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TOUGH YOUNG DELINQUINT
 
    
 
    
 
   “You better stop bitching and buckle down I’m going to kick you out of this house Brandi.  Ann is very sweet to agree to tutor you.”
 
                 “You’re paying her mom.  She’s not sweet.  She keeps treating me like I’m stupid.”
 
   “That’s enough.  I’m going to Aunt Becky’s for the afternoon.  If I hear another report about you from Ann you’ll be looking for a new place to live.  I’m fed up with this behavior young lady.”
 
   They were harsh words but Brandi needed to hear them.  Her natural beauty masked a tough interior that rebelled against everything.  At eighteen she was still a trouble maker, relying on her good looks to manipulate people.  But she couldn’t manipulate her way into a diploma.  That’s where I come in, tutoring her to prepare for the equivalency test.  
 
   The truth was I hated taking the job but tuition for my junior year at college had me broke and I needed all the cash I could get - even if that meant tutoring the incorrigible bad girl.
 
   “Let’s get back to work Bandi.”
 
   “Can’t we work on something else?  I fucking hate algebra.”
 
   “We will move on when I say we will.”
 
   “Oh excuse me your highness.  I didn’t realize I was in the company of royalty.”
 
   “What did your mom say about acting like that?”
 
   “Who cares?  You know my mom is a lez right?
 
   “That’s not important.  Can we focus on the work please?”
 
   “Are you a virgin?  I bet you are.”
 
   The question took me by surprise.  She had lipped off a few times before but nothing that personal – at least not directed at me.  Normally I’d chalk it up to immaturity but for some reason it really annoyed me.
 
   “That’s none of your business.  Let’s get back to work.”
 
   “God what a nightmare - stuck here with a snotty virgin college girl.  I could teach her a few things.”
 
   Grrr.  Keep calm.  She is trying to provoke you.  Be the bigger person.
 
   “You’re acting like a child.  Knock it off or I will report you to your mother.”
 
   “Lighten up tutor girl.  Obviously you need to get laid.  Maybe if you didn’t dress like Dumbledoor somebody would actually care about getting your panties off.”
 
   Grrr.
 
   “I am not a virgin!” I scowled, may patience growing thin.
 
   “Ya right.  Keep telling yourself that.  By the way, your fingers don’t count as losing it.”
 
   She laughed mockingly at me and my blood boiled.  
 
   Is this really worth the money?  She is out of control and doesn’t want to learn.   But…it’s twenty dollars an hour.  Where else could I get that?  I need this job.  Grit your teeth and get on with it.
 
   “Brandi, I need you to focus on this equation.”
 
   “Dumb virgin bitch,” she muttered bobbing her red hair haughtily. 
 
   “That’s it.  When your mother comes back I’m going to have a talk with her.”
 
   What happened next caught me by complete surprise.  Her hand grabbed my ponytail and pulled my head back hard enough to tip my chair over.  I crashed to the floor flustered and hurting.  Instead of at least trying to make an excuse she laughed - and I lost it.  Trying to be as intimidating as possible I stood up and slapped her smug face.
 
   “Don’t you dare touch me again you wicked little bitch.”
 
   She looked as stunned as me and suddenly I felt bad.  Becoming physical was not like me at all.  I was about to apologize when, WACK!  She slapped me back so hard it knocked my face sideways.  With my cheek burning something inside me snapped.  
 
   I grabbed her by the neckline of her blouse and tried yanking her out of her chair with authority.  It was time she knew who was really in charge.  As I pulled the blouse gave out sending buttons flying all over the table.
 
   Brandi bolted out of her chair and gracefully slipped behind me, getting me in a bear hug.  I was enraged.  I’m not a violent person but I couldn’t restrain wanting to slap some sense into her.  My hands pulled at hers trying to break her grip but she wouldn’t budge.  Next I tried to wiggle free like a fish but I could break loose.  That’s when I first realized this young delinquent was much stronger than me.
 
   After exhausting my energy trying to break loose I attempted to reason with her.
 
   “Brandi stop, this has gone too far.  Let’s get back to work.”
 
   “Are you going to tell my mother?”
 
   Yes.
 
   I refused to answer and her grip tightened.
 
   “I said are you going to tell on me?”
 
   “Maybe I should.  It might do you good.  One of these days you’re going to upset the wrong person and learn what real trouble is.”
 
                 “God the lame virgin is preaching.  How sad,” she teased.
 
   “You know what – I feel sorry for you.  You’re out of control.”
 
   “Really?  It feels like I’m the one in control if you ask me,” she sneered squeezing my torso so hard it became painful.
 
   Instinct made me try to squirm free again but she easily handled my struggling, even laughing at my feeble attempts.  My arms grew weary and I started to get nervous.  She actually was in control and I couldn’t break free.
 
   “Now be honest,” she whispered in my ear, “you’re a virgin aren’t you?” 
 
   The smell of her grape bubble gum wafted into my nostrils making me feel silly.  She was barely an adult yet she managed to overpower me.  And I was a gymnast for three years in high school!  I might have been impressed if she hadn’t pissed me off so badly.
 
   “I’m not a virgin.  I had a boyfriend my entire freshman year of college.  Please let me go.”
 
   “Say ‘Brandi is great’.”
 
   “That is so juvenile.  You should hear yourself.  It’s not pretty.”
 
   My feet suddenly lifted off the ground and she squeezed me so hard I could barely breathe.  She smashed me back down hard, crushing me between the table and her body.
 
   “You’re hurting me” I whimpered desperately.
 
   “Say ‘Brandi is great’.”
 
   “Brandi is great” I stammered.  “Now release me.”
 
   “Say Ann is a snobby virgin.”
 
   “Oh you’re really asking for it!  Let me go or you’re in big trouble kiddo.”
 
   Her right hand grabbed mine and brought it to my face, making me slap myself mockingly.  First once, then another - and another.  They weren’t very hard but it was embarrassing.  She was showing off her control and my cheeks started to go numb.
 
   “Why are you hitting yourself?” She teased.  
 
   What a despicable little tramp.
 
   I struggled to free my hand but it was no use.  When I was too tired to continue she made it slap my face again.  
 
   “Quit it!” I scowled.
 
   “Say Ann is a weak snobby virgin,” she insisted with glee.
 
   She was clearly enjoying her power over me.  When her grip loosened it felt like I might have an opening.  I struggled again to break free.  After another minute of straining I realized it was no use.  She was too powerful and my arms were burning, feeling like Jell-O.  Once again she made me pay the price.
 
   Slap – “Say it virgin!”  The sting was more humiliating than painful and my face burned with shame.  I’d been teased before but never bullied in this way.  
 
   Slap! – “I can do this all day if you don’t say it.”
 
   I can’t stop her and my cheek is really starting to sting.  Just go along with it until she calms down.  God I hate her.
 
   “Ann is a weak snobby virgin,” I pouted.  “Now please let me go.”
 
   “Say ‘Brandi is the queen and I am a virgin who wants to be a two dollar whore’.”
 
   “Brandi is the queen (groan)…and I am the virgin who wants to be a two dollar whore.  Okay now you win.  Please Brandi, let me go.”
 
   “If I let you go do you promise to behave?”
 
   “Yes,” I mumbled sincerely.
 
   She unwrapped her hold one me and I grabbed the table feeling so tied from the struggle that I needed to sit.  But when I pulled out a chair she forbad it.  
 
   “I didn’t say you could sit down.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I said you’re not allowed to sit down.”
 
   I sighed, feeling beaten and turned around to face her.  Her blouse was open in the front and a very pretty blue lace bra poked through.  The soft feminine bra was a stark contrast to her callous attitude and rough treatment of me.  Though it did offset her fiery red hair in a way that even I couldn’t deny was striking.
 
   No wonder she gets her way so easily with guys.  
 
   “Look at my blouse, you ruined it!” She scoffed.  “In return you’re going to give me yours.”
 
   “My blouse?” I inquired outraged.  “I’m not giving you mine.  Forget it.”
 
   “You owe me bitch.” She hissed.
 
   “It’s only some missing buttons.  Can’t I just pay you for it?  I have to go home.”
 
   SLAP – a hard blow struck my already burning cheek.  
 
   Something about this slap sent a nervous chill into my stomach.  My arms were so worn out from the long struggle it was becoming an effort to just hold them up.  I couldn’t have defended myself if I’d wanted to and she knew it.  In fact she relished it.
 
   “I said take off your top and give it to me bitch.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes fucking really,” she scoffed raising her hand, threatening another slap.
 
   “Wait!  Okay just give me a second.”
 
   My hands shakily moved up and began unbuttoning my top in disbelief.  Now she was stealing my clothes and I felt utterly powerless to stop her.  When the last button was undone she teased me about my breast size.
 
   “Those are so tiny – no wonder you’re a virgin.”
 
   I instinctively felt my face blush.  She couldn’t have known how secretly self conscious I was that I never filled out that much.  But I tried to ignore it.  I slide my weary arms out of the blouse my parents had sent me last fall.  It was one of my favorites.
 
   “You have tiny tits but I guess that’s not your fault.  But that bra looks like something from like, 1980.  It’s no wonder you can’t ever get laid.”
 
   I handed over my top and she ripped it out of my hand.  Sliding out of her damaged blouse she slipped on mine.  But when she pulled it around her chest she was too well endowed for it to fit her.
 
   “This crappy top was made for the itty bitty titty committee.  Let me guess, you’re a member right?  You should at least stuff them if you ever want to get fucked.”
 
   “My breasts aren’t that small,” I countered, pretending her insults didn’t hurt.
 
   “Really?  Show them to me.  Take off your bra.”
 
   “No, that is none of your business.  Besides why do you care?  Are you a lez like your mom?”
 
   Her hand shot out, grabbed my wrist, and spun me around.  Her bear hug grip returned and she pulled me across the kitchen to the sink.  The faucet turned on and she started forcing my face towards it.
 
   Oh no - I shouldn’t have said that.
 
   “Stop, Brandi wait.”
 
   “This is what you get for not listening you dumb virgin.”
 
   I struggled to the point that I had no more strength to fight back and could only endure what came next.  I stood helplessly as she forced my head towards the faucet.  Cold water poured across my hair, the frigid temperature shocking me.  
 
   There was a rattle in the dish rack and out of the corner of my eye I saw her grab a metal spatula.  A moment later Wack!  It impacted my bottom with force, stinging my behind right through my jeans.   A second blow stung so much that I loudly whimpered under the faucet.
 
   “Ow!  Stop it you little whore.”
 
   “What are you going to do about it weakling?”
 
   The water continued flowing over my head - my hair hanging down around my face and into my mouth, tasting of hairspray.  My bottom ached but it was about to get worse.
 
   Swat!  Swat!  Swat! – three more blows from the spatula and the pain became unbearable.  A penetrating sting seared across my behind causing me to writhe between blows.  I couldn’t take anymore.  Each swat was like fire and I found myself begging for mercy.
 
   “Ow!  No more.  Ouch.  Please stop Brandi.”
 
   “Are you going to disobey me again?”
 
   “No, it won’t happen again,” I replied so submissively it even surprised me.
 
   That felt weird to say, it felt…where is it coming from?
 
   Her hand grabbed the back of my hair and pulled me upright.  I waited cautiously for her next command not wanting to provoke her in any way.  An odd feeling of inferiority spread into my thoughts.  My ass burned mightily from the spanking making me feel subservient and vulnerable.  I’d never felt that before.  Everything she did proved she was in charge me.  It created a strange feeling of admiration that I struggled to understand.
 
   She is younger, prettier, and stronger than me?  But so what – right?  She is scaring the crap out of me though. 
 
   “Now take off your bra and show me your little tits” she demanded.
 
   My body was so nervous and exhausted it was actually difficult to undo the front hook of my bra, but I eventually managed.  Though once it was unhooked a wave of shame came over me and I couldn’t bring myself to reveal my goods.  I’d been humiliated enough and couldn’t handle anymore.
 
   “What are you waiting Ms. Bigshot tutor?  Show me.”
 
   “You built it up so much that I’m embarrassed.” I admitted.
 
   “I don’t give a shit.  Hurry up.”
 
   I stood motionless, looking down, too humiliated to face her.  To my surprise she stated, “Fine, if you’re too ashamed of your tiny tits I have another idea.  Hook your bra back up.”
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered with relief, re-hooking my bra.
 
   She put her hands on my shoulders and backed me up to the place where the countertop made a corner.  Just when I thought she was settling down her hands shot out and pinched both of my nipples right through the bra.
 
   “Tittie twister!” she leered smiling.  
 
   But how hard she was squeezing was no joke.  She was crushing my nipples and twisting them painfully.  When I’d wince she’d pull really hard making me squeal, which thrilled her.  Yet I dared not fight back now.
 
   Her fingers were like vices and my nipples throbbed painfully, endlessly.  It became a game for her.  She’d say, “squeal virgin” and pulled really hard and I would squeal.  This made her laugh at her power over me and she’d repeat it.
 
   “Squeal.”
 
   “Eeeey!”
 
   “Good, now…let’s hear the virgin tutor squeal again. (Yank!)
 
   “Ahhh!”
 
   “Why are you touching me like this?”
 
   “Because I can.”
 
   I was too tired and beaten to fight it.  My young student had complete control over me and was giving me a lesson in hazing.  After a few minutes of this game my nipples stung so powerfully I couldn’t hold still and shifted from foot to foot, pleading for it to end.  Finally she released them and I swooned with relief, my face beat red.
 
   “Did that make your pussy wet you lez?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Don’t lie to me.”
 
   “I’m not lying.  Honest Brandi, I’m not.”
 
   It hadn’t made me wet.  But at that moment I realized something.  It had made it hotter – much hotter.  My panties were on fire.  When I noticed the heat my clit started to swell and I blushed with shame, hoping she wouldn’t know.
 
   “Prove you’re not wet.  Take off your pants.”
 
   (Gulp)  No!
 
   “My pa-pants?” I stuttered.
 
   “Pa-pa-pa, you sound like a broken toy.  Yes take off your pants you little snob.”
 
   “I’m too embarrassed.”
 
   “Aww,” she cooed with fake sympathy.
 
   She walked over to the freezer, pulled out an ice tray and returned with it.  With a loud ‘crash’ she smashed it down on the counter beside me, dislodging the cubes from the tray and startling me.  She picked two of them up and before I knew it plopped one into each of my bra cups.
 
   The cold spread quickly.  My body winced and shoulders curved downwards but there was no escaping the chilly freeze of the cubes against my already sore nipples.  I raised my hands to remove them but she effortlessly pushed them away and warned me.
 
   “Don’t you dare disobey me Ann.  The longer you make me wait, the more cubes you get.  Do you understand?”
 
   “Yes,” I muttered.
 
   “Okay, times up - two more on the way.  She thrust two more frozen cubes into my bra causing my chest to pulsate under the cold.  My tortured nipples throbbed painfully, elongating to full length under the searing chill.
 
   “Now get your pants off bitch” she growled in a no nonsense tone.  “And show me some respect.”
 
   “Yes ma’am” I replied instinctively.
 
   Now I’m calling this kid ma’am.  Oh fuck there is no way out of it.  How did this happen?
 
   My weary hands pulled at the front button of my pants finally unsnapping it.  My heart pounded faster as I undid the zipper.  After unzipping halfway I stopped unable finish.  I’d never shown my goods to another girl and couldn’t believe what I was doing.
 
   “Two more,” she announced menacingly.
 
   Two more ice cubes were forced into my cups, pressing against my breasts and adding to the chill on my oversensitive nips.  They seemed to start stinging while going numb at the same time.  The fear the sensation caused helped remove my shame and my pants came down much faster.  I pulled them down to my ankles and as I bent over my bra leaked chilly drops onto the floor.
 
   “All the way off.” She instructed.
 
   “All the way?”
 
   “Two more.”
 
   Two more cubes caused my cotton bra to bulge with the lumpy melting blocks that froze my nipples into painful numbness.  Stepping on the side of my pants I pulled one foot out and then the other.
 
   I stood in front of my dominant young student in only a bra and panties, trying not to wince, ice water leaking down my chest.  She had no sympathy for my modest nature and ordered, “now the panties.”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   It was the moment of truth.  I felt surreal as my thumbs entered my panties and started to pull them down.  Brandi watched with great interest hoping to verify that she had been right.  My panties hit the floor and I stepped out of them without being told.
 
   “Now sit on the corner of the counter and hurry up.”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   I hopped up on the corner of the counter on command.  She ordered me to spread my legs and rest one on each side of the counter.  I raised one leg and rested it on one side.  Placing the other leg on the counter going the opposite direction, I knew full well it flayed me open leaving me little modesty.  Being spread eagled caused my heart to pound nervously. 
 
   “Now let’s see if you were lying.  You better hope you were telling the truth.” 
 
   I suddenly realized that in my submission I had gotten wet, very wet, and began to worry about the consequences.  I felt so imprisoned by her I think my pussy got wet out of sheer respect for her dominance.  Nobody had every controlled me like this, not even my own parents.  It made me feel like a liar and I began breathing harder, dreading her reaction when she discovered it.
 
   Brandi reached into a drawer and pulled out a rolling pin.  
 
   “This should do it,” she smiled.
 
   Grabbing the handle at one end she guided the other handle towards my disobediently wet pussy.  When the tip touched my outer lips I instinctively jerked my hips back.   Her free hand went up to my neck and pushed my head until it was pinned against a cabinet.  She kept her hand firmly on my neck, dominantly holding me in position.  
 
   “Are you going to try and get away again?”
 
   “Nohh.” I insisted.
 
   “Don’t even think about disobeying me.”
 
   “No ma’am.”
 
   Between my shame and the threat of being choked I started to pant under her grip.  My chest heaved as the handle of the rolling pin returned between my thighs and I could only sit still as she wiggled it between my lips.  The sensation caused my panting to increase and I started to feel a bit woozy.  
 
   With shameless dominance the handle pushed through my opening and slid inside me.  My entrance tingled to life and the intruder immediately began to feel better than I would have admitted out loud.
 
   Why does that feel good?  Am I insane?  Am I a slut?  Please let her not be angry.
 
   “It’s sliding pretty easily. You lied to me you little bitch.  You are wet.”
 
                 I tried to stifle my reaction and failed.  “Ho ma’am please,” I moaned.  “I honestly didn’t know.”
 
   “You didn’t know you were wet!  Pfft.  Because you lied you’re going to have to take it deeper.  Don’t blame me, blame your wet slutty pussy bitch.”
 
   Her grip on my neck tightened to a near choke and suddenly the handle invaded me deeper.  The hair on the back of my neck stood up straight and I struggled to pant through her control.  It genuinely felt like I was being taken by an alpha and couldn’t restrain awkwardly moaning.
 
   With Brandi’s hand effortlessly pinning my neck she started fucking me harder with the handle of the rolling pin.  Her upward strokes made it strike my sensitive inner spot each time and the resulting pleasure was unavoidable.  I was being molested and felt ashamed for enjoying it.  Yet it was undeniably pleasurable.  
 
   But there was something more that was notable.  The feeling of being owned by this younger girl who dominated me so sternly caused my heart to flutter and warm, even under my chilled tits.  While she serviced me there was an unexpected emotional pleasure that only confused me further.  Part of me was afraid of her and part me was…excited by her?
 
   “Oh my God, I think the little slut likes it.” She teased.
 
   I couldn’t deny it and guilt continued to mingle with the forced pleasure.  Her stunning red hair swayed side to side as she worked my pussy like a piston.
 
   “Let me try something,” she wondered out loud.  “Don’t panic for your own good, okay?”
 
   I don’t like the sound of that.
 
   “What?” I asked alarmed.
 
   “I said don’t panic or you might hurt yourself.”
 
   “Uh-huh.” I agreed with little choice.
 
   Suddenly her grip tightened around my neck, cutting off my air as the handle began fucking me harder, striking me just right.  In my exhaustion I floundered, terrified by the change of events.  I couldn’t breathe at all and did panic.  The pleasure inside my pussy ramped up as I struggled.  
 
   My entire body started to tingle, goose bumps ran down my back.  All at once stimulation poured out of my clit and I began convulsing under her grip, struggling to get air.  
 
   Brandi released my neck and I shook hard on the counter as she pillaged my delicate snatch with the implement.  I gasped up the air as intense pleasure continued to shudder through me.
 
   “Fuck it worked,” she gawked with pride.
 
   I felt inhuman as she pounded me, devious pleasure rippling through my body in ways I’d never experienced.  She abruptly stopped and pulled the handle out but my hands continued to tremble with a combination of shock and pleasure.  The student really had taught the teacher something – and it both terrified me and made me more submissive.
 
   “Now…are you going to tell my mother about this?”
 
   “No ma’am.”
 
   “What an obedient slut you’re turning out to be.  You handled that like a true whore.”
 
   “Thank you ma’am.”
 
   “Take off your bra.”
 
   My weary hands undid my bra, not longer having the will to resist, and pulled it open.  A stream of ice water ran down my stomach and over my heated box.  My normally pink nipples looked red and stiffer than they had ever been.  
 
   “They are small…but their kind of cute.”
 
   It was a modest compliment, yet in that moment it was heaven to hear.  She’d been nothing but ugly to me our whole relationship.  Now all of a sudden any validation this dominant young rebel offered made my heart sore – and I couldn’t help feeling a bit of misplaced devotion to her for the kindness.
 
   I sat obediently still as her soft hands raised and covered each of my breasts entirely.  The warmth of her body offset my frozen nipples causing them to throb like she was holding a match up to them.  Her hands started to knead my tender breasts sensually.  The strangely submissive intimacy it caused was overwhelming.  I panted so hard under her tender groping that I was nearly hyperventilating. 
 
   “Let me show you what a real pair of tits look like,” she whispered removing her hold on my chest.
 
   Her hands went behind her unhooking the pretty blue bra and she let the straps fall over her shoulders.  She held the cups in place for a moment, almost as if she was teasing me.  I must admit it worked, I was anxious to see them.   But why was still confusing.  
 
   Why do I care?  I mean – oh fuck but I do.  I’m dying to see what she looks like.
 
    “Are you ready to see them?”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   “Say please.”
 
   “Please.”
 
   Brandi pulled the bra off and tossed it onto the counter.  A pair of gravity defying globes swayed out towards me, her nipples pointing accusingly at me.  Cute little freckles dotted them randomly and her areolas were large and bright pink.  They seemed superior to mine in every way.
 
   “Touch them” she demanded.
 
   With cautious reverence I prepared to feel the first boobs that weren’t mine – and I was actually anxious.  Leaning forward on the countertop my hands trembled as I took them.  They were as soft, yet as firm as they looked and I envied her.  She acted very casual as I felt her up.  One of her hands grabbed a half melted ice cube off the counter and she shoved it into my pussy like she owned it.
 
   “Huh,” I panted submissively as she did.
 
   The cube rapidly melted as I groped the strong young girl who had conquered me into submission.  Her nipples hardened under my cautious groping a she let loose a tiny moan.
 
   “Get off the counter and sit down at the table,” she ordered.
 
   I released her and did as I was told.  When I had sat down she walked up right in front of me.
 
   “Kiss them.”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   I leaned in and started kissing her chest all over, as if I loved her.  Yet I avoided the nipples fearing anything too intimate.  But that wasn’t for me to decide.
 
   “Suck on my nipples firmly.  But if your hurt them I will slap you silly bitch.”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   I sucked a nipple firmly into my mouth not knowing what she would consider ‘hurting her’.  To my surprise they stiffened more and grew quite long, nearly an inch.  When the nipple was fully erect she gripped the back of my head and began dominantly forcing as much tit into my mouth as I could handle.  
 
   Her long nipple tickled the back of my throat as I subserviently serviced her needs on command.  This was so new to me.  It felt like I was both a slave and a slut at the same time.
 
   After a few minutes she withdrew my mouth and had me do the same to the other.  It was quite a shock for me to consider what I was actually doing and during it all my clit began to swell again.  I would have liked to have touched myself while I worked but I didn’t dare do anything without permission now.
 
   “Rub my pussy and do it softly - or else.” She demanded.
 
   My hand quivered over the command but obediently complied while I nursed on her.  I brushed the front of her shorts, the soft thick terrycloth tickling my palms.  Once I found the right position I pressed harder feeling the curves of her most cherished place.  
 
   As I gently rubbed it became obvious she wasn’t wearing any panties and I hoped that I wasn’t rubbing too hard.  The feel of her box heating up was undeniable.  When she finally moaned my snatch heated twice as hot as it had been and my emotions exploded. 
 
   I gave her pleasure.  She liked it.  Oh thank goodness I did it right.
 
   With utter pride I sucked her nipple harder and even bit down a little.  She winced and tried to pull back but I couldn’t let her.  The desire to make her feel moan again seemed too important.  I found myself rubbing her crotch much harder as I worked, trying desperately to seduce her for reasons even I didn’t fully understand.
 
   Suddenly I saw a flash and my cheek stung.  She had slapped me hard and pulled away from me.  With cheek burning I looked up at her regretting my loss of control.  I had been disobedient, and she was clearly disappointed.
 
   “I’m sorry ma’am,” I said to the girl several years my junior.
 
   “It’s too late for that bitch.  Stand up.”
 
   I quickly did as I was told hoping to show my lurid dedication to being obedient from now on.  Suddenly that was all that mattered, and I embraced the feeling.
 
   
  
 

HARD LESSONS
 
    
 
   Brandi walked over to a closet and came back with three items that caused my goose pimples to return.  One was a leather belt.  One was a course looking rope.  And the third was a short extension cord.
 
   “You need to be taught some discipline,” she leered.  “Which one do you choose?”
 
   The intimidation in her voice was perhaps the most frightening part.  For a moment I wanted to try and run.  Instinctively I begged for another chance.
 
   “Please ma’am, give me another chance.  It won’t happen again.  I really, really promise.  I’ll do my best to make you feel good.”
 
   “You must pay for your disobedience.”
 
   “I’m scared.  Please don’t do this, give me another chance.”
 
   “If you don’t pick one now I’ll choose for you.”
 
   “The belt,” I stammered in a panic.
 
   “So you choose the belt eh?  Maybe if you wouldn’t have tried to talk you’re way out of it I’d have agreed.  But instead you’re getting the rope.  If you don’t hold still and take it like a big slut then it will only get worse.”
 
   “Bah…I’m so sorry my beautiful ma’am.”
 
   “Don’t think you can sweet talk your way out of this.  You brought it on yourself.  Stand up and bend over the table to receive your penance.”
 
   The world seemed like it dropped into slow motion as I bent over the table resigned to suffer for her.  I cleared my mind in preparation for the pain I knew was unavoidable.  
 
   Wack! – You need to learn some respect bitch.”
 
   Wack! 
 
   The burning pain of the course rope stung my bottom to the core.  It felt as though I’d sat across a hot spear.  By the second blow I was grunting in agony. 
 
   “Ah..Ah!”  I groaned.
 
   This is going to leave a bad mark.  Oh fuck she really cares about teaching me.   Owie!  She cares…
 
   Wack! – “Ohwie!” I squealed.
 
   Wack! 
 
   This blow took me beyond my limits.  My ass radiated pain that I couldn’t deal with, but I had to.  I started groaning in agony while continuously apologizing.
 
   “I’m so sorry.  Please have mercy ma’am.  Give me a-nother ch-ance” I grunted nearly sobbing.
 
   “You’re lucky I’m bothering with you at all,” she assured me.
 
   “Thank you for teaching me ma’am.”
 
   My body writhed and I could barely handle another blow.
 
   Wack! – “Oww!  I’m so sorry.”
 
   Wack! – “Who do you belong to?” She chided.
 
   “You ma’am.  I belong to yo-ooh.  No more - it’s too much ma’am.”
 
   Wack! – “Use my name.”
 
   “I belong to Brandi.  I’m all yours.” I sobbed.
 
   Wack! – “…and one to grow on.  Now don’t you ever forget who owns you now bitch.”
 
   “You own me Brandi.” I gasped still writhing.
 
   My ass cheeks were ravaged by the whipping and burned hot in the cool room.  It felt like I’d been branded – claimed as her property.  The enduring pain on my ass reminded me that I was completely owned by her.
 
   “Get on your hands and knees little slut.”
 
   Immediately I dropped to all fours waiting for her next command.  The leather belt was wrapped around my neck and fastened tight enough to feel like I was an animal.  With a jerk of the leash I was pulled forward.
 
   “Walk with me little slut.”
 
   She led me on leash out of the kitchen and into the living room.  My ass burned maddeningly as I crawled, a constant reminder of who was in charge.  I could feel my inner lips lubricated, completely subservient to her.
 
   My knees were grateful to hit the carpet and she walked me over to the couch on the leash.  With a jerk of the collar we stopped and she sat down on the sofa right in front of me.
 
   “You’re going to suck my clit now.  Have you ever done that before?”
 
   “No,” I whispered.
 
   “Well you better learn fast.  If you hurt me you’ll be punished.  If I don’t cum – and mean cum hard – within five minutes we’ll use the extension cord on you next.  Is that clear?”
 
   “(Gulp) Yes ma’am.”
 
   “Good.  My mom will be home soon so don’t fuck it up.  Now take my shorts off.”
 
   She arched her hips and I dutifully pulled her shorts down to her ankles.  There was a hard tug on my leash, “All the way off.  I need to spread my legs your dumb slut.”
 
   Then her hand reached down and lifted my chin until I faced her.
 
   “Do you think I’m pretty?” She asked modestly.
 
   It was the first sign of vulnerability I’d ever seen out of her.
 
   “Yes ma’am.  I think you’re very pretty.”
 
   “Are you just saying that?”
 
   “No, you really are.  You must know that.”
 
   “When you came by the first day I thought you were beautiful.  I couldn’t stop thinking about you.  It was hard to focus on our lesson.  I’m glad you think I’m pretty because you belong to me now.”
 
   “Do you honestly think I’m as beautiful as you ma’am?”
 
   “I’ve dreamed about you doing this” she whispered, her chest starting to heave.  “Get to work before I change my mind and get the extension cord.”
 
   “Oh yes ma’am.”
 
   I pulled the shorts off her ankles and her eyes flashed at me wickedly.  She spread her legs wide like she was the queen of the world.  Without questioning it my face closed in on her hot snatch.  It was quite a remarkable feeling.  I was actually anxious to do what would have repulsed me earlier in the afternoon.
 
   My goodness she is a powerful young girl to manipulate me this way.  My devotion towards her is deepening.  I need to please her.  This is unreal.  
 
   Though her pussy was shaven there was a little tuft of red hair above her clit that verified she was a true redhead.  Something about that made me even prouder.  She may have conquered me but she wasn’t phony, that much was sure.
 
   A musky scent greeted me as she pulled my head tightly between her thighs by the leash.  I had no idea how exactly to do it.  Licking her tender bud slowly I focused on what I would enjoy done to me.  
 
   “Hurry up.  I’m not your girlfriend you horny lez.  Suck it in like you mean it.”
 
   To be honest I was grateful for the instruction.  I took her entire clit into my mouth and started to nurse it similar to how I’d done her nipples.  Her first few moans sent shivers down my spine.  
 
   I’m doing something right.  I’m actually making her feel good.  Pleasing her is the best feeling ever.  Hmm?
 
   “Use your tongue you hungry pussy eating slut.”
 
   The collar jerked again and my tongue shot out, glazing her tight clit as I sucked.  Her moans grew more consistent.  Soon her hips were twitching.  Soft whispered “oh yahs” had me sucking and licking as fast as I could, thrilled that I was pleasuring her.
 
   With each passing minute her breathing increased along with her moans.
 
   “Keep a steady pace and don’t stop until I say,” she swooned.
 
   Her torso rounded and caved in around my servicing.  A moment later she erupted in convulsion, quaking with pleasure that made my heart soar with pride.  I’d never felt like a good lover before, but in that moment I did.  My tongue maintained a steady pace as she rolled her hips around my face.  
 
   When she was done she literally yanked my face away from her pussy by the leash.  The sound of her mother’s car pulling into the driveway could be heard.  In panic I tried to bolt to my feet but she pulled me back down by the leash.
 
   “Lick my pussy and clean me up.”
 
   “But your mother is coming!”
 
   “Then you better hurry little slut.”
 
   Without thinking I delved in and licked her slit and all around it, cleaning the best I could.  Her flavor permeated my mouth reminding me who my owner was.  A moment later she pulled back and jumped to her feet to dress.  I followed suit rushing into the kitchen to gather my clothes.  
 
   “Help me with this” she insisted pointing at her button-less top.
 
   We used tape to hurriedly close it and make it appear normal.  As the front door opened we rushed back over to the table where her mom had left us.  Suddenly Brandi shot up and grabbed the belt around my neck.  In my haste I had forgotten it was there.  She got it off and tossed it in the corner just as her mother entered the kitchen.
 
   “Ann, what in the world happened to your hair?  It wasn’t something Brandi did was it?” She scowled turning to Brandi.
 
   “No!  I ah, you know I…”
 
   “Ann is so clumsy she let her bangs slip into a glass of pop while we were working” Brandi interjected.  “But she washed it out.  No big deal.”
 
   “But your cheeks look a little red dear.”
 
   “It’s just from all the work,” I stammered feebly. 
 
   “Did you girls get a lot done while I was away?”
 
   “Yes” we both answered in unison.
 
   “That’s good.  Keep it up.”  
 
   “Well I’ve got to be heading home,” I added.
 
   Brandi’s foot kicked me but at that moment I needed to get out and clear my head.
 
   “Thanks for your help dear,” her mother said.  “We’ll see you again on Wednesday right.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Her mom left the room and went upstairs while I packed my books.  As I did Brandi leaned in real close to me.
 
   “From now on when you come here remember who is really in charge.  You are going to come back…aren’t you?”
 
   My chest heaved with confusion and I wondered about the answer myself.  I mean, I did feel devoted to her and possessed by her.  Yet it was so much for me to digest I couldn’t think straight.  But I knew what she wanted to hear.
 
   “Yes ma’am.  I’ll come back.”
 
   “You’re not to touch yourself anymore until I give you permission.  No more orgasms for you until you come back.  Is that clear?”
 
   “Yes ma’am.”
 
   Without another word she turned and went to her bedroom and I exited the house.  Walking down her front path it was hard not to notice how everything had changed from when I walked up it this morning.  The world looked different and I had a lot to think about.  When I sat down in my car my bottom stung reminding me who the teacher really had been…and I swooned knowing how much she secretly valued me.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
   More steamy lesbian stories from I.M Rogue:
 
    
 
   SHE TOOK ME IN HAND – 3 LESBIAN DOM ROMS
 
   [image: she took me in hand set.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B018V0EXKI
 
    
 
   LESBIAN EDUCATION – TAKEN BY SURPRISE
 
   [image: comway sisters 1.jpg]
 
   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B01ABD7FQW
 
    
 
   THE ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSIVE
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   http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B00ZGM2QB8
 
    
 
   For new releases follow me on my author page:
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   http://www.amazon.com/I.M-Rogue/e/B00QCOHYFM/
 
    
 
   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   I.M Rogue              
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