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Chapter 1





“
 W
 e always assume that we have total control over ourselves and that it’s necessary for progress. However, many people don’t realize that lack of control can be exhilarating.”





I was in my favorite college class, Psychology 101, and my extremely hot teacher was lecturing us about control. Her name was Ms. Sterling, and finding her so attractive brought me such addictive guilt that I never knew I could feel just from a crush. I found her so alluring that I had trouble even looking her in the eyes, but at the same time, I made sure to never skip a single class. She was the first woman I’d found myself wanting, and she was completely off limits.





“For some, having all control removed and having to entrust someone else with your wellbeing can be liberating,” she continued, glancing around the class slowly.





I always made sure to sit in the back of the class, so it would be easier to sneak glances at her without having to maintain eye contact. I was always afraid she would call on me for an answer, or worse, see me blushing. I’d never been shy around a crush like this before but because of her age and her stature, I found it hard not to be.





“Power, control, and dominance. They are not always tools for corruption, but often underrated ways to experience ultimate relief. All stress of expectations and decision making is removed, leaving only the will of the instructor.”





She was tall and commanding, her brown hair always fixed neatly in a bun, and her black framed glasses more likely to be on top of her head or in her hands than on her face, like a prop. Her sharp cheekbones and scattered freckles above her deep, red lipstick proved that even though she was at least 15 years older than me, she was exactly my type.





Suddenly, I felt my heart jump as her eyes fixated on me. I froze, unable to look away as I didn’t want to show weakness, but quivering under her gaze as she spoke like this, her lecture making me unbelievably wet. She stared at me for a moment, and I was scared she would address me, but instead, she finally broke eye contact and addressed the room once again.





“Between now and our class on Thursday, I want you to document areas of your life where you wish you had less control, and where you wish you had more. Please document these instances and write a 2000-word essay on your findings,” she concluded, smiling. “Class dismissed.”





Her words had my mind in the gutter, and I felt a pang of guilt as I realized how turned on I was about her lecture. Her seductive tone and the subject of dominance and submission had my mind going wild. She was my teacher, much older than me, a woman, and probably had zero interest. I knew it was inappropriate but I couldn’t help how I felt.





I didn’t want to be the last one left behind, or the first one out, so I started up the stairs through a crowd of people. But as soon as I got up to the last stair of the large lecture hall, I heard Ms. Sterling’s voice from below.





“Madison Crane, I’d like to have a word with you.”





I felt like I was caught. I instantly felt so guilty, sharp pains shooting through my stomach. Had she somehow known about my attraction to her? Had my thoughts been readable on my face? Had she somehow found out about the ways I’d fantasized about her before falling asleep at night? She was a psychology teacher, after all, maybe she had some kind of insight that I wasn’t aware of. I made my way down the stairs slowly, wondering what someone like her would want with me.





I approached her slowly as she leaned against her desk. I looked behind me and noticed that the last student had left the room, leaving us alone in the huge lecture hall. I’d never felt so vulnerable and exposed. It felt as if my brain was open and laid on the table and she was getting ready to pick through it with tweezers.





Chapter 2





“
 M
 adison,” she started, her dark eyes looking even larger up close. “I’ve been wanting to pull you in for a chat for a while now. You’re probably simultaneously my quietest student and also my most outstanding.”





I knew now that I was definitely blushing, and I hoped that the small amount of foundation I’d put on before class would hide the burning in my cheeks. I waited for her to continue, but she seemed to be waiting for my reply.





“I…I don’t mean to be so quiet, I can be nervous sometimes. I appreciate that you have liked my assignments,” I replied awkwardly, unsure of how to take the compliment. My grades through all of my classes were pretty good, but for Ms. Sterling’s class, they were phenomenal. I’d always put the most effort in, even if I sometimes found it hard to focus through my arousal. I wanted to make sure that my assignments impressed her.





“I understand. Are you always quiet?” She asked, smiling softly.





“No, not always,” I replied honestly. I was never extremely extroverted, but I could be quite outgoing. I was often quite peppy, finding it easy to get along with most of my peers, even though I was a couple of years older than most of them at 24.





“I spoke with your Brain and Behavior teacher, Mrs. Ellis. She agreed that your work is quite impressive, but remarked that you are quite active in class discussions.” She smiled again, her expression looking almost devious like she knew more than she was letting on.





“Any reason why you are so reserved in my classes? Just curious.” She stood up fully and took a step toward me, closing the distance between us. I felt myself gulp as I locked eye contact with her.





I wished I could be fully open. I wanted to tell her that I found her attractive and that I wanted to do anything she asked me to do. I couldn’t get through a single class without feeling the wetness between my legs and butterflies in my stomach, and I couldn’t fall asleep at night without fantasizing about her hands on my body. I wondered about the worst thing that could happen if I told her. Would I get kicked out of school, or banned from her classes?





“I guess I just find the content really interesting,” I said, my gaze faltering. “Especially because of your… point of view.”





She smiled at me, and took another step closer, crossing her arms.





“And what did you think of today’s class? About control? Are there any instances where the loss of control sounds appealing to you?” Her voice was dripping with a sensual tone, and it felt as if she was leaning toward me, closer with every moment, even though she was a few feet away still. It felt in a way like she was catching me, and exposing me, and I didn’t know if she was doing it maliciously.





I thought for a moment about how far I could push this. I knew that my heightened arousal from her lecture was probably making me interpret the situation as being more intimate than it was, however, I thought I would reciprocate in the vaguest way I could. I wasn’t sure if she had caught me or not, but I wanted to be caught. I decided to take a leap, breathing in and steadying myself to project the casual confidence that I usually had when speaking academically, except with as much sensuality as I could muster.





“I really enjoyed the class. I think quite often about what it would be like to have someone else…be in control of me. Even just physically.” I almost winced with embarrassment from my openness. I made it vague enough to backpedal if needed, but I knew she could see right through my words if she wanted to.





The truth was, I’d always found the idea of being dominated extremely enticing. I had always been attracted to people like Ms. Sterling, commanding and strong, and I found it hard to masturbate without imagining someone restraining me and taking control of me. It didn’t help that this had become a topic in Ms. Sterling’s class. Even though I knew she didn’t necessarily mean dominance sexually, I found it hard not to think of it that way.





“Have you ever experienced that before?” She asked. “Someone else having control over you? Physically?”





“No, but I wish someone would help me experience it,” I replied, feeling tense. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like.” Were we talking about the same thing? I was so turned on I felt my legs shaking slightly.





She took another step forward, closing the distance between us. I looked up at her, feeling so inferior in my yoga pants and tank top in comparison to her business casual outfit.





“Can I touch you?” She asked, and I nodded so quickly that I felt embarrassed all over again.





“Yes,” I paused. “Please, go ahead.”





My backpack was hanging at my side in my hand, but she grabbed it and set it gently on the ground.





“Turn around,” she said.





I obeyed, turning around, and I could feel her behind me. I instantly felt a shiver through my whole body, feeling a slight loss of control just by not being able to see her. I felt even more vulnerable now. My body was pulsing and my nipples became hard instantly, even though nothing had happened yet.





I felt her fingers wrap gently around my wrists as they hung loosely at my sides. She pulled them behind me, holding them firmly, and I could feel her stomach pressed lightly against them.





“How does that feel? To be unable to move?” She asked, her voice much softer and closer to my ear.





I couldn’t believe what was happening. I’d never felt so turned on, my whole body screaming to be touched. Not only was Ms. Sterling turning me on, but the restraint made my mind instantly cloud with pleasure.





“Even better than expected,” I said, suddenly aware of my breathing.





“Is it because of me or the restraint?” She asked, moving even closer.





“Both,” I replied. My body was screaming. The worst part was I didn’t know if she was just showing me a psychological lesson in an unconventional way, or if she intended for me to feel the way that I was feeling. But I knew now that my secret was out.





“It’s still okay if I touch you?” She asked as she moved my wrists to just one of her hands.





“Yes, do whatever you like.”





I almost jumped as I felt her free hand snake around my waist. Her thumb slipped under the fabric of my shirt and I gasped at the smallest bit of contact on my skin.





“I’ve seen the way you look at me sometimes when you think I can’t see you, and I wonder if it has anything to do with your lack of participation in my classes.”





I felt myself immediately flush even redder.





“Yes, you’re right.”





“It’s okay, I’ve looked at you the same way. I’ve always wished you would come to see me after class, but you never do.”





I was so turned on and at the same time nervous, that it took me a moment to register what she was saying. But before I could think of a reply I felt her hand push underneath my shirt and rub across my stomach. I felt like putty in her hands, and without even thinking, I let out a soft moan.





“Do you like when I touch you?”





“Yes,” I replied as her hand dragged back across my stomach. “I want you to keep touching me, please. Anywhere.”





I could hear her laugh slightly and her hand moved up to one of my breasts. She grabbed it in her hand and her fingers made their way to my hard nipple and pinched it lightly, rolling it back and forth between her fingers. I couldn’t help but make noise, the relief of finally being touched making my body feel like it was on fire, and the feeling of pleasure shot down to my clit.





“You’re such a good student,” she whispered in my ear.





“Thank you, Ms. Sterling,” I replied.





She held my wrists firmly still, her manicured nails pressing sharply against my skin, as her other hand continued to work at my nipple, switching between my breasts. She pinched harder, and pulled slightly, listening to my reaction as I moaned and gasped. I kept thinking about how at any moment, another student, staff member, or faculty could walk right into the room. I was grateful there were no windows, but were there cameras? I couldn’t see any, but maybe they were behind me. It surprised me that not only was she willing to risk her job for me but that she wanted me at all.





She moved her hand now down my stomach, slowly, watching as I leaned into her hand desperately. I felt her hand at the waistband of my pants.





“Please,” I said quietly, and she pushed her hand down my pants. I opened my legs as her hand moved down, and her fingers moved to rub up and down my pussy, finally pressing into my wet opening. I opened my legs even more, and my whole body felt on fire.





“Mmmm, you’re so wet, Madison,” she moaned in my ear, and I felt her fingers move up to my hard clit. She moved her forefinger back and forth over my clit, dragging it over the hard nub, and I felt my body stiffen.





“I have another class in about 5 minutes. Don’t worry, not in this room, but I can’t stay for much longer.” She kept playing with my clit, and I felt like I was under her control. “I hate to leave you like this, but I am going to give you a little assignment. We don’t have any more classes this week, but at 7 pm on Friday I expect you to submit your assignment, orally, at my office. You can tell me how badly you want to be controlled. Does that sound good?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied, almost whimpering. I didn’t want her to stop, but she did. She moved her fingers away quickly and let go of my hands, and I felt almost like I was going to fall over with how stiff my legs were from the pleasure.





I turned to look at her, and reality set in. I couldn’t believe what had happened. Ms. Sterling was so gorgeous, and now it almost looked like she was electrified. I wanted her to let her hair down, and I wanted to touch her and find out why she was doing this to me. Did she like me or was this some kind of punishment? I looked at her in disbelief, my pussy clenching with arousal, and I wanted to beg her to continue. Instead, I grabbed my bag off of the ground.





“See you Friday, Ms. Crane,” she said, with a sweet smile as if nothing had happened.





“Okay, thank you,” I stammered. I turned and walked up the stairs of the lecture hall. The walk felt longer than normal as I felt her eyes burn into me. I left class without a second glance backward.





Chapter 3





I
 arrived back at my apartment which I shared with two other students. I was so horny from my interaction with Ms. Sterling that I just wanted so badly to head straight to my room and fantasize about her, but my roommate Kayla was sitting at the table when I walked in.





“Omg, Madi! Come sit with me? I have to tell you something.”





I sat down with her on one of the tall kitchen stools around the high table. I felt every movement, my pussy dripping wet and begging to be touched as I sat down on the chair. It took everything in my power not to rock my clit against the hard surface.





“So,” Kayla started, grabbing my forearm and causing me to jump. She didn’t seem to notice. “I know you always say you don’t want to go to any parties, but I swear I found the perfect man for you and he’s going to be at a house party on Charity Hill Friday night. He’s tall, handsome, and he’s totally your age.”





It made me feel so happy that Kayla had been looking out for me. She’d heard me complain many times about being single and I’d alluded to wanting a boyfriend. Any night before today I would have been open to meeting a new guy, especially someone closer to my age. But at this moment, still wet from Ms. Sterling’s hands, her touch burning into my skin, I didn’t care if there was a whole room full of tall and handsome men my age.





“Kayla, you’re too good to me,” I said, watching her beam with excitement. “But, I don’t think I can do Friday night. I mean, maybe. But a strong maybe. I have an assignment I have to deliver after hours and I don’t know how long it will take.” I felt a bit bad. I knew we would have a lot of fun, and who knows, things with this assignment could change before Friday. But right now my mind was on one track headed straight for Ms. Sterling’s office.





“What time is it at?” She asked.





“Seven, on campus.”





“Oh, I can’t see it taking toooo long. Aren’t you just like, dropping it off? Listen, I won’t be leaving here until at least 10 pm, maybe once you’re done there we can get ready together and head over.”





Kayla was probably right. I didn’t even know what Friday night was going to be. It could just be a weird psychological lesson, or I could show up and the president of the school would be there, handing me a notice that I’m expelled for acting inappropriately with a member of staff. I had no idea what to expect, but I knew I shouldn’t put all of my eggs in one basket.





“Okay, I should be done by then, and if for some reason I’m not, I can always meet you there. Just send me the address.”





Kayla almost jumped out of her seat with excitement. “Yay! I promise you will have such a good time.”





I agreed politely and made an excuse that I needed to make a call and do some homework. We said goodbye and I almost ran to my room, feeling so eager to finish what had been started earlier.





Chapter 4





A
 s soon as I got to my room I threw down my bag and fell into my bed. I stripped my clothes off quickly, almost tearing them off, pretending my hands were someone else’s. I grabbed my breasts roughly, and as I pinched my nipples I closed my legs and ground into the air, my pussy begging to be touched. I teased my nipples as I thrust into the air until finally, I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved one hand to my mouth, sucking and spitting on my fingers, and then I pushed it down in between my legs, opening them as my hand moved in between.





I rubbed my clit hard, pressing the nub back and forth, imagining that it was Ms. Sterling. I put my free hand underneath me, pinning it down with my body and pretending that I was restrained, as I imagined my free hand was someone else’s. I felt myself getting closer to cumming, my stomach fluttering and my head rolling back as I tried hard to stifle my moans, not wanting my roommates to hear. I came hard, shaking and begging wordlessly as my pussy tensed, and even as I’d cum so hard, it wasn’t enough. I needed more, I needed someone’s hands and mouth on my body. I felt deprived without it.





I continued masturbating until I couldn’t stop, making myself cum again, this time with a hand over my mouth, but after my wet, shaking orgasm, my desperate pussy wanted even more. I wouldn’t be satisfied until I had someone fucking me, and I hoped so desperately it would be Ms. Sterling.





Chapter 5





I
 t was Friday, at 6 pm, and I felt almost like I could throw up.





The week had gone by perfectly, almost too much so. I felt like I was on autopilot, trying to get all assignments out of my path so I could entirely focus on Friday. I was so guilty and eager at the same time. I felt so ashamed as if maybe I had been acting so horny and out of control this semester without realizing that my teacher had to string me along out of pity. Or maybe she really was made uncomfortable by the way I’d acted. But I hadn’t recalled acting much different at all, I had looked at her occasionally, but not much different than I’d looked at anyone else. Could she really tell that I was so soaking wet through her lectures that I could barely sit properly?





I felt so disgusting and dirty, but at the same time, I didn’t care at all. I kept thinking of her words. An oral assignment, about how badly I wanted to be controlled. I didn’t care how much of a fool I made of myself at this point, I just wanted to tell her how I felt.





Even though it was an ‘assignment’, I dressed as if it were a date. I styled my hair down, wavy and big, and my long brown hair cascaded down my shoulders. I did my makeup as if I was going to the house party with Kayla. I dressed as if I was going to the club, a short black, fitted skirt and a loud, orange cropped top. If I was shy in her classes, I was gonna show her how extroverted I could be. After all, it wasn’t technically during school hours, I could do whatever I wanted.





Our house wasn’t far from school, but I left a bit early. I walked onto campus, and it almost felt like a different world. The halls and grounds were almost empty, some areas were even dimmed as the sun lowered in the sky. I could hear the echo of my heels clicking as I made my way down the dim hallways that were usually so busy and alive.





I had looked online at the maps of the school so I knew exactly where Ms. Sterling’s office was. I had studied the hallways so I knew exactly where to go. I had studied a lot of things in the past few days as if it were a test. I studied how to be with a woman, what to do and what to expect, and I found it hard to focus as my mind went wild.





I finally arrived at her office at 6:50 pm. The door was slightly ajar, and the room was pitch black. I thought for a moment that maybe she’d forgotten. But as I entered the office I saw a dim light from under an adjoined door. I found a chair in what looked like a waiting room before her office. I took a seat on the hard, rigid, school chair, and turned off my light, waiting in the almost darkness.





It didn’t seem like very long before the door opened, soft light pouring through, and I saw her standing in the doorway. Suddenly everything felt so real.





“Come on in, Madison,” she said softly, and I stood up and followed her into the room. There was a soft light permeating the room from a few lamps, but the room still felt dominated by the large, crawling shadows of the big bookcases lining the wall and the desk in the small space. It had probably still been a bit light out, but there was a large blackout curtain drawn against the window. It wasn’t a huge office, but it was cozy.





She wore a black pencil skirt and an almost cropped white shirt. It hung so close to the top of her skirt that I felt my eyes linger a bit too long, waiting for her skin to be revealed. Her hair was up in its familiar bun, and I realized she had probably been working all day, teaching classes and grading assignments until I’d arrived. I’d imagined her sitting at her desk for hours, reading essays, and I felt almost jealous that I couldn’t have been there to entertain her.





As if reading my mind, or watching my fascination with her, she reached up to her tight bun and removed her hair tie. I watched as her tresses slowly fell out and over her shoulders, her long wavy hair cascading over her. I wanted to touch her, wondering what she looked like under her tight outfit. I felt so desperate and dirty, but I was so horny that I didn’t care what happened to me, or how I looked. She ran her fingers through the top of her head through her hair, shaking it out.





“Thank you for coming, Madison,” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder casually and sitting at her desk. I sat down in the small leather chair in front of her, wishing instead that I had been bold enough to take a seat on her lap.





“No problem, I was excited about the assignment,” I said, feeling too eager.





“Yes, about your oral assignment,” she started. I noticed she held a pencil firmly in her hand, tapping it on the desk. Her glasses were pushed to the top of her head, causing her hair to frame her face.





“I have been thinking all week so hard about what you have prepared for me, so please go ahead,” she said, and I felt my body instantly sweat with nervousness.





“I…umm-, I didn’t really prepare anything necessarily,” I said, honestly. In my mind, this had gone one way or the other. It was either a risk or a payoff, and I’d been leaning toward the latter.





“Well, I had expected that my best student would have been prepared,” she paused for a moment, looking almost disappointed. “So what are we going to do now? You’re either going to have to improvise and tell me how badly you want to be controlled, or we can just call this a day.”





I finally got what she was saying. This was what I’d thought, she was just playing her role. I felt my body melting with excitement already. I smiled and leaned back in the chair, finally ready to play my part and shine.





“It’s not really that I want to be controlled,” I started, and watched as she leaned forward over her desk with interest. “That’s what I need. I’m so reckless. I couldn’t even do the assignment that you gave me. I think I need someone to put me in my place.”





She smiled quietly and took her glasses off, playing with them in her hands in front of her for a moment before setting them down.





“Go on,” she said, and I took a deep breath. I hadn’t expected to have to work this hard.





“I want help. I don’t want any control. I don’t even want to be able to move. I just want to experience the exhilaration, as you said in your lecture, and the pleasure
 of being completely at the will of another person.”





“You want it, or you need it?”





“I need it.”





I could feel my pussy throbbing so hard I could almost hear it. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep up the act of being so calm and unphased.





“I think I can help you with that,” she said. She stood up out of her seat and walked around to the other side of her desk, closing the distance between us. She leaned on the desk, her long smooth legs stretched out in front of me.





“God, I’m so happy you showed up. I thought it was a bit of a reach, but I’ve thought about this for a long time.” Her voice and face had softened slightly, and it made me want her even more.





“Me too,” I replied, smiling.





“At any time, if you want to stop, or don’t like what I’m doing, or even need to just pause for a moment, just tell me and I will stop. You must know that ultimately, you are in control.”





“Okay,” I said, feeling more and more comfortable. “I will tell you to stop or pause if I need to.”





“Good. Stand up,” she said, her voice now much sterner.





I did as she said. I put my purse on the floor beside the chair, and stood in front of her, my legs almost shaking. Not from fear, but excitement. She stepped toward me, and I suddenly felt a bit awkward, unsure of what to do with my hands. I realized I was holding my breath as she got closer. She stopped right in front of me, inches away, and I thought of her smooth legs and tight skirt, and her big soft lips in front of me.





“I bet you want me to touch you, don’t you?”





“Yes,” I said instantly.





“Your pussy must be so wet already, isn’t it?”





“Yes,” I replied again, almost desperately.





She lifted her hand for a moment near my chest, as if to touch me. I stopped breathing for a moment, hyperfocused on her hand, already feeling it burning into my skin. But instead, she withdrew and addressed me once again with her rough tone.





“Bend over my desk, and spread your legs,” she demanded and stepped behind me.





Chapter 6





I
 walked over to her desk, feeling a bit taller than I normally was from the heels. I bent over her desk, my arms underneath my head, and I could feel my short, tight skirt slightly hiking up a few inches from my change in position. I wondered what Mrs. Sterling could see as she stood behind me.





“Good girl,” she said, and I shivered. “Hands behind your back.”





I paused for a moment, as my hands were under me. I put them behind my back and repositioned myself, my head now against the cold surface of the desk, along with my breasts, pressed onto the hard table. My ass was in the air slightly, and with my hands behind me, I felt like I was completely on display.





Suddenly, a cool metal object was against my wrists, and I heard one click and then another, realizing she had just handcuffed me. I moved my arms for a moment, testing the restraints and seeing how much room I had to move, which wasn’t much. I could feel my nipples and clit getting harder as I realized I couldn’t use my hands.





“Perfect,” she said. I felt her hands grab onto my hips, and as she continued she dragged them over my ass. “God, you’re so hot like this. So open for me to do whatever I want to you.”





“Please, do whatever you want,” I said.





“Don’t worry, I will. The last thing I need is your permission.”





Her hands gripped my ass hard, and I groaned loudly, surprising myself. I could feel my skirt moving up even higher from the movement of her hands, and finally, she grabbed it and pushed it up completely. I could feel the air on my skin, and I wiggled my hips, raising my ass even higher in the air.





“So tell me, Madison,” she started, her hands on my skin. “Are you just into being restrained? Or a bit of pain? Tell me what you like, and if you’re good I might give it to you.”





I didn’t even need to think before I replied. I was so wet that I was getting less and less shy by the minute.





“I do, I mean, I think I do…like pain. I’ll tell you if I don’t, just please, do anything to me.”





She took my cues loud and clear, and I immediately felt her dig her fingertips into my skin, and I pushed back against her, daring her to squeeze even harder. She did, and I moaned loudly.





She took her hands off of me, and then I heard a loud smack land on my ass, on the right side, and then again on the left. I jumped at both, and I felt as the sensation rippled through my body, making my clit even harder and my pussy wetter.





“More, please,” I begged, and she cut me off before I could continue.





“I decide what you will receive, not you. You don’t get to tell me what to do.”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied obediently. I figured it might be best to be quieter, and just ride the wave of the pleasure she was giving.





She spanked me again, this time harder, and once more on the other side. I couldn’t help but moan. Just because I’d been told not to beg didn’t mean I couldn’t be vocal.





With each hit I could feel my skin ripple with a warm tingle, followed by numbness and pleasure, before the next hit. The sound was so loud that I wondered if anyone could hear it. I knew that there weren’t many people in this part of the building, but it wasn’t empty.





She stopped for a moment, and I felt my body relax for a moment. Suddenly, I felt her hand smack my pussy. I jumped but then before I could react I felt her grind her hand against it, rubbing me hard as the pain subsided immediately. I ground myself onto her hand eagerly.





“You like this don’t you, you little slut? You’re so fucking wet for me.”





“Yes -oh my god, yes I like it,” I stumbled as I felt her slip her fingers past my panties and inside of me, and I didn’t realize how wet I’d been. Her fingers slipped in so easily, and she fucked me so hard with her fingers already. My body was completely overwhelmed with excitement.





“Your pussy fits so well around my fingers. Look how good you stretch for me,” she said, and inserted another finger, making me feel so full. “I bet you could cum already, couldn’t you?” She asked, and I felt her thumb graze against my hard clit. I jumped, feeling so close as she rubbed against my g-spot.





“Yessss, mmm please,” I moaned, my brain slipping away. I stood on my tiptoes, legs shaking as she fucked me with her fingers. I couldn’t believe how close I was already.





“That’s too bad,” she said and removed her hand away from me instantly. My empty pussy clenched, needing more, and I groaned in disapproval. “If you’re going to do good in my class, you’re going to have to participate and work hard.” My head was pulled back quickly as she grabbed my ponytail and tugged it back “Got it?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling.”





“Good, now stand up,” she demanded, and I obeyed. She undid the cuffs on my wrist and turned me around. I felt so overwhelmed when I saw her, almost forgetting what she looked like. Seeing her with her hair undone and her devious smile made me realize I was ready to do whatever she said.





She grabbed my wrists, pulled them in front of me this time, and put the handcuffs on them, securing my hands in front of me. She then pushed my shirt up, revealing my breasts. I ached for her to touch them but she didn’t.





“Lay back on the desk, and wait here,” she said and helped me to the edge. She pushed me back gently onto the surface. I watched as she walked behind me and pulled something out of the drawer of the desk I was laying on.





I watched as she leaned over me from behind the desk, and I felt her hair tickling my skin as it hung down. She rubbed my nipples slowly, watching me for a moment as I squirmed and moaned.





“Deep breath,” she said, and I did as she said. I felt as she cupped a plastic nipple sucker over each of my nipples. There was a slight pinching as they suctioned, but immediately I felt pleasure washing over me as it felt like someone was gently sucking at my nipples. Every time I moved the feeling multiplied, and I found it hard not to bounce to move my breasts. Ms. Sterling flicked each sucker and I cried out loudly.





I wished she would take her shirt off and let me suck her breasts. I wanted her to moan and feel as good as she was making me feel, and I knew I wanted to taste her. For the first time in my life, I realized how much the thought of being smothered in a woman’s breasts turned me on. I was about to ask her but before I could she walked back around to the front of the desk, in between my legs. She leaned over me, placing her hand behind my head, and she lifted it and propped a small cushion underneath so that I could see her better.





She was still wearing her white shirt, but now I could see her nipples poking through the fabric slightly, making me lick my lips. She had taken her skirt off, leaving just her black, lacy panties, and I watched as she put on a strap on with quite a big dildo.





“I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll still feel it in class on Monday,” she started, rubbing her hands up and down my inner thighs. “And you’re going to take it like a good little slut, since you have no other option. This is my pussy now, and I can do what I want with it.”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I said, feeling my legs shake. I wanted her to fuck me so badly, my empty pussy craving to be filled.





She grabbed my thighs and held them open, lifting one leg over her shoulder, and the other she pushed open with her hand. She was a lot stronger than I’d thought, and I realized I probably couldn’t move if I wanted to. She was right, I was hers to do as she pleased.





She pressed herself against me, the tip of the dildo slowly teasing my entrance. She rocked in and out gently, barely pushing inside of me. I was ready to start begging to be fucked, before she finally pushed inside. Even though I was so wet, I still felt every inch as she pushed in so slowly, and she didn’t stop until she reached my cervix, stuffing me entirely.





I expected her to continue, but she just paused there, watching me deviously. I tried hard to rock my hips toward her, needing to feel her fill me over and over again, but I couldn’t budge from the hold she had on me. I’d never been teased so hard, my pussy clenching over and over.





“Please Ms. Sterling…” I moaned.





“Please what? Tell me what you want. You can’t seem to be vocal in my classes, so I’ll have to train you.”





Normally I would be quite shy to ask for what I wanted, but I was so turned on that I didn’t care anymore.





“Please fuck me, Ms. Sterling, please. I’ll be your little fucktoy and do whatever you say I just need to be fucked.” I didn’t know where this part of me was coming from, but I couldn’t help but speak so dirty. I would have said anything at that moment.





“Good,” she said, and pulled the dildo out of me entirely, and thrust it back in again. She kept fucking me, slowly, still almost teasing me but I rode the wave of pleasure that was building inside of me.





“Yes, that feels so fucking good,” I said, and she picked up speed with my words.





“You like being fucked hard like this?” She asked, slamming into me. I moaned loudly and nodded my head. “God who knew you’d be such a needy little slut. I bet you could cum without me even touching your clit.”





She was right, I was so turned on that I felt like if I let it happen I could almost cum at any moment if I wanted to. I’d never had someone talk to me so dirty, or tease me so badly. Every time she thrust into me, it was so hard that I could feel my breasts bouncing wildly, the nipple suckers moving and making my clit feel harder and harder. If she touched it I would probably explode, but she didn’t. I could feel myself tensing, almost ready to cum.





“You probably could cum, but you’re not allowed to. I get to say when you can cum, got it?” She asked, and I nodded my head, even though I wasn’t sure I could hold back.





I tried my best, right on the very edge of having an orgasm, and I managed to stay there as she pounded into me. I tried not to look at her perfect body and hard nipples, or her long flowing hair, or the redness in her cheeks, because I knew even just the sight of her was almost too much to handle. I was so close, unable to hold on any longer, but before I could let go I felt her pull the dildo out of me completely.





“Don’t you dare fucking cum. I’ll tell you when you can.” My pussy was aching, feeling so swollen and deprived. I could feel my toes wiggling, as I squirmed, being denied an orgasm that was so close to ripping through me.





Chapter 7





S
 he took the strapon off and removed the dildo. It was soaked with my juices, my pussy still feeling so wet. She rubbed it against my slit for a moment, getting it even wetter, and then walked behind me again.





“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.” She said, and I did as she said.





She rubbed the dildo against my tongue, letting me taste myself, and I took it into my mouth, sucking it hard and cleaning it off.





“I don’t even need to tell you what to do, you’re so desperate for your holes to be filled you don’t even care which one. Go ahead, keep sucking. I want to see how much you can take.”





She didn’t press against my throat, but instead, I moved my head up and down, bobbing on the dildo. I took it as deep as I could, almost choking on it as she watched me.





“Good girl,” she said, as I stuffed my mouth. I felt her free hand grab one of the nipple suckers, and she pulled it off, the suction making a loud pop. As the blood rushed back into my nipple she grabbed it, squeezing and making me moan over the dildo in my mouth. She did the same to the other one, and then slowly removed the dildo from between my lips.





“If you keep it up, I might let you cum tonight. If not, I’ll have to make you wait for next time.” My mind was buzzing with her words. I was so overwhelmed with excitement just from this
 time, I hadn’t even thought of the possibility of having this happen again. As excited as I was though, I knew I needed to cum tonight.





“I’ll do whatever you say, please. I need it.”





“Look how fucking vocal you are now, but in my class, you can’t even put two words together. I expect your class participation to be much better on Monday. You think you can do that?”





“Yes, Ms. Sterling.”





“Since you’re so eager to put your mouth to use, I think it’s time I had my turn.” She said, and she leaned down to uncuff my hands.





As soon as she did, I couldn’t help myself. Her breasts were hanging over me, almost touching me, and I reached my hands up to grab them. They were so big and full in my hands, and I pushed her shirt up to reveal the hard nipples I’d been watching all night.





She grabbed my hands and moved them off of her, and I was disappointed as I’d expected her to want me to touch her.





“You don’t get to decide what happens next, I do. Luckily, it seems you want what I want.”





She held my wrists firmly against the table and pressed her breasts against my face. I licked back and forth between her nipples, sucking and licking them desperately. I went back and forth between them, feeling proud as a moan slipped out between her lips. I moaned back, sucking hard, feeling my pussy getting even wetter.





“I think it’s time you showed me how good that mouth of yours really is,” she said.





She moved back and grabbed onto my arms, dragging me so that I was lying across her desk lengthwise. She pushed everything that she had on the desk onto the floor carelessly, and I heard stacks of paper and trinkets fall onto the floor. Now my whole body was on the desk, and before I knew it she had climbed onto the desk too. She straddled herself over my face, her panties now gone, and I wanted so badly to taste her.





“Please Ms. Sterling, I want to taste your pussy, I need to,” I begged, unable to wait any longer. I wrapped my hands around her thighs, but I waited for her to permit me.





“You really are such a perfect little fucktoy, Madison. I wish I could keep you on my desk like this all day, and ride your face whenever the fuck I felt like it. Wouldn’t you like being used like that?”





“Yes, please Ms. Sterling,” I moaned. I didn’t know what had come over me. I wanted her pussy against my face almost as much as I wanted to cum.





Thankfully I didn’t need to wait any longer as she lowered herself toward me. I grabbed her thighs even harder, and without even thinking I dove my head in between her legs. It was like my only purpose was to pleasure her, and I was so eager to make her cum. I controlled her with my hands, rubbing her slit along my tongue, savoring the sweet taste of her pussy. I stuck my tongue inside of her and tensed it as I plunged it as deep inside of her as I could. I felt as she bounced lightly on my face, fucking herself with my tongue.





I moved her back slightly, and I felt for her clit with my tongue. I came across her hard nub and I knew immediately it was her clit from the way she moaned as my tongue ran over it. I took it in between my lips, sucking hard and flicking my tongue over it quickly and firmly, and I felt her legs twitch under my hands.





“Oh god your mouth is so good, Madison. I wish I could ride your face like this in front of the whole class, and let them see how to really take control of someone. I’d make an example out of how much of a hungry fucking little slut you are. And I bet you’d like every fucking moment of it, wouldn’t you?”





I moaned loudly against her clit, unable to reply, and as I did she ground down even harder against my face. The thought turned me on so much. I imagined her inviting me up in front of all of my peers, laying me on the desk, tying my hands and riding my face until she came, continuing her lecture on dominance and control as I serviced her throbbing wet pussy.





I was so lost in this fantasy that I hadn’t noticed she had leaned her face down in between my legs. Her body was pressed against mine, and I felt her fingers snake along my inner thighs, sending shivers up my spine. I opened my legs eagerly and had to focus so hard on continuing to work her clit with my mouth. Without any teasing or warning, she took my clit between her lips, and I was filled with so much unexpected pleasure that I moved my head away from her for a moment to moan.





“If you stop, I’ll stop too,” she said, and without even replying I went right back to licking her. I felt her tongue on me, and I tried to copy what she was doing. She worked me with her expert mouth and I felt my eyes rolling back in my head as I sucked her even harder. Every time I picked up the pace she did too, and I thought I might cum before she did. I heard her moaning against me and I moaned back, feeling even more turned on as she ground her pussy desperately against my face. I didn’t want it to end.





Even though my mouth was starting to get tired, I continued, and I felt her legs tense around my face, and her pussy twitched under my tongue. She was so close, and she lifted her head off of my clit while I continued.





“Fuck Madison, you’re going to make me cum all over your fucking pretty face,” she cried, and I felt as she tensed over and over, releasing her orgasm. I kept sucking her and licking, listening to her moans as she continued to grind and moan. I could feel her wet pussy leaking over me, juices running over my lips and as soon as she was done I moved my mouth back to suck and lick at her, cleaning up her delicious cum.





She didn’t waste any time before burying her head between my legs and her fingers in my pussy, pumping me and sucking me hard. I could feel the warmth in my stomach and my legs tensing so hard I thought they might cramp.





“Oh my god, please can I cum, please,” I cried, remembering what she had said earlier.





“Mmmm,” she replied with a moan, not wanting to move her lips from my sensitive clit.





I completely let go, as I felt my orgasm tearing through me, my whole body shaking. After being denied for so long my orgasm was so much more intense than it had ever been before and seemed to last so much longer. My mind was completely blank and the only thing I could focus on was the sensation of her mouth. I couldn’t even form any words, I just yelled and moaned and didn’t care if anyone else in the building could hear us. I kept going as long as she sucked me until I felt the wetness running down between my legs.





We laid there for a moment, catching our breath. As soon as I felt like I was finally regaining normalcy after cumming, her tongue would flick over my clit, and my brain would go right back to being empty and docile as my sensitive clit jumped. She teased me like this a few times, and finally got off of me. She stood beside the table and I felt her grab my legs and pull me toward her. I was so tired and blissful that I could have fallen asleep right there, but she gently pulled my shoulders and I sat up straight, my shaking legs dangling over the edge of the desk.





“God you did so fucking good,” Ms. Sterling said, rubbing up and down my waist.





“Thank you, Ms. Sterling.”





“As hot as it is when you call me that, my name is Jessica.”





“Jessica…” I started, but I froze as I felt her hand snaked across my cheek.





I looked at her for a moment, her flushed face and half-open eyes. Her hair was stuck to her, and I followed it down with my eyes. Before I looked back up at her I felt her press her lips against mine, kissing me softly. I moaned, feeling turned on all over again just from the soft feeling of her lips, and I could feel myself melting against her. She licked at my bottom lip softly, nibbling on it, and then finally pulled away, her eyes alight.





“You passed,” she said with a smile, and I couldn’t help but start laughing.





“I was hoping I’d fail, so I’d have to submit it again.”





Ms. Sterling smiled and ran her hand up my thigh.





“I haven’t even told you yet about Monday’s assignment.”





I paused for a moment, processing what she was saying while her hand on my thigh had me in a trance.





“So this isn’t just a one-time thing then?” I asked, grabbing her hand and pulling it up my thigh further.





“No way, are you kidding?” She asked, laughing. “I don’t even know how I’ll be able to get through another lecture with you in the room as it is.”





“Good,” I replied. “I could do this after every class.”





Ms. Sterling helped me to stand and she pulled my clothes back on before I could. She smoothed my hair and gave me another soft kiss, her warm body pressed against mine. The feeling of her lips made me feel turned on all over again, but I felt so relaxed and a bit tired.





“Would you like to stay for a coffee?” She asked, checking her lipstick and hair in a mirror on the wall. “I know it’s maybe a bit unconventional, but I really would like to get to know you more.”





“Of course, that would be amazing, I replied, sitting down again in the chair. I looked at her and thought of her first name, Jessica, and I felt myself wanting to know everything about her. I’d never met anyone so fascinating and forward, or someone who had wanted me so badly and wanted me to feel better than I ever had before, and I couldn’t wait to get to know her. I felt spoiled to even have the opportunity.





I checked my phone while Ms. Sterling went to grab us coffee from the staff room, and I couldn’t believe that it was already 10 pm. I felt a rush of guilt as I was supposed to meet Kayla. I looked at my phone and saw just one text from her, which was surprising as I’d expected to see a whole lot.





“So sorry Madi, the party was canceled, and the guy I was gonna set you up with had to leave the city for the weekend. I’m just gonna chill and go to bed early tonight, I’m not feeling too well anyway. Good luck with your assignment!”





I felt so relieved, and I put my phone back into my purse and relaxed. It was as if everything was meant to be.





Chapter 8





I
 was walking toward my class Monday morning, and it felt strange to know that I was sharing Ms. Sterling with all of my classmates, after such a personal night. We’d spoken for hours before leaving the school, and all weekend I’d thought about what it would feel like to see her again, outside of her dimly lit office. I sat at the back of the class, waiting for her lecture and thinking of how much I would participate. Now instead of avoiding her eye contact, I would crave it.



I watched as she entered the room, her hair up, glasses in hand, and a tight but quite modest black dress hugging her body. She looked at me as soon as she entered the room, her gaze unmistakably fixed on me, and I felt myself squirming in my seat already. She cleared her throat and addressed the class, continuing her lecture from Friday, but it felt as if she was speaking right to me.



I could barely process the words she was saying, my mind going from her gorgeous body to her soft voice and her strong gaze. As she spoke it felt as if I was all alone. I imagined Ms. Sterling bending me over her desk, pulling my hair and fucking my brains out right there in class, my moans echoing in the loud room. I imagined her spanking me with the yardstick by the chalkboard, calling me names, and reminding me of how much of a desperate slut I was.
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Punished by Lesbian Personal Trainer
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“You see how that feels? Does that feel better?” Taylor asked, her voice a bit lower and quieter than it had been previously. Her hands were still on my thighs, near my hips, frozen.





“Yes,” I replied. It felt as if my mouth was betraying me. “I think I need some more help.” As I spoke I felt her fingertips dig slightly into my hips, and I felt her press a bit more into my back. I breathed heavily, my body so desperate to be touched, and my stomach fluttered with excitement.





I watched in the mirror as she moved her mouth close to my ear. “What exactly do you need help with?” She asked, her voice barely a whisper, sending shivers down my spine. Her hands moved on my thighs, dragging up and down so slowly I wasn’t sure at first that she was moving.







Lauren is a few months away from getting married to her fiance, James. As the wedding approaches, James thinks it’s a good idea to sign Lauren up for a personal trainer. Reluctantly she attends the session, only to find that her sexy trainer, Taylor, is a lot more tempting than expected. Will Lauren be able to stay faithful to James, or will she succumb to her dominant trainer’s naughty desires?







Punished by Lesbian Personal Trainer: A First Time BDSM Story

 is a steamy and rough 12,000-word short about a woman having an affair with her dominant personal trainer at the gym.
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Straight Women Submitting: A Bundle of 3 Lesbian Short Stories
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THREE SENSUAL AND STEAMY LESBIAN STORIES IN ONE!






This naughty 40,000-word collection features romantic erotica stories about straight women submitting to other women, unleashing their wildest fantasies! Includes BDSM, first-time, group, best friends, bosses, and more!






Punished by Lesbian Roommate: A First Time BDSM Story







After straight girl Amanda overhears her gorgeous, lesbian roommate Jenny dominating a woman in her room, she’s overtaken with curiosity and desire. Jenny teasingly offers to show Amanda what she is missing out on, and after a power outage leaves them alone in the dark, Amanda realizes how badly she wants her sexy roommate. Will Amanda let her nerves get the best of her and refuse Jenny’s offer, or will she let her roommate control and use her?







Shared by My Bridesmaids: First Time Femme Group Lesbian Affair







Bride-to-be Scarlet is having a bachelorette getaway at a cabin in the woods with her three bridesmaids, Jessica, Katie and Clarissa. After a few dirty party games, Scarlet realizes she’s less experienced in the bedroom than her friends. Will she let them show her what she’s missing out on before she’s married to her husband?







Claimed by Lesbian Boss: A First Time Age-Gap BDSM Short







After months of being single, Olivia decides to make an account on a dating app to look for someone to hook up with. She decides to meet up with an older anonymous and dominant, Natasha, after fantasizing about being with a woman for the first time. Little did she know, the 41-year-old Natasha turns out to be the CEO of the company Olivia works for, and she’s looking for a new, naughty secretary. Will Olivia be able to prove that she’s obedient enough for the job?
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