my tongue, the slightest tang of wetness as I licked eagerly, driven wild by her wet sex. I could feel her short, brown hairs tickling at my nose as I ate the older woman out. I let my body act without thought, let my tongue dart up and down her wetness, and I could tell she was enjoying it because even though she did not stop her presentation, talking about advertising to the class I could feel her getting wetter, could feel her need as she shifted ever so slightly in the chair, bringing herself closer to my darting, flickering tongue. Pride flowed through me, and a need to serve the beautiful milf overwhelmed me. I just wanted to give her pleasure, no matter how scared I was of getting caught. I tried to tell myself that no one could see what was happening, that no one knew I was on my knees in front of her, but thoughts were slow and sluggish as I focused completely on her wet, warm pussy under my flickering tongue. My cock was as hard as it could get inside my chastity device, pounding urgently in need but there was nothing I could do to get any pleasure from my caged dick. The vibrating butt plug was relentless, pulsing faster and faster and I could tell that Miss Avila had turned the setting up even higher and I could not stop a tiny moan from escaping my lips, sending a new wave of terror through me. Had anyone heard? Oh God, I hope not, I hope not. I licked her faster and faster, wanting to serve her so completely and utterly and I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and knew instantly that she enjoyed my tongue on her clit because she paused in mid sentence.

"Sorry class, I lost my train of thought - oh yes, that's right, advertising for younger adults should..."

I licked her pussy feverishly, mad with desire and all I could focus on was her pleasure. I felt like an object, a sex toy, controlled by my need as the butt plug vibrated deep inside of me, and I could feel my balls, trapped in the steel ring of the chastity device needing release so badly. Faster and faster I licked her until she was so wet that her juices covered my mouth and I focused utterly on licking her, not even able to breath as I pushed my face deep into her wetness and licked her clit hard and fast. She paused again mid-sentence and I could feel her pussy quivering and her thighs gripped around my head tightly as she came, continuing the presentation like nothing was happening as I pleasure her, my tongue aching but I could not stop. It felt so wrong to make her cum but so right at the same time and I kept pleasuring her, on my knees like a slut while she talked to the class. I kept my tongue flickering on her clit until finally she pulled the chair back, away from me.

"And that's all for my presentation. Oh goodness, I think I have gone a little overtime! I'm so sorry to have kept you all waiting."

"Nonsense, you have a few minutes to spare. Class is dismissed! Don't forget your essay's due at the end of the week."

The sounds of students leaving the room is the sweetest sound I have ever heard. The vibrating of the butt plug suddenly stops, and I breath a sigh of relief and loss. Without the overwhelming pleasure I can think a little clearer, but as soon as it stops I miss it. I want it, bad. Being teased and pleasured in chastity is so intense I can barely handle it but I am learning to love the feeling of being used and tormented. I stay hidden under the desk until finally I am sure everyone is gone and then I pull myself out. Miss Avila is putting away her laptop, and as soon as she puts it away she smiles and kisses me deep, her tongue entering my mouth as I stand on shaky legs. She breaks off the kiss, and we are both a little breathless.

"That was... excellent, my little slut. Was that your first time?"

I feel redness filling my cheeks. It is so humiliating to have to admit to a woman twice your age that you are not only a virgin, but that you have never given oral to a woman. 

"Yes," I say, ashamed.

"You have nothing to be ashamed of, Nathan. That was incredible. Go lock the door."

"Lock the door?"

She gives me a look, and I walk over to the single door to the classroom and bolt it shut.

"There are no more classes coming in today in this classroom, I checked, so don't worry."

"Why... what are you going to do to me?"

"Mmm, did you think that butt plug was in you just so I could torment and tease you all day? Strip. Get completely naked, now."

I shiver in fear at her order but I cannot disobey. I pull off my shirt as she looks at me approvingly, loving how quickly I obey her. I am scared but after being on my knees in a crowded class pleasuring Miss Avila being alone in an empty classroom feels so much safer. The door is locked and no one can catch me. God, she looks so sexy in her white top and skirt that hugs her body, and knowing that she is not wearing any panties under her skirt is maddening. Her pussy is soaking wet under her tight skirt and the thought of sliding my cock into her makes my cock pulse in need.

First I slide off my shoes and socks, trying to gain the confidence to pull down my pants in front of her. I know that she has seen me naked than before, but seeing her fully clothed while I am forced to strip makes it even more humiliating. I pull down my jeans, and as I bend over the butt plug slides even deeper inside of me, making me moan humiliatingly. I look up in shock as I realize she is taking more pictures with her phone.

"Hey, stop that!"

"Or what? You don't make the rules, Nathan. I do. Don't forget that."

"Yes Miss," I say, scared at the fact that instead of getting myself out of this situation, I seem to be falling deeper and deeper into it. Every time I see Miss Avila she just gets more dirt on me, more evidence to blackmail and control me in any way she wants. There is no escaping it for me. What chance do I have against a woman like her? I feel like she can read my mind half the time. 

"Mmm look at that wet mark on your briefs from all your precum. Someone is a horny little slut," she says, looking at my pale blue briefs. I look down and see that the entire front of them is coated with precum. A shiver of humiliated need washes over me as I know there is no denying my arousal. She sits on the desk, crossing her legs, her skirt riding up even higher and I know that my caged cock is just adding to the mess in my briefs.

"Nathan... it's time to stop lying to yourself."

"What do you mean?"

"You know what I mean. You're ashamed of it, aren't you? You're ashamed that you like being dominated, that you dream about me pegging you, making you moan again. That you love being ordered, love pleasing me, and that for the first time in your life, things make sense."

I do not want it to be true. Deep down, I know it is, but I cannot admit it, not to her, not to myself, not to anyone.

"It's not true! It's not. You're blackmailing me! You've got this damn... device wrapped around my cock, and you're using pictures of me against me!"

"That mess in your briefs seems to say otherwise. I know you loved being on your knees, doing whatever I wanted, licking my gorgeous pussy with that eager little tongue of yours... and you want more, don't you?"

"No..."

She is sitting so comfortably on the desk while I stand, awkward and embarrassed in only my underwear.

"You don't think I noticed the way you looked at me, all those years? I watched you turn from a boy to a man, Nathan, and the entire time you've had the hots for me. You've been dreaming about being with me your entire life."

"Yes, but not like this!"

"Alright then. I'll give you a choice, right here and now. It's March 31st today... I'm going to dominate you for the entire month of April. You are going to do everything I say, follow my orders to the letter. I know what a slutty little submissive boy you are, Nathan. I know what you need better than you."

"What choice do I have! You have the damn pictures!"

"Shush, wait for me to finish. If you last the entire month, I'll let you have a night where you can do anything you want to me. You can fuck me in my pussy, my ass, my mouth, live out your dirtiest, darkest fantasies. But only after a month. You're already hooked, I know it. You need me to order you around, you've never felt so good in your life. You love feeling like a sexy little slut, so handsome and eager to please me. So this is the choice: a month of domination, and then a night doing whatever you want to me - or I delete the photos off my phone, and you never see me again. I'll give you the keys to your chastity device, and you can spend the next month jacking off, imagining what it would have been like if you had just said yes."

Hope fills me, for the first time in what feels like ages. A way out! But... could I possibly endure an entire month of this? Seeing her so close to me, so perfect, her lithe body, her pouting lips and perfect tits, knowing what it felt like to get on my knees and eat her out... everything she said was true. Something must be deeply wrong with me. I should be like other guys, trying to fuck other students and young women but all I can think about, all I have been dreaming about since the first time I saw her was Miss Avila, the beautiful older woman of my dreams. And now it is so close. Imagining bending her over, spanking her, sliding my cock deep in her pussy... treating her like a pornstar, fucking her however I wanted... what a way to finally lose my virginity. But what if I started to like what she does to me even more? What if a month of her dominating me changes my brain somehow, or makes hidden desires well up in me that I cannot handle. What if she makes me spend the entire month in chastity, not even letting me cum? I can feel the butt plug so pleasurably deep inside of me and it makes it hard for me to think.

"Will you... if I say yes to a whole month, will you let me cum?"

She laughs. "If I want you to. It's not going to be easy, Nathan. I'm going to push you to your limits. And if you say yes, there is no going back. One little fuckup and I'm going to whip you, spank you, or even send those pictures out. That was a pretty girl you were sitting next to. Marlene, right? Oh don't look so shocked. You youngsters never protect anything you put online. I have a list of emails of everyone you have been in classes with, and I can do whatever I want with it. I'm tired of waiting. Yes, or no? Decide now, or lose me forever."

I gulp. Half of me wants to run, tells me I am crazy for even considering it, that this nightmare can be over with a single word. But the deeper half of me needs it. I need her domination, need her to figure out what I really want. She seems to know my deepest desires that are somehow hidden from me. 

"Yes."

"Yes what, my little slut?"

"I agree. For a night with you, anything. Anything you order. And if I fail... I'll be punished. I understand. I... I want to please you. I don't understand what is going on, I don't understand why I want the things I do, but all I know is you are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, the woman I have been fantasizing about all of my life. I want you, and bad."

"Just as I thought." She opens up her purse, and I gasp as she pulls out a massive black strap-on. It must be almost a foot long and is thicker than the purple strap-on she fucked me with yesterday. She places it on the desk next to her, and then pulls out the whip I had seen in her dresser drawers.

"Come over here and bend over the table. I want to see how well you can take punishment - remember, if you scream someone might come looking, and what would they find? A submissive little slut, bent over the table and getting fucked by a big black strap-on. I've changed my mind. Unlock the door. I like to see you squirm."

Panic grips my heart and I regret my decision instantly. What was I thinking! Why didn't I just say no? This cannot be happening.

"Please, please just leave the door locked..."

"Are you disobeying me? Every second you take to unlock that door and bend yourself over the desk is a lash of the whip. One. Two..."


CHAPTER FIVE

Big Black Strap-on

I run to the door, unlocking it in a frenzy and rushing to the desk, bending over just as she gets to the number five. I cannot believe this. I am bent over a desk, arching my ass in the air in an unlocked classroom. The huge black strap-on sits mockingly beside me. It is so much bigger than my cock, and free while I am caged up, my cock pulsing in need.

She stands up from the desk and walks behind me. I am shivering in fear. At any second, someone could walk inside. Maybe someone from class who forgot something, maybe someone walking into the wrong classroom - anything could happen. The butt plug is still so deep inside of me, making it hard to think from the pleasure of it. 

"I love seeing you so scared. You'll do anything for me, won't you my little slut?"

She pulls down my briefs and I shudder, knowing that she is looking at my naked ass. 

"Mmm, that butt plug is so deep inside of you, isn't it, slut?"

I hear her click the remote and a moan escapes my lips as the butt plug starts to vibrate again. My cock is leaking precum onto floor obscenely as my entire body aches with need.

"Oh God, turn it off," I moan, squirming. The pleasure is too intense to handle and I cannot help but moan out as it hums to life inside so deep inside of me.

Her hand comes down on my bare ass, spanking me loud enough that I am worried someone from outside in the hallways might hear. It does not hurt, and feeling her hand discipling me feels strangely right. My cheeks turn red with shame as she spanks me. It is so shameful to be treated like this. She is twice my age and treating me like a naughty child to be disciplined. Knowing that anyone could walk in and see me, naked and being spanked just makes it more intense as I turn my head left and look at the door, expecting it to open suddenly.

"Look forward."

I swallow and look forward at the rows of desk, having to force myself not to turn my head and look left. I am so powerless to do anything to disobey her. She brings her hand down against my right buttock again, this time with more force and a little whimper escapes my mouth. The vibrating butt plug endlessly fills me with pleasure and I cannot help but moan in frustrated need. My cock is pounding, trying to harden but unable to escape the hard steel of the chastity device.

"Arch that sexy ass of yours in the air," she says, her voice silky smooth and full of heat. I arch my ass up like a slut.

"Good boy. Oh, you poor thing, your cock is weeping cum. Maybe I will leave you in chastity for an entire week, just to see how desperate I can make you."

"Please, no," I moan, barely able to think through my pent up need. After just a day locked up I am already more desperate than ever in my life and the thought of an entire week not being able to cum is too scary to think about. 

She picks up the whip and I whimper in fear. The spanking left my ass burning with pain and I do not know how much I can handle. If a week ago anyone had told me that I would be naked and bent over a desk while the older woman of my dreams spanked me like a naughty slut, I would have called them crazy but here I was, bent over and gritting my teeth. Her hand comes down over and over, making me feel so powerless and naughty. I know she is holding the whip in her other hand and as she spanks me harder and harder, turning my bottom red I feel raw fear at the thought of how much worse the whip will be on my ass.

"You're a naughty boy, aren't you Nathan? Why don't you tell me what a naughty boy you are?"

Hearing those words drives me insane. I feel so naughty and slutty, arching my ass up for Miss Avila when anyone could burst into the classroom and know my humiliating needs. My cock is trapped and desperate and I feel like I cannot even think in my desire. Words spill out of my mouth without thought, before I can stop them.

"Oh God I'm so naughty, I deserve to be punished," I moan.

The crack of her whip fills the room and I yelp in pain. It hurts. Bad. Agony washes over my ass, and I feel tears come to my eyes.

"Holy shit that hurt so bad," I say, half in pain and half surprise. I had thought that whips were sextoys, that did not really sting that bad but in reality it was terrifyingly painful. 

"Then you shouldn't have taken so long to lock the door and bend over the desk, slut."

She punctuates her chastising tone with another blow of the whip, making me cry out in pain before clamping my teeth shut in fear, worrying that someone from outside will hear and come investigate. The thought of someone, anyone seeing me like this, naked and bent over a desk getting whipped is humiliating. They would first think I was being hurt, and then when they saw my caged cock dripping precum would just think I was some sort of pathetic pervert. The butt plug keeps vibrating, making it hard to think and the mixture of pain and pleasure is making my head spin. My ass must be bright red from the punishment and I do not think I can handle much more.

"Please, please Miss Avila, I can't take it anymore." 

"Yes you can. This one is going to hurt - don't scream too loud, or someone might come in and peek..."

I brace myself for the harsh pain but nothing can prepare me for the crack of the whip and the sudden, sharp pain that shoots through me and no matter how hard I try not to make a sound a whimpering yelp of pain and fear escapes my mouth. Just two more. Just two more. I repeat it over and over in my head, cursing myself for not getting out when I had the chance. I am so stupid. Why did I agree to this? This is my own damn fault, not anybody else's!

She brings the whip down twice in rapid succession, and tears fall down from my eyes from the stinging pain. I sniffle in agony, humiliated at the fact that I am crying in front of her but unable to stop myself. My legs are shaking and I can barely keep myself upright but the vibrating butt plug never stops, humming softly as it fills me with pleasure and need. I can feel my balls aching for release.

"Such a good slut, taking your punishment so well. Stay just like that."

I do my best not to move, my legs shaking as I stay bent over the table with my ass in the air. I feel as she grabs the base of the vibrating butt plug with her hands and starts to slowly pull it out, making me moan loudly as my ass is stretched open. The feeling of the vibrating toy slowly being pulled out of me is almost too much to handle and finally she pulls it out, making me feel empty and sore.

"Don't worry my little slut. You won't be empty for long."

I gasp as she grabs the foot long black strap-on and continue looking forward through tear filled eyes, knowing I am not allowed to see what is happening. My ass is still on fire with pain and without the butt plug vibrating endlessly inside of me I can finally think a little more clearly. She is going to fuck me with that big black strap-on and there is nothing I can do about it. What if someone comes in? God, what if someone I know just happens to peek in and see me bent over and getting fucked by a dominant older woman? I can hear her putting on the strap-on and I shiver, completely nude and with my ass stretched and ready from the butt plug.

"Miss Avila, please can we go to your house instead? What if someone comes in?"

"Then they will see you bent over and moaning like a whore. There's nothing you can do about it. I want to fuck you, and fuck you right here. You're my slave now, Nathan. You agreed to do whatever I wanted for an entire month..."

I moan as I feel the thick head of the strap-on pressing against my asshole, lubed and pushing me apart again. I want to feel it so deep inside of me that I cannot tell if it is pain or pleasure. I can remember the feeling of cumming when she fucked me with her strap-on yesterday and I wish that I was not caged in chastity, I wish that I was free and able to get my relief. 

"And at the end of the month, you're going to get to do whatever you want to me. You can make me get on my knees and suck your cock, you can make me beg to be fucked up the ass, any dirty, depraved thing you've been wanting to do to me all your life can happen. But only if you can handle this month as my slut."

I moan as I imagine it. Her on all fours, arching her perfect ass in the air and fucking her from behind over and over. I have been dreaming about it since I first saw her running outside my parents home, the sexy older milf that corrupted my young mind. Now she is corrupting me again. She slides the thick strap-on deeper inside of me, until the thick head of it stretches past my resisting asshole and as a moan escapes my lips I feel her inside of me. She leans forward, lightly brushing her soft hands up and down the flesh of my red, whipped ass, soothing me as I succumb to the pleasure of being pegged. I relax myself completely, letting her take control of me. All of the punishment I took from her hand and whip is worth it as she slowly starts to fuck me with the lubed strap-on, sliding it in and out gently, letting me get used to the thickness of it. Compared to the butt plug it is not nearly as thick, but still has an impressive girth to it as it slides deeper and deeper while Miss Avila moans softly in lust. I know how much it turns her on to fuck me like this and I feel so desirable and perfect, arching my ass up for her to do whatever she likes. Shame colors my cheeks red as I imagine someone barging in and seeing me being sensually fucked by the strap-on but I stop caring, all I care about is the feeling of inch after inch of her rubber cock sliding in and out of me as we both moan softly in pleasure.

"God you look so hot with my cock up your ass," she whispers to me, her voice full of heat and I start to press back against her huge strap-on, wanting to feel it deeper and deeper inside of me. I know that the sight of the black strap-on disappearing into my white ass is like a drug to her and I press back as hard as I can, feeling inch after inch slide deeper inside of me. The pressure of it is intense but a deep pleasure fills me as it presses against my prostate, deeper and deeper and massaging me from inside. My caged cock is pouring out pre cum, dripping down between my legs and my need is absolute, my cock as hard as humanly possible within the chastity device and pressing painfully against the steel. Nothing else matters except the electric feeling of her hands sliding over my abused ass, her strap-on filling me with carnal pleasure and the intoxicating little moans that escape her lips as she fucks me deeper and deeper.

"You will do anything for me, won't you Nathan. You'll do anything to feel my big fat cock so deep inside of you."

Hearing the words makes me shiver as I feel the strap-on plunging deeper inside of me, so deep I feel like I am about to be split in half. I groan as I clench the desk with my hands, trying to take the massive black strap-on deep inside of me as Miss Avila's hand fondles my caged cock and teases my balls, feeling how full they are.

"Mmm your balls are so full after just a day without cumming. How long would you without orgasm for me? Could you handle an entire month?"

I moan as she fucks me with the strap-on, feeling my pent up need and barely able to even imagine not being allowed to cum for the entire month. Even a week feels like an impossibility. Hell, even another minute in chastity sounds impossible as my cock strains against the device and I want so badly to cum. Her hands leave my cock and grip my hips, holding me tight and pushing me harder against the desk as she starts to fuck me harder and harder. She was gentle when she was getting me used to the massive black strap-on but now she wants to punish me with it, forcing it deeper than ever before as I moan and shiver in desire.

"Oh God it's so deep," I moan, probably too loudly but I cannot stop myself. At any moment someone could walk in and they would see me bent over the desk, naked and with a massive strap-on deep inside of me, a beautiful older woman fucking me hard. 

"Miss Avila, please let me out of chastity, please let me cum I want to so bad," I beg, ashamed at my need but unable to stop myself. God, I want to cum so bad. Even if she does not let me fuck her just the thought of her giving me a handjob while she fucks my ass is so much better than being locked in chastity and forced to be frustrated and aroused, unable to get my release. The more pleasure I get from the rubber cock fucking me harder and harder as she grabs my hips, the more frustrating my chastity is. I can feel myself getting closer and closer to cumming as my cock pounds in need, pressed hard against the steel of the chastity device but I cannot quite reach my release. 

"I love hearing you beg," she says as she grabs my hips and plunges her strap-on so deep inside of me that I yelp in pain, feeling as though I am being split in two. She leaves it in me so deeply and starts to fondle my balls and caged cock again, ticklish pleasure flowing through me as I try desperately to handle the huge strap-on so deep inside of my ass. I hope fervently that she does not love making me beg so much that she decides never to let me out of chastity but I have the sickening feeling that it does. The feeling of the toy filling me while my cock was caged up is the most overwhelming pleasure I have ever felt in my life, pure, frustrated need.

"Please Miss Avila, please I'll do anything, just let me out of this cock cage," I moan as she slides the strap-on completely out of me and then slowly pushes it back in just as my ass starts to tighten again, trying to fight off the intrusion but all the resistance in the world cannot stop the slippery, lubed strap-on from sliding into me.

"I think you're going to find that keeping you in chastity is the key to you wanting to serve me. I loved the feeling of your tongue on my pussy today and I could feel how desperate you were as you ate me out, desperate to please me. Mmm, you're going to have to really please me for me to even consider letting you out of chastity. Now take this cock up your slutty little ass, whore!"

With that she plunges the cock even deeper inside of me, so deep that I groan out loud as it slides inch after inch into my ass until finally I feel the huge rubber balls of the toy pressed against me. She has somehow managed to get all eleven or twelve inches of the huge black toy deep inside of me and I feel so full that I can barely handle it. My legs shake, trying to hold me up as she starts to fuck me hard, pulling the entire length of the strap-on out of me and then forcing it deep inside of me with wet slapping sounds as she long dickes me hard. I can hear her phone clicking as she takes picture after picture of me arching my ass up and taking the entire length of it deep inside of me. My cock pounds in need, dripping so much pre-cum that I know it is going to make a huge mess but I cannot help it. I almost black out from the pleasure of feeling the huge cock fucking me hard, so naughty and taboo that I want to scream. Miss Avila, a woman twice my age, so beautiful and sexy is fucking me hard, grabbing my hips and making me surrender to her powerful thrusts. She is so dominant and in control and feeling as if I have no choice in the matter is a huge turn on. If I refuse any of her commands, no matter how degrading all she has to do is threaten to send out the pictures and I will capitulate. Even a moments hesitation will bring about harsh punishment from her whip and I will do anything to avoid the sting of her lashes against my sore, abused flesh. All I can think about is how slutty I am for wanting this, how slutty I am to do anything to get her huge black cock deep inside of me. She fucks me harder and harder, bringing me closer and closer to orgasm and I feel my balls tightening in need, getting ready to unleash their load and the crazy thought passes through my pleasure addled brain that it might be possible to cum in chastity. All I want is the relief and I push back as hard as I can, meeting each of her powerful thrusts and getting so maddeningly close to orgasm. I am so fucking close, so close to cumming and she pulls the strap-on from me completely, making me collapse on the desk, tears dripping from my eyes from the frustration of it.

"Miss Avila I was so close," I moan in pent up need, arching my ass up in the hopes that she will fuck me more, that she will finally bring me to the orgasm I so desperately need.

"I know. That's no fun, is it? I want you frustrated, horny, and ready to please at a moments notice. Now you better clean that mess up that your dripping cock made..."

She leaves me there, gasping and breathing heavily, barely able to move on the desk as she pulls off the strap-on and puts it in her purse with the butt-plug, both wrapped in a towel along with the whip. She is barely worse for wear, the only hint that she just dominated me masterfully the slight reddish heat that fills her cheeks and the glow of pleasure that emanates off of her. 

"I'm keeping these," she says, grabbing my pre-cum soaked blue briefs and putting them into her purse, and with that she walks out of the classroom, not even checking if anyone is in the hallway before simply opening the door and heading out, leaving the door wide open. I run as fast as I can on my shaking legs to the door as I hear the noise of the hallway and I just manage to close the door in time before anyone sees me. My adrenaline is pulsing and pumping as I quickly put in my jeans and shirt, grabbing my things and rushing out of the classroom. I go to the washroom and grab some paper towels and clean up my precum as quickly as possible. 

As I am walking back to dorms, the cruel reality of the situation hits me. Miss Avila is risking nothing. She is unashamed, not caring if anyone sees what she does to men like me. She could not have cared less if someone had walked in and seen her dominating me - in fact, a part of me thinks she would have enjoyed it, enjoyed my humiliation as I tried to cover myself. The entire way home my ass aches from the harsh fucking I received, and my cock pulses in need.

How long is she going to leave me in chastity? What if she stops me from cumming for the entire month, until finally I can have my way with her? Come on Nathan, think about anything else. Stop imagining her beautiful body, stop imagining her pouting lips wrapped around your cock, stop imagining how it would feel to finally lose your virginity to the older woman of your dreams. This is insane, crazy, and stupid! What kind of an idiot are you Nathan! You had a way out. She would have destroyed all the evidence she had, and left me alone, instead of whipping and fucking me in such a risky way. God, the thrill of being so close to getting close, my absolute need and the way she moaned as she fucked me... it was too intense. I don't know how much more I can handle.

End of Book Two of Blackmailed into Chastity

Miss part 1, Pegged by the MILF? Find it at:

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00U09KL9G

If you enjoyed this story, you will love my top rated femdom bundle, Caged in Chastity: the complete trilogy: The trilogy of a husband's imposed chastity to his dominant wife! It can be found at:

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OHRUQY2

[image: ]

If you like harsher, straight to the point punishment, whipping and pegging, then my kinky femdom bundle of Whipped in Chastity, Punished in Chastity, and Displayed in chastity is the one for you.

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00VD7N9YS/ref
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If you enjoy Interracial Femdom and big black strap-ons, Check out

Femdom Chastity Bundle: The Complete "Caged by his Ebony Girlfriend" trilogy

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00P46BRTS/ref
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Please check out my author page for more femdom, kinky male chastity, orgasm control, cuckolding, and dirty, naughty sex!

http://www.amazon.com/Brooke-Dubois/e/B00N78A2EG/

If you would like to be notified of when sequels are set to be published and upcoming freebies, please sign up for my femdom mailing list at the following url . Whenever I put up a femdom story for free for a single day, you will get the inside scoop beforehand so you don't miss it! 

Sign up at: http://eepurl.com/9jms9

As always, thank you for your support! You're the reason I am able to keep on writing about dirty, naughty sex ;) I'd be very grateful if you enjoyed the story if you can write a review! :)

Thanks!!!!!!! Brooke Dubois

OEBPS/images/image_51ay9jFuBQL.jpg
Kindle edition





OEBPS/images/image_B00OHRUQY2.jpg
kindle edition





OEBPS/images/image_85532df0-da1d-4ebc-b8b5-7be59a0d13de6681195777768770924.jpg
DOMINATRIX






OEBPS/images/image_FEMDOM-SLAVE-BUNDLE-_1_.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_Hello-Oliver.jpg
el Oliver,
Tlook forwaidto secing you in class todag. Yfou'te going to have this little toy

decp insidte of your tight lttle ass while T b my piesentation... ot those photos

T hare of youw are getting sent o cvergone gou fuow 5o that they all o
what T fuow

That youw are a complote andlutter st

meym{@





