


Copyright Katt Ford 2024

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!




  Table of Contents


  
    Male Privilege Revoked

      
        1.  Off To A Bad Start

        2.  Megan Goes For A Ride

        3.  Megan’s First Lesson

        4.  Owned by a Feminist

        5.  Call Me Sir

        6.  Megan's Property

      
       
        7.  Caged by a Feminist

        8.  Megan Uses Him

        9.  Release Day

        10. Willing Prisoner

        11. Megan Gets an Offer

        12. Megan's Big Date

     

        13. Her New Toy

        14. Megan Teases Her Toys

        15. The Slutty Professor

        16. Megan's Slaves

        17. Humiliating Her Professor

        18. Teaching Her Professor a Lesson

      

        19. A Simps Two Mistresses

            

  

  



  
  Male Privilege Revoked
1-19 Complete

1. Off To A Bad Start

I didn’t even really want to go to the party. The truth is, I was more or less partied out. I enjoy being social as much as the next person, but there is a limit. And in my first year at college, the limit was getting tested.

You’re supposed to be at least a little bit irresponsible at that age. That’s what people kept telling me. Best years of your life, and all that. Maybe they were. But maybe those things aren’t as easy to determine in the moment as they are in hindsight. Sure, I might look back on this time one day with fondness, remembering the limited responsibilities of making sure I got to class on time, getting my work done, and other than that, focusing on meeting new people and having fun. And it was fun. I’m not saying it wasn’t. But even when you’re young and away from home for the first time, there are limits.

But I didn’t have a choice. Eric pretty much told me that himself.

“Come on, dude,” he said when I expressed reservations about going. “It’s going to be awesome. My parents are away for the week, so we have the whole house.”

I came from out of town and was living in halls, but Erichad been able to live with his parents while going to school in the same city he grew up in. I didn’t envy him missing out on part of the college experience, the freedom of living away from home for the first time in our young lives. But I did envy him the money he was saving on rent. I knew perfectly well how my parents had scrimped and saved to get into a position where they could help me with my schooling, and I had worked for it too, contributing what little I could from the low-paying jobs I had had since I was 15 years old. Maybe that was part of why I didn’t have his same attitude toward partying all the time. Yeah, it was great to be young and free in university; I’m not denying that. But I knew just how much it was costing to be there, and I wasn’t there to fool around. For me, studying had to come first. The social life was definitely secondary.

“I don’t know, man. I’ve been going to a lot of these things lately.”

“There’s going to be tons of girls there. Sasha’s bringing loads of girls from her sorority.”

Eric knew what he was doing. I don’t want to sound superficial, but I was a young man, and already, the beautiful young women I was surrounded by were clearly one of the best things about college. I had already had a couple of hookups while I was there, nothing major, but it was plainly obvious to me that developing a love life was far easier here than it had ever been at home.

I paused for a moment, not wanting to give in so easily. But Eric smiled. It was like he knew already that he had won.



I knew a few people at the party, though not that many. A couple of Eric’s friends who, like him, had decided to go to college in the town where they grew up. A couple of kids from some of my classes, from ones who I knew fairly well through to ones whose names I didn’t even know, and was simply on nodding terms with.

But Eric was right about one thing. There were tons of gorgeous girls at his party.

His girlfriend Sasha had come through just as he had promised me. Her sorority sisters were everywhere, impossible to miss as they laughed and yelled, sang songs, danced, and generally made themselves the center of attention. I wasn’t complaining. These were young women, and so they were practically good-looking by default. Some were classically pretty, while others were downright gorgeous, but almost all of them were desirable in one way or another. I didn’t imagine I’d have much in common with any of them; that whole Greek life was never my scene. But I wasn’t looking for a soulmate. I was looking for some fun, and Sasha’s friends definitely seemed like that.

Of course, things are never that simple. First, you have to work up the courage to actually talk to one of them, and find one who wants to talk to you. And sometimes, the alcohol can help you summon that kind of courage, or at least that was what I told myself as I went to get another drink.

“Excuse me,” I said to a girl standing in the way of the fridge, and she shuffled to one side to make enough room for me to swing it open. As she moved, and I reached into the fridge for another beer, I could feel her glancing at me. Shutting the fridge door behind me, I looked at her, too. She didn’t look like one of Sasha’s shrieking sorority girls. Straightaway, I could see that. Instead of a miniskirt or a tiny little dress, she was wearing a pair of jeans and sneakers. She had her hair gathered up on the top of her head in a careless bun, and I could see that it was dyed a kind of lavender color. Probably what I noticed most about her, though, was her eyes. They were this striking pale blue color, enhanced, maybe, by the color of her hair. I’m no expert in makeup, and was even less so then, but it didn’t seem like she was wearing a lot of it. Maybe just a little bit to lengthen and darken her eyelashes, making those striking eyes even more noticeable.

She was pretty. But at this party, pretty was commonplace. So I don’t know what made me start talking to her. Maybe just because she was there. And she was alone, or at least it seemed that way, and it’s a lot less intimidating to approach a girl you don’t know when there’s no one else to witness it if you crash and burn. Maybe her more laid-back look made me think she’d be easier to deal with, or maybe it just seemed like a low-risk way to get started. Looking back now, after what happened, that idea seems completely laughable. But I couldn’t know then what I know now. She looked pretty and cute and… Safe, I guess. I had no way of knowing she was anything but.

“Good party,” I said, for lack of anything better to say, self-consciously taking a swig of my drink after I spoke. I didn’t look at her while I drank, peering out instead at nothing in particular in the kitchen we were in. Always a hot spot at parties like this, I found. But also a little further away from the music and the noise, so you can actually talk to people.

“Is it?” she said. She looked at me as she spoke, and now I did look back at her. Along with those distracting eyes, she had a nose ring that shone in one nostril that caught my attention. It didn’t look like she was wearing lipstick, but her lips were quite full even without cosmetics.

“No, not really,” I said with a smile. “It’s just something you say, isn’t it?”

“Are you one of those guys who just says things, just to say them? What, did you just see me standing alone here and think I looked vulnerable enough to take a shot at?”

“Jesus Christ,” I said, shaking my head. “Sorry for speaking to you. Don’t worry, I won’t make that mistake again.”

The girl looked at me in silence for a moment. Then, her nostrils flared as she let out a long breath, her shoulders sinking just a little as she did.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m just… pissed off, I guess.”

“Yeah? Why?”

She looked at me again. Maybe it was the striking color of the glittering eyes, or maybe it was something about the woman herself, something unnameable that let her personality shine through. But as she looked me up and down, her eyes flickering over me as I stood in front of her, I felt like I was being sized up. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. There are plenty more fish in the sea, at least at this party, so I didn’t feel any special need to win this particular girl over. Still, that little flash of honesty she had shown just then interested me.

“Yeah, right, like you care,” she said, although the faint smile on her lips as she spoke undercut her cynical tone. “You don’t even know my name.”

“So tell me it.”

Her smile grew a little wider.

“Tell me yours first.”

“Scott,” I said at once. “Nice to meet you, nameless stranger.”

Her smile deepened.

“Megan,” she said.

“Megan. That was my mother’s name.”

Megan giggled.

“No it wasn’t,” she said.

“No, it wasn’t,” I admitted. “It isn’t. But you never know. Maybe she’ll change it one day.”

Megan laughed again, and it felt good to make her laugh. My last college hook-up had been a little while ago now, and in my opinion, it was long past time for something new. I hadn’t approached her with that in mind, not really. But when a young guy is talking to a pretty girl, it’s never really out of the equation either, is it?

“Yeah. She could name herself after me.”

“Yeah? You gonna be famous someday or something?”

Megan rolled her eyes.

“God, I hope not,” she said. “Being successful in a deeply unjust society like this one is kind of an indictment of your moral character, don’t you think?”

“You don’t like success?”

“Not what most people mean by success, no. Not when it comes at the expense of exploited and marginalized people.”

“Well, there goes my pickup line about how many sports cars I have.”

“Is that what you’re trying to do? Pick me up?”

“No,” I said reflexively. But it was a better question than I wanted to admit. Maybe that hadn’t been my intention from the start, but it wasn’t the worst idea I had ever heard, either. If she was open to it. It was still hard to tell. I had got her laughing, and that was a good start. But it takes more than a couple of funny lines to win a girl over, usually. Certainly, Megan didn’t seem like the type that gives it up too easily.

“Why not?” she said, fixing me with a challenging stare that was softened only a little by her smile. And I smiled back. After the admittedly rocky start, it seemed like something was happening here.

“Well, as sexy as it is to bring up your political views within 30 seconds of meeting someone, it can be a little… I don’t know. Some people might call it offputting.”

“Oh really?” Megan said, her eyebrows rising on her smooth forehead. ”You find the struggle for equality a turnoff?”

“Does putting words in people’s mouths the moment you meet them usually make them like you?” I said.

It was kind of a knee-jerk reaction, just blurting out before really thinking through what I was saying. And for a moment, Megan looked genuinely shocked. Maybe she wasn’t used to being challenged like that. Maybe like so many of us do, she lived in a kind of echo chamber where everybody shared her views. At college, I had already seen a lot of that. There were so many things you weren’t supposed to say, so many taboos and sacred cows to navigate. Maybe it was because I came from a more working-class background than most of the kids I was at college with, but I hadn’t really expected that. Where I come from, people say what they say, and you can disagree if you like, but you can’t expect your views to go unchallenged.

“So tell me then, Scott,” Megan said, leaning back against the kitchen counter and folding her arms. “What exactly were you trying to say from your position as a privileged straight white male?”

“That things are a little more complex than that,” I said carefully. “Believe what you want. That’s cool. I probably agree with more of what you believe than you might think. But sometimes in casual conversation, it’s better to keep your politics to yourself.”

“Are you mansplaining conversation to me right now?”

“Jesus. No. I’m just saying, does the first thing out of your mouth when you meet someone new have to be all your favorite views?”

“So what are your views then?”

“I don’t have any,” I said.

“Really? Just an empty vessel?”

“Yep. Just mindlessly wandering through the world without a thought in my pretty little head.”

I took another swig of my beer. There was a lull in the conversation now, and I knew how dangerous those could be. The whole point of talking to someone is to get to know them, I suppose, and I’ve met enough people with inflexible views on the world to know we probably won’t have that much in common. I didn’t care about politics. I was a young man who wanted to have a good time. And maybe, with someone like this, that wasn’t a possibility. Oh well. On to the next, then.

“So what do you like to talk about then? Sports?”

Megan looked down at the kitchen floor while she spoke, and I took another swig of beer before answering.

“See, you’re making assumptions about me again,” I said. “You’ve built up this idea of who I am and what I’m like in your head, and you’re basically arguing with that. That’s the problem with politics. It stops you from seeing people as they really are.”

Megan raised her head to look straight at me again. From the expression of surprise on her face, it seemed she was impressed with my little moment of insight. Honestly, so was I. I had no idea where that had come from, but even as I said it, it sounded like a solid argument. I’ll have to try remember that one in the future, I thought to myself.

“You might have a point there,” Megan grudgingly admitted, visibly mulling my words over in her mind.

“Get to know me better, and you’ll find I’m full of pearls of wisdom like that,” I said, making her laugh again. “Although for the record, you’re not that far off base. I do like to talk about sports. How about them Jets, right?”

Megan rolled her eyes, but she laughed as she did it, and I smiled as I took another sip of beer. If I had come to this party for anything, I had come to meet sorority girls with bad reputations. Already, I could see that Megan was anything but. But I couldn’t deny that she was interesting. There were definitely worse ways to spend an evening.

“Want a drink?”

“Sure,” she said, smiling at me.



I’ll admit that I got pretty drunk. It’s easy to do when you get caught up in conversation. And that was exactly what happened to me, standing there in the kitchen with Megan. At first, she seemed to listen to what I had said about spewing your political views all over someone the moment you meet them. For a while, she kept it to herself. But still, it came out here and there, in the odd comment, the occasional buzzword. And when the inevitable part of the conversation came when we found out what each other was studying, there was no room for any doubt. She was doing one of those gender studies courses, and when I commented that it would help her get a job at the big gender studies factory they were opening in town, her laughter wasn’t entirely convincing.

I skillfully changed the subject; at least, I thought it was skillful. And the truth was, mismatched politics or not, we were getting on like a house on fire. Soon enough, I forgot all about the shrieking sorority girls, and when they occasionally came through the kitchen to get another drink, she and I both rolled our eyes at them and shared a little laugh.

I wasn’t the only one drinking. And as we both got more intoxicated, our conversation turned increasingly flirty, increasingly dirty. Fine by me. Predictable views or not, she had a great body, and those shining eyes, that cheeky smile, were turning me on. All through the night, I could feel her getting closer to me, and I don’t mean emotionally. I mean physically. She was leaning toward me where we both stood in the kitchen, just like I was leaning toward her, and there was no denying the attraction between us. When she put her hand on my arm, I felt the softness of her skin and the connection between us, and by the time my hip was pressing against hers where we stood, it felt like all I had to do was reach out and touch her, and something incredible would happen.

Which, in fact, it did.

“Most men are terrible at sex anyway,” she was saying. That was the way the conversation had turned, and I wasn’t complaining. It’d been a while since my last hookup, and I have to admit, my cock was not exactly quiet in my pants as she spoke. With the alcohol coursing through my veins, all I could think about now was what I might do to her if I got the chance, and I was so caught up in thoughts like that that I had almost forgotten we were even at a party.

“Oh please,” I said, shaking my head. “Ever been with a woman?”

“Once or twice,” Megan said with a devilish grin, and I paused in my tracks for a moment. Not like bisexuality in women is all that uncommon, especially not at college. And especially not with progressive women like her. Still, I couldn’t help considering it, and Megan clearly saw it in my face, because she burst out laughing.

“Oh, please,” she said. “Don’t tell me the little straight boy has a fetish for lesbians? So predictable. So cliché.”

“I’m a cliché?” I said. “The girl with lavender hair doing gender studies has fooled around with girls, and you think that surprises me?”

She burst out laughing. As the night wore on and alcohol flowed, she had gotten a lot better at taking a joke.

“So what are you saying? We’re both just a couple of walking clichés?”

“I hate to admit it, but if the strap-on fits….” I said, making her burst out laughing again.

“Oooo, is that right? Are you a little kinkier than you seem at first glance?”

“No, not really,” I said. “I’ve just had my mind warped by watching too many dirty movies.”

“Yeah, you and every other guy,” she said. And then those dazzling eyes looked me up and down again, and her teeth showed as she bit her lip, and setting down her drink on the kitchen counter beside her, she suddenly grabbed my hand in hers.

“Come with me,” she said. “We’ll see how warped you really are.”

With that, she led me out of the kitchen of Eric’s parents’ house, and I happily went along with her. The party was still going in full force, the sorority girls and the guys trying to get with them making more noise than ever. Megan seemed to know exactly where she was going as she led me through the house, as if she had been there before, though I had no idea whether she had or not. Somehow, it seemed unlikely. But she led me through the crowded house without a moment of hesitation, guiding me down the hallway and opening a door that revealed a set of stairs leading down to the basement.

Smiling, she led me down them. At the top of the stairs, she paused, shutting the basement door behind us. There was a lock on the door, just a metal hook that latched into a corresponding eye on the doorframe, but she seemed pleased as she slid the hook home. Then, she took my hand again as she led me downstairs, her head turning as she looked around to see what we had discovered.

There wasn’t much in Eric’s parents’ basement. It was mostly unfinished, home to a washer and dryer, the furnace, and, in the center of the room, a weight bench, loaded with a barbell holding heavy metal discs.

Megan smiled as she saw it. Still holding my hand, she led me toward the workout equipment in the center of the room. Then, she turned me around so that I had my back to it, and playfully pushed me down. My heart rose in excited anticipation as she stood in front of me, reaching for her belt.

Unfastening it, she pulled it free of her jeans. At the same time, she climbed on top of me, straddling my lap where I sat on the bench. My cock swelled in response, rising up to press against her warm crotch. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her closer, now that there was no more doubt about our desire for each other. And I had never had a woman be this forward with me in my life, but I loved it. I pressed my face against her chest, nuzzling against her boobs through the fabric of her T-shirt. And she chuckled to herself as she sat on top of me, reaching out to balance herself on the weight bar.

Or so I thought. But actually, she was wrapping the belt around it. And when she had that just the way she wanted, she sat upright in my lap, then placed her hands on my shoulders, pushing me down. I lay back on the weight bench, shifting my body so that it supported me fully, and Megan moved with me, staying on top of me. Then, moving quickly now, she took my wrists in her hands and pushed them over my head. I cried out in surprise as I felt her wrapping the belt around my hands, but it was already too late. She pulled the belt tight, then tighter still, and just like that, she had me tied up and at her mercy.

“What are you doing?” I said. But I smiled as I spoke, because there was no denying that this was hot. I had never been tied up by a woman before, but there was something so sexy in her aggression, in her obvious desire for me.

“Teaching you a lesson, you cocky straight white boy,” she said. But she was smiling too, her words not entirely serious. And she shifted in my lap, pulling her T-shirt off over her head and dropping it on the floor of the basement, and I knew that all I was going to learn from this lesson was how sexy it could be when a woman like her took control of me.

With her T-shirt removed, her breasts rose and fell in her bra with every breath she took. It was nothing fancy, a plain and unadorned black bra designed not to show too much through casual clothes, but in the state of arousal I was in, she looked almost unbearably gorgeous.

She stood up and swung one leg over me. I watched her wiggle her way out of her jeans, kicking off her shoes, stripping down to just bra and panties. And then, bending over me, she unfastened my pants as well. It wasn’t like I would have stopped her. But the fact that I couldn’t was a bigger turn-on than I would ever have expected it to be.

I groaned as she reached into the open front of my pants and took hold of my cock through my boxer shorts. She smiled at me as she stroked it, easily working me up to a fever pitch of desire. As she pulled down my boxer shorts too, my cock sprang free of my underwear, ready and willing for her to use it. But it soon became clear that Megan wasn’t going to make things that easy for me.

“Want me to fuck you?”

“Yes,” I groaned, “of course I do.”

“Of course you do,” she said, smiling a maddening little self-satisfied smile as she spoke. “You’re just a man, and men can’t help thinking with their dicks, can they? Which is why you need a woman to take control of you and teach you how the world really works.”

“Oh really?” I panted, raising my head from the weight bench to look up at her. “And that’s you, is it?”

“It might be,” Megan smiled, “if you’re very, very lucky. If you beg for it.”

“What?”

“You heard me. I want you to beg. I want you to tell me that you’re sorry for your male privilege, and that in the future, you’ll try to do better.”

“That’s crazy,” I said, shaking my head. But Megan didn’t seem to care. She carried on smiling, carried on stroking my cock, keeping me in a state of desperate desire for her and easily breaking down what little power to resist her I might have had.

“Well, crazy or not, you’re going to say it,” she said. “Because if you don’t, guess what? No pussy for you tonight.”

Her words hung in the air in the silence followed. No one likes to be manipulated, especially not this easily. But the simple truth was that Megan had all the cards. She knew how desperately I wanted her, could feel the evidence of that desire in the cock that throbbed in her hand. It wasn’t like I could deny it.

I hesitated. And so did Megan. Her bright blue eyes stared into mine, the smile never leaving her face as she manipulated my cock, and I lay there panting on the weight bench, totally at her mercy. And then, as I continued to resist her, she stopped stroking. Instead, she lifted her hand away. Still sitting on the edge of the weight bench, she leaned forward, reaching toward her clothes on the floor.

“No. Wait,” I said.

“You have something to say to me, privileged white boy?”

I cringed at her words.

I didn’t want to say it. That, of course, was the point in her making me say it. And I could fight it all I wanted, but there was no fighting the wave of arousal she had sparked in me, the unstoppable lust that screamed at me that it would be worth it. Just do what the pretty girl wants. Nothing else matters.

“I’m sorry for my male privilege,” I groaned, while Megan spluttered with laughter. “I’ll try to do better.”

And I groaned again as her hand closed once more around my cock.

“Good boy,” she said. “We’ll have you trained in no time.”




  
  2. Megan Goes For A Ride

Standing up beside the weight bench, Megan smiled down at me. The look of triumph and of smug self-satisfaction on her face was noticeable, though hardly a surprise. I felt defeated, but more than that, I felt ridiculously turned on. Absolutely vibrating with desperate desire for her that at least helped to take the edge off my shame and justify how easily I had given into her.

Standing beside the weight bench, Megan stripped. I watched, transfixed by the sight of her body, as she pulled off her pants and pulled down her panties, revealing her pussy beneath a small patch of pubic hair. Then, she reached behind herself, unfastening her bra and letting it slide down her arms and fall to the floor. Her boobs barely moved, high and perky on her chest despite their considerable size.

“You have an amazing body,” I murmured.

“Thanks,” Megan said with a smile. The weight bench groaned a little as she climbed on top of it, positioning herself above me. And then, reaching down, she took my cock in her hand. I groaned at the feeling of her skin against mine, but that was nothing compared to what came next.

Bending her knees, Megan lowered her body down onto mine, and she moaned along with me as the head of my cock pressed against the entrance to her pussy. Spreading her legs further, she settled down on top of it, her weight pushing my cock inside her snug box, both of us groaning with immediate pleasure. She shivered a little as she sank further down, my cock plunging deep inside her as she lowered herself onto it. Finally, it was all the way inside, with her sitting in my lap, my manhood buried inside her. Her eyes were closed for a while, as if she were savoring the sensation of having me inside her. Then, she opened her eyes, and I could see them glowing as she looked deep into mine.

“Just what I needed,” she said, looking down at me with a lascivious grin. And I gazed up her, on fire with lust and surprised by how good it felt not to be able to do anything about it. I was still tied to the weights on the rack above me, my arms raised above my head, and all I could do was lie there and be a toy for her pleasure, and it felt fantastic. As Megan leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest, my cock surged inside her, both of us able to feel my wild arousal.

She began to move. With her feet on the floor, she pushed herself up and down, and with every movement of her body, fresh waves of pleasure swept over both of us. Soon, she was riding my cock rapidly, the muscles showing in her thighs as she bounced up and down on top of me. I could feel the wetness of her arousal pouring out of her, sliding down my shaft as she used it to penetrate herself over and over again. It felt incredible to be used like that, and I could feel an orgasm building up inside me, even though I tried to resist. After all, I wanted to please her. I wanted to make her cum too. From the look on her face, from the rapturous noises she was making, I knew it was close. The music and the voices of the party upstairs could be heard only dimly through the locked door of the basement, but I was glad for that. Hopefully no one would hear us. Hopefully no one would know what was going on between us, a secret we could keep all to ourselves.

Megan’s eyes snapped open. I saw the wild blue fire that glowed inside them as they found mine and seemed to lock on. Her full lips were parted, showing a glimpse of her white teeth and her pink tongue as she gasped in pleasure. Her pussy tightened around my cock like a fist, and I let out a long groan of pleasure, my balls tightening against my body in preparation for orgasm.

But Megan came first. A fresh hot flood of her juices poured out of her body as she reached her climax, her warmth spreading across my skin, sliding over my balls to drip down on the padded surface of the weight bench underneath us. I lay there trembling beneath her, absorbed in the absolutely incredible feeling of her orgasm, my own not far away.

Except my new feminist friend had other plans.

Straightening her legs, Megan lifted herself off my cock. As it slid out of her lubricated pussy, she moaned softly, and so did I, though for different reasons. She moaned because it felt good; I moaned in a kind of despair and not getting what I so desperately wanted. And that seemed to please Megan. She chuckled to herself, a sadistic little giggle that made my heart contract to hear it.

For the first time since this adventure had started, I felt a genuine sense of fear. I knew nothing about this woman except her first name, and my desire for her had pushed me into this totally helpless situation. The bar with the weights on it was so heavy, it felt like it was part of the equipment, and Megan had done her work well, tying my arms with her belt so well that I felt genuinely incapable of freeing myself. Amazing what we allow to happen to us when we get turned on enough.

And Megan was clearly just as turned on as I was. I could see the pink glow in her cheeks that told me she had cum, as if I didn’t know that already. And still, there was a glow of desire in her eyes that told me the orgasm she had had didn’t change anything. She wanted more, and that gave me hope, even if I didn’t immediately realize exactly what she was up to.

I didn’t have to wonder for long. Megan moved up the bench, still straddling it and me, walking awkwardly with her legs splayed. But as she approached my head, I saw what she was up to. With a happy little sigh, she lowered herself down on top of me again, sitting high on my chest, her big round ass pressing down on me. And now her pussy was right in front of my face, emitting the intoxicating smell of sex.

Leaning forward, Megan ran her fingers through my hair, playfully gripping a fistful and tugging on it gently. Her eyes seemed to be watching my lips now, taking in the sight of my face gazing up at her helplessly, no doubt revealing my wild and helpless desire for her. She seemed to savor the moment; I watched her big breasts rise and fall as she took a breath and let it out, basking in her complete and inarguable power over me.

“You know what you’re going to do now?”

“No,” I said carefully.

“You’re going to lick my pussy,” she said with a grin.

“Oh, is that right?” I said, torn between being annoyed and being impressed by her audacity, her complete self-confidence.

“That’s right,” she said. “Don’t tell me you’re one of those pathetic guys who doesn’t do that.”

“No, I do,” I said. “Not usually when I just met someone, though.”

“Oh, but I bet you’d have no problem having your cock sucked by a stranger, would you?” She said, her eyes blazing again. I stared up her, not saying anything. The situation felt a little dangerous now, with her feminist views creeping back to the forefront again. As pathetic as it was, I didn’t want to say anything to displease her.

“You’re going to do it for a stranger tonight,” she said. “You’re going to eat my pussy like it’s your last meal. You’re going to fucking worship it, understand?”

And she pulled on my hair a little to emphasize her point, or to emphasize the power she had over me. Not that she needed to.

“I don’t – I don’t know about that,” I said feebly. And Megan’s eyes blazed again.

“Oh, you don’t? You need me to convince you? Okay, we’ll let me put it like this. Either you eat my pussy like a good little boy, or I’ll fucking leave you here tied to this bench. You don’t seem to understand, you don’t get a choice anymore. I’m calling the shots, the way it should be. You’ve had enough white male privilege for one lifetime. Now I’m in charge, and the sooner you learn that, the less painful it will be for you.”

As she spoke, she leaned back. Letting go of her grip on my hair, she stretched out her other arm behind her and took hold of my balls. I groaned as she squeezed them, gripping tight, taking me right to the edge of pain. I gasped, unable to believe what was happening to me. Megan let go of her grip on my balls and sat up straight again, grinning even more now.

“Good boy,” she said patronizingly. “See? Things are a lot easier if you just do what your female superiors tell you.”

I didn’t answer. At that point, it felt like any answer I could give would only get me into more trouble. And frankly, I was starting to be genuinely afraid of her. Not that I really thought she would do anything too crazy, but my confidence in that judgment was getting eroded by the minute. No one had ever treated me like this. I had never been with a woman this uninhibited and sexually aggressive, this completely confident in her own sexual power. I’ll admit, even then, I could see that it was a huge thrill. But it scared me too, even if it turned me on more.

“Now, get to work,” Megan said. Taking hold of my hair again with one hand, she slapped my cheek with the other. It wasn’t hard; it didn’t hurt. But I gazed up her with a look of shock and outrage all the same, and it seemed to amuse her. She laughed out loud as she looked down at me, helpless underneath her, just a piece of meat for her to treat however she wanted.

“Do it,” she ordered, a new edge entering her voice as she pulled on my hair, pulling my head toward her and bringing my face closer to her sex. I knew I had no choice. And honestly, as turned on as I was, I would’ve been more than willing to do it anyway. There was no need for this force, all this coercion. My cock was raging in the desperate acknowledgment that it was surprisingly hot to be slapped around by her like this.

I stuck out my tongue, and Megan, still holding me by the hair, shuffled forward a little. As I ran my tongue over the silken folds of her sex, I heard her moan with pleasure. Her taste was intoxicating, the same and yet different from any other woman I’ve ever been with. I could feel the wetness of her juices on my lips and tongue, her wild arousal evident as she pressed her pussy against my mouth.

“That’s a good boy, lick it all up,” she said in a breathless voice, looking down at me from half-closed eyes. “Can you taste your cock inside me? Get used to it.”

I hadn’t thought of that. I tried to protest, but her pussy pressing on my mouth muffled my words. And she laughed out loud as I struggled pathetically underneath her, unable to do anything except exactly what she wanted. Unable to do anything except give her pleasure while she had her way with me.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she sneered. “Keep licking that pussy. That’s all a boy like you is good for. You’re lucky I’m even letting you do that. In fact, I have an idea. Wait there.”

As if I had any choice. Tied to the bench, all I could do was wait as Megan released her grip on my hair and sat back. She swung her leg over my head, still sitting on my chest as she bent over and reached toward the floor. She picked up her jeans and rummaged in the pockets until she found her phone. Then, she turned back to me, swinging her leg gracefully back over the bench and positioning herself in front of my face again. Holding her phone in one hand, she reached out and grabbed my hair again with the other, and I shook my head in disbelief as she looked down at the screen of her phone.

“What are you doing?” I gasped.

“Recording this, bitch,” she said with a chuckle. “You look so cute down there licking my pussy like a good boy, I want to watch it again in the future.”

“Don’t do that,” I said. Megan didn’t even lift her eyes from the screen as she answered.

“Shut up,” she said, a faint frown appearing on her face as she said it. “You don’t have a choice here. You know how many guys have filmed girls against their will, making those horrible sex tapes that they then put online? This is only fair.”

“I’ve never done that.”

“Well, too bad. Now shut the fuck up and lick my pussy before I slap you again.”

Clearly, Megan wasn’t going to change her mind. She inched forward again, forcefully pressing her pussy against my mouth. I had no choice. Besides, my cock was still raging desperately, still hungry for her incredible body, even if I was starting to think that she was crazy. They say crazy pussy is always the best. I hadn’t had enough experience to know whether that was true or not, but the evidence so far seemed to support it. And as I pressed my tongue against her dripping sex again, tasting all over again her fragrant juices, I tried to forget that she had me on camera. I tried to lose myself in the moment, even as Megan held her phone above me, capturing every moment. Mocking me, too, her cruel words vibrating in the air of the basement and sending tremors of shameful lust through my body.

“Yeah, that’s right. Tongue that pussy. Lick up every drop of my juices like they’re precious to you. This is how every bitch boy should be treated. You should all be trained how to satisfy a woman with your mouth before you ever get your worthless cocks anywhere near us. Keep licking. Keep licking. That’s it. Keep going. Don’t stop, you little slut. You’re going to make me cum, bitch.”

She seemed like a different person from the woman I had met in the kitchen. Sure, she had some views I found questionable, but as her physical pleasure grew, she seemed to go down a much darker road with it. From being a somewhat generic progressive feminist, she had turned into some kind of female supremacist, it seemed. I was in no position to do anything but exactly what she wanted, to lick her pussy to the best of my ability and hope that it some point, my enthusiasm would be rewarded.

With a long sigh, Megan closed her eyes. To my relief, she put the phone away, letting it drop onto her clothes piled on the floor. She let go of my hair, too, instead gripping the weight bar I was tied to with both hands. She lifted her feet from the floor, bending her knees and putting them on my chest instead. And like that, she rocked her hips back and forth, grinding her wet pussy against my face and pinning my head to the weight bench. I tried to keep licking, but it wasn’t easy with her moving like that. In the end, all I could do was keep my tongue sticking out and let her ride it, let her grind against it until she was howling in pleasure. She let out a long moan of pleasure, followed by a shuddering gasp. And as her body tightened, I knew she had reached another peak of pleasure.

Hot juices of passion poured out of her spasming pussy to fill my mouth and drip all over my face. I gulped down her nectar as if nothing was more important to me, my mouth filled with the taste of her. It was intoxicating. It was hardly my first time giving oral to a girl, but I had never had one actually sit on my face before, certainly never had one this demanding and aggressive about it. It was unreal. And lying there beneath her, coated in her cum, it felt so fucking sexy, I could hardly believe it. Clearly, Megan was completely unlike any girl I had ever been with before. And as much as she scared me, she excited me like nobody else ever had.

Megan opened her eyes. Still holding the weight bar, she grinned down at me, sitting back a little on my chest and removing her pussy from my mouth. The air tasted of her orgasm as I breathed, and my cock was throbbing wildly as I looked up her, as helpless as ever, as horny as ever, with no idea what would happen next.

But of course, Megan did.

Sliding her feet off my chest and down to the floor, she stood again. He swung her leg over me and the weight bench as if getting off a bike, then turned and walked toward the other end of the bench. I watched her go, feeling pleas a little ed with myself to see the slight wobble in her legs that showed the pleasure I had given her.

And then, reaching the level of about my hips, she climbed back onto the bench again. There wasn’t much room for the two of us, but she balanced herself on one knee as she straddled me again, perching precariously with her knees at the edges of the bench. Facing my feet, she took my cock in her hand again, and I watched her big round ass press itself against my body as she lowered herself down onto my cock.

If anything, it felt even more incredible this time. The bliss was even more exceptional, even more mind blowing. Her pussy was even wetter now, and she slid easily up and down on my cock, her ass clapping against my stomach as her movements grew more aggressive. The weight bench creaked in a steady rhythm as she rode me, our bodies joined in the middle, like one single being devoted purely to physical bliss. Leaning forward, Megan gripped my legs for balance, slamming her ass up and down on me more forcefully than ever as my cock plunged deep inside her over and over again.

She was driving me crazy. No sex I had ever had before had been this powerfully erotic, and frankly, it was a miracle I had managed to hold out as long as I did. It couldn’t last forever. Even if in a way, I wanted it to. I wanted to feel these powerful sensations of desire and helplessness forever, to be always in this wild situation that was so unlike anything I had ever experienced before. To be at the mercy of this unusual young woman, to be her plaything, an object for her to use to make these wild moans erupt from her throat and ring out in the air of the basement.

But also, of course, I wanted desperately to cum.

And of course, you can’t fight your own body.

My orgasm swelled up inside me suddenly, seeming to rise from a great depth to explode out into the world. I cried out as it overtook me, the pure force of the pleasure I was feeling making my eyes roll back in my head. I emptied myself into her gorgeous body, spurt after spurt, seeming to deliver the biggest load of my entire life, and I heard her moan in pure pleasure at the indescribable feeling. Sex hormones filled the air, charging it with a wild atmosphere, and as Megan sat on top of me, breathing hard, finally at rest, the full enormity of what had just happened washed over me. It was incredible. All of it. Hard to believe I had just experienced something like that, my first encounter with S and M. Somehow, even in that moment, I think I knew it wouldn’t be my last.

Megan sighed. Placing her feet on the floor, she reached down and wrapped her hand around the base of my cock, then slowly stood up. We both moaned as my member slid free of her wet pussy, and this time, she wasn’t nearly as graceful about swinging her leg over the bench. Standing on one side of it, she heaved another deep sigh and leaned back against it, her ass pressing against the side of my thigh, slowly recovering herself.

I didn’t say anything. I was quite literally speechless, my mind so full of the afterglow of a powerful orgasm that it was more or less impossible to think of a single thing to say. And we stayed like that for a while, me lying back, still tied to the bench, her half-standing, supporting herself against it.

At last, she turned her face toward me. Her eyes were still shining, and there was a giddy grin on her flushed face. Looking at her, I couldn’t help but smile too. It was so crazy, what we had done. She had been the architect of it all, of course. But still, I was crazy to even go along with it. And yet, I didn’t regret a thing. Even as a sense of shame crawled in the pit of my stomach, reminding me of the things I had said and done and how I had allowed her to take control of me completely. I brushed it aside. The sex was just too good to ignore.

“That was incredible,” I managed to say.

I watched, my senses dulled with orgasm but still desiring her beautiful young body as she bent to the floor and picked up her clothes. She slid her panties back on, then her jeans, then pulled on her bra and nestled her boobs inside it. Finally, she pulled her T-shirt over her head, adjusting her hair a little once it was on. She picked up her phone and slid it into the pocket of her jeans, and I cringed a little as I remembered what was on that phone, the video of her using me like a sex toy and me doing exactly what I was told.

Then, she stepped toward my head. Standing beside the weight bench, she placed one hand on my chest, and it rose and fell in time with my rapid breathing as she looked down at me. For a moment, I wasn’t sure if she was done with me, and that thought both terrified and aroused me, knowing I was totally helpless to resist her anyway.

“Where’s your phone?”

“In my pocket,” I said. Without asking for permission, Megan turned and rummaged in the pocket of the pants I was still wearing, quickly finding my phone. She tapped the screen and frowned down at it.

“Password?”

“I’m not telling you that.”

“Okay, then you don’t get my number.”

“No, no, wait.”

Megan smiled as I spoke, giving into her once again. I told her my password, and she entered it, unlocking my phone. Then she rapidly typed on the screen, entering her number before slipping the phone back into my pocket.

“Next time you feel like you need to be put in your place, give me a call,” she said.

Then, putting her own phone back into her pockets, she stepped toward the top of the bench. Finally, she unfastened her belt from around my wrists, unwinding it from the weight bar and feeding it back through the belt loops of her pants. I sat up, breathless and astonished, still struggling to process what had happened here. Yes, I was free now, what did that mean? It wasn’t like it changed anything. What had happened had happened, and maybe the hardest thing to accept was that I wouldn’t have changed it if I could. I stuffed my cock back into my pants and zipped up while Megan finished preparing herself to face the world again.

As I swung my feet down to the floor, she stepped away from me. I watched her walk toward the basement stairs and start climbing. I opened my mouth, about to say something, then realized there was nothing to say. We had this wild connection, this crazy sexual chemistry, but the deed was already done. If she had given me her number, that meant she wanted to see me again, and that was all I could possibly want in that moment. For now, maybe it was better to let her go.

Crouching a little just before the stairs were cut off by the ceiling above, Megan smiled and waggled her fingers at me in a silent goodbye. Then, she kept on climbing. I heard her unlock the basement door and step out, the music of the party swelling. Giving myself a moment to collect my thoughts, I then got up and followed her up the stairs, returning to the party I hadn’t wanted to attend but now felt like it was the best decision of my life.

I didn’t see Megan anywhere upstairs. Moving down the hall, I went back to the kitchen, but she wasn’t there. She wasn’t in the living room, either. But Eric was, his arm around Sasha, his eyes a little glazed from alcohol as he reached out with his other hand and gripped my shoulder. “Dude, where have you been?” He said. “I was looking for you. Sasha has this friend who I think you’d be perfect for.”

“Oh yeah?” I said. But the truth was, I didn’t even care. What would have seemed usually exciting an hour or two ago now paled into insignificance compared to what had just happened. My head was full of Megan, full of memories of the wild things she had done to me, the things she had made me feel that no other woman ever had. No giggling sorority girl, I knew, was ever going to top that.


  
3. Megan’s First Lesson

I waited almost a week before calling.

You’re supposed to wait a while. You don’t want to come off as to eager, too desperate. But also, in this case, I had some seriously conflicted feelings.

I wanted to see Megan again. Of course I did. She was sexy as hell, and my encounter with her in Eric’s basement that night was by some margin the best sex I had ever had.

But the truth was, she scared me, too. She was so wild, so out-of-control. So sexually aggressive and dominant. Plus, she had those wacky feminist views of hers, and in a way, the sex played right into that. I remembered, with a flush of deep embarrassment every time I thought of it, how she had made me apologize for my male privilege. How she had made me agree with concepts I didn’t even believe in, all for the sake of sex. And this wasn’t even on a first date. This was on the very first night we met. There was no telling what else she might want to do as our relationship progressed.

There was undeniably something about her, though. And I don’t mean just the sex, although that was enough by itself. I still remembered our conversation in the kitchen. There was so much we didn’t agree on, but there was no denying that she was smart. And funny, too, once you got past her self-righteous opinions on gender relations. Maybe her course of study had ruined her, I thought to myself. All that gender studies indoctrination to tell her she was a victim in the world, when in our encounter, at least, she had been anything but.

I had my doubts, of course. But I was young, and since when did a young man ever get let politics stand in the way of getting laid? Especially when the attraction was so undeniably strong, when hardly a minute of the day went by without me thinking of her and the things she had done to me. Whatever her political views, she was the wildest and most uninhibited woman I had ever been with, and that wasn’t something I was ready to give up lightly.

So after a conflicted week, I called her.

“Hey, it’s Scott. From that party at Eric’s place.”

“Hi, Scott,” she said, and I felt like I could hear the smile in her voice. “What’s up?”

“Well, I had a great time last week,” I said, and then chuckled a little at the lame cliché coming out of my mouth. That’s something you say when you have a good meal at a restaurant or see a good film at the movies. It hardly did justice to the wildest sexual experience of my life, one of the most powerful orgasms I had ever had. It hardly did justice to the insane combination of embarrassment and desire I felt whenever I thought about it, and I thought about it a lot. It didn’t even begin to touch the complex feelings that swelled inside me every time I thought about Megan and the way she had dominated me, the way she had used me for her pleasure. Already, I felt like I was off to a bad start.

“Yeah, no shit,” Megan said, our shared laughter helping to break the tension a little.

“Yeah, so, I was wondering if you wanted to go out? With me? As in, on a date?”

“A date?”

”Yeah, you know. A date. One of those things people do to get to know each other better?”

“Yeah, a date could be fun,” Megan said slowly. “You know what would be even more fun? Tying you up and making you eat my pussy again.”

“Jesus,” I said, shaking my head as a bright burst of Megan’s laughter rang out from my phone.

“What? You’re not on speakerphone with your friends or something, are you?”

“No. It’s just… I don’t think I ever knew another girl who talked like that.”

“Well, first off, I’m not a girl,” Megan said firmly. “I’m a woman. Secondly, I’m not as repressed as the women you probably usually go for. Guys talk like that all the time, so why can’t we?”

“Well yeah. You can, if you want, of course.”

“Thanks for your permission, white man,” Megan said dryly. “Where do you live?”

“In the residence halls.”

There was a short pause after that, a pause in which I felt like I could feel my heart slowly beating. I felt insanely nervous, and honestly, it felt like whatever ended up happening, I would be nervous about it. I wanted to see her again, of course, but she was so forward, so uninhibited, so completely different from me or anyone I knew that, to be frank, it intimidated me. And even though I knew that was part of the attraction, it did nothing to calm my nerves while I waited for her response.

“Okay,” she said. “Why don’t you come to my place? I have roommates, but we can be discreet.”

“Yeah, okay,” I said, and I grabbed a pen to take down her address, surprised all the while at how easy this was. Whatever I had expected from calling her, I hadn’t expected this. But in a way, I could see she was right. It cut through the bullshit. We both knew what to expect.

At least, I thought I did.

I arrived at Megan’s place shortly after dinner. I had eaten lightly, microwaving something in my room. The knots in my stomach were too tight to allow me to eat much, and frankly, I couldn’t wait to get over there. Even if I was still massively nervous about what might happen. Still, it was rare for me to have such confidence that sex was definitely going to happen, and that excited me. I dressed in jeans and a shirt that I like to think I look good in, heading out the door and taking a bus to the address Megan had given me. She didn’t live too far from college, and as I walked up the stairs, I could see she shared a big old-fashioned house on a leafy street with her roommates. When I knocked on the door, I was glad that she answered it. In my state of confusion and desire, it felt difficult to even talk to anyone else.

“Hi,” she said, fixing me with a dazzling smile. “Come in.”

She held the door wide, and as I stepped through, I took the opportunity to inhale her scent. She smelled of some faint floral perfume, a pretty aroma that matched her well. And she looked gorgeous. She was wearing a light yellow summer dress, paired with brown leather knee-high boots with a chunky heel. She had her hair down this time, the lavender waves cascading over her shoulders, framing her pretty face with her bright blue eyes glowing and her nose ring sparkling as it caught the light. She wasn’t the kind of girl I would normally go for. Too alternative for me, I might’ve thought. And looking at her, you would probably guess that she had the views she had, views that didn’t really agree with mine at all. But there was no denying that she was a very pretty girl – I mean woman. And of course, I already knew from experience she had an incredible body under that flirty dress.

The heels of her boots thumped on the old wooden floors as Megan led me through the house. I mumbled greetings to a couple of her roommates as we passed, but I only had eyes for her. She led me upstairs and down the hall, pushing open the door of what was clearly her room. I followed her inside, and she pushed the door shut, turning to me with glowing eyes. She pressed her lips together for a moment as she smiled, and it looked like she was about to say something. But instead, she stepped toward me. The floral scent of her perfume rose up around me as she grabbed the back of my neck, pulling me toward her. She rose up on her tiptoes to kiss me, and I kissed her back, my simmering arousal growing stronger with the contact of her lips on mine.

Our lips parted, and Megan stepped away from me. Her room was fairly small, with a bed, desk on the far wall with a swivel chair in front of it, and an armchair next to the closet. Megan sat down on the edge of the bed, smoothing her dress over her thighs as she crossed her legs. Uncertain of myself, I stepped toward her, and she raised one foot, pointing her toes at me without uncrossing her legs.

She said, and I paused, looking at her uncertainly.

“What?”

“Why do you still have clothes on?”

There was a challenge in her bright blue eyes, even as she stared at me. And I smiled. This was one of the things I liked most about her, of course. This forwardness, this aggression. There was no pretending with her. It seemed like we weren’t even going to sit and talk for a while. Instead, we were going to get straight down to business. Fine by me.

I reached for the buttons of my shirt, undoing it. Megan lowered her raised foot, shifting just a little on the bed, her hands gripping the edge of the mattress as she watched. But that was all she did, watched. I had been expecting her to start taking her clothes off too, but she didn’t. Instead, she just sat there, looking me up and down, enjoying the show as I pulled off my shirt and set it down on the floor. I kicked off my shoes, too, and Megan nodded her approval, her lavender hair swaying a little as her eyes dropped to the front of my pants.

I unfastened my belt. I unzipped my pants, and I knew she could see the bulge of my erection in my boxer shorts as I let them fall to the floor. I stepped out of them, feeling self-conscious as I stood in front of her in nothing but my underwear.

“Go on,” Megan said. “Do the rest.”

I took a deep breath. There was nothing for it. Besides, it was nothing she hadn’t seen before. I pulled down my boxer shorts, letting them fall to the floor beside my pants, and my cock sprang free, already raging with desire. Megan looked straight at it, smiling with delight to see the state of arousal I was in, knowing she was the cause.

“You boys and your cocks,” she said, shaking her head a little. “Does it ever get annoying being completely ruled by that thing?”

“I’m not completely ruled by it,” I said, and Megan raised her eyebrows.

“Oh no? And after the way I treated you last weekend, you came around here to lick my pussy again, like you just can’t get enough of being treated badly by me. That’s not being ruled by your cock?”

“I mean… I wouldn’t look at it that way.”

“Well, luckily, you’re not here for your philosophical acumen,” Megan said, rising to her feet from the bed. “You’re here to make me cum. Aren’t you, bitch?”

“What’s with all this bitch stuff?” I said, turning to watch her as she moved across the room. She stepped past the armchair, moving toward her closet and opening it. As she reached inside, I heard something rattle.

“That’s what you are to me,” she said, still smiling. “Besides, I like using insults that men have used against women for centuries. It’s time you boys got a taste of your own medicine. The only trouble is, you seem to really like it.”

Carrying something I couldn’t see in her hand, Megan stepped the few steps across the room toward me. Taking my hand in hers, she pulled it behind my back. My cock throbbed as she took hold of the other one too, and by the time I heard the click of metal, it was already too late. She had handcuffed me, immobilizing my hands behind my back. And once she had me in cuffs, she walked around to stand in front of me, reaching out with one hand to take my cock in her grip.

“That’s better,” she said. “Look, Scott, I’m sure you’ve figured this out by now, but in case you haven’t, here’s how it’s going to work with us. The only way you get any pussy from me is by being a good boy and doing exactly what you’re told. The world might be a fucking patriarchy out there where white men like you call the shots, but I’m not having that in my bedroom. In here, I rule. Got it?”

“Yeah, got it,” I said, looking at her in astonishment. Anyway, she was right. After our first wild encounter, it shouldn’t have been a surprise that she felt that way. Clearly, she was a woman who loved to be in charge. But hearing her say it, being put in cuffs by her immediately, was something else. She had a whole philosophy behind the things she did, her taste for kinky sex part of her personal politics. The thing I like most about her and the thing I like the least were inextricably linked, and it was becoming clear to me that I couldn’t have one without the other. But as she slowly stroked my cock, standing there in her sexy dress and boots, it was obvious to me which of my impulses was most likely to win.

“Good,” Megan said. “Now, I know you came over here expecting to fuck me. That’s such male privilege too, by the way. The fact that you can just go to the house of a woman you don’t even know, and it never even occurs to you to worry about your personal safety. Does anyone know you’re here?”

“No.”

“Exactly. If I was going to meet a strange guy, especially somewhere that’s not public, I’d have so many friends checking in on me. You guys just don’t get what it’s like to be a woman.”

“Yeah, well you don’t get what it’s like to be a man, either.”

“Oh please,” Megan snorted, continuing to rub my cock as she spoke and eroding my capacity to argue with her, making it almost impossible to think straight. “You’re not that complicated. Selfish, misogynist, oblivious, and permanently horny. You’re pretty easy to figure out.”

“That’s harsh.”

“Am I wrong?”

“Well… I’m not a misogynist.”

Megan smiled.

“Implying you are the rest of those things. It’s all right, I can see it for myself. Kind of hard to deny you’re horny when I’ve got your cock in my hand, isn’t it?”

“If you hate men so much, why did you give me your number?”

Megan sighed.

“See, this is what I’m talking about,” she said. “You have so much to learn. I don’t hate men. It’s not hating men to want a fairer world for women. I don’t hate men. I just think you need to give up your position of privilege and learn who is really the superior sex.”

“Do you really think that? That women are superior to men?”

Megan grinned. Her hands tightened around my cock, no longer stroking, just possessively holding. Her blue eyes shone as they stared into mine, and the feeling of power that emanated from her was unmistakable.

“Are you going to stand there and tell me we aren’t?”

“Well… I’m not really in a position to do that right now, am I?”

“No. You’re not. And guess what, bitch? Before the night is over, you’ll be agreeing with me that women are superior to men in every way.”

I looked at her in astonishment. One thing I had already learned about her was that it wasn’t always easy to tell just how serious she was being when she said things like this. She had a dry sense of humor that made it hard to distinguish a joke or an exaggeration from her true opinion. Plus, I remembered the things she had said when she had me tied to the weight bench, and how much more extreme they were than the things she had said to me in the kitchen, when we both had our clothes on. Arousal seemed to encourage her in her views, making them more extreme. Or maybe it was just because she knew she could get away with it once she had me turned on.

Because she could. That much was already obvious. Releasing her grip on my cock, Megan turned away from me, her dress swirling around her thighs. She walked – no, strutted – back to the bed and sat down again. Looking at me, she pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Get on your knees.”

“You can’t be serious.”

“I think you know that I can, and that I am. You know, you’re really talking like a guy who doesn’t want to get laid tonight. I just told you the rules, didn’t I? You do what you’re told, or you don’t get this pussy. Now, come over here and kneel at my feet like a good boy.”

I hesitated. But Megan seemed willing to wait. She just stared at me, her finger still outstretched, her bright blue eyes still peering into mine. Like she knew I would obey, even before I did. Naked and handcuffed in her room, it wasn’t like I had much choice, but at the same time, I didn’t want to give in. I didn’t want to confirm the things she said, confirm her in her views that were starting to sound increasingly demented.

But I wanted her. She was 100% right about that. I wanted her so desperately, and if embarrassing myself in her presence was what it took, I found myself shockingly willing to do it. I didn’t want to, of course. But I wanted her more than I didn’t want to debase myself for her weird feminist amusement.

I walked forward. Megan’s smile only deepened as she watched me kneel down on the floor of her bedroom, right where she had pointed.

“That’s a good boy,” she said. “See? You’re learning already. This is what I’m saying. Men can be taught. It’s just a question of harnessing their sexual energies in the right way.”

“Is this what they teach you in your gender studies lectures?”

Megan burst out laughing at that.

“No, not quite,” she said. “But maybe they should. God, imagine if I told Prof. Sanders about this. I wonder what she would think? I mean, she’s sex positive, I know that. She’d probably think it was pretty great, honestly.”

I said nothing, just gazing up her. The thought of her telling anyone about this, about what we were doing here, made my blood run cold. But I remembered with a shock of fear the video she had taken when she had me tied to the weight bench, the things she had made me say and do. This woman had leverage on me. Then again, it wasn’t like I had much choice.

Still smiling, Megan uncrossed her legs. I watched, the breath catching in my throat as she lifted up her skirt. Underneath, she wore a pair of white panties with a polkadot pattern on them, the mound of her pussy visible between her smooth thighs.

“Take my panties off,” she said softly.

“How? I’m in handcuffs.”

“Use your mouth,” Megan said softly, smiling down at me. “God, do I have to tell you everything?”

I smiled a little as I looked up her. If she was going to boss me around – and she clearly was – this was an order I could get behind. I shuffled forward on my knees as she lay back on the bed, lowering my face toward her lap. I took her panties between my teeth, my lips brushing against the skin of her hip as I slowly pulled them down. And as the elastic snapped over her ass, I let go and moved to her other hip, grabbing the panties there and pulling them down again.

Megan giggled. She didn’t lift a finger to help me, just watching as I struggled to remove the soft fabric from her body. Once I had her panties out from under her ass, it got easier. I was able to pull them down her thighs, over her bent knees, struggling just a little as one they got hung up on one of her boots. As I freed them, they fell to the floor, and Megan lifted one foot out of them. Then, she lifted up the other foot, letting her underwear dangle from her ankle.

“All the way off, bitch,” she said softly. So I took her underwear in my mouth again and lifted it off her boots. Her panties dangled from my mouth as I looked at her, awaiting further instructions, my cock throbbing desperately as I stared up under her dress at her waiting pussy.

“Today’s lesson is going to be on female pleasure,” she said, adopting a lecturing tone that I was becoming increasingly familiar with. “Specifically, the female orgasm. You need to learn, bitch boy, that when it comes to sex, the woman always comes first. And the best way to do that is not with your pitiful cock, but with your mouth. You’re going to be getting plenty of practice eating pussy, so you may as well start. Get to work, and don’t stop until I tell you. In fact, I don’t want to hear a peep out of you until your job is done. I have some studying to do, so get to work. Now.”

She was incredible. There was no denying it. She could switch so easily from being relatively normal to being unbelievably authoritative and commanding, and somehow, I kept on falling for it. Somehow, I kept letting her get me into these positions where I had no choice but to obey her, to reinforce whatever her crazy views about gender were. I just wanted her too much. I wanted to eat her pussy, just like she said, and if that was part of some lesson she wanted to teach me, so be it.

While I shuffled toward her with hands bound, Megan reached toward her bedside table and picked up a book. The Second Sex, I read on the cover as she opened it, but I didn’t pay much attention to that. Instead, my gaze was fixed on her body, on the pussy I could see shining between her gorgeous thighs. She parted her legs to let me in, her eyes already on the pages in front of her instead of on me, as if I wasn’t even there. I ran my tongue over the soft folds of her sex, tasting her again, my cock leaping with desire in recognition of the flavor of a woman.

For a long while, the only sound in the room was me lapping at her pussy, her breathing steadily, and the occasional turning of the pages of her book. After a while, she rested it on top of my head, further reinforcing my status as nothing but an object for her to use. But by then, my mouth was full of the taste of her, my cock throbbing desperately, and everything she did seemed unspeakably sexy to me. The fact was, I was getting used to being treated like this. I was starting to enjoy it. She was so sexy when she was selfish, so desirable when she flexed her power over me, and more and more, I was coming to desire exactly these expressions of her female authority. Maybe she was right, I thought with a tiny little shiver as I kneeled between her thighs. Maybe she really was better than me. Certainly, everything that had happened between us up to that point seemed to suggest that she was much smarter and more in control than I was. I’ve never really felt inferior to anyone, but Megan’s easy dominance of me had me questioning much of what I used to think I knew about myself.

Her self-control was remarkable. I licked her pussy with everything I had, determined to give her pleasure, but for a long time, she barely made a sound. Totally engrossed in her book, absorbed in her studies as if I wasn’t even there. It became its own kind of battle, I suppose, a point of pride for me to try and make her react to what I was doing between her legs.

Finally, she did.

At first, her breathing quickened. Then, a soft sigh escaped from her lips, followed by another.

I kept up a steady rhythm, pressing my tongue hard against her, plunging it between the lips of her pussy at times, at other times using it to tease her swollen clitoris.

Eventually, with a sigh, Megan closed the book and set it down on the bed beside her. Finally, she turned her attention to me, and I gazed up her as I continued to lick, losing myself in those beautiful blue eyes as she smiled down at me.

She didn’t say a word. She ran her fingers through my hair, stroking me affectionately while I pleasured her. And before long, her sighs turned to soft moans of pleasure. She kept her voice down, probably because of her roommates. But I felt a swelling of pride that matched the surge in my cock to know that I was finally getting to her. I had so little power in the situation I found myself in, but it felt like a win to make her react.

As much as she tried to suppress them, her moans of pleasure got louder. More rapid, too, each following closer on the heels of the last. And I took that as encouragement. I picked up the pace, moving my tongue faster as I teased her pussy, the juices dripping freely out of her body now, staining the mattress below her.

Megan closed her eyes. Sitting up, she gripped my head with both hands now, swinging her legs over my shoulders. Her leather boots creaked as she crossed her feet at the ankles, trapping my head between her legs. Not like I wanted to be anywhere else.

She let out a long moan as she finally came, her juices pouring out of her to fill my mouth. With a gasp, she released her grip on my head and flopped back on the bed, quivering with pleasure. And I stayed where I was, kneeling at her feet, staring at her beautiful body that lay in front of me, her taste in my mouth, and yet still not getting quite what I wanted.

Megan sat up, pushing herself clumsily up with her arms to smile down at me again.

“Now, that wasn’t bad, but there’s definitely room for improvement,” she said, assuming that lecturing tone again. “Luckily for you, I’m very patient. So give me a minute to recover, and we’ll try that again, bitch boy. You’re going to be licking my pussy all night. And only when I decide that you’ve finally learned to do it probably will I consider letting you get that cock anywhere near me.”


  
4. Owned By A Feminist

Megan moaned above me. By now, she was lying fully back on the bed, her dress pulled up around her waist, giving me free access to her sex. And I was making the most of it. I ran my tongue up and down her dripping slit, and every lick produced a new moan of pleasure from her, and in a way, it felt like a tiny victory. I had never been with a woman so demanding, so clear on what she wanted and so aggressive about getting it. At least it made things easier. With Megan, I could see there were no coy games, no guessing what she really wanted. She wanted this, and she was getting it.

Still, my cock was aching desperately as I continued to lick her pussy. It had been going on for a while now, long enough to make my jaw ache from going down on her. But I didn’t stop. I had heard what she had said about not giving me what I wanted until she was fully satisfied, and nothing in the way she had treated me so far give me any reason to think she would change her mind about that. There was only one path to getting what I wanted, what I felt like I needed. And that was to do as Megan said.

It was kind of genius, in a way. This woman I hardly knew had me worked up to such a state of arousal that I was practically desperate for her. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I couldn’t even touch myself, and so my cock continued to rage unabated, on fire with a desire that only she could alleviate. I had no choice but to channel all my desires, all of my lust, into pleasing her, and it showed. I had already licked her to one orgasm, the juices pouring wildly out of her pussy to soak the bedsheet below with a dark stain of her selfish pleasure. But clearly, for her, that wasn’t enough.

I kept on licking. And above me, Megan kept moaning, her pleasure continuing to rise inside her as she once again approached that lofty peak. I could hear the leather of her boots creaking where they pressed against my back, her feet arching as she moaned in bliss. I was giving her incredible pleasure. At least, I hoped I was. From where I kneeled in front of the bed, it certainly looked like it. I was still young, my sexual experience necessarily limited by age, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t picked up a trick or two when it came to pleasing a woman. And Megan’s body was highly responsive, every movement of my lips and tongue seeming to draw a fresh burst of pleasure from her quivering body. I let her moans and gasps of ecstasy guide me on my mission to completely sexually satisfy a woman who, let’s face it, I still knew next to nothing about.

Megan gasped. She had been gasping a lot. Somehow, this felt different. I could feel the tension in her body as she did it, every muscle seeming to strain all at the same time as if struggling against herself. I knew what it meant, so when she cried out in orgasm, forgetting her own instructions to keep the noise down for the sake of her roommates, I wasn’t surprised. I wasn’t surprised when her pussy spasmed against my tongue, another flood of her warm juices pouring out of her to fill my mouth with the exquisite taste of female pleasure. I gulped it down greedily, knowing it was the key to my own ecstasy, my own release from the relentless pressure of desire that I was feeling like a presence inside my body.

Megan shivered on the bed above me, her breasts rising and falling under the yellow fabric of her sundress as she breathed. She unhooked her trembling legs from my shoulders, and her boots thumped heavily on the floor as she let her feet drop. I raised my head from between her quivering thighs, slightly breathless myself, though for very different reasons than she was. For a little while, her rapid breathing was the only sound in the room. I listened hard to see if I could tell if any of her roommates had heard us, but there was no indication they had. Not that it mattered to me, really. She was the one who had to live with them, not me.

Finally, Megan moved on the bed above me. She sat up, clumsily pushing herself half-upright with her arms. Her blue eyes were shining as she looked at me, and it seemed almost like there was an expression of surprise on her face to see me kneeling there in front of her, naked and horny and handcuffed. As if in the heat of the moment, she had forgotten I was even there, losing herself completely in her own sexual pleasure. And as she looked at me, I felt a tiny tremor raced through my own body. I had no idea what was going to happen next, but I was thrillingly conscious of the fact that it really wasn’t up to me. Megan was in total control now, and that turned me on more than I would ever have thought it would as I kneeled there in front of her, naked and vulnerable and desperate for sex.

“Not bad,” she said at last in a voice that was thick with arousal, despite her unimpressed tone. “You’re definitely getting better. They say practice makes perfect. I can give you plenty of practice. How would you like to be my own personal pussylicker, dropping to your knees and giving me head whenever I snap my fingers?”

“It doesn’t sound like the worst thing in the world,” I said with a smile, making Megan laugh again. There was a wildness in her laughter, I noticed. A wildness that came, no doubt, from the intensity of the pleasure I had just given her, the pleasure I could still taste in my mouth as I kneeled on the floor, gazing up at her.

“Good. Because I could use an oral slave, and you seem like the kind of guy who would let me get away with it. You look so horny right now. You’ll do anything for a bit of pussy now, won’t you?”

There was a new note in her voice as she spoke, a kind of sneer to her words. As if the more turned on she got, the crueler she became. And part of me bristled at her mocking words, but there was no denying how exciting it sounded. No one had ever talked to me this way before, like something straight out of an adult film. But it’s not as if Megan was wrong in what she was saying. Maybe that was the worst thing about it all. The fact that as crazy as what she was saying was, she was absolutely right. I felt like I would do absolutely anything for her in that moment, as if nothing at all mattered except the pleasure her beautiful body promised me.

“Yes,” I said uncertainly, since the way she was looking at me seem to require an answer. And her smile deepened at my response, just a little.

“Yeah? Beg me for it then.”

I looked up at Megan in astonishment. She continued to smile as she looked down at me. Again, I wondered if she was serious, and again, I reflected that there was really no reason to think she wasn’t. Plus, I had to concede that I was in the right position for it, literally kneeling at her feet on her bedroom floor with her sitting above me, her wet pussy still on display in front of me, her dress gathered up around her hips and her eyes shining with delight as she looked down at me. I couldn’t really resist, and I knew that. Still, part of me wanted to. I felt as though, if I gave in to her now, there would be no stopping her. That this game, or whatever it was, would continue to new and darker depths, with me falling more and more under the spell of this surprisingly dominant young woman until I really did become her slave. And would that be so bad? Perhaps that was the most damning thing of all. Whenever I thought about her, whenever I imagined being completely in Megan’s power, it didn’t seem like something I needed to be all that afraid of. Instead, it seemed like it would be the most thrilling experience of my life.

Besides, the moment was what it was. Megan was right; I could hardly remember a time in my life when I was more aroused than I was in that moment. I couldn’t remember wanting anyone the way I wanted her, and the more mocking and teasing and dominant she was, the more true that became. She had me right where she wanted me. She had me under her spell, the taste of her pussy in my mouth promising pleasure I couldn’t ignore. She seemed unstoppable, impossible to resist, and I was in no position to stand up for myself. Especially not when it wasn’t at all clear to me that that was even what I wanted to in the first place.

“Please,” I said tentatively, the word catching a little in my throat as if even my body didn’t want to say it. And Megan threw back her head, laughing loudly as her lavender hair cascaded down over her shoulders.

“Oh my God, you’re doing it,” she crowed in triumph. “That’s so pathetic.”

“You told me to do it!”

“I know,” Megan beamed. “That’s what makes it pathetic, that you’ll just do whatever I tell you, just because you want me so bad. You’re cute when you beg. Go on. Keep begging, and you just might get what you want.”

“Please, Megan,” I said again, feeling like the biggest loser in the world. And her laughter didn’t exactly help. She couldn’t contain it, the joyful sound seeming to burst out of her over and over again while I trembled at her feet. It was almost like she was drunk with power, and the more I did what she wanted, the more that sense of power seemed to grow. She was totally in her element, completely in control of the situation, and we both knew it. And I could see from the fire in her eyes, just as I could see from the wet shine of her pussy, that it was turning her on to take charge of me.

“Please,” I said again.

“God, you can’t even beg right,” Megan said in mock exasperation. But the smile on her face never faltered, showing me just how much she was enjoying this. “What’s in it for me?”

I blinked, surprised by the question. For me, sex had always been kind of self-evident. No one had ever asked me to justify it before, and truthfully, I didn’t have a ready answer.

“Because… You’ll enjoy it?” I said tentatively. Megan chuckled as she continued to look down at me.

“Will I? You sure about that? You know, a huge proportion of women get absolutely nothing from penetrative sex. It’s basically a patriarchal heteronormative concept that’s just been forced on the rest of us, whether we like it or not. If you really want to get a woman off, you’ll have a lot better chance with your mouth or your fingers than with your cock.”

“Okay,” I said slowly while Megan smiled down at me still. I didn’t know what else I could possibly say.

“Lucky for you, I actually like it,” Megan went on. “If it’s done right, anyway. You know what you’re doing with that thing?”

“Yes,” I said, but I wasn’t as sure of myself as I was trying to sound. Clearly, Megan was not and easy woman to please. And given the dynamic that had already been established between us, I didn’t doubt that she would criticize my performance no matter what I did. But of course, none of that really mattered. It all paled into insignificance compared to the promise of finally getting to have sex with her. I had to try. I had to do whatever I could to convince her to give me what I wanted, no matter what it took.

“Yeah, right. Why did I even ask you?” Megan said, theatrically raising her eyes toward the ceiling of her room as if asking the universe the rhetorical question. “All guys completely overestimate their skills in bed. I’ve never met one yet who didn’t have a completely inflated ego.”

With that, she sat up straighter on the bed. She leaned forward, her bright eyes staring deep into mine.

“But that’s what I’m here for,” she said, her voice soft now but still dripping with a strange kind of menace. “To knock you down a peg or two. To put you in your place. To teach you what you really are. Now, beg me properly. Beg for this pussy, or you’re never going to get it.”

“Please, Megan, I’m begging you!” I said, my cheeks burning with shame and humiliation churning in my gets while I stared up her. “I – I want you so badly. You’re so sexy. I… I don’t know what else to say.”

Megan smirked, dimples showing in her cheeks on either side of her provocative smile.

“Tell me that you acknowledge your male inferiority,” she said. “Apologize for your white male privilege.”

“Seriously? This again?”

“That’s right,” Megan said, the smile never leaving her face, “this again. And again and again until you get it. Go on. You know you can’t resist. You know you’re going to say it, so you may as well get it over with.”

She was so sure of herself, it was almost infuriating. She would never get away with it if she wasn’t so beautiful. But she was, and she knew it. Clearly, she knew all too well the power her beauty gave her. She was right; I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t resist the wild surge of arousal that boiled inside me like rage, that made any price seem worth paying if it got me what I needed at that moment.

“I…I acknowledge my male inferiority,” I said, and the look on Megan’s face as she heard the humiliating words was actually chilling. As she bit her lower lip, her cheeks shining with pleasure, I could tell that she was getting off on bending me to her will, on making me agree with things she knew I didn’t agree with. And in a way, the fact I didn’t agree kind of proved her point.

“I’m sorry for my white male privilege,” I said again, and again, Megan burst out laughing.

“I’m not sure I believe you,” she said, shaking her head. “But you will be. You’re going to be my little project, I think. I’m going to turn you into an ally, whether you like it or not. And I’m going to do it by using that cock against you.”

As she spoke, she raised one foot from the floor and tapped the rounded toe of her boot against my shaft. I struggled not to groan as my cock bounced up and down, even that slight touch enough to send arousal surging through me.

“And look. I didn’t even film it this time. Aren’t I so generous to you?”

“You want me to answer that?”

“No, not really,” Megan said, pausing again for a moment after speaking. She looked me up and down, and it was almost like I could see the wheels turning in her head, some new wild idea forming in her beautiful head.

“I can make you do anything right now,” she said, her voice so quiet now I had to strain to hear it. “I could make you lick my boots if I wanted to.”

I didn’t dare say anything, instead just looking up at her mutely. I didn’t want to do that, didn’t want to debase myself any further than I already had. But I didn’t feel like she was wrong about that. I didn’t feel like I could resist her, and really, she had already proven that I couldn’t. She was probably right; she probably could make me do anything. She had me so worked up.

“Get up here,” Megan said finally, sitting upright and patting the bed beside her. I practically sprang to my feet, more than ready to obey this particular command. As I climbed onto the bed, my movements made awkward by having my hands cuffed behind me, my cock swung wildly from side to side. And Megan moved on the bed too, rising up onto her knees in front of me. She put her hands on my shoulders, guiding me to where she wanted me to go, and when she had me close to the middle of the bed, she pushed me firmly down. With my hands cuffed, I was in no position to resist her, and I fell on my back on the mattress, my useless hands trapped behind me and my cock sticking up into the air as I lay back on the bed.

Megan kneeled beside me, grinning in triumph at how helpless she had me, how in control she was. I watched, my breath tight, as she pulled her yellow dress off over her head. Underneath, she wore a light blue bra, and as she took it off and cast it to the floor, I could see that her boobs, big as they were, barely moved. Her pink nipples were swollen, hard as two pebbles, and I admired her naked body as she reached down and unzipped both her boots, sliding them off her feet and tossing them to the floor, too. As naked as I was, she moved toward me, crawling along the mattress and placing one hand possessively on my chest. Then, she lifted her leg and swung it over me, straddling me at the hips. As she sat, she trapped my cock underneath her, pinning it back against my stomach. I could feel the wetness of her pussy against my shaft, my manhood throbbing with desperation, so close to what I wanted yet still somehow a million miles away.

“This is the only way we’re going to do it,” Megan said, speaking firmly as she stared deep into my eyes once again. “Me on top. I don’t want you to ever forget who’s in charge here. Most of the time, you’ll probably be tied up or immobilized somehow, too. Not just for my safety, but because it turns me on. You’re just a sex toy for me to use, got it? Just a warm cock for me to enjoy, just the way men have been treating women like nothing more than sex dolls forever.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to risk saying anything that might put her off what I hoped she was about to do. She had her politics, and I had mine, and if she clearly loved bringing them into the bedroom, it was unfortunate, but nothing I couldn’t deal with. Nothing I couldn’t put up with to get what I wanted.

Megan rose up on her knees, reaching underneath her. Without her weight on it, my cock sprang upright, as if desperate for her touch, and as she took it in her hand, pleasure bloomed deep in my guts. Holding my cock at the base, Megan positioned herself above it, and I groaned as the head of my manhood pressed against the wet entrance of her pussy, driving me wild with unrelieved desire.

Megan gasped as she lowered herself down onto my cock. And I gasped too, feeling the wet snugness of her sex enveloping mine. Maybe it was all that teasing, all that anticipation, but somehow, it managed to feel even better than I had imagined it would. It felt better than anything, and everything I had had to say and do to get to this point seemed a small price to pay for this kind of pleasure.

“This cock is mine,” Megan said, her eyes flashing as she leaned forward, both hands on my chest now. And, completely swept up in the moment, barely able to believe I had hooked up with this wild dominatrix, I was more than willing to play along.

“Yes, Megan,” I gasped as she began to ride me, “it’s yours. It’s all yours.”

Megan laughed, and in her laughter, I heard again the stirrings of pleasure in her voice, and it turned me on even more. Her pussy gripped my cock tight as she rode up and down on it, her tireless muscles propelling her up and down, making us both groan with pleasure. With my hands trapped under my body and my body trapped under hers, I really was helpless, but we both knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be more in that moment than right where I was.

“You boys are so easy to control,” she said. “Sometimes I don’t even understand how you ended up running the world. But not for long.”

“No? You’re taking it off us?” I said, smiling up at Megan while she smiled down at me.

“That’s right,” she said. She looked so beautiful as her lavender-colored hair swirled around her face, bouncing on her shoulders, her breasts bouncing too with the rocking rhythm of her body on top of mine, fucking me. “We’re taking it back, and you’re all going to be our little slaves.”

“Well, if anyone could pull that off, it would be you,” I said breathlessly, and Megan laughed again at that. She rode me harder, her body slamming down on top of mine now, my cock buried deep inside her spasming pussy. She had told me she enjoyed penetrative sex, and as I watched her bouncing on top of me, I could see that she had told the truth. She was having an absolute blast up there, her voice ringing with ecstasy, her face flushed with pure pleasure.

“That’s right,” she said, completely out of breath now, her words torn apart by moans and squeals of delight. “I own this cock, and I own you. You’re going to be the perfect simp for me, aren’t you? You’re going to do what you’re told and grovel at my feet to make up for all your unearned privilege.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my cock swelling even more inside her wet pussy as my orgasm approached. “I’m sorry for my male privilege, Megan.”

And that put her over the edge. Megan arched her back, her dyed hair cascading over her bare shoulder blades, her face turned toward the ceiling, her eyes closed. Her mouth was wide open, and her cries of ecstasy rang out in the bedroom, neither of us caring anymore who might hear and know what was going on between us.

Her pussy tightened around me even more, gripping hard around my shaft as if to echo her words about taking possession of it. Another hot flood of juices poured out of her as her orgasm overwhelmed her, and that was enough to push me over the edge I had been hovering on for quite some time now. I came deep inside her, the powerful spurts of my cock driving my cum into her receptive body while we both groaned in shared pleasure.

Megan collapsed on top of me. I could feel her firm breasts pressing against my chest, could feel her hot breath against my cheek. My cock was still buried inside her, and I groaned and trembled as aftershocks of pleasure made her pussy clench around me even more.

Raising her head, she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me. And I kissed her back, the two of us sharing a long and languid make-out session while the powerful hormones of sex still danced in the air. Our tongues slid over one another, our lips pressed against each other, and even though I had just cum, I still felt under the intoxicating spell of desire that she brought out in me. She might be crazy, and her politics were unfortunate, to say the least. But there was no denying the chemistry between the two of us. She wasn’t the sorority girl I had gone to Eric’s party to meet, but there was no denying that she was far better than anyone I might have hoped to encounter.

Megan was smiling again when she finally lifted her lips from mine. She lay in the bed beside me, her face close enough to mine that her features blurred in my eyes. My cock slid out of her dripping pussy, and she draped one leg over me, her arm across my chest, holding me close. In that moment, I wanted to hold her, too, to take her in my arms, but the handcuffs she had put on me made it impossible.

“Can you take these cuffs off?”

Megan’s eyes blazed.

“Hmmm. I’m not sure about that. I mean, what if I want to use you again?”

“You can. You don’t need handcuffs for that.”

“No, I guess I don’t,” she giggled. “But I like them. I like having you here, helpless, ready for me to use whenever I feel like it. Or not. Just a toy. Just a thing, an object. Maybe I’ll tie you to the bed, too, so you can’t get away. You’ll just have to wait until I feel like playing with you again.”

With that, Megan detached herself from my side and climbed out of bed. Wordlessly, I watched as she moved around the room, stooping down next to her discarded clothes and picking up her panties. Then, she went to her closet and came back with a belt. Climbing back onto the bed, she kneeled on the mattress close to my head. I stared up at her in astonishment as she slid the belt around my neck and pulled it tight, then tied the other end to her bedpost.

“Oh, you were serious about that?”

“Of course,” she said, beaming down at me. “You’re not going anywhere. I’m going to make things real simple for you, simp. For the next few hours or however long I decide to keep you, you have only one task in life. To satisfy me, however I choose. And for now, that means shutting the fuck up. Open your mouth.”

Completely overwhelmed by her total dominance, I opened my mouth without a word. Giggling, Megan stuffed her panties inside, gagging me.

“That’s better,” she smirked as she covered my mouth with her hand. “Men should be seen and not heard. Now, you just stay there. I have lots of reading to do, but I’ll let you know when I need a cock break.”


  
5. Call Me Sir

My phone buzzed.

Sliding it out of my pocket, I checked the screen. And straightaway, my heart started to beat faster in my chest.

“I gotta go after this game,” I said, picking up the control pad of Eric’s gaming system again.

His parents still hadn’t come back from their vacation, and it felt weird being back at his house. Back at the scene of the crime, if you like. I couldn’t help thinking about the basement downstairs and the unbelievable adventure I had had there with Megan. And of course, given that it was Megan who had texted me, it was only natural that my mind be occupied by thoughts of this strange woman and the usual relationship the two of us found ourselves in.

“Oh really?” Eric said.

“Yeah. I got things to do.”

But I had only one thing to do, and my cock was already swelling in my pants at the thought of it.

Get your privileged ass over here, the text from Megan read. I want to play with MY cock again.

I wasn’t going to turn down an offer like that, no matter how insultingly it might be phrased.

The bus ride from Eric’s place to Megan’s was interminable. It felt like it would be faster to get out and walk, even though I knew that wasn’t true. And every minute that passed tormented me, fear rising inside me that she might change her mind if I took too long. I had texted her to tell her I was on my way. Her only response of been an emoji showing drops of water, but I knew what that meant. She was wet. She was horny. And I had a raging erection the whole time I sat on the tedious bus.

I didn’t understand the relationship we had, if you could even call it that. We still hadn’t been on a date. Last time I saw Megan, she had tied me to her bed and gagged me with her panties and used me as a sex toy, over and over again. She had fucked me several times, straddling and riding me every time, just as she had said. Sex between us, she insisted, would always mean her going on top, and I had absolutely no problem with that. She looked so beautiful bouncing naked and down on top of me, her breasts swinging with her movements, her face frozen in an expression of pure delight. She loved being in control, and I had to admit to myself that I was finding it more of a turn-on than I would have imagined, too. She was so aggressive, so bossy, but at least I knew where I stood.

When she finally had her fill last time, she let me go. In fact, she practically kicked me out of her house. When I had suggested staying the night, she had just laughed and told me to get lost. And despite the fact I was leaving her house with my balls thoroughly drained, I could still feel desire for her burning inside me, thanks in part to that cruel, dismissive attitude of hers.

Now a few days had passed, and this was the first contact we had had since then. Clearly, Megan had enjoyed herself, just as I had, if she wanted a repeat performance. I already knew I did. And clearly, so did she. She didn’t ask, and she didn’t seem to care what I might be doing or whether I might be busy. She just ordered me to come to her place as if she was ordering food delivery, knowing I would do it just to get to touch that beautiful body of hers again.

Finally, the bus arrived at my stop. I practically launched myself through the open doors and walked quickly the couple of blocks to the big old house she shared with her roommates. As I rang the doorbell, I hoped the bulge of my erection wasn’t visible through my pants. I hoped she would be the one to come to the door, and when it swung open in front of me, I saw that my wish had been granted.

And not just that one.

“Holy shit, Megan,” I said as I looked her up and down.

I couldn’t even help it. My eyes moved by themselves, traveling over the curves of her body as she stood in front of me. She was wearing a dark blue dress, held up by spaghetti straps that went over her shoulders, almost hidden by the soft waves of her lavender hair cascading down around her face. The neckline of the dresser plunged all the way down to her stomach, almost showing her naval, held together by laces that crisscrossed up her body, revealing what seemed like acres of her boobs. The dress was short, too, and I could see the toned muscles of her thighs between the bottom of the dress and the top of the black leather boots she wore that rose above her knees. In short, she looked incredibly sexy, and if I hadn’t already been desperately turned on, the sight of her would have easily done the job.

“You look amazing,” I said. Those dimples began to form at either side of her mouth as she smiled slightly.

“Come in,” was all she said. She was wearing more makeup than I had ever seen her wear before, too, her eyes shining like precious jewels between thick dark lashes, her lips a rich dark red. As she turned to lead me into the house, I took the opportunity to look at her body from behind, the short dress only just covering her ass. Her boots had high heels that thumped on the floor of the house as she led me through the living room, toward her bedroom, and just like the bus journey over, I felt like we couldn’t get there quick enough. As she stepped into her bedroom, I followed her, closing the door behind us. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I looked at her, and she turned to look at me, her hands on her hips.

“I don’t usually dress for the male gaze like this,” she said.

“You should. You look incredible.”

“Yeah, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said, her eyes flashing as she spoke. “Put women in tight dresses and high heels that restrict their mobility, then leer at them like sex objects.”

“I didn’t put you in anything,” I said. “You dressed yourself. You look super hot, Megan. You look sexy as hell. That’s all I’m saying. I’m not trying to control what you wear, or what any woman wears. That’s up to you.”

“Well, I guess that’s a start,” Megan said.

Her leather boots creaked slightly as she shifted her weight from one foot to another. It was starting to seem like every time we met, I had to talk her out of her more strident feminist views. As if she saved them up when I wasn’t around, then unloaded them on me, making me pay for whatever subject she had most recently discussed in class with her professor. But there was that conflict in her again, the parts of her views and her behavior that didn’t line up. She had to know what she looked like. She had dressed for maximum sex appeal, and it worked spectacularly well, so why did she seem angry about it? Again, I found myself wondering just how serious she was in her convictions, and how much she was playing a role. But my mind was too full of desperate desire for that incredible body in front of me to think about it too much.

“It’s good of you to acknowledge that I can wear what I like,” she said, tossing her hair back from her beautiful face. “But you can’t. Get those clothes off and get my cock out.”

I smiled in spite of myself. She was aggressive. She was demanding. She was complicated. But she was the sexiest woman I had ever been with, and standing in front of me in her provocative outfit, I would defy any man to resist her commands. Especially when I felt confident they were going to lead to more great sex. I stripped off in front of her, quickly kicking off my shoes and shedding my clothes until I was once again naked in her bedroom with her fully clothed. And she looked me up and down, her hands still on her hips, her shining eyes lingering on my cock that stood out proud from between my legs, ready and downright desperate for her beautiful body.

“How does it feel being reduced to an object for the female gaze?” she asked, a slight sneer that I recognized in her voice.

“Actually, pretty great,” I confessed. Megan snorted loudly.

“Oh really? You would say that. Okay, well give me something to look at them, slut. Turn around. Face the door.”

I did as I was told. Honestly, it didn’t even really cross my mind to do anything else. She had that power over me, and it worked at a distance, to summon me to her house whenever she wanted. But it was even more potent when she was standing in front of me, especially looking as dropdead gorgeous as she did. I turned around, feeling incredibly self-conscious to be standing naked in front of her, but by now, I knew that she had her little games, the points she had to prove probably more to herself than to me. I was just along for the ride, and while it might be humiliating, it was also the biggest thrill I had ever had to submit to this fascinating woman.

Megan moved behind me. I didn’t turn my head to see, but I could hear her high heels on the floor of her bedroom. She was walking slowly toward me, taking her time. Letting the anticipation build. Finally, she was standing behind me. I could hear her breathing, and I could tell she was close. Close enough to touch. But she didn’t. Not right away. She just stood there, and I stood in front of her, naked and vulnerable.

Then, a loud slap echoed in the room, making me jump. My cock swung wildly back-and-forth with the movement of my body as stinging pain spread across one of the cheeks of my ass. She had slapped me! She had smacked my ass, and as I turned to look at her in surprise, I heard her laughing loudly.

“Don’t turn around, bitch,” she said quickly, and I turned my head to face the door again. Now, I was practically trembling as I wondered what she might do next. I jumped again at the touch of her fingers, but this time, it was light. Her fingertips slid gently over my skin, her touch feeling almost like electricity passing over my body as she slowly circled around me. When she was in front of me again, my eyes did their familiar dance over her beautiful body, her big breasts straining against the laces of the dress that barely contained them, her thighs looking infinitely kissable as she paraded around in her tall boots that made her close to my height. Her fingertips ran over my stomach as she continued to circle around me, standing behind me again.

“Bend over. Touch your toes,” she said.

Spreading my feet, I leaned forward, bending at the waist. My fingers almost reached the floor as I stretched them out, and looking back between my legs, I could see the shining leather of her boots as she moved. Taking a step back to admire the view, it seemed. I couldn’t see her face, but I could feel her eyes on me, and even if I didn’t want to admit it, I was starting to understand what she meant about being subject to the gaze of another. I couldn’t have been in a much more vulnerable position, and I had the fading sting of her slap on my ass to remind me that Megan was capable of just about anything.

“Good. Now, stay bent over like that and reach back and grab your ass. All your cheeks apart. Show me your asshole.”

“Are you serious?” I asked. It was a stupid question, and I knew that the minute it was out of my mouth. Anytime I asked Megan that question, the answer came back the same.

“Yes, I’m serious. You’re my little toy, aren’t you? Has any woman even seen your asshole before?”

“No,” I said.

“Then show me, whore.”

I hesitated. But as usual, I could see that there was no point in arguing. Megan was a woman of very specific tastes, and she never hesitated to make sure she got what she wanted. It was part of what made her as sexy as she was. Even if I didn’t particularly like where this was going, I had learned that there were great rewards for indulging her little kinks and perversions. Besides, already it felt like I didn’t have much choice.

Slowly, I reached back behind myself, grabbing hold of my ass. I squeezed my eyes shut, struggling with the shame that filled me as I pulled my cheeks apart. I heard Megan chuckle behind me, then heard her boots on the floor again as she approached me. I jumped as I felt her touch me, one finger, wet from her mouth, teasing the rim of my asshole as it clenched in response.

“What are you doing?”

“Ssshhh,” Megan urged, her other hand gripping one of my cheeks as she continued to move her moistened finger over my hole. “Look at this tight virgin asshole. You’ve never had anyone fuck you here, have you?”

“No, and I’m not going to,” I said firmly. As firm as a man can be, anyway, when he’s bent over with his ass splayed out for the amusement of a woman he barely knows. Megan laughed again.

“Hard limit?”

“What does that mean?”

“It means a limit that you aren’t open to negotiating.”

“Then yeah. Hard limit.”

“So boringly heteronormative of you,” she said, continuing to play with my asshole while I wondered if she would respect my limit, and what I would do if she didn’t. “You know that’s where the male G spot is? I bet I could make you cum so hard, just by slipping a little finger up there.”

“No, Megan,” I said. Chuckling again, she playfully slapped my ass.

“Okay, straight boy,” she said, and from the tone of her voice, I could almost hear her roll her eyes as she spoke. “You’re the one who’s missing out. Besides, you’re here to please me, not the other way around.”

I could feel the fabric of her dress against my skin as she stood close behind me. With one hand still on my ass, she reached down between my legs with the other, and I groaned as she wrapped it around my cock. She stroked me slowly, squeezing tight, and my balls drew up against my body in pleasure as she manipulated me from behind.

“Look how hard you are,” she said. “You can’t wait to cum, can you?”

“No,” I admitted.

“Are you going to be a good boy and do everything I say?”

“Yes, Megan,” I sighed. Her hand stopped moving, instead squeezing my cock firmly.

“You know what? I don’t think you get to use my name, bitch. I think you need to address me with a term of respect.”

“Are you –“ I cut myself off before I finish the sentence. Asking if she was serious was a hard habit to shake, but a pointless one, in this context. Megan, I knew, meant exactly what she said.

“Yeah. Something that shows that you know you’re beneath me, that you’ve learned your place in the world. But I don’t want you calling me Mistress or anything like that. That just seems so cheesy to me. Hmmm. What should you call me, slut?”

Megan’s hand began to move again, slowly stroking my cock. I could tell she was thinking, toying with me almost absentmindedly while she focused on this latest problem. But I was quivering with desire all the same, her touch igniting my lust and driving me to distraction.

“You know what?” Megan said at last. “Since like all straight boys, you’re absolutely fucking terrified of something as innocent as a little ass play, I think we’re going to have some fun with that. From now on, you’re going to call me Sir.”

“Sir?”

“Exactly,” Megan chuckled. “Since you’re my bitch now, it just seems fitting. And it’s going to mess with your scared, straight little mind having to address me with a masculine term. Now, say it. Tell me whose cock this is, and use my new title.”

The humiliation was unbelievably intense as I stood there bent over, Megan’s hand still moving up and down my cock. Just like she wanted it to be. My head was spinning, but at the same time, I couldn’t deny my wild desire. She was playing with me so easily, pushing buttons I didn’t even know I had, and this was one more step down the path of submission to her that scared me whenever we played like this. But the way she was making my body feel was unignorable, irresistible, and deep down, we both knew she had already won.

“This is your cock…Sir,” I said, and Megan burst out laughing.

“That’s right, bitch. Say, ‘this cock belongs to Sir.’”

“This cock… Belongs to Sir.”

“Oh my God, this is so amazing,” Megan said, releasing her hold on my manhood. “Okay, bitch. You can stand up now.”

I rose to my feet, groaning a little as I straightened out the sore muscles of my back and legs. Meanwhile, I heard Megan moving behind me. She strode across the bedroom toward the desk that stood in one corner, her thigh boots creaking and the blue fabric of her dress straining around her incredible body. When she turned back toward me, I saw she was holding a marker pen in her hand.

“Hold still,” she ordered. Standing in front of me, she pulled the cap off the pen and leaned toward me. Her boobs strained against the low neckline of the dress and the laces that barely held back, her cleavage inspiring all kinds of desperate desires in me as I watched her drag the pen across the skin of my stomach, just above my throbbing cock.

Property of Sir

She wrote, smiling happily to herself as she straightened up again and set the pen aside.

“That’s a permanent marker,” she said, “so it’s going to take a while for that to fade. That will help you remember how to address your owner.”

As she walked across the room, heading back toward the bed, it was like I could see the confidence radiating off her. She walked with her sexy strut, enhanced by the high heels of the boots she wore and her knowledge of the total power she had over me. She knew I was watching, of course. Sitting down on the bed, she tapped the screen a couple of times, and some music started to play. Then she turned those challenging eyes on me, her dimples showing again as she smiled.

“Dance for me.”

“What? I can’t dance.”

“Big surprise. Do it anyway.”

“Why?”

“Because I told you to, that’s why,” Megan said. “And you’ll do it, if you want to have any shot of getting that cock anywhere near me.”

It was degrading. It was humiliating. But it was meant to be. Megan seemed determined to demonstrate to me just how much power she had to make me do what she wanted, and there was nothing I could do to stop her. Not when I wanted her this badly.

So awkwardly, I began to dance. Shifting from foot to foot, trying to catch the beat of the music she was playing, my cock swinging ridiculously with every move I made while she took it all in, her blue eyes blazing with cold fire and a sadistic little smile on her beautiful face.

“Make it sexier,” she said. “More thrusting.”

With my cheeks burning, I did what she said, thrusting my hips back-and-forth, and she clapped her hands, giggling with glee.

“Come over here, slut,” she ordered. “Your owner wants a lap dance.”

I had no idea what I was doing. But I guess that was the point. My ineptitude added to my humiliation. I walked across the room toward her, my cock swaying right in her face as I danced in front of her. While she clapped and jeered, I turned around, placing my hands on my knees and arching my back as I thrust my ass toward her, and she slapped it several times with both hands, raking her fingernails over my skin at the same time. Then, when I turned around to face her again, she leaned back on the bed, supporting herself with her arms, and I climbed up to kneel on the mattress, straddling her. I moved to the beat, gyrating my body in her lap, and she smiled as she reached down and took hold of my cock, stroking it and making it impossible for me to concentrate on my silly little dance.

“Ever been to a strip club, bitch?”

“Once or twice.”

“Of course you have, you filthy little misogynist. Well, now you’re seeing what it’s like to be objectified, to be treated like a piece of meat. Fun, isn’t it?”

“Well, kind of,” I said. “But it’s pretty humiliating.”

“Exactly. These are the kinds of humiliations women have to go through on a regular basis. Except they’re not getting abused by someone they are attracted to. They’re getting abused by gross guys they would never normally give the time of day. Now, stroke that cock for me.”

Reaching out with her free hand, Megan grabbed one of my hands and pulled it toward my manhood. She lifted her other hand away and placed my hand around my cock. I hesitated, unsure of myself. No woman had ever asked me to do that before. But given all the new experiences Megan had given me over the last little while, that wasn’t saying much. Besides, desire was surging inside me. My hand began to move on my cock, and Megan grinned broadly as she watched me.

“Get off me,” she said, putting her hands on my chest to push me away. “I don’t want you getting cum on my dress. But keep stroking.”

I did. Standing in front of her now, I kept stroking my cock, my manhood surging and my desire growing inside me. A moan of pleasure escaped my lips, and Megan’s eyes flashed as she looked me up and down again.

“You know what? Get on the floor,” she said, pointing to the floor at her feet. “Lie down. On your back.”

I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I was too turned on and too confused to give it much thought. It was easier just to do what she wanted. So I did. I lowered myself down to the floor, first sitting, then lying back. My cock rose up above me as I pumped it, and above that, Megan sat on the edge of the bed, smiling down at me, watching me stroke.

“Are you close?”

“Pretty close, yeah,” I panted, my breath coming in short gasps as my orgasm grew. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. She looked so sexy sitting there on the bed in her revealing dress and boots, and it was all the fodder I needed to drive me to orgasm.

Then, Megan shifted a little. Stretching out one leg, she moved her foot toward me, between my own parted legs. I grunted as I felt the toe of her boot touch my dangling balls. Then, she shifted again, and I gasped in surprise as I felt something hard pressing against my perineum, underneath my scrotum. It was her high heel. Megan was pushing one of her high heels forcefully up behind my balls.

“Keep stroking,” she said. “This is just going to make it way better.”

I found that hard to believe. And yet, it turned out to be true. She pressed slowly but firmly, and as her high heel sank into my skin, I felt a strange feeling at the base of my cock. It was a powerful surge of pleasure unlike anything I had experienced before, a whole new organ involved in my building orgasm. I cried out as I came, spurting my cum high into the air, and Megan laughed as she watched it splatter across my chest and stomach, still pressing her high heel against my body. By the time she withdrew it, I was gasping and panting, fully in the grip of an unbelievably powerful orgasm. As I stared at her in astonishment, not understanding what had happened, she laughed again.

“I just stimulated your prostate,” she said. “It would’ve been so much better if you let me finger you, but still.”

“That was… amazing, Sir,” I said, remembering the strange title she had given herself, and Megan burst out laughing.

“See? You even cum like a girl, from having your G spot played with. Looks like I know your body better than you do, doesn’t it?”

I said nothing. But there was no disputing the truth. Lying there on the floor, struggling to recover from what she had done to me, my mind was racing with all kinds of questions and doubts.

But Megan didn’t question anything. And if she ever doubted herself, she never seemed to show it.

Pulling her foot back, she stood up from the bed. As she walked toward me where I lay on the floor, her dress seemed even shorter, and I gazed with longing at the incredible body on display in front of me, despite the powerful orgasm I had just had. My cock lay limp now against my thigh, drained by what she had done, but she was too sexy for me to not want her, no matter what stage of the refractory period I might be in.

Megan stood beside my head. Her leather boots creaked again as she turned to stand over me, facing my feet, and bent her knees, lowering herself down on top of me. Just before the darkness under her dress engulfed me, I saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties, and desire bloomed inside me once again.

She sat on my face, and I began to eagerly lick her delicious pussy, frantically trying to please this unpredictable goddess who had me so completely at her mercy. And Megan groaned in pleasure, shifting her weight a little on her knees as she adjusted to her new throne.

“That’s right, bitch, lick Sir’s pussy,” she said in a voice that dripped with excitement. “It’s the least you could do for me after I just taught you how to cum.”



  
6. Megan’s Property

Darkness enveloped me. Megan sat on my face like a queen on her throne, shutting out the rest of the world so that all I had to focus on, all I could focus on, was her. The smell and taste of her arousal buzzed around my head, supercharging my own desire. I could feel the weight of her body as she ground her pussy against my mouth, could hear the leather of her boots creaking with every movement she made. Every now and then, as she moved, my pupils would tighten at a rogue burst of light, soon to be shut out as her ass engulfed me again.

She was moaning steadily. And that erotic sound, like her smell, like her taste, continued to inspire me to please this incredible woman. My cock was raging desperately, despite the orgasm I had just had, and even the memory of that, the way Megan had manipulated my own body as if she knew it better than I did, was part of my wild desire. It was all so new to me, all so intoxicating, and I felt drunk with her as I continued to tongue her slit, continued to desperately give her pleasure, hoping all the time for some more of my own.

But for now, Megan didn’t care about that. She was lost in her own world of pleasure, her moans getting louder and more rapid by the minute. Soon, I could feel her pussy spasming against my mouth, the flood of her juices becoming even more pronounced, and I knew what was happening. Driving my tongue up between her silken folds, I kept a steady rhythm, teasing her clitoris with the tip of my tongue while the base rubbed against her trembling pussy lips, and before long, I was treated to the sexual explosion I had been looking for.

Megan howled in pleasure. Again, she seemed to have forgotten about her roommates, seemed not to care at all about what they may or may not hear. Now, nothing mattered to her except the pleasure she was feeling, and it felt good to be the one giving her pleasure, even in such a submissive and humiliating way. Clearly, Megan had a way of bringing out parts of myself I never knew existed, and that was part of the adventure of being with a woman like her. That, and the fact I never knew what was coming next.

Megan gasped in orgasm. Then, as her spasm of pleasure passed, she climbed off my face. Her legs trembled visibly as she crawled for a moment across the floor, sitting down heavily beside me, supporting herself with one arm while she curled her legs underneath her. I gazed at her in a kind of astonishment, still completely overwhelmed not just by her beauty but by the various contradictions she presented. She was so uninhibited, so wild, so free, and it was absolutely entrancing. At the same time, her prickly personality made me feel that this young relationship was already on some shaky ground.

But there was no denying the sexual chemistry between us. There was no denying how much pleasure we could give each other, how much pleasure we both got from this crazy game of dominance and submission we were playing.

Is that enough to build a relationship on? I felt like we were about to find out.

Megan drew a deep breath, and let it out in a sigh, her boobs straining against the laces of the dress that struggled to contain them. Her bright blue eyes were shining, her pretty face framed by the tangled locks of lavender hair that tumbled around her shoulders. Her face was flushed with pleasure, her skin a delightful shade of pink around her cheeks, and it was genuinely hard to imagine a more beautiful sight than the one in front of me, a fully sexually satisfied young woman feeling for herself just how gorgeous she was.

But I already knew that Megan wasn’t the type to leave things alone. When she got excited like this, there was almost no end to her self-indulgence, her depravity, her imagination. It was another thing I liked about her.

And as she reached out over my body as I lay on the floor, taking hold of my cock, I groaned at the feeling. Slowly, she started to stroke it, and my desire made me groan again, squirming underneath her where I lay on the floor, desperate for more of the pleasure I knew she could give me.

“I kind of have a conflicted relationship with penises,” she said thoughtfully, as if someone had asked her. She stroked me slowly, her eyes on my manhood now as she spoke. “I mean, they’re practically the symbol of the patriarchy. This disgusting phallic thing was designed to penetrate and subdue women, to deposit seed inside us and leave us with the consequences. And you guys let these things lead you around.”

“That’s… One way of looking at it,” I said.

With her hand on my cock, I could hardly think straight, let alone come up with a coherent argument against what she was saying. At the same time, I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to disagree with her. I didn’t buy into her radical feminist agenda, but the last thing I wanted to do now was make her angry and maybe discourage her from doing what she was currently doing. The worst part about that, I realized, was that in a way, it suggested that she was at least partly right.

“It’s the only way of looking at it,” Megan went on, her pretty eyes flashing as she raised them to look at me, her hands still moving on my cock. “At the same time, I won’t deny that they have their uses. They’re just not the ideal thing to build society on. It’s almost like… Like a dangerous animal. Like a wolfdog or something. If you can tame them and train them, they can be useful to you. But you have to teach them who’s boss.”

“You’re fucking crazy,” I said, but I laughed as I said it, to soften the potential impact of the words. And luckily, Megan chuckled too. She was always very forthright in expressing her views, never hesitant to let me know what she thought. But she did seem refreshingly hard to offend.

“You’re the one who’s with me,” she said with a smile, her hand never stopping its teasing motion on my cock. “I think I should tame this thing, don’t you? I think he needs to be put in his place.”

“And what place would that be? Sir,” I quickly added as Megan’s eyes flashed. And when she heard me use the gender-bending term of respect, the smile returned to her face.

“I can think of a couple.”

Releasing her grip, she rolled up onto her knees. Then, while my heart hammered in my chest with excitement and anticipation, she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. Taking hold of my cock, she guided it inside the pussy I had just licked, both of us moaning with powerful sensations of pleasure. As she began to slide her pussy up and down my shaft, she leaned forward, placing her hands on my chest for balance.

I reached up toward her, taking her boobs in my hands. Megan let me caress them, let me lift and squeeze them, my fingers finding the twin bulges of her nipples through the dress and the bra she wore underneath it. And she closed her eyes for a moment, sighing in even greater pleasure and sticking her chest out even more to let me play with her breasts while she bounced up and down a little more rapidly on my cock.

“That’s it,” she said in a breathy voice. “I’m going to tame this cock. I’m going to train it to please me, and only me. I’m going to take away your male privilege bit by bit, and turn you into my little sex toy. Tell me I own this cock.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, partly from shock at the things she was saying, partly from the pure power of the pleasurable sensations racing through my body. It was hardly out of character for her to talk like this. After all, her handwriting was still on my stomach proclaiming my genitals her property. And I didn’t want to say it, didn’t want to agree to her latest crazy idea. But as usual, part of me wanted nothing else. As usual, the sheer kinky deviance of it appealed to whatever part of my brain was so unexpectedly into this. Besides, it would make her happy. And right now, given the way she was making me feel, that was something that seemed very important to me.

“Say it,” Megan said. Her eyes opened, blazing with blue fire as they looked down at me, and her hands found my nipples. Pinching them between her fingers and thumbs, she twisted them, sending twin jolts of pain through my chest, and I groaned at the mingled sensations of pain and pleasure she was giving me.

“You own this cock, Sir,” I gasped, and Megan let out a long moan of excitement, her pussy spasming around my cock to fill us both with sexual pleasure.

“That’s right, I do,” she said. “From now on, it’s just for my pleasure, okay, bitch? Just my personal toy to do whatever I want with.”

“Yes, yes, Sir,” I babbled, by now completely lost in wild and desperate desire, my whole body hovering on the edge of pleasure as I lay beneath her. I would have said anything, would have promised the most outrageous things just to keep doing what she was doing, giving me such a wild bliss that I could hardly think straight.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Megan said, her eyes closing again. Her breasts bounced in her tight dress as she sat back, taking them away from my hands. At the same time, she rode my cock more forcefully now, her movements faster and faster as her pleasure peaked. My own pleasure was boiling inside me, a powerful orgasm rising up from between my legs, but I tried to hold it back as best I could. I wanted to give her one more explosion of pure bliss before I surrendered to my own, wanted her to feel as delighted and satisfied by the sex we had as I did.

Somehow, I managed it.

Megan’s whole beautiful body tightened and stiffened on top of me as she rode my cock to another orgasm. Again, I felt her pussy tighten, felt the hot juices pour out of her to anoint my skin like a prize I had won. As her scream of passion filled the bedroom, I echoed it with my own moan of rapture.

Only seconds after her climax, my cock exploded inside her. It thumped and throbbed between the tight walls of her spasming pussy, my orgasm going on and on until it seemed like it would never end. I heard Megan gasp in surprise at the force and volume of my explosion, and I lay back on the hard floor of her bedroom, my chest rising and falling rapidly as I gasped, trying to recover.

She climbed off me. As if her limbs had been temporarily turned to rubber, she sprawled on the bedroom floor beside me, gasping and panting just as rapidly as I was. For a while, we both lay there like that, struggling to recover after what was undoubtedly a powerful orgasm.

Then, Megan sat up.

Placing a hand on the bed, she used it to pull herself up, sitting heavily on the mattress once she did. Her dress was still pulled up around her hips, her pussy still on display, dripping now with my cum and reminding me of what I was never going to forget. Our mutual pleasure seemed to hang in the air, replacing the wild crackle of desire that had filled the bedroom up until then. I couldn’t remember ever having a physical connection like this with another woman. There were plenty of girls I had desired, but none of them were like this. None of them were so creative, so adventurous, so uninhibited. Megan was a marvel. And as I sat up on the floor, gazing at her, it was hard to escape the feeling that I might be falling for her.



From that day forward, it was like I was hooked. Maybe I was even before then, maybe from the very first night we met. But after that incredible sex, after Megan had made me cum in a way no other woman ever had, she was all I could think about. When I wasn’t around her, I was plagued by constant thoughts of her. Memories and fantasies that swelled in my head until I hardly knew anymore what was real and what wasn’t, the person she was steadily becoming an almost mythical figure for me as I placed her in all kinds of wild situations that still, somehow, could never compare to the reality of the things we had done.

Of course, it was hard not to think of her when I could see her handwriting on my body every time I showered.

Just as Megan had promised, it took days to get rid of her writing just above my cock, proclaiming my manhood as her property. And every time I saw it, I couldn’t help but get excited all over again. It was crazy, I knew, but at the same time, it was almost painfully exciting. So exciting that it made it almost impossible to think of anything else. So exciting that all I did was crave the next time we could be together.

It didn’t take long. Megan seemed just as excited by our brand-new relationship as I was, and it was an open question who would suggest we meet up again next. We always met at her house. We still hadn’t been out on a real date. After all, that would just mean having to keep our hands off each other for longer, and that wasn’t something either of us was interested in. We were in that magical first stage of a relationship, when all we wanted to do was have sex with each other, vigorously and constantly. Her desires easily kept up with mine, and despite her occasional little lectures on the inferiority of men or the unfairness of the patriarchy, she seemed almost as pleased by my body as I was with hers.

The sex was electric. But Megan stuck to her rules. She always went on top, without fail. And she demanded satisfaction from me every time. Usually, I would have to lick her to at least one orgasm before she would even contemplate letting me inside her. And that was fine by me, too. I loved the taste of her, loved pleasing her in that way. Loved listening to her moan and groan, feeling her growing more excited by the minute, teasing her highly responsive body into full arousal and making her cum. I had no idea what her roommates must think, and I didn’t much care. That was their problem. They had to notice how often I came round, and they had to hear us having wild sex in her bedroom, but it didn’t seem to be a problem for Megan, and it certainly wasn’t for me.

The writing on my stomach had only just faded when I found myself in Megan’s bed again. I was naked and erect, my body all but demanding the pleasure I knew she could give me, but I knew better than to make demands of her. Things had to happen at her pace, and I was fine with that. A small price to pay for such a willing and enthusiastic sex partner as I knew she could be.

She was lying in bed beside me, as naked as I was. Her body was pressed against mine, and we were making out. I had one hand on her full breast, teasing her swollen nipple. She had her hand wrapped around the cock she professed to own. If she kept making it feel like this, I had no problem with admitting that.

Megan’s eyes were shining with that look I knew so well as she lifted her lips away from mine. My cock was throbbing wildly in her hand, and she stroked it slowly, teasing it. Mercilessly building up the sexual tension that always crackled in the between us, knowing exactly what she was doing. Knowing and relishing the effect she had on me, the way she manipulated my body to give me pleasure unlike anything I had experienced before.

“You know what Prof. Sanders said about you?”

My heart skipped a beat. I paused before speaking, always a good idea when it came to conversations with Megan. We knew each other physically far better than we did intellectually. Plus, she was always capable of surprising me, or of taking offense when none had been intended. Our differing political views were something I was trying my best to navigate, afraid of ruining the greatest sexual relationship of my life. But I hadn’t expected to hear her professor’s name in this context, and certainly didn’t love the thought of her discussing me with other people.

“You talk to her about me?”

“You came up,” Megan said. Megan smiled as she spoke, but she actually looked a little embarrassed at the same time. It wasn’t an expression I was used to seeing from her.

“So what did she say?”

“Well, we were talking about heterosexual relationships and the phallus as representative of the patriarchy,” she said, while I tried not to roll my eyes. My own phallus was currently in her feminine hand, which helped me hold my tongue. “And I mentioned how every woman should learn how to tame a man’s cock.”

“You talk to your professor like that?”

“She’s not like a regular lecturer,” Megan said. “She’s quite young, and she’s a really interesting woman in lots of ways. We talk about lots of things. Like she says, gender informs just about every aspect of our lives, so there’s nothing that’s really out of bounds for us to talk about.”

“Sounds crazy to me.”

“Well, she said something you’re definitely going to think is crazy.”

Megan smiled at me again. Her face was close enough to mine that her features were blurry and indistinct, but I could see the telltale glow in her bright blue eyes, and I knew what it meant. I knew that she was excited, and that she had cooked up another probably wild idea in that fertile, kinky mind of hers. I might not love the idea that her professor was involved, but my desire for Megan and my curiosity to see where she was going pushed that out of my mind for the time being.

And there was her hand, moving on my cock just like always, keeping me ferociously aroused and desperate for her. Her breasts felt so firm and warm in my hand, her beautiful body so close to mine and the promise of sex hovering in the air between us. As usual, Megan had me right where she wanted me.

“I’m almost afraid to ask.”

“Well…” Megan started slowly, shyly, her eyes down on my cock as she continued to stroke it. It was like she was matching the movement of her hand to the speed of her words, slowing down and keeping me on edge while my member throbbed in her hand. I was desperate for her now, and I thought of climbing on top of her, even though I knew that was against the rules. Megan always went on top. That was the way it worked with us. And I just had to wait, had to let her get out whatever was on her mind before I could even think of getting what I wanted.

“She told me that there’s a way I could really make this cock mine. A way I could really tame the symbol of your manhood and make this a much better feminist relationship. She thinks I should lock you in chastity.”

“What?”

“Kind of like people used to do to women back in the Middle Ages,” Megan went on, her bright blue eyes lifting to mine once again. “Except it’s different now. The devices are a lot more comfortable, a lot more discreet. You can buy them on Amazon.”

“What devices are you talking about, Megan?”

“A cage,” she said softly, her eyes glowing with excitement and her white teeth showing as she bit her lip. “Like a little cage for your cock to go in. And I would hold the key. That way, I really would own it, wouldn’t I? You wouldn’t be able to use it at all without my permission. You’d just hold onto it for me, but it would be for me to decide when and how it gets used. Or not.”

My head was spinning. I had never heard of anything quite like this.

“You know what, you’re right, Megan,” I said, my voice strained by my growing pleasure as much as by my surprise at what she was saying. “That does sound crazy.”

“But think about how hot it would be,” she said, pressing her body even closer to mine now. I felt her lips brushed against my cheek, and she kissed me there, on my neck, on my shoulder, showering me with little kisses while she continued to stroke my cock. I knew I was being manipulated. But that didn’t stop it from working. Her voice was dripping with excitement as she spoke, and it turned me on, and as usual, I wanted to do anything to please her. Maybe even something completely insane.

“I’d own you. And we’d both know it, all day long. Wherever I went, I’d have that key with me, reminding me that this cock belongs to me. God, it makes me so wet just thinking about it. Can we just try it?”

“I don’t know. That sounds so crazy.”

It did. It still does, no matter how Megan tried to rationalize it. And any thoughts I might have on the issue were made less clear by the fact she was continuing to stroke my cock as she spoke, keeping me in a state of high excitement. But what I didn’t want to admit to my wild tormentress was that there was something sexy about the idea. I couldn’t explain it, even to myself. I couldn’t understand it. But something about that kind of power exchange was undeniably thrilling. And in a way, I guess it was just an evolution of the games we had been playing up to that point, the way that Megan bossed me around and called me her property and humiliated me. It was sexy. And this would take that strange sexiness even further.

I didn’t want to give in. I didn’t want to give her the kind of power I could already dimly see an arrangement like this would give her. But she turned me on so much, and these games was so exciting, and her hand kept moving on my manhood to convince me of the unbelievable.

“Yeah, but look how much fun being crazy has been so far,” she went on. “Besides, it will help me move this from a regular phallocentric relationship to something more feminist.”

“That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” I said, making Megan chuckle as she kissed me again.

“There’s no need to be scared,” she said. “Look, as a feminist, consent means everything to me. No one’s going to make you do anything you really don’t want to do. I just think it would be fun. I mean, you know you love submitting to me. And this would be the ultimate submission. It would show that you acknowledge your male privilege and are working to be a better ally.”

“That’s not exactly selling it to me,” I said, and Megan laughed again.

“Okay. But I know what would sell it to you.”

Megan climbed on top of me. My cock was still in her hand, surging as she parted her legs, her pussy sitting right in front of it as she straddled my lap.

“I want to try it for a week,” she said. “Just one week, where I lock this thing up and hold onto the key, and I’m your only outlet for sexual release. Then, after the week is up, I’ll let you go and give you the best sex you’ve ever had in your life. I’m going to fuck you so good that you’ll be begging me to put you back in chastity for another week.”

“That’s some big talk,” I said, grinning up at my beautiful partner. And she smiled down at me, still with that same unassailable confidence she always had, completely convinced of the rightness of her own ideas.

“You know no one ever made you cum as hard as I do,” Megan said, continuing to stroke my cock. “You know how great we are together in bed. Denying you for week is going to turn me on so much, and it’s going to turn you on too. You know how food tastes so much better when you’re really hungry? It’s like that. Once you go without for a little while, it’s even more amazing when you finally get to have it.”

I had to admit, there was a certain logic to what she was saying. The idea still terrified me, of course. I could still hardly believe what was coming out of her mouth, and certainly couldn’t believe that she had discussed this with her professor at college. But what was unbelievable was also undeniably true. It was hard to believe that her latest wild idea turned me on so much, but it did. And it was hard to believe that I was even considering it, but I was.

“Just a week? You promise?”

Megan swept her long hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ears. And she leaned forward, pressing her lips against mine in a passionate kiss. My cock was pressed back against my stomach, and I could feel her pussy on the underside, could feel how wet she was from this latest insane idea.

“I promise,” she said as she lifted her lips from mine. “God, this is going to be so much fun. You won’t regret it, I promise.”


  
7. Caged By A Feminist

I was nervous on my way to Megan’s house.

I couldn’t believe I was going through with it. It was an absolutely insane thing to do, no matter how you look at it. And as crazy as it sounded when Megan first pitched the idea of putting me in chastity, it sounded much crazier when she wasn’t around. I guess that was the first time I encountered the difference between Megan’s crazy ideas when she was there when she wasn’t. Because just her physical presence was enough to make her more persuasive. When I could look at her, see her incredible body, get caught up in that light in her eyes, the woman could convince me of anything. When she wasn’t around, I could tell myself that she was just a girl, that I could just say no, that I could tell her to fuck off. But the vision of her I carried around my head and had those kind of disagreements with was completely different to the version of her I encountered in the real world. The version of her that smiled at me when she suggested something else completely insane was irresistible.

On my way over to her place on the bus, I concocted all kinds of counter-arguments. All kinds of ways to gracefully back out of what I had agreed to do in the heat of the moment. Surely she would understand. And even if she didn’t, so what? It was my body we were talking about, my freedom on the line. If she couldn’t understand that, I was surely better off without her.

But I think at least in part, I knew I was never going to say any of these things to her face. I went over them again and again in my mind, refining every word, every facial expression I might use, as if I could find some magical combination that would allow me to say no to a plan that clearly excited her a lot and yet still preserve the exciting new relationship we had together. I almost convinced myself.

But from the moment I arrived at her house and she came to the front door to let me in, all of that resolve just melted away, as I probably should have known it would.

She looked stunning. She always did. Since I had started seeing her, she had always dressed to impress, so that the most casual clothes I had ever seen her in were the ones she wore when I met her that first night at the party.

This time, she was wearing a black sequined top that sparkled in the light, hanging from her slender shoulders by thin spaghetti straps. The V of the neckline showed the beginnings of what I knew was an impressive cleavage, her ample breasts making the fabric rise from her chest and hang loose over her stomach.

Below that, she was wearing a pair of leggings. They were black and shiny and looked like latex as they clung to every curve of her hips and thighs, drawing my eye irresistibly down between her legs. The fabric was so tight, it looked like it was painted on, almost like it was a part of her. She had no shoes on, and I could see her purple toenail polish matched her lavender-colored hair.

“Hi,” she said, and there on the doorstep, she threw her arms around me, draping them around my neck. She went up on her tiptoes to kiss me, and I kissed her back, feeling as always that surge of arousal I seemed to always feel in her presence. At the feel of her young body pressed against mine, my cock was already starting to swell. I never really stood a chance.

As our kiss broke, her hands slid down my arms, and she took my hand in hers. Turning, she pulled it toward her, and I shut the front door of her big old house behind me as she led me through the rooms. Her lavender hair was loose, cascading in gentle waves down between her shoulders, strikingly visible against the black fabric of her top. But I hardly noticed that when her ass was so beautifully on display. The latex leggings clung with incredible tightness to her cheeks, and with every step she took, I could watch the bulge of muscle at the top of her thighs, the way her hips swayed from side to side with every step she took. It was hypnotic. She was utterly entrancing, almost too much for me to handle, and I barely managed to tear my eyes away as we passed one of her roommates in the living room, fixing me with a not-particularly-friendly stare. But I didn’t care. Megan was all that I wanted, and whenever I saw her like this, I found it hard to believe my luck that I had ended up with a woman who was both this beautiful and this kinky. Although just how lucky that was, at this point, was very much open to debate.

As usual, she led me through the house toward her own room, shutting the door behind us to give us privacy. Still holding my hand, she led me over to the bed and sat down, one of her legs curled up underneath her. I sat down beside her, and she released her grip on my hand, only to take my face in both hands and plant another passionate kiss on my lips. She kissed me deeply, almost frantically, and when her lips finally moved away from mine, she kissed my cheeks, all over my face, showering me with unusual affection. It was immediately obvious that she was incredibly excited by what was about to happen. Probably, like me, she had been thinking of little else since the last time we were together. But somehow I knew our thoughts and feelings on the topic were going to be very different.

“This is so amazing,” she said. “Are you excited?”

“That’s not the word I’d choose,” I said carefully, and although her smile didn’t leave her face, her eyebrows tightened a little at my words.

“What do you mean?” she said. “Are you scared?”

“Not scared,” I said gruffly. “Just… Not sure how I feel about it, honestly.”

Slowly, the smile finally began to fade from Megan’s face. And ridiculously, that felt like a stab to my heart. It was exactly what I wanted to avoid. I still barely knew the girl, but already, I didn’t want to do anything that could possibly upset her. Certainly, I didn’t want to do anything to disrupt the trajectory we were on, of ever-more-exciting and more pleasurable sex. Megan was right. I was scared, whether I was willing to admit it or not.

“You already agreed,” she said slowly.

“Yeah, I know. But people can change their minds sometimes.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Changing your mind?”

By now, Megan’s hands had fallen away from my face. The distance between us was only inches, but it was starting to feel like miles. Now I experienced a new kind of fear, to match the one I had felt all the way to her place on the bus. Now, I had the fear of losing her to balance against my fear of falling too deeply under her spell.

“I didn’t say that.”

“Then what are you saying? Look, Scott, I was very clear about this, wasn’t I? This has to be consensual. I’m not going to manipulate you into this. If you do it of your own free will? Then you better believe I’m going to manipulate the shit out of you, once you’re locked up. But that’s why you have to want this too.”

“Yeah, I do, it’s just…”

Just what? Just that I was scared? Just that I knew already what immense power it would give this strange young woman if I allowed her to control my sexuality the way she wanted to? It was all true, and they were all valid concerns. But I didn’t know how to say them without upsetting her. And she sat and waited, sitting right beside me, the warmth of her body rising up around us like a kind of drug, the mattress underneath us suggesting all the pleasure I didn’t want to turn my back on.

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” I finally said, weakly.

“Neither have I,” Megan said, a slight smile returning to her face. “We’ll be exploring it together. That’s why we’re just doing a week at first. After a week, if it’s not for you, that’s that. We won’t do it again if you don’t want to.”

“But… What if you really like it?”

Megan’s eyes flashed, her smile deepening as I spoke.

“Oh, I already know I’m going to love it,” she said.

“So then what if you love it, and I don’t? Where does that leave us?”

“Well…” Megan drew a deep breath that made the sequins on her top sparkle over her prominent breasts, then let it out. “I’m honestly not sure. Look I’m not trying to give you an ultimatum here. I’m not going to threaten you into anything. But if you’re asking me if I’m still going to want to do sexy things with you if you won’t do this for me?”

“Yeah,” I said urgently, leaning toward her slightly as I spoke, “that’s exactly what I’m asking.”

“Well then I don’t know,” Megan said softly. “I’m not going to lie. If you don’t trust me like that, if you don’t want to give up your male privilege and let me take control of the cock I own, then I have to admit, that’s kind of a turn-off.”

“That’s what I thought.”

For a moment, silence fell between us. It was a terrible, heavy silence, one thick with meaning and doubt. This was exactly what I had worried about. That I was going to be forced to choose between her and my freedom. And it was still insane to me that that was even a difficult choice, that it was even something I had to think about. But it was. Because really, what use was it being free without her? I had never wanted anything like this, but now that I had it, I could already see that it was going to be difficult if not impossible to go without it. How could I go back to being alone after the incredible sex I had had with her? And even if I did find another girl, they would never be as sexy as her. It wasn’t just her looks. In fact, as seductive as those were, I was starting to think that wasn’t even half of it. It was the way she was, her dominant nature. It might come from radical politics that I personally could never see myself agreeing with, but the end result was inarguable. No woman had ever given me pleasure close to what this woman had done in only a few meetings. Was I really ready to give that up?

Honestly, I already knew the answer to that.

“Okay, let’s do it,” I said. It probably wasn’t the enthusiastic response she was looking for. But Megan couldn’t keep the smile off her pretty face as she looked at me, her eyes flickering over my face as if to make sure she had heard what we both knew she wanted to hear.

“Really? Are you serious?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Just for a week, though.”

“Just for a week,” Megan echoed. She pressed her lips together in a futile attempt to suppress her smile, but I could see the joy radiating off her. She was practically bouncing on the mattress beside me, overjoyed with my response. And then, clapping her hands together with delight, she sprang up from the bed, her sexy leggings shining on every curve of her legs as she moved across the room and pulled open the drawer of her dresser. Reaching inside, she took out a small box and carried it back toward the bed. As she opened it up, I looked on in a dull kind of resignation. I had never seen a male chastity device before, but clearly, they weren’t exactly rocket science. The thing she held in her hand was made of hard pink plastic, and it was abundantly clear where my cock would be imprisoned. There were two keys on a small ring, and Megan snatched them up, using them to unlock the tiny padlock attached to the device. It came apart in her hands, and she laid it out on the bed between us, unfolding the large instruction sheet, her blue eyes flickering over the diagrams and notes.

“I guess you’d better take your clothes off then, bitch,” she said with a smile, raising her glowing eyes to me for a moment. And I nodded. Already, I was falling back into the habit of doing as she said, of submitting to her completely. In some ways, it made things easier. I didn’t have to think. I just had to do. Just do whatever the pretty girl said, and hope that my submission would be rewarded the way, in fairness, it always had been up to that point.

I stood up. Ignoring the instructions for now, Megan sat with her legs crossed, her arms a little behind her and her hands on the mattress, a smile on her face as she watched me undress. She always seemed to enjoy that. She got off on the power imbalance between us, the fact that she got to sit there fully clothed while I exposed myself for her viewing pleasure. As I remembered our last encounter, when she had made me dance for her, when she had treated me like nothing more than a sex object, my cock swelled even more. And Megan could hardly miss that fact as I pulled my pants and my underwear down, letting them slide to the floor and stepping out of them. Totally naked in front of her now, I stood there with my cock at full attention, fully erect and throbbing, desperate for her touch. I felt so awkward, so on display. Exactly how my new mistress wanted me to feel.

“See, you act like you don’t want to do this, but look how hard it makes you,” she said with a giggle.

“It’s not the chastity that’s doing that,” I said. “It’s you.”

She laughed again, pleased with what I was saying. But it was no more than the truth. I would be hard in front of her in any situation. Kinky or not, she was an absolute knockout, a girl who could raise the dead. “Well, that’s sweet, I guess,” she said with a smirk. “But I’m not sure how I’m supposed to get that thing into here in the state it’s in.”

As she spoke, she lifted up the pink tube of the chastity cage. She slid one finger inside it, moving her finger up and down and waggling the cage at me. She was right. The device looked almost terrifyingly small, and with a full erection, my cock locked far too big to fit inside.

But as always, Megan seemed to know exactly what to do.

Sliding the pink device off her finger, she set it down on the mattress beside her. Then, uncrossing her legs, she inched forward, sliding over the sheets. She reached out for me, and I groaned as she took my cock in her hand. She used her grip to pull me toward her, and I stepped forward eagerly, my manhood throbbing now right in front of her face as she sat on the edge of the bed. She stroked me slowly, demonstrating again just how well she knew her way around a man’s body, just how easy it was for her to get me aroused. And with her glowing eyes shining up at me as she smiled, I was completely bewitched all over again.

“I know how to tame this thing,” she said. “I just need to drain your balls so you go soft, and then it goes into captivity. My cock, all nicely locked away for me in its pretty pink prison. This is going to be so much fun. So enjoy your last orgasm for a while, I guess. How do you want me to make you cum?”

I looked down at her smiling face, my mind reeling with the possibilities. Since we had met, I had had the best sex of my life, and when we were apart, my mind was almost permanently occupied by fantasies about her. She had so many rules, and I had no problem with that. The one thing I couldn’t complain about with Megan was the sex we had. Still, there was so much I wanted to do to that gorgeous young body that I hadn’t yet had the chance to do.

“Suck my cock,” I said in a strangled voice. Still holding my surging manhood, Megan laughed loudly.

“I guess I should’ve seen that one coming,” she said, shaking her head to make her lavender hair sway on her shoulder blades. “But no. I’m not going to do that. That’s, like, the most patriarchal thing you can possibly do. I mean really, some of the writers we read in class don’t think I should even let you penetrate me. You’re lucky I let you do that.”

“So let me do that, then.”

Megan laughed again. Her hand continued to slide up and down my shaft, keeping me throbbing on the edge of ecstasy, breaking down whatever little resistance to her wild plans I might have had. She was completely in control again, and maybe she always was. Certainly, there was no denying it now.

“Yeah, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Megan said. “Well, I guess I can allow it, since it’s going to be the last time for a while. And once I have you locked away, don’t think I’m going to go easy on you. Not for a minute. I’m going to tease you constantly, make sure you’re always horny for me, until your feeble little male brain can’t even think about anything else. You’re going to be permanently horny for me, and there’s not going to be anything you can do about it. So I guess I can give you this little bit of pleasure before I make you my little chastity slave.”

Her hand kept stroking my cock as she spoke, and her words weren’t exactly lessening the effect of her touch. I was so unbelievably turned on as I stood there in front of her, my head spinning with everything that was happening. It seemed impossible to process, impossible to wrap my head around this insane turn of events. Easier just to surrender and accept it, as best I could. Just go along with it and give Megan what she wanted. Especially since there was now an orgasm on the line for me.

She let go of her hold on my cock, leaving it throbbing urgently in the air while she moved toward her closet. Standing helpless and conflicted in the middle of the room, I simply watched, my desire for her at an all-time high as I admired the way the light bounced off her skintight latex leggings. When she came back with a pair of handcuffs in her hands, I wasn’t exactly surprised. Still, part of me wanted to resist.

“Do I have to put those on?”

“Yes,” Megan said, without even the slightest hint of hesitation. As it was completely nonnegotiable, no room for debate. Standing behind me, she reached for my arms, and despite my reservations, as always, I let her do it. I wanted to have my hands free, to be able to touch her, to take that incredible body in my arms. But more than that, I wanted sex, and when Megan was this determined about something, I knew there was no point in arguing.

I felt the steel close around my wrists, and as always, it brought a thrill of excitement, a shiver of delight to know that once again, this woman had me helpless. As she took hold of the chain on the handcuffs with one hand, guiding me toward the bed like a prisoner under arrest, I knew that all I could do was go along with what she wanted. It was only then that I realized with a sinking feeling that now, I couldn’t even stop her putting the chastity cage on me. I had already given in. She had already won.

At Megan’s urging, I climbed onto the mattress. She had me lie down on my back, my bound hands trapped beneath me, as always. She lifted her top above her head, her lavender hair cascading across her shoulders as she tossed her clothes carelessly down the floor. She was wearing a dark blue seamless bra, and soon that, too, joined her top on the floor. Her breasts seemed to call to me, sitting high on her chest with her pink nipples pert and erect. But I couldn’t touch them. I couldn’t touch anything, couldn’t have any part of her that she didn’t want me to touch. All over again, I was struck by the wild thrill of submission, the strange pleasure that I had learned lay in giving up control. Of course, when it came to Megan, I never really had any control to give up in the first place. Completely outmatched, totally out of my league. Still, I never saw this coming.

Megan stood up on the bed, balancing herself carefully on her bare feet, the latex leggings shining as erotically as ever. Smiling down at me, she reached for the waistband of her pants and pulled them slowly down. The skintight clothing put up a good fight, resisting her efforts to undress and clinging to her body. But finally, Megan pulled off her pants and her underwear in a single movement, and I stared up at her naked body as she stood over me, seeming to allow me to admire her for just a moment.

Then, she lowered herself down on top of me.

Her knees dented the mattress on either side of my body as she straddled me. Sitting in my lap, her pussy just inches from my straining cock, she reached out and took hold of my shaft, and it felt like there was something possessive in her grip. It turned me on so much when she claimed to own it, but now, I knew she really would. And all those fears and doubts I had struggled with for the last few days would either prove themselves true, or not. But either way, everything was going to happen the way Megan wanted it to.

Megan grinned down at me, completely full of herself now. For the moment, she didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. We both knew what the moment meant. We both knew what we were there for.

And then, rising up on her knees a little, she lowered herself down onto my cock, following the established rule that the only way we would have sex was with her on top.

She moaned in pleasure, and I gasped behind my teeth. The feeling, as always, was incredible. My whole body vibrated to her touch, the sensations she was giving me driving me crazy already. How could I give up on this? Except I already had. Too late to go back now.

Megan rode my cock, sliding her pussy up and down, slowly at first. But already, I could feel the way her sex gripped mine, tightening erotically around my body as her excitement grew. The smile never left her face, her blue eyes glowing under her eyelids, the black bars of her eyelashes standing out against that hypnotic glow. She looked so satisfied up there, so pleased with herself, and why shouldn’t she be? My gorgeous new mistress had managed to get everything she wanted, and now, all she had to do was reap the rewards.

Desire crackled in the air. Our mutual groans of pleasure filled her bedroom, just like they had so many times recently. Yet somehow, it felt like there was even more at stake this time. It felt like everything hinged on what lay ahead, the wild new game the two of us were playing together, more real and more intense than anything we had ever done before. Just to think of it made me tremble beneath her, made my stomach flip. But I was too lost in pleasure now to really worry about it. All that mattered was the orgasm that lay ahead and the woman who was going to give it to me.

Megan gasped above me. At the same time, I felt her pussy tighten, another part of her body that could hold me possessively. It was true; she owned me completely. And as long as she  kapt making me feel this good, I was willing to allow it all.

“Think you can hold back until I cum?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, and me using the bizarre title she had given herself made Megan groan even more loudly than before. Her movements picked up speed, her body bouncing more vigorously on top of mine, as bolts of pleasure shot through both our bodies. I had to try everything to hold back, to try and give her the pleasure she demanded before my own orgasm erupted out of me. But somehow, I managed it. As Megan’s cries of ecstasy tore the air apart, I finally gave in, spurting my cum deep inside her while she let out an even louder moan.

And I was still dizzy with orgasm as she climbed off me, my cock sliding easily out of her dripping hole. Picking up a hand towel that lay by the side of the bed, she gave my manhood a quick wipe. Then, while I lay there in astonishment, she picked up the pink chastity cage she had set aside.

I looked on, speechless with fear and doubt, but I didn’t do anything to stop her. Consulting the instructions, she reassembled the pink cage around me, sliding my now-soft cock into the plastic tube that would be its prison for the next week. Holding the cage together, she threaded the small padlock through the hole designed for it, and locked the whole contraption together. And I stared down at my manhood in total shock, a part of me now encased in pink plastic and locked away by another person.

Megan swept up the keys, carrying them across the room and tossing them into a drawer of her dresser.

“There,” she said, turning to me with a grin. “Now I really do own your cock, bitch.”


  
8. Megan Uses Him

I wasn’t prepared.

Until I met Megan, I had never even heard of male chastity. And I had certainly never imagined myself willingly letting a woman lock my cock away. Obviously, I already had some inkling that once she controlled my sexual release, Megan would become even more of an obsession for me than she already was. But there were a thousand other little issues that I wasn’t aware I was going to have to deal with. Wearing the device all day came with all sorts of problems, the unfamiliar weight hanging from my genitals making sure I could never ignore it. I found I had to sit down to pee, after one disgustingly messy early experience, and that only added to the humiliation. It was a constant reminder that Megan controlled me even at a distance, that she was making me do something I wouldn’t normally do without even knowing about it.

And as if I could ever forget, I noticed almost straightaway when the cage went on that Megan had provided another little reminder of the insane position I found myself in. She had had the padlock engraved with tiny little letters that read, Property of Megan.

There wasn’t anything I could do about it, either. Megan had warned me of that, of course. And if I could escape from chastity, I knew she wouldn’t be nearly as into it as she was. The whole point for her with the power, the control, the ownership. Still, I guess part of me thought that maybe I would find a way. Once I was by myself and could take a good look at the embarrassing contraption Megan had locked onto me, I might be able to figure out a way to get out of it.

And there was one, I suppose. But to do it, I would have to cut the lock that held it altogether. And then Megan would know what I had done, and I had no doubt she would be furious.

That, in the end, was what kept me from doing it. It wasn’t that I was incapable of freeing myself, that Megan was too strong for me. It was that I didn’t want to upset her. I didn’t want to end this strange game, even though I realized almost straightaway just how hard it was going to be. It was too exciting to give up now.

And Megan only made it more exciting.

The first week I spent in chastity, we didn’t see much of each other. We were both busy with classes and with regular life stuff. Still, I would have gone to her place in a heartbeat if she let me. But every time I suggested hanging out, she made some excuse for why she was busy.

And yet she had time to send me photos. Teasing photos of her body to keep me turned on, to keep me thinking about her, as if I had a choice. Photos of her naked or nearly naked in bed. Photos of her taking a long bath, the bubbles artfully placed to only just hide what she knew I wanted to see. Photos of her in class, bored, her skirt pulled up to reveal her thighs and keep my desire raging while I tried without much success to focus on my own studies.

She said this was her first time doing this, and I believed her. At the same time, the girl had serious skills. You would think she was an old hand at this, as if she had done it one hundred times before. She seemed to know exactly how to push my buttons, how to keep me in a constant state of desire so that all I could think about was her. And every time my cock tried to harden in that ridiculous pink chastity cage, I winced in pain as the bruised flesh pressed itself against the hard plastic, and every time that happened, I was reminded again of what I had let her do, and the humiliation of that filled me the same way my desperate desire for her filled me at seemingly all hours of the day.

It was a nightmare. And by about my third day in captivity, I was already telling myself that this would be it. Once the week was over, I was not going back into this device, no matter what. Maybe Megan could handle that, and maybe she couldn’t, but I couldn’t keep living like this. I was sure of that.

And then the weekend came.

Megan invited me to her place, and I jumped at the opportunity. By then, it was day six of my captivity. Even though I didn’t expect that Megan would take pity on me and let me out early, I still hoped for it. I still longed for it, quite desperately, and I knew that this game was turning her on. Maybe she would get horny enough to let me out early and we would have sex that would be all the more thrilling for having waited so long.

In other words, I couldn’t get to her place fast enough. As usual, she met me at the front door and led me through the house to her room, past her gawking roommates. They couldn’t even imagine what went on with us behind closed doors, I knew. I couldn’t have even imagined it a few weeks earlier.

Megan was wearing a red dress, fitted tight to her torso than flaring out around her hips. She was wearing wedge sandals, too, making her skirt sway around her legs with every step she took and emphasizing the muscles in her calves. She would’ve looked sexy to me no matter what, but in the condition I was in, she looked almost unbearably attractive. It was almost easier not to look at all, but that was never an option. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, and as they danced hungrily over her body, I could see that she noticed. I could see the smile on her face at the proof of what she was doing to me, the knowledge that she was driving me crazy with a lust I could do nothing about. I had had plenty of dry spells before, of course, but I had never been unable to masturbate for a full week. For a guy of my age, it was unthinkable. I was looking at Megan like she was a plate piled high with food, and I hadn’t eaten in a month. And as she smoothed her skirt behind her and sat down on the bed, I could see that she was enjoying it.

“So how is my cock doing in his little house?” Megan asked, not even trying to keep the amusement out of her voice. And even as she spoke, my cock surged again inside the plastic chastity device, her humiliating words only adding fuel to the fire of my lust.

“It hurts,” I said. Megan stuck out her lower lip in a mocking pout.

“Does it? That’s just too bad, isn’t it? Maybe you’ll learn to control that thing a little better. Although if I’m being honest, I kind of hope you don’t. Isn’t it better just letting me control it for you?”

“It’s really hard, Megan,” I said earnestly. But the smile never left her face.

“It’s supposed to be hard,” she said. “You knew it was going to be hard. You let me do it anyway. Because you knew, like I did, that we can have so much fun once you surrender control of your cock to me. And that’s what we’re here for now, isn’t it? To have fun?”

“Seriously?” I said, hope swelling in my heart as I looked at her. Megan didn’t say anything. Instead, she uncrossed her legs and swept her skirt upward. As she pushed the fabric aside, she spread her legs wider, and between her thighs, I could see her pussy and its strip of pubic hair. She wore no underwear, and my cock lurched in its pink prison at the sight of her sex, right there in front of me.

“Come and get it, chastity boy,” Megan said, smirking at me as she spoke. “Do a good job making me cum, and I might consider unlocking you early for some fun.”

I didn’t even hesitate. It was embarrassing how I lunged forward, how quickly I dropped to my knees, and from the way she laughed at the sight of it, I could see that Megan was thoroughly enjoying my obvious desperation to please her. But it didn’t matter. I told myself that I had no control, that I had to do whatever it took to get her to reward me with the sex I craved. Besides, it wasn’t like she was asking me to do anything I didn’t want to do.

With Megan sitting on the edge of the bed, I kneeled on the floor in front of her. I plunged my head down between her thighs, my tongue already sticking out of my mouth, desperate for the taste of her. As I ran my tongue over the intricate folds of her pussy, she giggled, placing one hand lightly on the top of my head. And I licked her pussy as if I needed it, as if I would starve to death without the taste of her juices that quickly began to fill my mouth.

The taste was amazing. It always was. That was one thing I had noticed from the very first, just one component of her ferocious attraction. But now, somehow, she tasted better than ever. Now that I was her prisoner, now that I needed her pleasure for my own sexual release. I kissed her pussy desperately, making out with it, sliding my tongue inside while I rubbed my nose against her swelling clitoris. I used every trick I knew, devoting myself completely to pleasuring her. And all the while, my cock ached and throbbed inside its chastity, spurred on by the taste of woman in my mouth and the closeness of everything I desired. If only I could please her enough.

“My my, someone’s hungry,” Megan said, not even trying to keep the laughter out of her voice. She ran her fingers through my hair, gripping it loosely at times, while I moved my head up and down, pressing my tongue forcefully against her, rubbing it against her body to encourage more of her juices to flow from between her trembling lips.

“Slow down there, bitch boy,” Megan said, emphasizing her words by pulling on my hair a little. “You got a train to catch or something?”

I was desperate. But most of all, I was desperate to please her. And so I slowed down the rhythm of my licks, even though the roaring of my eager blood told me to speed up. I made my movements slow and steady, and as I did, I heard Megan’s voice change. Her breathing got heavier, turning at last to little sighs of pleasure. And then, as I kept eating her out, those sighs changed to moans.

“You’re definitely getting better at this,” Megan said in a voice that now dripped with excitement and pleasure. “See? Chastity is working already. You’re learning that what really matters is female pleasure. This is what sex is about, and you’re going to learn that. It’s about the things you do to make me cum. Whether you get an orgasm or not is totally irrelevant.”

I didn’t answer. I was busy tonguing her pussy, sliding my tongue in between those wet lips and feeling the tightness of her trembling box. Besides, I knew there wasn’t much I could say. When she got like this, all Megan wanted to hear was agreement and submission. She wasn’t trying to have a debate. She was trying to remind me how completely in control she was. Not like she needed to. Kneeling at her feet, licking her pussy like my life depended on it, it was impossible to forget who was in charge.

And Megan stopped talking soon enough, as her pleasure grew ever greater. I could feel her pussy spasming under my lips, her lips quivering and her juices flowing more readily from her bliss-filled body. Her moans were louder too, her hand gripping a little tighter on my hair as she thrust her hips forward. Slowly, I picked up speed, a rising rhythm of caresses with my lips and tongue that I knew would push her over the edge.

And finally, it did. Megan gulped down a lungful of air, then let it out a long moan of pleasure. At almost the same time, a new contraction of her pussy sent a jet of warm fluid into my mouth. I gulped it down greedily, while more of it dripped off my chin onto the floor where I kneeled. My senses were filled with the taste and smell of her, the incomparable silken feeling of her pussy contracting around my tongue, and as always, my cock raged desperately in its cage, marked as her property, rejected for now but still hopeful of release, if only I could please this woman enough.

Finally, Megan pushed my head away. I raised my face to hers and saw the bright glow in her eyes, the pink flush of her cheeks. I didn’t need it to know that she had cum. I had the residue of that still in my mouth, the taste of her pleasure driving me wild with excitement. And she beamed down at me, thoroughly pleased with herself, basking in the latest proof of her total sexual power over me.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered. “I want to see it.”

I didn’t hesitate. Springing to my feet, I began to strip down immediately, and as she had before, Megan watched, a smile on her face and a wild light in her eyes. I shed what I was wearing in a matter of seconds, leaving it all in a pile on the floor. As I stood in front of her with my cock under lock and key, the padlock proclaiming her ownership of my manhood, Megan smiled. Leaning forward where she sat on the mattress, she reached out and took hold of the pink chastity device in her hand. I grunted, and she looked up at me.

“Wow, it’s really packed in there, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “I think it’s too small.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” Megan grinned. “It’s supposed to be small, otherwise you’d be able to get out of it. And we wouldn’t want that, would we? I mean, you just gave me the best pussy-licking I think I’ve ever had. Don’t tell me it has nothing to do with the fact that you’re all locked up and desperate to please me.”

I didn’t say anything in response. Honestly, as she ran her thumb over the plastic cage, I was finding it hard to speak. Megan was going to say what she wanted to say and think what she wanted to think, and I had no input on that. Besides, I wasn’t in any position to argue.

Curling her fingers around the pink cage, Megan looked up at me. I didn’t trust the wild look in her bright eyes, and when she spoke, I sort once that I was right not to.

“But I don’t think it was good enough to let you out a day early,” she said, gently squeezing the cage in her hand as she spoke. “I mean, a deal’s a deal, and we said one week. Besides, I have to say, I’m enjoying this. I love having this power over you, knowing you’re so horny and desperate for me, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“I bet you do,” I murmured, and Megan laughed. By now, we both knew what made her tick.

“I guess Professor Sanders was right,” she said, and I cringed at the reminder that that was where this idea had come from, that some woman I had never met was in some small way the architect of this wild new direction my life had taken. “You really are easy to control once your cock is under lock and key, aren’t you? I bet you’d do just about anything for an orgasm right now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said miserably, knowing I had no other choice. Knowing that everything I said and did now had to be in service to her and her kinky desires. It was the only way. And even though I already knew just how much power our arrangement gave her, being reminded of it like this was enough to make my head spin, while my cock continued to rage in its plastic prison.

“Good boy,” Megan said with a faint chuckle. “So get back down between my legs and give me another orgasm.”

I looked at her. She looked at me. She was smiling, but I knew she wasn’t joking. My jaw and tongue ached from going down on her for so long, but she was greedy, and why wouldn’t she be? She had me completely under her control, and clearly, she had every intention of using me as her own personal sex toy, an object for her pleasure. It was hot. There was no denying that. Even with all the frustration that came with it, even with the desperate desire she was making me feel. Because of it, I guess, in a way.

So I did as I was told. Without a word of complaint, without a hint of defiance, I sank back down to my knees on the floor in front of Megan. And her look of triumph was chilling as she spread her legs again, inching forward on the bed give me better access. She knew she could use me however she wanted, could make me do whatever she said. So she did.

I ate her to one orgasm after another, ignoring the ache in my jaw and the even more substantial ache of my cock as I continued to serve her on my knees. And when she had had enough of that, Megan had me lie on my back on her bed and sat on my face. She lay on top of me as she did, holding my caged cock in her hand, playing with it without releasing it while I gave her another orgasm. Before long, my face was absolutely soaked in her juices, a dark stain spreading on the bed beneath us as I made her cum over and over again. Again and again, the walls of her bedroom rang with the sounds of her solitary pleasure, with me contributing only the wet sound of my lips and tongue moving over her sex to give her yet another orgasm. No one had ever treated me like this before. No woman had ever turned me into an object for her pleasure and denied me what I wanted, forcing me into this unbelievably erotic submissive role. But Megan was unique. That much was obvious.

And finally, when I had eaten her to another orgasm, she flopped down on the bed beside me with a gasp. She had taken off her red dress, leaving it on the floor next to the pile of my clothes, and now she was as naked as I was. We lay head to toe on the bed, her basking in the afterglow of yet another powerful orgasm, me as desperate and horny as ever but not even daring to ask for what I wanted. After all, there was no need to say it. We both knew the predicament I was in. And that sexual tension crackled in the air just like it always did, only even more powerful now, even more outrageously unignorable.

Megan moved on the mattress beside me. With a soft sigh, she rolled over onto her side, draping an arm over my legs. At the same time, she draped her leg over my chest, one bare foot resting on my shoulder close to my face. She was hugging me, and after the way she had just used me, the way she had been ordering me around all day, this display of affection felt strange. But I recognized it wasn’t out of character for her. That was part of the fascination with Megan, part of the attraction. The way she could switch in a second from a cruel and dominating mistress to a surprisingly sweet partner. What was she to me now? Was she my girlfriend? We still hadn’t been on a traditional date. Instead, we spent all of our time together having sex. Although now, that sex seemed to be incredibly one-sided.

“That was amazing,” Megan murmured, her head somewhere down by my knees. I hardly dared to ask. But I couldn’t help it. My desperate lust drove me onward, forcing me to raise the question.

“So… Are you going to unlock me now?”

Megan sat up. As she pushed herself up with one hand on the mattress, she reached out with her other hand, raking her long lavender hair away from her face. Her bright blue eyes locked on mine, a cool smile on her face, just like always. Pushing herself further up, she rolled up onto her knees. Then, she climbed on top of me. She sat on my chest, straddling me, and I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against my skin, the same pussy I could still taste in my mouth, the same pussy my cock was still desperately aching for. But I didn’t try to touch her. I didn’t have permission for that. And as Megan sat on my chest, her hands on her thighs, she smiled down at me, and I waited anxiously, afraid I might have angered my unpredictable goddess.

“I’ve been thinking about that,” she said at last, once she was finally comfortable. “I’m not going to deny that I’m a little bit tempted. But I’m worried it would send the wrong message. Here’s the thing: you need to do things to please me if you want to be released. But there’s no guarantees. Because if you could just eat me out and get release that way, I wouldn’t be in full control of your cock, would I? You need to understand that you only get pleasure when I decide. And being a good boy and making me cum is a good way to convince me to give you a release. But it’s not always going to work. It depends what kind of mood I’m in. It depends how I’m feeling and what I want to do. This is what you need to understand. This is how our sex life is going to be. Completely female led, completely about female pleasure. So different from the usual patriarchal bullshit that’s all about the man’s orgasm.”

“So no. I’m not going to unlock you, and you don’t get to cum today. That’s my decision. And my decision is final.”

“Megan, please!” I growled, more surprised by her cruelty and denial than I probably should have been. “I’m desperate, I’m begging you! I did everything you said. I made you cum, didn’t I?”

“Yes, you did, bitch,” Megan chuckled. “Over and over again. But that’s exactly my point. Sex between us shouldn’t be transactional. It shouldn’t be like, you made me cum so now I have to make you cum.”

I felt her weight shift slightly on my chest as she inched forward just a little, that pussy creeping just slightly closer to my face.

“Really, you need to start seeing it as making me cum being its own reward for you,” she said, her lavender hair falling down around her face as she leaned forward over me, her eyes looking deep into mine. “That’s what you’re here for. That’s all you’re here for. The sooner you get that through your dumb male head, the better.”

“Megan. Sir, please!” I pathetically begged. But it was no use. I could see that My desperation was making Megan hot, but it was doing nothing to convince her to give me what I wanted. In fact, if anything, it seemed like it might be having the opposite effect. The more I begged and humbled myself, the more drunk with her own power Megan became. And the more convinced of her power she was, the more cruel she was willing to be to me.

“No,” she said. “There wouldn’t be much point in chastity if I let you out every time you begged, would there? Believe me, there’s going to be lots more begging in your future.”

Her point made, she climbed off my chest. Swinging her feet down to the floor, she stood. I watched with a mounting sense of fear and disappointment as she bent toward the floor and reached for her clothes. Setting them down on the bed beside me, she began to put them on, pulling her red dress back over her body and hiding her pussy from me.

“You can go now,” she said, looking at me again once she was fully dressed, while I lay in her bed, totally naked. “I’m done with you.”

I looked at her in astonishment. It’s not as it was out of character for her to be cruel and demanding, or for her to get off on her own sense of power and control. But somehow, I hadn’t expected this. Yes, she had promised me nothing, but somehow, part of me still seemed to feel that she wouldn’t really leave me hanging like this. Obviously, I was wrong.

I sat up in the bed, moving slowly, part of me still hoping that she might change her mind and say something else. But she didn’t. In fact, as she headed over to her desk and took a seat, it seemed almost like she was ignoring me. As if in her mind, I had already gone, back to my frustration and loneliness that she obviously didn’t care about at all.

I got dressed. Still, Megan barely even looked at me, her eyes instead reflecting the glow of the screen from her laptop.

“Bye then,” I said, and only then did she turn her smiling face toward me.

“Bye. See you tomorrow.”

“Yeah. Tomorrow.”

The last day of my sentence in chastity. That, at least, she hadn’t forgotten.

So I walked out of Megan’s house, blue-balled and tease beyond anything I could ever imagine, without her even kissing me goodbye. One more day until release, and from where I was standing, it still felt a lifetime away.


  
9.Release Day

She was wearing jeans. Jeans and a T-shirt, just like she wore that first day I met her at the party. She looked good in them, just like she looked good in everything. But I will admit that after the highly provocative outfits I had seen Megan in lately, this one came as a bit of a surprise. I won’t say a disappointment. That would be putting it too strongly. And she was a sex goddess no matter what she decided to wear. Still, it did give me some doubts as she opened the front door of her shared house to let me in.

And I was riddled with doubts anyway. Doubts and fears about what would happen next. It was day seven of my time in chastity, and I knew that Megan had not forgotten that, any more than I had. The week was up. She was supposed to let me out.

What would I do if she didn’t?

I tried not to think that way. Megan was certainly an unconventional person, but that didn’t mean she was completely crazy. A deal is a deal, and we had made one. And if she didn’t let me out? Well then, I would just have to find some way to free myself. A pair of bolt cutters would get through the padlock that held the chastity device together easily enough, I knew. If Megan went back on our deal, I would have every right to free myself and never see her again.

Was that what I wanted?

My week in chastity had been rough. It’s not like I expected it to be a picnic, but no matter how ready you think you are for that kind of sexual denial, you’re not. It does things to you. It makes you feel a constant nagging sense of shame, to have such an intimate part of your anatomy quite literally owned by somebody else. And it makes you feel constant desire. I figured I had a regular level of sex drive for a guy my age, but I guess I hadn’t realized just how much I thought about sex or how much I masturbated until Megan took it off the table. I felt like I had never been so desperate for sex, now that there was nothing I could do about it. It was all I seemed to think about. Sex, and her, the woman who had so easily taken control of me, the woman who now was the only person in the world who could give me what I desired. It was an unbelievable thrill to think of Megan that way. No wonder my head was spinning.

In the first couple of days of being in chastity, I had had no doubt. I wanted out. This was too hard, too frustrating, too embarrassing. Too crazy. The kinky games Megan had introduced me to were fun, but this was uncomfortably close to being real. I could see, almost straightaway, what enormous power it gave her. Maybe I saw that even better than she did. If I let her do this, I would be screwed. I wouldn’t be able to resist her in any way, desperate for the orgasms that only she could give me. I really would be hers. All the times we had talked about it came back to haunt me in my lonely nights as I thought of her, and as my cock ached inside the chastity device that was a constant reminder of her power over me, like her hand wrapped around my manhood.

And yet, the days went on, and slowly but noticeably, things changed.

I was mad at Megan for using me the way she did on that sixth day, cruelly making me service her sexually and then denying me any release of my own. But my God, it was so hot. Maybe I shouldn’t have been as surprised at that as I was, given how I was inexplicably drawn to Megan’s cruelty and dominance. After all, this was just the ultimate expression of that, wasn’t it? Just the ultimate tease, the ultimate acknowledgment of her almost magical power over me. The possibilities of what lay in the future if I consented to this horrified me. I would be giving her total control, and Megan had already proven that she was not the type of woman to pass that up. But the idea struck some chord in me that I could hardly describe but could nevertheless feel. It was sexy. That was the truth. The more power Megan had, the sexier she became to me. And over the course of that first week, the chastity device had become the source of so much wild power that just thinking about it turned me on.

And of course, there was absolutely no way not to think about it.

So obviously, when I showed up at her house on the seventh day, in accordance with our arrangement, I was a tangled mess of hope and fear. I hoped that Megan would release me, that she would let me finally have the sex with her that I had been craving for so long. But I wasn’t at all sure that that was all I was hoping for. And I hardly dared to think what else might be going through my head, scared of what I might discover if I looked too hard into my own desires. But somehow, I guess I already knew that Megan was going to take me there anyway.

As always, I followed her through her shared house, toward her room. The lack of privacy bothered me, but she was right that we would have even less privacy at my place, in the college dorm I lived in. When she closed the door of her bedroom behind us, I felt as if there was a sudden leap in the tension of the air, a sudden spike in what was already simmering between us. I looked at her, and she looked at me, and her casual outfit made me worry, as much as I tried to push it to the back of my mind.

“So. We know what you’re here for, don’t we?”

Megan smiled as she spoke, those bright blue eyes glowing again with that same mischief I had seen in them so often before. And it turned me on, as it never failed to do. My desire was at a fever pitch, so powerful it seemed almost unbearable. And there was the woman who could free me, standing right in front of me, looking just as sexy as ever, even if she wasn’t dressed up this time.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, almost choking on the strange term Megan had chosen for herself to express her dominance, but knowing I had to use it. Knowing I had to do everything in my power to keep her happy and persuade her to give me what I wanted.

“Okay. But we need to have some rules first. First of all, I’m going to tie you up before I unlock you, okay?”

“Why?”

“For my own safety,” Megan said, but she smiled as she spoke, undercutting the seriousness of the words she said. “Look, we both know you’re going to jump on me as soon as you’re out of that thing. And maybe I don’t want that. Maybe I want to do some other stuff with you first, before we get to the main event. Besides, you know the rules. I go on top, all the time. Every time. None of your patriarchal bullshit, okay? Just take your clothes off, put your hands behind your back, and let me put you in cuffs. Then I’ll unlock my cock, and we can have a bit of fun.”

I hesitated. Who wouldn’t? I could see what she was up to. Once she had me helpless, she might do all sorts of things, and tied up and horny, I would be completely unable to resist her. Then again, exactly how capable was I of resisting her right now? Clearly, not very. I could, I suppose, have ransacked the room, looking for the key that would free me. Don’t think the thought never crossed my mind. But I would never actually do it. That same obsession held me back, that strange taste I had for being treated so badly that surprised me, I think, far more than it surprised her.

I didn’t say anything. For a moment, I just stood there, and so did she, looking at me. Maybe I wanted her to have a moment of doubt. Maybe I wanted her, for once, to be the one who didn’t know where things were going to go. But then, I did as she wanted. I started to take my clothes off, and the smile that spread across her pretty face was as powerful and intoxicating as it had ever been.

While I undressed, Megan went to her closet. When she came back with a length of rope in her hands, I realized that she had been preparing for this. I guess it shouldn’t have surprised me. She stood in front of me and told me in a soft voice to give her my hands, and of course, I did. Ignoring my rockhard cock for now, she wrapped the rope around my wrists, pulling it tight, binding my hands together. Then, holding onto the rope, she turned toward the bed, tugging on it lightly. I followed her, naked and helpless, not missing for a moment the symbolism of her leading me along like an animal on a leash as I climbed onto her mattress.

Megan had me lie down on my back. Then, taking the loose end of the rope, she tied it to her headboard, binding my arms above my head. I guess I always was helpless when it came to her, but being tied down like that made me feel it much more keenly. And it clearly had a similar effect on her. Megan was practically beaming as she looked down at me now, knowing she was completely in charge. Kneeling by my side on the bed, she lifted her T-shirt over her head. Her long lavender hair spilled down her back as she tossed the T-shirt aside, her delicious breasts held up by a black bra trimmed with lace. She reached for the front of her pants, unfastening her jeans and pushing them down her thighs. I saw that underneath her fairly casual clothes, she was wearing a matching bra and panty set, so clearly, she had been prepared for this in her own way. I didn’t know why she had chosen such a casual outfit, and it didn’t enter my head to ask. As horny as I was, I was completely entranced by the beautiful young woman kneeling beside me in her underwear, and all I wanted was the sex I felt I had truly earned with her.

Still in her underwear, Megan moved on the mattress. She moved toward the edge of the bed, then stood. I watched her head back toward her closet, and I wondered what strange devices that she might be bringing into play next. When she came back, I couldn’t see anything in her hands. It was only when she opened one hand that I saw the tiny key to my chastity device, and my heart seemed to stumble in my chest as hope and desire surged within me.

Megan climbed back onto the mattress. Her movements were slow and deliberate, knowing she had my complete and undivided attention. Knowing she was in full control, and that everything was going to happen just the way she wanted it to. She threw her leg over me, sitting in my lap as she reached down for the pink chastity device and the lock that carried her name, the constant humiliating reminder of what this woman I still barely knew anything about had done to me.

She slid the key inside, then twisted it. The lock clicked, and she carefully used both her hands to pull it open and unhook it from the chastity device. Then, moving just as slowly, just as deliberately, she took the pink cage apart.

As she removed the pink tube that contained my cock, I groaned with relief. My cock swelled instantly and immediately, finally getting fully erect in a way I hadn’t been able to for a week now. It felt bruised and tender from where it had been constantly pressing against the cage, but it felt good to finally be fully hard. And Megan giggled to herself as she set the device down beside her on the bed, her eyes on my cock.

“There it is,” she said. “My favorite new toy. Tell me again who this thing belongs to?”

“It belongs to you, Sir,” I said immediately, and my submissiveness made Megan laugh loudly again.

“That’s right, it does,” she said. “I’m glad you’re finally seeing that. How was it, being all locked up in there? Being my personal property for a week?”

“God, it was so hard, Sir,” I said, not forgetting for a moment the respectful way I was supposed to address her. And Megan giggled again, enjoying this demonstration of the total power she had over me.

“I bet it was. When was the last time you went a whole week without an orgasm?”

“I honestly don’t know.”

“Did you learn anything from it? Did you learn that sex doesn’t have to be all about the male orgasm, that actually it can just mean you giving pleasure to someone else and not being the selfish chauvinist you always have been?”

“Yes, Sir, I did,” I said.

Whether it was actually true or not was very much open to debate. But I would have said absolutely anything in that moment to get what I wanted, and judging by the knowing smile on Megan’s face, she knew that. Maybe she wasn’t taking anything I said from the depths of my desperate lust too seriously. That didn’t mean she didn’t enjoy hearing it all the same.

“Good. Then we’re making progress. Now, Professor Sanders thinks I’m going too easy on you. She’s pretty radical about this stuff, it turns out. She thinks you should be locked in chastity forever. I think she thinks all men should be.”

“You’ve been talking about our sex life with her again?”

“Yeah,” Megan said softly, still smiling, as though she didn’t see anything even slightly wrong with what she had been doing. “She’s becoming… I don’t know, kind of like a mentor to me. She has some really interesting views on all this stuff. And let’s face it, she’s been right so far. She told me that once I put you in chastity, you’ll be much easier to control, and look at you. I’ve got you wrapped around my finger already.”

I didn’t answer. After all, it was impossible to deny. There I was lying on her bed, tied down and naked with my cock raging desperately in the empty air. I could hardly have looked more vulnerable, more thoroughly under her control. And let’s face it, the thought wasn’t exactly terrible to me anyway. As embarrassing as it was, I liked being under her control. I liked Megan having this ferocious power over me, even if I was a little concerned about where the idea had come from. This professor of hers, a woman I had never met, seemed to have far too much influence on our sex life for my liking. But Megan was right that so far, it’d been a good thing. Even if I could hardly believe I was seeing it as good to be so completely under someone else’s control.

“You’re lucky I’m nicer than her,” Megan went on. “Or maybe I just have more internalized patriarchy than she does. That’s probably what she would say. And she would definitely tell me to be careful that this game doesn’t become just another form of male wish fulfillment. I don’t want to play at being in control of you. I want the real thing.”

“It didn’t feel that much to play like me all this week,” I said. Megan chuckled, still grinning down at me, still looking as totally pleased with herself as she ever had.

“Yeah, probably not,” she said. “That’s what makes it fun, isn’t it? I mean, I’ll be honest. There were a few times during the week when I thought of you all caged up for me, unable to do anything about how turned on you were. And you know what? It got me hot.”

Megan’s eyes were glowing again as she looked down at me. And her hands were on her thighs, sliding slowly up and down over the smooth skin. Her teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, and I could see just how aroused she was. Sexual tension crackled in the air, and I didn’t say it, but I wondered desperately why she wouldn’t just give in to it and have sex with me. But I guess that’s why she was in charge. She always did have more self-control than me, and in the end that was part of what gave her control over me, too.

Still, the situation was clearly getting to her. Her hands moved up and down her thighs, moving ever higher, and I watched as her right hand slid inward. Her fingers danced over the front of her black panties, gently rubbing against her sex that lay hidden on the other side of the fabric, and I felt my breath growing even shorter than it already was. Megan’s hand pressed on herself a little more firmly, her fingers sliding up and down a little more forcefully, and I stared in despair as she played with herself, teasing me with what I had been dreaming about all week and still, apparently, couldn’t have.

“You want this so bad, don’t you, Simp?”

“God, Megan, you have no idea,” I said, making her laugh loudly again.

“Yeah, I guess I don’t,” she said with a smile. “That’s because women aren’t ruled by their genitals in the same way you men are. We can actually have a functioning libido and a working brain at the same time.”

I was getting used to her little antimale jibes. I still wasn’t sure how seriously she meant them. After all, I was still here, naked in her room, and still had what seemed like at least a reasonable chance of getting laid that day. She couldn’t hate men all that much when she was so enthusiastically playing with one right now.

“Doesn’t mean we don’t get horny, though,” she went on, her hand pressing even more firmly against the front of her panties now. She was starting to move her hips too, sliding them back and forward in a slow but persistent rhythm as her arousal got the better of her. “Doesn’t mean we don’t have to take care of business ourselves, sometimes.”

Megan’s eyes stayed locked on me as she lifted her hand and slid it underneath the waistband of her panties. I could see her fingers moving through the thin fabric, and as a gasp of pleasure escaped her lips, it was all I could do to contain my groan of despair. She was touching herself right in front of me, teasing me even more, and the rope that held me to the headboard proved just as strong as I feared it might as I struggled against it. Megan laughed, noticing my desperation. She didn’t have to say it. It was proving her right in what she had said about me jumping on her if I had the chance. In its own strange way, it was proving her right about needing to tie me up. It was all going to fuel her sense of sexual superiority, I knew, but after all, that was one of the things I liked most about her. It was so irresistible, so potent, so unignorable.

Another gasp of pleasure escaped her lips. Her eyelids fluttered, her long lashes casting shadows on the skin of her cheeks. But she didn’t close her eyes. She kept them on me, as if my reaction was fueling her pleasure. As if what I knew must be a look of total lust on my face was part of what she was enjoying about this insane situation she had manufactured. I didn’t doubt that it was. She loved to tease me, loved to know how badly I wanted her, especially when I could do nothing about it. And I didn’t even try to tear my eyes away from her. I took in every moment, every moan, every gasp, every tiny tremor of her beautiful body as she sat on top of me with my rockhard cock just inches away, playing with herself instead of with me.

It was hypnotic.

For a while, the only sound in Megan’s bedroom was that of her increasingly rapid breathing, her little moans of joy, and the wet sound of her fingers sliding inside her pussy, still covered by her underwear. That, and my own breathing, that was hardly any less labored than hers. I was finally out of the cage, no longer feeling the inevitable ache that came from trying to get hard inside the tiny plastic prison, but I was still not free. And maybe I never would be as long as Megan was in my life. Maybe I didn’t want to be. That was what scared me the most.

Finally, Megan’s whole body stiffened. I felt the added pressure of her legs tightening around my sides, felt her rhythmic rocking suddenly stop as a spasm of pleasure passed through her. Now, she did close her eyes, simultaneously letting out a long, loud gasp of pure pleasure. And as a pink flush spread across her smooth cheeks, she opened her eyes again. She smiled at me with a toothy grin, an adorable little bark of laughter escaping from between her trembling lips in a voice that still resonated with pure sexual pleasure. I was crazy for her, and I didn’t need to say a word. My agonized desire was clearly written all over my face.

Megan slid her fingers out of her panties. As she leaned forward, crawling over my body, she lay down on top of me with one arm on my chest for balance. The other hovered above me, the fingers she had just had inside herself brushing my lips as she dangled them in front of me. I could smell her sex, and my cock, pushed back against my stomach and trapped between the two of us, throbbed even more desperately than before. As I opened my mouth and lifted my head to get a taste of those fingers, Megan pulled them away, dangling them just out of my reach.

“Such a horny boy,” she said. “You want to taste your owner’s pussy?”

“Yes, Sir, please!” There was no more room in my mind for even the thought of resistance. Shame and humiliation tugged at me, but I blocked them out, completely caught up in pure desire. I wanted far more than Megan’s fragrant fingers, of course. But I would take whatever I could get. She teased me with them, extending them just enough to run them over the edges of my trembling lips. Then, finally, she slid two fingers inside my mouth, and I wrapped my lips around them, running my tongue over them to taste her delicious juices.

“Oh my God,” she laughed. “You’re such a little slut, aren’t you? That’s a good boy. Suck my fingers clean for me. See, you’re learning your place. Pussy rules you, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir,” I mumbled around her fingers while she laughed at me again.

“That’s right. It does. Just accept it. That’s what makes women superior to you in every way.”

Her fingers slid easily out of my mouth as she pulled them away. They were gleaming with my saliva now, every trace of her wetness thoroughly cleaned off them. And Megan sat up straight, swinging one leg back over me as she climbed off me. I watched, my heart pounding in my chest, as she pulled her panties down, sliding them over one knee after the other and then pulling them off completely to drop them on the floor. I could see the wetness of her pussy shining between her legs as she crawled toward the head of the bed, and, reaching my head, turned.

Again, she swung her leg over me, straddling my face this time and facing my feet. She leaned forward, and her pussy was right in front of my face, and I didn’t need to be told what to do. I lunged forward, pressing my nose and mouth against those silken folds, desperate for the taste of her, the feel of her wet sex against lips and tongue. And Megan moaned deep in her throat as she felt me run my tongue over her wet slit, a pleasure that already seemed more powerful than what she had given herself with her fingers. Her cries of pleasure were once again echoing in the bedroom that, in the short time we had known one another, had already seen so much.

I licked Megan’s pussy like a man possessed, and soon, she was moaning in ecstasy. At the same time, she took hold of my cock, stroking it with one hand, and I felt dizzy at the sensations of pleasure she was giving me.

“Prof. Sanders warned me about this, too,” she said in a breathless voice that was almost torn apart by cries of pleasure, and I had to strain to hear her clearly over my own rapid breathing and the sound of my tongue worshiping her pussy. “She said you’d probably cum really quick when I first let you out of chastity, so I should get that first orgasm out of you quick, and then maybe you might work as a pleasure toy for your owner. So go ahead, bitch boy. Go ahead and cum for Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned against her trembling sex, the mismatch between the masculine term of respect she insisted on and her undeniable femininity never more clearly than it was now as I mumbled the word into her slit. But I didn’t think about that. The pleasure boiling inside me was just too great, and I moaned as I licked and kissed her pussy, lapping up her fragrant juices. Meanwhile, Megan’s hand moved faster and faster on my cock, and in no time at all, I exploded. She was right. After a week of teasing, it took almost nothing to get me there. And I heard her laugh again at the sheer quantity that spurted out of me, every hour of teasing and denial I had suffered evident in the hot strands of semen that splashed across my stomach and legs.

As my orgasm swept over me, I groaned. My head fell back against the mattress, my eyes closed for now as I felt the waves of orgasmic bliss washing over me. But even in my brain completely clouded by wild pleasure, I wasn’t truly thoughtless. Something was nagging at me again. I could hardly believe it myself, but in a moment of wild clarity that follows a powerful orgasm, I blurted it out before I could think through what I was saying.

“Please, Sir,” I groaned through lips that glistened with Megan’s juices, “when you’re done using me, you should lock me in chastity again.”


  
10. A Willing Prisoner

Megan moaned loudly above me. As if what I had just said had given her just as much pleasure as my tongue did. She was getting off on my words, getting off on the idea of me surrendering such power to her.

And I could barely believe I had said it myself. It was an insane thing to say, after everything I had been through that previous week. But as I lay there underneath her and she pressed her body down on me, smothering my face with her pussy and grinding it against my mouth, I couldn’t bring myself to regret it. These overwhelming feelings come upon me all at once, sweeping me away with their power and truth, and even if I couldn’t believe what was coming out of my mouth, there was no denying it. It was as if my body had spoken for me, before my brain could interject and put the brakes on.

And there was no missing the effect it was having on Megan. Sitting on my face, pushing her pussy back-and-forth over my mouth, she was like a beautiful storm. Her cries of passion filled the bedroom, and she used my face to get off as the juices poured out of her. I didn’t even need to lick her anymore; with my face almost crushed underneath her, I couldn’t. I just lay there while she rubbed herself furiously against me, and exploded in a wet mess of orgasmic juices.

With a loud groan, Megan flopped down on top of me, panting and gasping. As I lay beneath her, I could feel her legs trembling against my shoulders, the power of her orgasm still radiating through her body. She stood on top of me, sliding off me to lie on her side next to me on the mattress, and her arms shook as much as her legs as she pushed herself upright. Her face was flushed with pleasure, of course, but I could see there was still real fire burning deep down in those bright blue eyes.

“Are you serious?”

I gulped.

“Yeah. Yeah, I – I think so,” I said. A big bright grin spread across Megan’s pretty face as she looked at me.

“This is awesome,” she said. “I mean, I’ve loved having you in chastity all week. Even when you’re not around, just thinking about it. Just thinking about how I own your cock, how frustrated and horny you must be, and only I can do anything about it. It’s fucking amazing. And you’re willing to give me that power forever.”

“Woah,” I said, shaking my head. “No one said anything about forever.”

Megan chuckled.

“Yeah, I guess I’m getting ahead of myself,” she said. “You can’t blame a girl for getting excited. It’s not every day a man voluntarily surrenders control of his cock to you. In fact, it’s not any day except this one.”

“It’s just… I don’t know. There’s just something really hot about it.”

The bed springs creaked under Megan as she moved, rising up on her knees and placing one hand on my chest for balance as she stared down at me.

“I think you’re secretly submissive,” she said. “I mean, you must be, to get off on being treated like this. But that’s perfect, really. I mean, I never thought of myself as being sexually dominant, but I fucking love this. It’s amazing. And the fact that it’s such a fuck you to the patriarchy is just a bonus.”

I tried not to roll my eyes. Megan’s political views hadn’t become any more palatable to me since we had started seeing each other, even if I was falling more and more under her spell. They were just something I would have to put up with, I supposed. The price I would pay to be with her. One of many.

“You have to understand what this means, Scott.”

Megan’s face became suddenly serious she looked down at me.

“If we do this, we do it my way. I’m in charge, completely. It’s up to me when you get released, not you. I’ll let you out from time to time, as a reward for good behavior, or just if I feel like being nice. But it’s going to be up to me. I’m going to control your sexuality completely. You ready for that?”

“I honestly don’t know,” I said, and the corners of Megan’s lips lifted in a slight smile again. “I mean, it sounds crazy. And this last week was like the most frustrating week of my entire life. But I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about you, all day, every day. Just… Promise me you won’t keep me locked for too long.”

“Oh, babe,” Megan said slowly, smiling wider now as she looked at me. Sweeping her hair back from her face, she leaned down toward me, one hand still on my chest. I felt the softness of her lips against mine, felt her tongue sliding into my mouth as she kissed me, and I kissed her back. The air was full of the scent of sex, the afterglow of our passion hovering in the room like a ghost. I had just had a powerful orgasm, and was probably as close as I was ever going to get to thinking straight in her presence. And my mind was racing with fear and doubt and nervousness, of course. But everything she was saying sounded so incredible to me. Scary, yes. But unbelievably exciting.

“That’s the whole point,” Megan said as she finally lifted her lips from mine, her voice little more than a whisper now. “I’ll do whatever I like. And you don’t get any say in any of it. You just have to do as you’re told like the obedient little simp you are. The obedient little simp I’m going to train you to be for me.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Megan giggled.

“Yeah. I know. God, just thinking about it is getting me so fucking wet. Having you under my control, having your cock under lock and key. Maybe I’ll wear it like jewelry. Maybe I’ll keep it with me all the time. Maybe I’ll wear it to class.”

Her eyes widened with obvious excitement.

“Maybe I’ll show it to Professor Sanders,” she said.

I groaned. I hadn’t thought of that. It still made me uneasy to think about another woman who I had never met knowing about this shameful detail of my sex life with Megan. But clearly, my beautiful mistress got something out of it. Clearly, she intended to keep doing it.

And I got what Megan was trying to say. If we went down this road, if I let her lock me up in chastity again, I would have no choice about any of these things. I would have to accept her with all her contradictions, her quirks, her kinks. The things I didn’t like along with the things I did. Was it worth it?

I knew the answer. Of course it was. I would put up with anything to be with her, and in a way, the harder it was, the more exciting it seemed. I was a mystery even to myself in that moment, almost as if I was being pushed along by something I couldn’t understand and couldn’t resist. Because I couldn’t. There was no doubt about that. I had blurted out the words, but the more time that seemed to pass since saying them, the more true they seemed to become. The more of a reflection of my real feelings they became, as if I had spoken this kink into existence and made it real.

“She’s going to think it’s amazing,” Megan said. “She’s very sex positive, especially when it means women getting what they want in bed and not buying into patriarchal constructs. Just think. By limiting your ability to have penetrative sex, I’m really reprogramming you to understand sex in a more feminist way.”

“Another lesson,” I said. Megan’s smile didn’t falter.

“Get used to them,” she said. “You’re going to be hearing plenty of them. In fact, maybe I’ll start giving you homework. Feminist literature that you’ll have to read and prove you understood if you want to have an orgasm.”

“Are you trying to put me off?” I said, and Megan laughed.

“No,” Megan said softly, but then a thoughtful look appeared on her face.

“But kind of. In a way. I mean, you need to be sure of this. Sure that you want it, because once we go down this path, there’s no turning back. I really will own you. I mean, that’s what I want. I’m sure of that now. But you need to be sure of it too. Once you’re my chastity boy, you’re not going to have any say in anything anymore. And if you beg me to let you out, I’ll just laugh and tease you more.”

“Really? What if I need to get out?”

Megan paused for a moment, that same thoughtful look on her face.

“The thing is, this doesn’t really work if you can get out anytime you want, does it?” she said. “I mean, you know I’m big on consent. I know about safe words and all that stuff. But if you have a safe word that can get you out of this, then you’re not really in my power, are you? It’s just a game that we’re playing, and ultimately, you’re still have all the power to say yes or no to anything I want to do to you. That’s not very feminist. That’s just patriarchy with extra steps.”

“What if there’s like an emergency?”

“An emergency? What, like you need an emergency orgasm? No one needs orgasms, simp. Really, really wanting something isn’t the same as a need.”

“Yeah, but like a medical emergency.”

“Well then obviously, I let you out for that,” she said. “I’m not a psychopath. I’m just a kinky girl who gets off on being in charge.”

“What if you’re not around to let me out?”

“I’m sure you could find a way out of this cage of you really wanted to,” Megan said. “Cut the lock if you have to. But if you do that, obviously, I’ll know about it, and you’d better have a very good reason why you did it if you don’t want to be punished.”

“Punished?”

“That’s right,” Megan said, the smile returning to her face. “I have to keep you in line somehow, don’t I? I mean, I’m not really into hurting people, and I feel like controlling your orgasms will give me enough power over you. But if you act out, don’t think I’ll be afraid of putting you in your place.”

“I wouldn’t doubt it for minute,” I said, making Megan laugh again.

“God, this is so fucking hot,” Megan said. Pushing herself back up onto her knees, she tossed her hair back from her head, looking down at me again. Her eyes drifted over my body, dropping inevitably between my legs. Sated by orgasm, my cock had been lying limp between my thighs while we spoke, but the topic we were talking about, plus her naked body so close to mine, was having a predictable effect. Slowly, my member was fattening and thickening with rising desire, and when Megan reached out and took it in her hand, that desire bloomed rapidly inside me.

“I’ll own this cock,” she said. “I mean, I know I already do. But for real. You won’t be able to touch it without my permission. You’ll be carrying it around for me, but it will be mine to use or not use whenever I see fit. How many women get an opportunity like that?”

As she spoke, she stroked me, teasing my cock back to hardness. Soon, it was swelling up into the air, responding to her touch like a well-trained animal. As I lay there tied to her bed, it really did feel like she already owned it. She could make it respond however she wanted, could make it stand at attention with nothing more than her smile and a slight touch of her hand. And it felt so good to be owned like that, to be so completely controlled. I had never imagined anything like this, never been turned on by the idea of submitting to someone else. But now, it seemed like all I could think about. It filled my head to the exclusion of everything else, and I couldn’t remember being more turned on than I was at that moment.

The feeling was clearly mutual. Still holding my cock, Megan climbed on top of me, straddling me again, facing me this time. Holding my manhood at the base, she rocked her hips back-and-forth, rubbing her wet pussy against the head of my cock. I groaned, and she sighed softly, teasing herself at the same time as she was teasing me.

“But I’ll let you out now and again, when you’ve been a good boy,” she said. Her voice was thick with desire now, and it seemed like she was slipping more and more into her role as a dominatrix, just as I was slipping more and more into submission to her. Once again, I had the feeling that this was somehow bigger than us both, something that had control over us rather than us having control over it. We were both following this wild impulse, like being swept along by a wave of the ocean, and it was exhilarating.

“You’ll have to be very good,” Megan went on, her glowing eyes flickering up toward my face, her teeth showing in a sexy little smile as she continued rubbing my cock against her pussy. “You’re going to be eating my pussy every single day, giving me orgasm after orgasm while you get nothing, all locked away in your little cage. How does that sound, simp?”

“Sexy as hell, Sir,” I said, making her laugh again.

“That’s right, it is,” Megan said. “It’s so fucking hot. This is turning me on so much.”

Her hand tightened around my shaft, and she spread her legs further apart. Her wet pussy slid easily down onto my cock. We both groaned, her wet walls feeling incredible as they tightened around my manhood. Almost drunk with sex, she bounced up and down, my cock sinking deep inside of her, bringing us both intoxicating pleasure. It felt like coming home. It felt like being right where I was supposed to be, as if everything else in the world slid away. It didn’t matter what we had agreed to, didn’t matter what I was going to have to go through if I consented to play this game with her. What mattered, the only thing that mattered, was the pure pleasure we were both feeling deep in our bodies, the pleasure we were giving each other, the incredible sex that neither of us could deny.

Megan rode up and down on top of me, her breasts bouncing, her eyes closing with pleasure, her mouth open and ringing with ecstatic cries. I was so turned on, as if the massive orgasm Megan already given me had never happened, as if my week of denial was still happening, and this was the first pleasure I was getting. But as much as I wanted to cum, I wanted to please her, too. Maybe I was already slipping into the submissive mindset, but it always feels good to pleasure a woman in bed, whether you’re submissive or not.

So I closed my own eyes, depriving myself of the sight of this beautiful woman bouncing up and down on top of my cock. It wasn’t possible to forget what was happening, not possible to pretend I was anywhere other than where I was. But I tried to let my mind wander, tried to think of something a lot less exciting than the reality I was in, while Megan howled in wild pleasure, the bedroom ringing with her screams.

I managed to hold back. Somehow, I managed to hold off the orgasm that was burning inside me, while Megan screamed on top of me. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, felt it trembling and clenching around my shaft in the unmistakable rhythm of orgasm. And as she screamed her ecstasy at the ceiling, I gave in to mine. I exploded inside her, my cock spurting what felt like gallons of cum deep inside her waiting pussy, and we both moaned and trembled together, overwhelmed by our mutual bliss.

Megan lay down on top of me again. This time, her face was close to mine, and she kissed my cheek. I turned my head to kiss her full on the lips, and she kissed me back. Our relationship was anything but conventional, the way we had met and the way we related to one another completely unlike anything else I had ever had in my life. But sometimes, simple, traditional things are the best. Just a guy and a girl kissing one another, our growing affection for each other evident in the way our lips and tongues moved over one another. We were both feeling that closeness that comes after passionate sex, the intense bonding that takes place when everyone has got what they wanted. And we lay there for a while, just soaking it in, our minds finally at peace now that the edge had been taken off the wild desire we felt. But we still wanted each other, lying there together, her body pressed against mine, me still tied to her bed. It just wasn’t with the wild and desperate craving we normally experienced.

Finally, Megan untangled herself from me. She climbed out of the bed, and I watched without saying a word as she pulled a dressing gown out of her closet and wrapped it around herself. Still not saying anything, she carefully opened the door of her bedroom and stuck her head out. Then, she stepped out of the room and pulled the door shut quickly behind her, hiding me from any prying eyes. I listened to her footsteps recede down the hallway, wondering what she was up to. When I heard water running in the pipes of the old house, I knew she was in the bathroom.

I lay there tied up in her bed, trying to catch my breath. Everything that happened so far was unreal, and it was only going to get even more unreal as we journeyed further down this strange path. I still couldn’t believe I had asked her to put me back in chastity, but the thought still buzzed in my brain, still exciting me even after I had emptied my balls inside her beautiful body. Yes, it was insane. It was barely believable. But after all, I told myself, someone was making these devices, and making a living from selling them. We weren’t the only couple doing this. Did that make it any easier to take? Not really. But it was some consolation to think that I wasn’t such a freak that I was into things no one had ever heard of. After all, this hadn’t even been my idea. It was Megan’s.

Or did it come from Professor Sanders?

Tied to Megan’s bed, I finally had time to think. This professor Megan had sounded insane. I didn’t have a relationship anything like that with any of my professors. Some I liked more than others, but there wasn’t one I would consider talking about my sex life with. Then again, I wasn’t doing gender studies, where sex was, admittedly, part of the subject. Even then, it didn’t seem like this professor should know what she did about what me and Megan did behind closed doors. But it wasn’t going to stop. I knew that much. If I hadn’t been able to stop Megan from talking about that stuff by now, I was never going to be able to do it. Once she had me in chastity, I wouldn’t be in a position to control her behavior at all.

And I already knew enough about Megan to know that that would most likely encourage her. The more powerful she felt, the more likely she was to act in outrageous ways. There was no denying it was part of the attraction I had toward her, part of the kinky desire I felt for her. There was no denying I was in trouble, either. I was going to let this woman take control of my body, give her a powerful weapon to manipulate me, and there was no doubt that she would use it again and again. She made no secret of that, just as she made no secret of the fact that I would be hearing plenty more feminist lectures from her, plenty more of Professor Sanders’ ideas reaching my ears through the filter of Megan’s luscious lips.

And there I was, tied to the bed, just letting it all happened to me. I didn’t have a choice, I could tell myself. Megan had me helpless. But I knew that wasn’t true. That was just a way of making it easier myself. I was the one who had asked for this. There was no getting past that fact.

I heard footsteps coming back down the hall. The door opened, and I was relieved to see it was Megan who stepped through it. Grinning, she closed it behind her again, keeping our secret safe from her roommates. Some of it, anyway. The amount of noise we had been making meant I was pretty sure they would know we were having sex. But at least, unlike Megan’s college mentor, they didn’t know exactly how strange and kinky that sex was. Hopefully, they never would.

Still in her dressing gown, Megan moved across the room and sat down on the edge of the bed. If I could have, I would’ve reached out to touch her, to feel the softness of her skin against my hand. But that wasn’t on the cards. All I could do was lie there, her prisoner in more ways than one, desperate for more of her even though I had already cum twice.

Megan touched me, though. Twisting on the bed, she placed a hand on my stomach, her smooth skin sliding easily over my own. Her hand drifted over my body, and Megan smiled as her knuckles brushed against my cock. For once, it was soft in her presence, but already, I knew that wouldn’t last long. All I had to do was look at her and that smile of hers, and I was thinking all kinds of wild thoughts again. Plus, if she was going to touch it, if she was going to play with it, I had no chance of resisting her. And it wasn’t as if I was going to try.

But Megan had other ideas. Taking her hand away again, she sat up straight on the bed. Then she stretched herself across me, reaching for something. The chastity device had been with us on the bed the whole time, separated into its separate parts and bouncing on the mattress to the rhythm of our sex, but although I had never forgotten about its existence, I had more or less forgotten it was there. And now as Megan picked it up, a cold wave of fear swept over me. All my doubts and fears coalesced as I thought to myself that this was my last chance to stop this, my last chance to say no. If Megan would even respect that.

But I didn’t find out if she would or not, because I didn’t even try. Again, I felt in the grip of something bigger than I was, something too big and powerful to resist. My heart raced in my chest, but I just lay there in silence as Megan, smiling sweetly at me the whole time, began to assemble the chastity device around my flaccid cock again.

She slid the humiliating pink tube down onto my shaft. Even soft, my cock was tightly packed inside it. I knew from bitter experience how little room there was in the device whenever I got excited, and with Megan around, her dressing gown falling slightly open to reveal glimpses of her amazing breasts as she moved, that was going to start happening at any minute. Picking up the lock she had had engraved with her name, she slid it through the gap in the device and clicked it shut. Then, giggling to herself, she gently patted my caged cock, and smiled at me.

“There we go, simp,” she said mockingly. “All locked up again, safe and sound. All mine. Except now I really do own it, don’t I? Go on. Tell me who owns this little piece of meat.”

“You do, Sir.”

By now, of course, I knew the drill. I knew what my mistress wanted to hear. And now that I was locked away, I had to give her exactly what she wanted, no matter how humiliating, no matter how disgraceful it might be.

“That’s right. Now, how long should I keep you in there before I even think about letting you experience another orgasm?”

Megan couldn’t keep the smile off her face as she spoke, drunk with power just as I had known she would be.

“I think we should go for two weeks this time, don’t you?”

“No, sir, please,” I said, cringing with embarrassment but knowing I had no choice except to try and convince her to give me what I wanted.

“Begging already. I like that,” Megan grinned. And then she leaned over me, her lavender hair falling down on either side of her face like a curtain to shut out the rest of the world. For me, for now, and maybe for the foreseeable future, there was only Megan. Only her at the center of my thoughts, the center of all my desires, the dark sun my sexually frustrated mind orbited endlessly around. That was what she wanted. And that was exactly what she was going to get.

“But it’s not up to you, is it, simp?” she said. “No more penetration. No more thinking only about your own desires. From now on, all that matters to you is keeping me happy. And you already know how to do that.”

Shifting again, she rose up from the mattress. She pulled her dressing gown fully open, letting it slide down her arms and drop onto the floor behind her. Naked again, she climbed onto the mattress where I still lay tied up, crawling toward my head. Spreading her legs, she straddled me, holding onto the headboard I was tied to as she pushed her pussy against my mouth again.

“I want another orgasm,” she said. “So get to work, bitch boy. Do a good job, because if you don’t, maybe I’ll reconsider letting you out two weeks from now.”


  
11. Megan Gets An Offer

You’re not going to believe this.

I stared at the text on my phone screen, my mind racing. The moment I saw a text from Megan, my heart started to race. That was how it was for me now, how it had been almost from the day we met. But now that I was in chastity, everything was different. Or the same, really, but different in degree. So much more intense. The truth was, I was obsessed with Megan and what she had done to me. And the worst part was, I kind of liked that.

It’s not like I didn’t know what I was getting into. That first week of chastity, I had learned what this lifestyle was all about. I had learned that desire has teeth sharper and stronger than I would ever have imagined before. I mean, I’ve been horny. What young man hasn’t? But to be unable to do anything about it, to be unable to even masturbate, was something completely new. And in the course of a single week, it was enough to show me just how desperate you can get when you are denied what you want.

And yet, I had asked for more. I had asked Megan to lock my cock again. Now I was serving a sentence of two weeks for her sadistic pleasure, and there was no doubt that she was enjoying herself, and that only made things even harder. There was nothing sexier than her cruelty, nothing more exciting than the fact she got turned on by my suffering. She absolutely loved it. Not a day went by that we didn’t text each other. She would check in on my status, asking how I was doing, asking how horny I was. And I would reply, telling the truth. Telling her that I was losing my mind with desire for her, that I could hardly focus on my classes because all I could think about was her.

Often, she would tease me with a little shot of her in something revealing. Maybe standing in front of the bathroom mirror in her house in just a bra and panties, or a glimpse up her skirt while she rode the bus or sat in a lecture. All she needed was a phone to drive me absolutely mad.

Of course, she had more than that.

I didn’t see her every day. I wanted to, but we both still had lives to live and things to do outside of kinky sex. Still, it was rare that we let two days pass without getting together.

And when we did, that only made things worse.

Sometimes, she dressed sexy for me. Sometimes, she didn’t. It didn’t matter. I wanted her more with each passing day, no matter how she dressed. She could have come to the door of her house in a potato sack, and my eyes still would have done their usual little dance over her body, paying tribute to her beauty and sending dull pain radiating out from between my legs as my cock tried to harden inside the cruel chastity device that marked me as her property.

Her property. That was exactly how it felt. That was exactly how it was. Thanks to this humiliating pink plastic device, she had more power over my body than I did. She controlled my sexuality completely, and there wasn’t a single moment of the day that I wasn’t reminded of that. Whether it was when I went to the toilet or went to shower and saw the pink cage and the lock that held it together, engraved with PROPRRTY OF MEGAN. Or any time I saw a pretty girl and felt that surge of desire in my heart, followed immediately by the reminder that there was nothing I could do about it. And when you’re at university, pretty girls are absolutely everywhere.

Or when, sometimes, a stray memory would just drift across my mind for no reason at all, a memory of the kinky things I had done with Megan, making my cock press itself once again against the unyielding pink plastic of the device.

There was no escape. There was no relief. And as the days went by, as Megan summoned me over and over again to her house to eat her pussy while she refused to reciprocate in any way, I felt like I was going crazy with desire. I felt like my whole world was shrinking down and down until it orbited this girl, the cruel mistress I couldn’t stop myself obsessing over.

So every time I got a text from her, I felt nervous and excited and turned on and embarrassed, all at once. Megan knew what she was doing to me, of course, but I couldn’t convey to her or to anyone else – not that I tried – just how confusing it was to be a man in chastity, both wanting every humiliating moment of what is happening to you and being simultaneously ashamed and afraid of it.

It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. I guess that was the point. Still, it was a confusing situation to find myself in.

What?

After texting her back, I drew a deep breath. Getting a text from her always made me nervous, and the content of this one had done nothing to calm me down. So many unbelievable things that happened to me lately, ever since that first night I met this unbelievable woman at a party. I couldn’t even imagine what she might find so shocking. I wasn’t sure I even wanted to try.

But Megan being Megan, she wasn’t going to make things that easy.

I want to tell you in person. Come round tonight.

Ok, I texted back. Just that simple. After all, there was no way I was going to turn down the opportunity to be in her presence again, even if it only teased me even more to be around her. There wasn’t much hope she was going to unlock me or do anything to give me sexual pleasure beyond the pleasure I got from servicing her. But hope springs eternal when your cock is locked away, and I would drop everything I was doing just to be with her again.

A few hours later, I found myself once again at Megan’s door.

We never went anywhere. We never did anything, except play kinky games in her bedroom. We still hadn’t been on a proper date. A few of my friends had commented on the fact they didn’t see as much of me as they used to do, but they knew why. They knew there was a woman in my life. But I didn’t even know what to call her. Was she even my girlfriend? Our relationship was so different to anything I had ever had before that it felt like it deserved its own specific title.

Not that it mattered. It was what it was. And when Megan answered the door, it swept all of my thoughts about words and titles away at once.

She was dressed to kill. Her long hair, dyed its trademark lavender color, cascaded in gentle waves over her shoulders, bared as they were by a top that was little more than a bra. It held her boobs high on her chest, creating a magnificent cleavage that I couldn’t take my eyes away from, and as I looked at her chest, I saw with a spasm of shame and desire the key to my chastity hanging from a string around her neck. Right where anyone could see it, right where anyone who’s eyes were drawn to her cleavage would have to see it.

Her tiny top left her toned stomach bare, and below that, as my eyes traveled down, I drew a deep breath at the sight of her pants. She was wearing these shiny leggings that looked like they were painted onto her body, hugging the incredible curves of her hips, her thighs, her ass. The leggings fit her like a second skin, and they disappeared into the tops of a pair of black leather boots that came well over her knees. The boots had a tall high heel and a pointed toe, the polished leather barely any less shiny than the clinging pants she wore.

She looked absolutely stunning, and from the smile on her face as she stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame with one arm, she knew it. I looked her up and down, my eyes moving as of their own accord, and my cock, that was already a little swollen inside the tight prison of chastity, ached as I gazed in astonishment at the incredible body she so loved to simultaneously flaunt and deny me.

“You like my new outfit?”

“Like it? You look like sex on legs.”

Megan giggled. Stepping back a little from the open doorway of her house, she turned on the spot, her high heels echoing on the wooden floor and the sight of her ass straining against those skintight pants turning me on even more. Facing me again, she stood with her hands on her hips, grinning, endlessly pleased with herself. Her breasts rose and fell in the skimpy little top she was wearing, and I dreamed of burying my face in that magnificent cleavage, of burying my cock in that valley between her beautiful thighs, without much hope of getting it. The two weeks had not yet passed, and even then, as Megan loved to remind me, there were no guarantees.

“All my roommates are out tonight,” Megan said. That explained the provocative outfit. She had dressed up sexy for me before, but never like this. My only hope was that she had gotten so excited herself at the way she looked that maybe there was an early release on the cards. And I told myself to play the game, to do everything she wanted, do everything I could to maximize the chances of her letting me out of chastity.

“Come in, simp,” Megan said, and turned, stepping further into the house. Again, her high heels echoed on the wooden floorboards, and I followed her, shutting the door behind me. Since we had the house to ourselves, she could talk to me the way she did in the bedroom, and it felt strange to hear it, out here where we normally had to be more discreet. But I didn’t think of that. I didn’t think of anything much, except her. Her beautiful ass shone underneath the shining latex of her pants, emphasized by the high heels of the boots she wore, and I followed her as if in a dream, absolutely desperate for her, ready and willing to go along with whatever she had in mind, no matter what it might be.

Megan didn’t go to her bedroom. This time, for the first time, she stepped into the large living room of the old house she shared with her friends and made her way toward the sofa. I watched as she sat down, the leather of her boots and the glossy material of her leggings drawing my eyes to her incredible body as she crossed her legs. One high heel hung in the air like a weapon, her boots shining as she idly moved her foot, smiling at me the whole while. She knew what she was doing. She was driving me crazy, just like she intended. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I didn’t want to. She looked so good, I had an urge to kneel there on the floor right at her feet and beg for a release I still didn’t think was coming. But I resisted the urge, sitting on the sofa beside her instead.

“Sir, you look absolutely amazing,” I said.

I barely even realized I was stretching a hand out toward her until it rested on her thigh, and Megan smiled indulgently as she allowed me to touch her. The fabric of her leggings was incredibly smooth, warm from her body. It really did feel like a second skin. Even just that, just touching her on her leg, sent a feeling like electricity through my body, increasing my desire seemingly by the second. It was hard to take. In fact, like much of what she put me through, it felt almost unbearable. But it was how she wanted to play, and it was what kept me hooked on her.

“I bought myself a new outfit,” she said. “It was expensive, but it was worth it just to see the look on your face right now. God, you want me so bad, don’t you?”

“I really do, Sir,” I said while she laughed again. “I’ve never wanted anyone this badly. You’re driving me crazy, Megan.”

“Yeah, well,” Megan said with that same smile on her pretty face, her blue eyes shining as they flickered over me, looking me up and down, “you’re not the only one.”

In the silence that followed, I looked at her. And she looked at me, still smiling, one arm propped up on the arm of the sofa beside her, a finger under her chin. It was like she couldn’t help teasing me, couldn’t help keeping me in the dark and in suspense, enjoying every bit of her power over me. I didn’t know what she was talking about, but there was a sinking feeling in my heart as I opened my mouth. Megan had proved herself capable of so much, had proved over and over again just how easy it was for her to push buttons I never knew I had. I had no clue where this new idea of hers might be going, but as nervous as I was, I wanted nothing more than to find out.

“What do you mean, Sir?”

“Such a polite boy. Especially when you want something,” Megan chuckled.

Of course, she wasn’t wrong there. She knew as well as I did that the more desirable she made herself, the more desperately I wanted her, the more easily she could manipulate me. I wasn’t going to do anything that might annoy her, minding my manners and making sure to address her with the humiliating term of respect she demanded. Anything, anything for a chance to worship that incredible body.

“So, yesterday,” Megan began. Her leather boots creaked as she shifted on the sofa beside me, turning slightly in her seat to look at me more fully. And I sat there, almost trembling with need, my cock aching in the pink chastity to which she held the only key, dangling provocatively just above her gorgeous breasts. And as she told me the story she clearly couldn’t wait to share, that dull ache of desire only got stronger.

“I was visiting Professor Sanders during office hours,” she said. “It was late in the evening, and it seemed like almost everyone had gone home. We were talking about Carol Gilligan’s work on cultural feminism. I can’t help feeling like there’s a kind of gender essentialism to her work which I’m not sure I’m really comfortable with. But anyway, we were talking about that, and she gave me some really useful insights to approaching the material. But then we just started chatting more personally, and she asked about you.”

“Oh yeah?”

I kept my voice strictly neutral, doing my best to give nothing away. Even though I knew that of course, Megan could read me like a book. The smile on her beautiful face told me that she knew what was going on inside my head, knew the war I was waging against my own desire, and losing. The key to my freedom hung right there, above her incredible boobs, and it was almost like she was daring me to do something about it. I won’t deny that thought crossed my mind. But I feared the consequences. If I did something so against the rules, what would happen then? Nothing good, I was sure of it.

“Yeah. She asked how it’s going, and I told her pretty good. I told her that you’re back in chastity. That you asked me to lock you up again.”

I wish you wouldn’t tell her all this stuff, I was about to say, the words leaping up to my lips before I choked them down. Megan didn’t care how I felt about her little chats with her mentor. She never had, and trying to tell her what she could and couldn’t say and who she could and couldn’t talk to about her sex life seemed like a great way to make sure she wasn’t going to release me. So I kept quiet, my heart beating in my chest and my cock throbbing between my legs as Megan told the rest of her story.

“She seemed pretty surprised by that. Pretty impressed. She said you were probably submissive, you just didn’t know it, and I agreed. I mean, that just makes sense. But then…”

Megan’s smile widened, her eyes taking on a faraway look as she gazed across the room for moment, caught up in the memory of what had happened yesterday. Then she turned that gaze back on me again.

“She said that she could imagine me as a really beautiful, powerful dominatrix. And I just kind of giggled, and said yeah, I guess, but then… She put her hand on my leg. Just like you’re doing now.”

“What?”

“She’s queer,” Megan said. “Bi, at least. Don’t act surprised. The night we met, you acted like I was a cliché for saying I’m bi. Are you that surprised that a feminist gender studies professor likes girls?”

“No, Sir,” I said, shaking my head. “What I’m surprised by is that she would hit on you. Isn’t that illegal or something?”

“No, of course it’s not illegal,” Megan said. “We’re all adults. I mean, it’s against college rules, so she was taking a big risk. But I mean, how many times does some creepy male professor end up having an affair with a student? Happens all the time. The only difference is this time, it’s two women doing it.”

“So what did you do?”

Again, Megan paused before answering, smiling at me and letting me wait before continuing with her story.

“Well, obviously, I was shocked,” she said. “I didn’t know what to think. So I just… left it there. But Pro… Well, Alice. Her name is Alice. She asked me if it was okay she was touching me like that, and I thought about it, and then I said yeah. It was. I mean, she’s a very attractive woman. And you know I love her mind.”

“This is weird,” I said.

“Yeah, maybe,” Megan said. “But it gets weirder. Because then, with her hand on my leg, she told me that she likes being dominated.”

“What?”

“Yeah. I mean, obviously, she knows a lot about this world. I told you she’s sex positive, didn’t I? Well, it turns out she’s tried quite a few things in her time, but what she really likes is a pretty girl who knows how to treat her mean. I guess the two of you have that in common.”

She laughed at her own joke, but I didn’t. My head was still spinning, still trying to process this new information. And the way Megan was talking about it made me wonder. This wasn’t just a funny story to her, and she clearly wasn’t exactly horrified it had happened, either. What else happened? What else might happen, after this revelation? I didn’t know, but one thing was guaranteed. Megan was going to decide what happened next, and I was unlikely to get any say in it at all.

“She hasn’t had a mistress in a long time,” Megan went on. “She said she’s never done this before with a student, that she knows she shouldn’t. But of course, as we all know, that just makes it even hotter. And she asked me to play with her. To dominate her.”

“What did you say?”

There was that silence again, that powerful silence Megan knew exactly how to use to drive what she was saying home. I waited, my stomach churning, my heart pounding. This was how she wanted me to feel, this uncertainty, this doubt. Already, she was getting so good at it.

“What do you think I should have said?”

Megan tossed her hair back from her face, shifting even more in her seat. Uncrossing her legs, she swung them up toward me, resting her boots with their sharp high heels in my lap. Unable to keep myself from touching her, I ran my hand over the leather that covered her shin, my excitement at a fever pitch as my caged cock set throbbing underneath her legs.

“Does it matter what I think?”

“No,” Megan giggled. “But I’d be interested to hear. What you think about the idea of me dominating my professor the way I dominate you?”

“I think…”

I knew I had to choose my words carefully. Megan was watching me intently now, her eyes fixed on my face. Her smile had faded, though I could still see the traces of amusement at the corners of her lips. As often happened with her, I felt almost as if she was putting me through a kind of test. And looking the way she did, turning me on like she was, it was a test I very much wanted to pass.

“I think you might be taking a risk. I mean, she’s taking a huge risk. If anyone found out…”

“No one’s going to find out,” Megan said firmly. “It’s not like we’re going to do it in public.”

“So you are going to do it?”

“How would you feel about it if I did?”

My beautiful mistress was determined not to let me off the hook. But I didn’t have a ready answer for her. I didn’t know how I felt about it, not yet. This was so far outside my normal experience, so completely beyond anything I had ever done or even heard of before.

“Do you want to do it?”

“Hmmm, let me see,” Megan said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Do I want a hot older college professor as my submissive little sex slave? Do I want her and you both worshiping the ground I walk on, desperate for me, doing everything you’re told like good little pets? I mean, come on, simp. There’d be something wrong with me if I didn’t want it, wouldn’t there?”

“Well if it’s something you want, then I guess you should have said yes.”

“Yeah. That’s probably why I did.”

I sat staring at Megan in astonishment. For all the wild things we had done, I had never realized she was quite this crazy. But it was hot, and it wasn’t just her sexy outfit that was making me feel that way. I had no idea what this professor of hers looked like, but already, my mind was forming a mental image of how things might go between the two of them, and it wasn’t exactly helping me to calm down. In fact, it was only making the dull ache of my cock trying to harden in my chastity device even worse.

“You did?”

“Yeah. I did. And you should’ve seen the look on her face. She was so excited. So we’re going to play together this weekend, me and her. I’m so excited, but I’m kind of nervous. I mean, I’ve never dominated a woman before, especially an older, accomplished one like her. I never dominated anyone until you came along. I’m still pretty new to this stuff.”

“You’re a natural, Sir,” I said, and Megan laughed.

“Yeah, I’m sure it seems that way to you,” she said. “Guys are easy. You’re simple. It doesn’t take much to figure you out. Women are a lot more complex.”

“Now who’s being a gender essentialist?”

Megan burst out laughing at that one.

“You know this is different,” she said, her leather boots creaking as she moved her feet in my lap to drive me even more crazy with desperate desire. “Part of the fun of these games is playing with those stereotypes, those tropes. It’s going to be really weird dominating another woman, especially when we’re both feminists. But I think it could really be fun.”

I didn’t know what Megan was to me, or what I was to her. We had never had any kind of conversation about our relationship. The serious conversations we had tended to revolve around the kinky sex we were having, and there was enough to discuss there to keep us busy for a long time. We had never talked about exclusivity, never established any ground rules for a relationship beyond the rules our sex required. And the truth, that she no doubt would have objected to, was that if it had been a male professor who had approached her like this, I would’ve had a different attitude. But the idea of her playing with a woman? It was hot. Even if I hadn’t been locked in chastity for over a week at that point, I would have found it appealing. But as it was, it was almost too exciting to believe.

“What are you going to do with her?”

“I don’t know. Any suggestions?”

Megan’s blue eyes shone as they looked deep into mine.

I thought about it for a moment, my mind racing. I knew even less about these kinky games than she did, but what I knew, better than anyone else, at least for now, was how gorgeous Megan was when she was in control. I was burning up with desire for her, and everything she had told me only encouraged me down that path, reminding me, as if I could possibly forget, what an unbelievably desirable, sexy, incredible woman she was.

I shifted on the sofa. Carefully, I slid my hands under Megan’s boots and lifted her feet out of my lap. She watched, still smiling, amused more than anything else. I set her feet down on the sofa, placing them apart. Then, putting my knee between them, I leaned forward, over her lap.

Megan chuckled as I kissed her thigh through the skintight leggings that covered her. I kissed her again and again, leaving a trail of kisses as I moved up toward her crotch. And she allowed it, sighing happily as she ran her fingers through my hair. I placed a kiss right on her mound, right on the seam of the tight leggings, and I could feel the lips of her pussy underneath it. I raised my eyes to look up her and saw her smiling down at me, her face radiating delight with the life she had unexpectedly found herself in.

Slowly, I reached for the top of her pants. Slowly, I peeled them down, the tight fabric putting up a struggle. Underneath, she wasn’t wearing anything. No underwear to get in the way. The smell of her excitement rose into the air of the living room where we had never played before, and I stuck out my tongue, running it over my mistress’ already wet pussy without needing to be told.

My chastity key rose and fell as she breathed, her breasts swelling in her tight top.

“Good boy,” Megan breathed. “I think I’m definitely going to have my professor do this, too.”


  
12. Megan’s Big Date

The weekend finally came.

Truthfully, I would have been awaiting it anxiously anyway. My two weeks in chastity was up, and I lived in desperate hope of Megan deciding to release me from her cage, if only temporarily. By now, we both knew the shameful truth that I didn’t want a more permanent release. I was hooked on this power exchange, hooked on this feeling of helplessness that it gave me to surrender myself to Megan like this. All I wanted, in the long term, was more of this. But for now, at least, what I wanted even more than that was an orgasm.

Megan had been teasing me for two straight weeks. Keeping me twitching in a state of high arousal with her little pictures and videos, or more. There was simultaneously nothing better and nothing worse than those times she had me come round to her place and service her selfish sexual needs without any reciprocation on her part. There was no better reminder of who was in charge, of how this relationship worked, than that. I wanted her so badly, more badly that I had ever wanted anyone before in my life. And for two weeks, she was completely off the menu, along with every other woman on earth. Along with even the solitary pleasure of masturbation that I would’ve otherwise used to relieve the unbearable pressure of being constantly teased by her. Now, I had no choice but obedience. I had no other option than to do as I was told.

But now it was the weekend, and amazingly, the thought of release from the chastity device wasn’t the only thing that filled my head and my heart that day. Megan, in all her beauty and cruelty, had managed to find a way to take this game to the next level. And I was insanely nervous, filled as usual with fears and doubts about what might happen, about what could go wrong. But there was no ignoring the possible upside of all this. My beautiful mistress was planning to play with another woman. And the thought of that was so unbelievably sexy to me that any time it crossed my mind, which it did a lot, I felt like I was getting weak at the knees with the pure excitement of it all.

Megan summoned me to her place and told me what her plan was. First, she and Professor Sanders were going to go for a drink. To get to know each other, in a way, I suppose. I mean, of course, they already did know each other. And clearly, Megan’s gender studies professor was someone who didn’t have much problem coming out and saying what she wanted, even if it was impressively kinky. But sometimes, you have to observe the ritual. That was something Megan and her strange games were rapidly teaching me.

So I went to Megan’s house, as arranged, and she answered the door in casual clothing. Not like last time, when she had appeared like a vision of dominance wearing shiny rubber leggings and tall fuck-me boots. But as she led me through the house, I saw that at least a couple of her roommates were home now, so she had to be at least a little bit discreet. Still, just following her toward the bedroom was enough to make my heart pound, enough to make my cock press itself stubbornly against the merciless pink plastic of the chastity device. Clearly, it would never learn. Clearly, it was always going to be this way, a constant struggle I was always losing, a total inability to not be attracted to her, to not fall under her spell any time she wanted me to. After all, it was that, among other things, that made her so unforgettably sexy.

And once we were in her bedroom with the door closed behind us, Megan turned to me with smiling eyes. Even dressed down, just wearing a T-shirt and a pair of admittedly delightfully tight black leggings, she looked incredible. Especially to me in my aroused state. I was absolutely desperate for her, and she knew it, and the way her eyes shone whenever she looked at me told me exactly how much she was getting off on it. Both of us, in our different ways, were caught up in this game that was quickly starting to feel bigger than all of us.

“It’s good you’re here,” Megan said, that mischievous smile I loved so much showing on her pretty face. My heartbeat quickened accordingly, the way it always did, whenever I looked at her. “You can help me get ready for my date.”

How did she always know what to say? It was something I had found myself wondering before. How did Megan always know exactly the right words to use to get me going, went even I didn’t understand the true nature and depth of my own twisted desires? She was a natural. That was the truth. It seemed to come to her without her even thinking about it, as if in these moments she was possessed by a spirit other than her own the told her everything she needed to know about being a dominatrix. She told me she had no more experienced at these games than I did, I had no reason not to believe her. But that was the case, then it was like she was born to do this, born to have men on their knees, desperate and trembling for her touch. Because everything she did and everything she said contributed to that same wild thrill of submission it gave me to do what Megan wanted.

“How?” I asked. Megan smile deepened. Of course, she knew the value of being prepared. Like any good dominatrix, she was always a step ahead.

“You can help me get dressed,” Megan said, her smile never faltering. “Help me look all sexy for my teacher.”

Everything she said was like another kinky tease for me. She knew exactly what she was doing, taking great pleasure in getting me going, safe in the knowledge that was nothing I could do about it. I was scheduled to be unlocked from chastity that day or the next, but for now, that seemed to have been completely forgotten. Instead, there I was, more under Megan’s control than ever, already knowing that I would do as I was told. I would help her dress up for her date, if that was what this young goddess wanted. So close to my supposed release date, I would do whatever it took to keep her happy and try to ensure I got what I wanted.

“Okay,” I said, trying to master my emotions while Megan kept smiling at me, clearly enjoying my inner struggle. “Where do we start?”

“You can start by undressing me,” Megan said, her every word dripping with confidence now, knowing just how completely she was in charge. “Then, I’ll let you pick out some sexy underwear for me to wear.”

I tried to hide what her words were doing to me, the desperate arousal they were making me feel, although I wasn’t sure why. We both knew why I was there and the predicament I was in. I guess I was still in the phase of trying to maintain some control, impossible as it seemed. Still trying to pretend that Megan’s power over me wasn’t absolute. It was a futile pretense, of course, and we both knew it. But a man has his pride. If I didn’t, would these sexy games be as exciting as they were?

I stepped toward Megan, and even though she didn’t move, her eyes followed me as I approached. She knew exactly what was going through my head as I reached my hands out toward her. She knew that she was all I could think about, all I could focus on, the chance to touch her beautiful body hovering in front of me like a mirage in the desert of desire. Megan smiled smugly as I ran my hands over her shirt, finding the bottom of it and carefully lifting it up toward her head. As I pulled her shirt off, the long waves of her dyed purple hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing her smiling face as I set the shirt aside. Then, I pulled down her leggings. The skin of her legs was soft against my hands and almost unbearably smooth, sharpening my desire as I pushed them all the way down. Megan stepped easily out of them, standing in front of me now in nothing but plain and somewhat mismatched underwear. I looked at her, and she didn’t say a thing. She didn’t even nod. But somehow, I knew I had her permission to go further. So I reached for her panties, and as I pushed them down, I saw a tiny wet spot on the light fabric that made my cock surge desperately in the chastity device, that made hope swell in my heart all over again.

Megan’s panties fell to the floor, right against her discarded leggings, and she stepped out of those, too. It took an effort to turn my eyes away from her pussy between her legs, calling to me, as I circled around behind her to unfasten her bra. Again, the smoothness of her skin taunted me as I touched her back, her shoulders, her arms. I slid the bra down, freeing her breasts that barely moved without the support, dropping that on the floor too. As I circled around to stand in front of her again, I took in the sight of Megan’s gorgeous body, completely naked while I was completely clothed, probably for the first time ever. A reverse of the normal order. But that didn’t make her any less in charge than she always was.

“You know where my underwear drawer is,” Megan said, her voice soft now but no less commanding. “Go pick me out a really sexy set. Something you just wish you could tear off me. Something that really gets you going.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, making her laugh. And I felt her eyes following me as I walked across the room to her dresser. I did know where she kept; I had seen her going to this dresser several times before. And I tried to keep my breathing at a normal pace as I rummaged through the lacy underwear in front of me, my mind racing with visions of her in various kinds of lingerie.

I found a purple set, matching bra and panties trimmed with lace and decorated with more black lace on the purple fabric. As I carried them over to her, I saw Megan’s smile widen. She seemed to approve of my choice, her cheeks coloring noticeably as I approached. But she didn’t put out her hand to take it away from me. Instead, she just there in all her naked glory, her pink nipples visibly swollen with her excitement, her eyes gleaming, her hands on her hips framing her exquisite hourglass shape.

She didn’t say anything, and neither did I. Setting the bra I had chosen down on the bed, I held the panties out in front of her. Megan put one hand on my shoulder for balance as she lifted a foot from the floor, guiding it through the panties I held out for her. Then she did the same with the other foot. I pulled them up, reluctantly covering the pussy that shone in front of me with the visible moisture of her arousal already. The panties had a thong back, and I pulled them up high into the gap between her gorgeous round ass cheeks, and she bounced a little on her toes as I did. Her boobs bounced adorably in front of my hungry eyes, and I picked up the bra next, circling around behind her again to put it on her. She slid her arms through the holes, and I did my best not to groan in frustrated desire as I lifted her full and heavy breasts into the padded cups, and fastened the bra behind her. Looking over her shoulder, I could see the incredible cleavage the bra gave her, the soft creamy skin of her breasts almost spilling over the cups and bouncing with every breath she took.

“You look amazing, Sir,” I said, and Megan chuckled.

“I’m not even dressed yet,” she said. “But you’re off to a good start. Now, what do you think I should wear for my date? What’s going to really turn my professor on and make her unable to resist me? This is very important, Simp. If I don’t get laid tonight, neither do you. Maybe for a very long time.”

Megan laughed as she said it, but I knew she was nothing less than 100% serious, and a cold wave passed over me. This was exactly what I feared, that she would extend the chastity she promised to relieve, when I already felt like I was about to explode from unrelieved desire. That was the power she had, and the fact that she was so unafraid to use it against me made her unbearably sexy.

“Something tight, Sir?”

Megan rolled her beautiful blue eyes.

“Of course tight, Simp,” she said, as it was the most obvious thing in the world. “It’s got to be sexy. Go to my closet and pick out three options. And be quick.”

She was really bullying me now, and now that I was so caught up in desire for her, it was a turn-on to be bossed around. Again, I felt her eyes following me as I walked across the room to her closet. I had never been in her closet before, and even after all the kinky, sexy things we’d done, it felt weirdly intimate to be going through her clothes. My head was spinning with all the possibilities. Megan, despite being a student with not a lot of money, certainly had an extensive collection of clothes. And I visualized her wearing each outfit as I went through them, noting already some of my favorite I had previously seen her in. The black latex leggings she wore last time I was at her house shone darkly in the closet, and my cock pulsed in chastity as I once again thought of her wearing them. I longed to see her in those again, as revealing as a second skin. She was irresistible in those pants that showed off every curve, and since it seemed her goal was to seduce her professor, it seemed like a good idea. Especially because she looked so dominant in that outfit, and that was what made Professor Sanders approach her in the first place.

But something told me to try something new. As I went through Megan’s clothes, I picked out a couple of things. There was a red dress that looked absolutely tiny on the hanger and made me think it would cling to every curve of her body, showing off her figure to anyone who looked. Rooting a little deeper in the closet, I found a black dress that was hardly any bigger than the red one. Then, going through a few more outfits, something shiny caught my eye. As I lifted it out in the light, I saw it was a metallic silver bodysuit. As I carried my choices over toward the bed, Megan watched, her eyebrows rising on her smooth brow as she looked them over.

“Interesting taste,” she said, casting her eyes over the garments. “You think these are sexy enough?”

“You look sexy in anything, Sir,” I said. “But I didn’t want to go too far. I thought about those latex leggings you were wearing last time I was here…”

Megan grinned even wider at my words.

“Yeah, those did get you all hot and bothered, didn’t they? I think they might be a bit much out in public, though. At least on the first date.”

“You’re going out, then?”

Megan smiled again, her breasts rising and falling in the soft confines of her sexy purple bra as she grinned at me.

“No, Simp,” she said, shaking her head to make her lavender hair swirl around her shoulders. “We’re going out. You’re coming with me. I mean, I know you don’t want to miss this, do you?”

“No, I don’t,” I said truthfully, my earnestness making Megan laugh again.

“That’s right. You know what? I’ve never worn this. Never had the right occasion for it, I suppose. Maybe tonight’s the night.”

As she spoke, Megan picked up the silver bodysuit from the bed in front of her. It glittered in the light as she turned it this way and that on its hanger. Then, with that same look of mischief on her face, she held the garment out toward me.

I took it from her. My experience with outfits like this was zero, but it wasn’t too hard to figure out. Sliding it off the hangar, I opened the zipper in the back of the bodysuit. Then I bent at the waist, holding it out in front of Megan. Again, she stepped into it, just like she had with the panties, and I pulled it up over her body, holding it up so that she could stick her arms through the shoulder straps.

Then, I circled around behind her again, carefully pulling up the zipper of the suit in the back. As I zipped it up, the metallic fabric grew tight around her body, flaunting every curve of her hourglass figure. The suit was cut high on her hips, covering no more of her than a one-piece bathing suit would have. I could see a good portion of the cheeks of her ass below the bottom of the suit, my cock straining and aching in its prison. And as she turned around to face me, the light in the bedroom bouncing back from the revealing suit, I could tell that Megan felt as good as she looked in it. She ran her hands over her stomach, over her hips, tossing her hair back from her face and letting me admire her body in all her glory. Then, stepping past me, she moved toward the mirror next to the closet. I watched as she posed in front of it, turning this way and that, checking out her ass in the outfit while I stood behind her, patiently waiting.

“Just need a couple of finishing touches,” Megan said, still looking at herself in the mirror instead of at me. Then, she stepped toward the closet. She reached inside, and I somehow managed not to groan in frustrated desire as I watched her bend over, watched her ass displayed in front of me by the suit that rode even higher on her body when she moved. When she straightened up, I saw that she had picked up a pair of boots from the floor of her closet. Tall black leather boots with a block heel that she slung over one arm as she reached onto an upper shelf and grabbed something small. Then, carrying it back toward the bed, she pushed the other clothes I had selected aside and sat down.

“Here. Put my boots on, bitch,” she ordered, always with that happy little smile of pure control. She handed me her tall boots, the leather soft and supple in my hands. Knowing I had no choice and feeling remarkably okay about it, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of her. The zippers on her boots were long as I pulled them down, setting one on the floor so that I could slide the other on to her leg. It went all the way up above her knee, ending at the middle of her thigh. Just touching her there, feeling that smooth warm skin and knowing her pussy was just inches away from my face, sent shockwaves of desperation through me as I zipped up her tall boot. Then, while I did the same with the other, I watched Megan raise her chin, tossing her hair back. Her fingers reached behind her neck as she put on a necklace, and my heart stumbled as I saw that the key to my chastity was hanging on the end of that chain. It had been right there in the closet, while I fetched and carried for her, and I hadn’t known it. No wonder Megan smiled so much as she made me into her little gopher. No wonder she had taken such pleasure in watching me do her bidding. Knowing all the while that my freedom was so close at hand, but I didn’t know it. Now, of course, it was close at hand too. But Megan didn’t seem to worry about me trying to take the key off her, and she was right not to. Her smug arrogance was almost infuriating, sexy as it was, but there was good reason for it. She knew she was in complete control. As desperately horny as I was, as much as I longed for the release she had promised me, I knew I wasn’t going to get it. Not yet. My beautiful dominant goddess still had lots more she wanted from me.

“How do I look, Simp?

I gazed up at her as she sat on the bed above me. She had her hands on the mattress, supporting her weight on her arms, her breasts rising and falling in the low neckline of the eye-catching silver bodysuit. From her narrow waist, her hips spread deliciously, her legs slightly apart, several inches of her creamy thighs showing above the tops of her gleaming black boots. From below, where I was kneeling on the floor, she looked even better than she normally would. Even more dominant, even more unattainable, even more ridiculously beautiful than she normally did.

“You look perfect, Sir.”

Megan snorted with laughter.

“You would say that, bitch boy,” she said. “You’re just desperate to get let out of that metal cage, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir, I am,” I said truthfully. “But that doesn’t change the fact you look absolutely amazing. Any guy or any girl would be so lucky to have you.”

For once, Megan didn’t laugh. Instead, her white teeth showed as she bit her lower lip, a look of desire on her face. For a moment, she just looked at me, her head tilted slightly to one side, and as I gazed up her in total adoration, I felt like she could recognize how sincere I was about the way she looked. In fact, it was driving me crazy. My cock was vibrating inside its plastic cage, straining as strongly as ever to escape the inescapable prison she kept me in, and the more I looked at her, the more it hurt, but at the same time, I couldn’t possibly look away. It didn’t even cross my mind.

“Well, let’s hope so,” Megan said at last. Her voice was soft again now, no longer with the commanding tone she used to order me to fetch things for. But I clung to her every word, my head spinning as I looked up at her, her body so beautifully displayed by the provocative outfit she had chosen to seduce her professor. It was intoxicating. Just being near was like being drunk, sweeping away my inhibitions, making me feel like I had no choice but to submit, to obey this gorgeous goddess and follow her down this unbelievably kinky road.

Megan spread her legs a little wider. Along with the purple panties I knew were underneath her clothes, all that separated me from her pussy was the thin strip of silver material of her bodysuit. And I watched, trembling on my knees, as her hand drifted down between her legs.

Megan sighed softly as she ran two fingers over her pussy through the bodysuit she wore. Teasing herself, but teasing me even more. Her fingers moved up and down, up and down, following the slight channel of her sex through the two layers of fabric that separated us. My mouth was watering as I watched, my cock throbbing relentlessly, my eyes locked on the vision of feminine beauty and power sitting on the bed above me.

Megan let out another little sigh, then used two fingers to pull her bodysuit and her panties to one side. There was her pussy again, right in front of me, shining with her excitement, pulling on every fiber of my being. It was all I could do not to groan with desperate desire as I looked up at my beautiful mistress, teasing me with her incredible body. Megan smiled down at me, her eyes half closed now, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. This kind of power never failed to turn her on, and the fact that she was going on a date with someone who wasn’t me added unbelievable spice to everything that was happening.

“You want me so bad, don’t you, Simp?” Megan said in a breathy voice, her breasts rising and falling in the low-cut neckline of her bodysuit.

“Oh my God, yes, Sir,” I said, knowing what she wanted to hear but also knowing it was nothing more than the truth.

“Okay. I guess you’ve been a good boy. You know what to do. Get your fucking face between my legs and make me cum before I go on my date with a sexy older woman.”

“Yes, Sir!”

I was so turned on, so frustrated after two weeks in chastity, that I was unbelievably enthusiastic to do what she said. I leaned forward, my hands sliding over the leather of her boots, then the skin of her thighs, as I pressed my mouth against her sex. I kissed her pussy deeply, hearing her groan above me and feeling what hadn’t been a regular feeling for me since the first night we met: a kind of triumph. A kind of success.

My mistress was still completely in control, of course, sitting back on the bed and enjoying me pleasuring her while she did nothing for me in return. But still, it felt good to please her. And she tasted so amazing, so wet and so excited, and her moans of ecstasy rose steadily in the room as I continued licking, steadily increasing the rhythm the way I knew she liked. By now, I considered myself something of an expert in how to eat Megan’s pussy, having had no shortage of practice. And soon, she was gasping and moaning with pleasure, squirming on the bed as she draped her legs over my shoulders, thrusting her hips forward.

Megan came in a shower of juices, and I licked them up as rapidly as I could, even as more poured out of her. Like I didn’t want to let a single drop escape. And Megan smiled down at me as she slid her legs off my shoulders, watching me clean her up. Knowing that for her, for both of us, the night only just begun.


  
13. Her New Toy

It was a strange feeling, walking into a bar with Megan beside me. I hadn’t worn anything special, thinking I was just going over to her house, hoping to be released from chastity. I had no idea we would be going out. She, on the other hand, looked absolutely fantastic in his silver bodysuit and thigh-high boots. As soon as we stepped through the door of the bar, heads turned to look at her, and she seemed to glow just as much as her metallic silver outfit, her glossy boots, the chain around her neck that held my chastity key above her delicious cleavage. It was like she grew taller with all the attention, growing like a plant in the sun right before my very eyes. She was practically radiating beauty and sex appeal, and maybe part of that was just because I was so damn horny after two weeks of being kept in a chastity cage and teased relentlessly by her. But there was no denying what the outfit did for her, no getting away from how incredible she looked, the hourglass figure of her body, her big boobs and her narrow waist and her tight round ass, perfectly enhanced and displayed by the outfit she wore.

The bar was busy. Plenty of eyes were on Megan as she moved through the crowd, with me following, trying not to be too obvious about the way I was staring at her ass but unable to look anywhere else. Her perfect round cheeks swayed from side to side with every step she took, her thighs displayed by the tall boots that ended above her knees, her lavender hair that was getting increasingly long falling in gentle waves down between her shoulder blades. She looked so magnificent, and the fact that this woman controlled my sexuality completely only made her even more stunning in my eyes. In fact, I was so bewitched by her, it was almost like I had forgotten what we were at the bar for. It was the first time we had gone out in public, ironically; the closest thing we had had to a date. Except it wasn’t a date for me. It was a date for Megan and her professor.

Megan’s pace quickened as she approached a table with a woman sitting alone at it, a martini glass in front of her. As I looked at what I knew had to be Professor Sanders, I realized I had seen her around the college once or twice. She was probably in her mid-40s, or maybe a little older, although if she was older, she looked good for her age. Tiny spiderwebs of wrinkles showed only at the corners of her eyes and around her lips, her high forehead still free of lines. She had her dark hair held up at the back of her head, a few stray curly strands escaping here and there, and as she looked at Megan through the black-framed glasses she wore, warm brown eyes shining behind them, I saw her gaze shift to me for a moment, a look of surprise across her face.

Megan, of course, showed no signs of nervousness at all. No matter what we seemed to do, she was always into it. You would never guess from looking at her that this was her first time doing anything like this. She hurried toward the table, her arms spread wide, and as Professor Sanders rose to her feet, a smile deepening the wrinkles around the corners of her mouth a little, I was able to see her more fully. She was wearing a red shirt tucked into a high-waisted black pencil skirt, a pair of slingback stilettos on her feet. It was a perfectly acceptable outfit for a first date, and wouldn’t been out of place even at her workplace. Still, the stretchy black skirt was tight enough that I could admire the woman’s slender figure, could see way her hips swelled out from a narrow waist in that irresistible womanly shape that never failed to catch my eye. God, I was so horny. Two weeks of being Megan’s frustrated slave, forced to pleasure her on command and unable to experience pleasure of my own. Professor Sanders would’ve looked good to me at any time, I was sure of that. Very much the sexy older woman, twice my age but still very attractive to me. But in the state I was in, thanks entirely to Megan, she looked almost unbearably desirable.

“Hi, Alice,” Megan said as she wrapped her arms around the older woman. Professor Sanders returned the embrace in a more guarded way, staring at me over Megan’s shoulder as she patted the other woman’s back. Then, she let her arms fall and sat back down at the table, and Megan sat down on the other side of the booth. She slid over on the seat, I sat down beside her, feeling the professor’s eyes watching me again through those expensive looking glasses.

“What’s he doing here?”

Not the friendliest greeting. Then again, I had no idea what to expect from a situation like this. It seemed clear to me that none of us really did. We were all just guessing our way through, and it looked like neither me nor the professor had Megan’s improvisational skills, her ability to adapt to a new situation and turn it to her advantage. For that matter, not many people did.

“Don’t worry about him,” Megan said. Professor Sanders glanced toward me again, a strand of her curly hair hanging down at the side of her face as she leaned forward across the table, speaking to Megan in a low but urgent voice.

“Megan, people can’t know about this,” she said. “I shouldn’t even have met you in public.”

“Yeah, but it’s kind of fun you did,” Megan went on. “Besides, what better cover could we have than having him here with us? It doesn’t look like we’re doing anything inappropriate. Just a professor running into a student in a bar and having a chat while she’s out with her boyfriend. What’s wrong with that?”

Megan’s teacher didn’t answer immediately, but her face softened slightly, and I saw that she understood the wisdom of Megan’s words. Bizarrely, my heart was vibrating in my chest for another reason. It was the first time Megan had ever referred to me as her boyfriend.

Even if the context wasn’t exactly what I might have wanted, part of me seemed to feel like it still counted. And I was surprised by the force of my feelings, surprised by how good it made me feel to hear that title from her lips. Was that what I wanted? To be her boyfriend? Certainly I wanted to be with her. Certainly, I wanted to keep playing these wild games, to see where they led, to see what other possibilities for unbelievable pleasure they offered. I felt nervous, sitting there across the table under the steely gaze of Megan’s teacher. But Megan was the engine that drove us all forward, and the center of the desire that we shared. She knew it, and that knowledge, along with the confidence it gave her, seemed to beam out of her every pore while she sat there beside me looking like a trophy in her shiny silver outfit.

“Well, I’m not interested in doing anything with a man.”

I wasn’t sure if I imagined the change in her tone when she said the word ‘man’, with a disdainful twist of her mouth. Another man-hating gender studies expert, another cliché that hardly surprised me. This professor knew a lot more about my sex life with Megan that I was comfortable with, but I knew a thing or two about her, too. Some of her more extreme views, some of her hidden desires. It was hard not to be embarrassed in front of a woman that I knew was aware of the terrible truth of the chastity Megan kept me in. But I tried to remind myself that we were here because this woman wanted the same thing I already had. She wanted to submit to Megan just as I had, to be controlled and dominated by her. She might despise me just because of my gender, might be jealous of what I had with her favorite student. But she couldn’t think less of me for having the same dark cravings for subjugation and humiliation that she did.

“That’s okay. No one’s asking you to. Scott, why don’t you go to the bar and get us some drinks? What are you having, Alice? I think I’ll have the same.”

The professor’s eyes flickered toward me, and she hesitated before speaking, as if she was still uncertain about me. Well, I was plenty uncertain myself. And honestly, after all this time, it almost felt strange to have Megan call me by my real name instead of something insulting like Simp or bitch boy. Still, she was giving me an order, even if she was being more polite about it than usual, now that we were in public. My cock, that had never stop aching with desire inside the tight chastity device, sent another wave of pain and lust through me while I waited.

“It’s a vodka martini,” the professor said at last.

“Two of those then, please,” Megan said, smiling that dazzling smile of hers as she turned to me. That smile, quite apart from her incredible body and sexy dominant nature, could make me do anything. Nodding, I rose to my feet, tearing myself away from the table and heading to the bar.

Like I said, it was crowded. A weekend night in a college town, and it seemed like everyone had had the same idea, to come to the bar and enjoy themselves. It took me some time to get served, and while I waited for the surly bartender to notice me, I kept looking over at the table where the two women sat. Neither of them looked in my direction. Now they were talking, and from the way they leaned across the table toward each other, it seemed they were having a fairly intense conversation. From time to time, I saw Megan throw her head back in wild spontaneous laughter, and at times, even the professor seemed to laugh, in her more reserved way.

She was an attractive woman, no doubt about that. I had wondered what she looked like when Megan first told me about her and the wildly inappropriate conversations they had about me at school. I had to admit, if somebody else had to know about my chastity, my submission to Megan, I might have chosen it to be another beautiful woman. It was endlessly humiliating, of course. It was sexy, too. And the thought of the two of them together tormented me, even as I finally managed to flag down the bartender, order some drinks, and wait for him to make them.

I carried the martinis back to our table, also holding a bottle of beer by its slender neck in one crooked finger.

“Thanks,” Professor Sanders muttered as I set the drink down in front of her. Megan didn’t thank me, of course. Simply doing what I was told didn’t earn any gratitude from her, and I had learned not to expect it. Instead, I sat down next to my beautiful mistress, tuning into the conversation they had been having while I was gone. And straightaway, I could see that we were getting straight to the point. The loud music in the bar provided a kind of cover, a sort of anonymity, and given Megan’s lack of inhibitions, maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised. Still, hearing this kind of conversation in a public place was another new experience for me, and not necessarily one I had expected to have.

“I think it’s going to be awesome,” Megan said, glancing for just a moment at me before tossing her hair back over her shoulder. “I think you’re really sexy, Alice. And I’ve never dominated a girl before, but I’m into it. I’m up for the challenge. If you are.”

Professor Sanders was as old as me and Megan combined, but as she sat there on the other end of the table, staring down at the drink in her hands, she looked far more uncertain than Megan did. Before answering, she took a long pull on her drink, half-emptying the glass and leaving a thin trace of red lipstick behind. Feminist or not, she had dressed up for this date with her student, and I was pleased to see that the professor was every bit as feminine as I might have hoped. Not that it mattered what I thought, of course, I said to myself with another pulse of arousal in my caged cock. That was certainly how Megan would see it, anyway. From the sound of it, I was only there to provide cover anyway. I knew that I was due for a sexual release, but I didn’t dare ask for one from Megan, especially not in front of her teacher. She described the professor as her mentor, and as confident and in control as Megan seemed, I knew she would want to impress the older woman. It seemed like it would be silly to rule out the possibility of her being extra cruel to me just to impress Alice.

“I mean… Like I say, it’s been a while,” the professor said at last, as if every word cost her a great effort. She was still looking down at the glass in front of her, at the table it sat on, as if unwilling to make eye contact with either of us. But slowly, at last, she raised her gaze to Megan, looking at her from behind the lenses of her glasses. Alice’s eyes flickered over to me for only a moment before returning to the woman we both wanted so badly.

“But you’re an incredible woman, Megan,” the professor went on. “You’ve come such a long way in such a short time. To actually have a genuine chastity slave already at your age is… Quite an achievement. I think… Well, I think serving you would be an incredible thrill.”

As she finished speaking, her lips lifted just a little at one corner in a sort of wry smile. It was clear to me again that this was difficult for her talk this way, and in a way, I sympathized. I didn’t find it easy either, not like Megan seemed to. Still, I had no idea how I felt about this woman. Yes, I was attracted to her; that was something I realized straightaway. But I didn’t get the feeling she liked me very much, or liked me being there. Maybe she liked me being with Megan because I was submissive, because it was a blow to the patriarchy or whatever they liked to tell themselves. But it was obvious that Alice Sanders didn’t want me there.

But of course, ultimately, that didn’t matter. What Megan wanted was what mattered.

“So… Want to get out of here?”

After speaking, Megan drained her own glass, setting it down on the table in front of her. Her eyes were shining as she looked across the table at her professor, not a trace of doubt or hesitation showing on her pretty face. And as she smiled at Alice, Alice’s own sly smile grew steadily. Attractive woman or not, she could probably barely believe her luck that she had found a kinky young goddess like Megan. I certainly couldn’t.

“We can go back to my place,” the professor said. Again, her eyes flickered toward me, a brief expression crossing her face that made it look like I was something she had just stepped in. “He’s not invited.”

She didn’t even speak to me. She spoke about me to Megan, as if I was an object not even worthy of her attention. It was astonishingly rude, and despite all the swirling currents of desire and excitement within me, I felt a prickle of anger.

So when Megan leaned her body against mine, wrapping her hands around my upper arm and pressing herself against me, I was not only surprised. I felt a surge of affection for her unlike any I had felt before. I always wanted her, always desired her desperately. And I liked her as a person, too. I might not agree with her frankly insane politics, but she was fun to be around, even when she wasn’t driving me crazy with desire and despair. Now, as she took my side, I felt closer to her than ever.

“He has to come,” Megan said. She was smiling as she spoke to her professor, but I knew her well enough by now to know she wasn’t going to back down. “Don’t worry. He’s not going to do anything with you. But I want him there. I want him to know about it. I want him to… Well, maybe to watch. If he’s a good boy.”

Now Megan turned to me, her bright eyes flickering over my face. I sat open-mouthed beside her, unable to form a single word. Of course the idea had crossed my mind, several times. Of course part of me had hoped for this, from the very moment I heard about Megan’s mutual attraction to her professor. But I hadn’t dared to ask for it, and I had hardly even dared to dream of it. It seemed like something out of a fantasy, something out of a dirty movie. Not something two committed feminists would do to entice the male gaze, or however they framed it. Megan was always full of surprises.

“I don’t know about that,” the professor said, strands of her curls bouncing on either side of her face as she shook her head. “I don’t want this to be some performative act.”

“Well, if you’re not okay with it, then we won’t,” Megan said soothingly as she turned her attention back to the older woman. “But I want him to come, all the same. You might be surprised how useful a guy like this can be.”

I felt my cheeks burning to be talked about this way, my head spinning with thoughts of what Megan might mean by ‘useful’. The professor turned her eyes on me again, just for a moment, then looked back at Megan. Her shoulders rose and fell in her red shirt as she sighed.

“Fine,” she said, in a voice that implied it was anything but. Finishing off her drink, she pushed her empty glass away, and Megan nudged her knee against mine. I slid out of the booth, the two women doing the same. Smiling, Megan took me by the hand, meshing her fingers between mine. Slinging a bag over her shoulder, the professor led the way out of the bar, her enticing body moving through the crowd, her high heels emphasizing the muscles in her legs that showed under the pencil skirt that hugged her hips and her thighs and enhanced her femininity. She might have dressed to entice Megan, and if so, she had done a good job. But I was staring at Professor Sanders’ ass at least as much as my girlfriend was as we followed her out of the bar.

Megan was so excited, she was practically bouncing on the balls of her feet as we reached Professor Sanders’ car. Alice unlocked the car with the remote and climbed in behind the wheel. Megan got into the passenger seat, and I sat down in the back. By now, it was dark, and the headlights of the professor’s car scythed through the city streets as she made her way back toward the University Megan and I both studied at.

Professor Sanders lived in an old house on a leafy street close to campus. It wasn’t a big place; a single-storey raised up above ground level by a tall staircase leading to a wide porch, then another storey right under the pitched roof. I had no idea what a college professor made, and it was hardly the main thing in my thoughts as Alice parked her car on the street. Her high heels echoed on the road as she stepped out of the car, carefully looking both ways up the street before heading to her house. Megan followed, making tugging little adjustments to her bodysuit as she stood up straight and followed the professor. I followed along behind them both, my mouth dry with fear and anticipation, my heart thumping in my chest like a fist pounding on my ribs, trying to get out.

Alice’s skirt grew even tighter around her legs as she climbed the steps up to her front porch. Megan followed, one hand on the rail, the heels of her own boots beating on the word as if in echo of my heart. I was more quiet in my flat shoes as I followed them both upward, and Alice pushed open the door of her house, clicking on a light. We followed her inside, through a narrow hallway that led to a small living room with a large window overlooking the street outside.

“Have a seat,” she murmured, indicating a sofa in the middle of the room while she went to the window and drew the curtains.

Megan sat down, grinning up at me as she crossed her long legs, her tall boots shining in the light. I sat down beside her, hardly daring to breathe, as if the faintest wrong move from me could upset this whole situation and bring it all crashing down around us. And that, I realized, was something I was very keen to avoid. I didn’t know what was going to happen here, exactly, but I would have to be stupid to be unaware of the potential for pleasure. Even if Alice seemed disdainful of me, maybe even downright repulsed, there was no knowing what might happen once Megan took control.

And my girlfriend, Mistress, whatever she was, wasted absolutely no time doing that.

“Can I get you a drink?”

With the curtains closed, Alice stood in front of the sofa, looking at Megan again. Still as if she was trying to forget I was even there, trying to ignore my presence. Megan’s next words shocked me just as much as they clearly did the professor.

“No, but you can get down on your fucking knees when you talk to me.”

Alice gasped. The usual warm and friendly tone was gone from Megan’s voice, and so was her ever-present smile. Now, her blue eyes were burning as she stared right at the professor, as if daring her to defy her. I knew, better than anyone, that tone in her voice, that look in her eye. By now, this woman had me so programmed to obey her that it took an effort not to drop to my own knees, even though I knew she wasn’t talking to me.

The silence that followed seemed heavier after the words that had just been spoken, and the tension that hung in the air. Would the professor do it, or not? Megan seemed content to wait, sitting on the sofa with her legs and her arms crossed, her eyes blazing. And I watched Alice look Megan up and down, her eyes dancing over her body, from her pretty face to her tempting boobs to her long legs encased in the shining leather of her boots, and back up again. I wondered if I looked at her like that. I wondered if I had a similar expression on my face when I felt myself falling under Megan’s power, and I felt my will to resist her draining away. Because there was no doubt in my mind that that was what I was seeing as I looked at the professor standing in front of us in her slightly conservative but undoubtedly sexy outfit.

And then, it happened. Slowly, her movements hindered by the tightness of her long skirt, Professor Sanders sank down to her knees on the floor of her own living room in front of me and Megan where we sat on the sofa. She didn’t look at me. She seemed too ashamed, her cheeks burning red under a light coating of powder that she had worn to look extra seductive for her favorite student. And Megan finally smiled again, a smile of conquest and triumph, a smile that told both me and Alice that Megan had already won.

“Good girl,” Megan said. Again, I was blown away by how natural she made it all seem, how easily this seemed to come to her. Her first time dominating a woman, and only her second time dominating anybody, yet she was talking acting like a seasoned professional with a whole stable of slaves.

“Now, tell me what you want,” Megan said, her leather boots creaking as she shifted her position on the sofa. “Tell me you want to serve me. Tell me you’ll do anything for me.”

“I… I want to serve you, Megan,” Professor Sanders said. It was as if Megan had woven a spell over her, instantly stripping away her autonomy, her power to resist, and even though she did the exact same thing to me, it was still astonishing to see it with another person. Especially in this sexy older woman who seem to have her life together in every other way, but couldn’t resist the dark appeal of surrendering power to a girl half her age.

“I’ll do anything for you.”

“Good. That’s what I like to hear.”

Megan uncrossed her legs, her leather boots creaking even more. Pushing herself off the couch, she rose to her feet and stepped forward, standing in front of her professor. She seemed to tower above the older woman, her long boots emphasizing her long legs as the professor looked up at her with a look of undisguised lust on her beautiful face. My cock was raging as much as ever inside the chastity device Megan controlled, my desire seemingly at an all-time high. It was unbelievably hot to see Megan so easily take control of her sexy teacher, and if my cock had not been locked in chastity, I wondered if I would been able to control myself in the wild situation I found myself in. But the question was meaningless. If I hadn’t been in chastity, I never would been here now.

“First things first,” Megan said sternly. As she spoke, she turned her head, glancing over at me for a moment. Again, the smile had vanished from her face. “You call me Sir from now on, just like that other little bitch over.”

“Yes Sir,” Alice mumbled. Megan barely even seemed to hear. Instead, still looking at me, she snapped her fingers, pointing to the floor of the living room next to where Alice kneeled.

“Get over here, Simp,” she said, sounding almost angry now. “Get over here on your knees at my feet, where both you losers belong.”


  
14. Megan Teases Her Toys

Megan had us right where she wanted us. The air was crackling with sexual energy, the wild possibilities of what lay ahead making my skin prickle. Whatever I might have imagined, I had never imagined anything like this. But now, my heart was glowing with all the possibilities that lay ahead. I was in a house alone with two sexy women, one of whom was sort of my girlfriend, the other a total stranger. And clearly, Alice was just as ready and willing to submit to Megan as I was.

I knew Megan well enough to know what that was going to do for her confidence and her ego. I knew how that fueled her sexual imagination, how it spurred her on to say and do the most outrageous things. I was ready for it. Or as ready as you can ever be for something so far outside the range of your normal experience, anyway. I was ready to see where things went, ready to see just how far Megan was willing to go. Of course, I knew from experience that that was a very long way.

And as I kneeled on the floor of the living room next to Alice, who seemed to be going out of her way not to look at me, as if she wanted to pretend this experience was happening only between Megan and her, I looked up at this girl I had fallen so hard for. She seemed to be growing with the knowledge of her own sexual power, her shiny metallic bodysuit making her look inarguably like the superstar she was. It was Megan’s world, and the rest of us were just living in it. Submitting to her and waiting breathlessly to find out what she wanted to do next.

It wasn’t in Megan’s nature to keep us waiting long.

“Where are your toys?” Megan said, her blazing blue eyes looking straight intently into the startled face of her college professor.

Alice blinked, momentarily unsure of herself. Megan, I knew, had that effect on people. Certainly on me. For all the sexual tension that was crackling in the air, I was finding it kind of fascinating to see what this looked like from the outside. To watch Megan dominate someone who wasn’t me and know exactly how it felt, but be able to look at it at least a little more objectively. Not that it changed anything. Megan was going to do whatever the hell she wanted, going to behave just as she saw fit. It was so enticing, this display of selfishness and cruelty and arrogance, all the things women are told not to be. God, I thought to myself as I kneeled there on the floor, I’m starting to sound like a feminist myself.

“Toys?”

“Yes, toys,” Megan insisted. “Come on. You told me you’re kinky. And I know you’re currently single. Don’t try and pretend like you don’t have a toy collection somewhere.”

Megan was so sure of herself, so confident. And I know that’s what a dominatrix is supposed to be, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t still striking. She was just so good at this, so good at taking control, especially for such a young woman. As strange as Professor Sanders’ idea had been, it’s true that she could hardly have chosen a better candidate to dominate her then Megan. She really was a natural at this. And in a strange sort of way, it was actually a little gratifying to see someone else – an accomplished older woman, at that – under the same spell that had so easily bewitched me.

“U-upstairs,” Alice stammered beside me, all her poise and professorial confidence gone now, as if they had never been. Certainly, she was nothing more than a submissive, a pretty little toy for Megan to play with. “In my bedroom.”

“Wait here,” Megan said, her blue eyes flashing as she addressed both of us. Still, I saw the beginnings of a smirk on her pretty face as she turned away from us and stalked across the living room, heading for the stairs of Alice’s old house. I watched her go, her sexy bodysuit barely covering her incredible ass, the high heels of her boots thumping on the wooden floor with every step she took. I watched until she disappeared completely from eyesight, her footsteps climbing the stairs as she walked confidently through Alice’s house as if it was her own.

Once she was gone, silence fell. Or something close to it, anyway. I could still hear her moving up there, the old floorboards creaking as she walked around Alice’s bedroom. But neither me nor the professor beside me said a word. For me, it was impossible to think of anything to say. For Alice, though, I knew that things were even more complicated.

She had no interest in me at all. That was clear. Megan had said that I was there to provide cover for the two of them going out for a drink together, but already, it was becoming clear to me that that wasn’t true. At least not completely, anyway. I was part of this game now, exactly as I had hoped I might be. I had no idea what I might get out of it, how much sexy Megan might allow me to do, or what strange acts she might force me to perform. But from where I kneeled on the floor next to a beautiful, kinky, and clearly nervous older woman, it was hard to imagine how this could be anything other than one of the best nights of my life. For Alice, it wasn’t that easy. I knew even better than she did that Megan was capable of just about anything. I knew better than she did that there was almost no limit to how far our dominatrix might go. It made things exciting, but Alice was probably right to be scared. Surrendering to Megan was the thrill of a lifetime, but it wasn’t always easy.

So we didn’t say anything to each other. Alice seemed almost lost in her thoughts, staring at the floor in front of her as she kneeled. Her breasts rose and fell slowly under her red shirt as she breathed, her hands hanging loosely at his sides. As sexy as she was in her date night outfit, I tried not to stare. Clearly, the woman was already uncomfortable, and I didn’t need to add to that. Still, it wouldn’t have surprised me to hear that she knew the kind of thoughts I was having as I kneeled there beside her. Wicked thoughts of the possibilities that lay ahead of us, of what it might look like to see Megan dominate this attractive older woman.

Of course, she had nothing to fear from me. My cock was throbbing in my chastity cage, and that was exactly where it was going to stay until Megan decided otherwise. I couldn’t have sex with the professor even if I wanted to. Well, let’s face it; I did want to. But nothing was going to happen until Megan decided it should. As always. So the two of us kneeled there in silence, listening to Megan rummaging around upstairs. Fortunately, she didn’t keep us waiting long.

Soon, both our heads lifted at the sound of the high heels of her boots on the stairs. Stepping back into the living room in front of us, Megan reappeared in all glory, still in her metallic silver bodysuit and thigh-high boots, still with the key to my chastity dangling teasingly around her neck. I saw again that expression on her face I knew so well, and expression of complete power, complete control, and the joy she took in being so in charge of other people. In fact, I was so in love with the way she looked at me that it took me a little while to even notice what she had in her hands. When I did, my heart skipped a beat, my caged cock throbbing as always at the thought of what was coming next.

In one hand, Megan was holding a pair of steel cuffs. These were no toys, either, but indisputably the real thing. She had told me that her professor was kinky, so I guess it made sense that she would have high-quality restraints in her collection. Still, it was a little jarring to see them there in this suburban home near our college campus.

It was even more jarring to see the vibrator Megan had in her other hand. I recognized it for what it was straight away. A thick plastic shaft with a bulbous round head, a toy designed to give some serious pleasure. I had never seen one in real life, but I knew from movies what it could do. Someone, I could see, was in for treat, and my heart beat a little faster in my chest once again as I reflected on the night that lay ahead.

Megan stood in front of us, holding her toys, grinning down at us for a moment. She was always such a natural when it came to timing, always seeming to know exactly how to keep us in a state of excited suspense. She wanted this, I knew, at least as badly as me and Alice did. But she wasn’t going to rush it. Always in control, always in charge, the perfect poised dominatrix who knew all our deviant desires better than we knew them ourselves. In another woman, Megan’s smug self-satisfaction might have been irritating. With her, somehow, it was always simply sexy.

“You. Simp. Take your clothes off.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, my meek obedience fueling the smile on Megan’s face. Not that there was ever any doubt. And not that I was trying to compete with the woman beside me to show Megan who was the most submissive of her new slaves. But I knew what obedience did to her, how much it turned her on to be completely in charge. And that was what I wanted more than anything right now.

Kneeling on the living room floor, I unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it off, casting it carelessly aside close to the sofa. Megan’s shining eyes stayed on me, enjoying every moment of what she was seeing, and that only encouraged me. Even Alice let her eyes wander over to me as I reached for my pants. Not with desire, I was sure. I didn’t flatter myself that the gender studies professor had any feelings like that for me. More like she just wanted to see what was going on, wanted to know, just like I did, how far Megan might take this. Of course, I knew from experience that once she got going, there was almost no limit to Megan’s kinky imagination.

Still kneeling, I pulled my pants and my underwear down to the middle my thighs. Then, with both women watching, I rose to my feet and pushed them all the way down. As I did, my caged cock was revealed to both women, and as always, Megan smiled even more when she saw it. Alice didn’t. But of course, she wasn’t surprised by it either. After all, she herself had been the driving force behind my sexual captivity, the woman who had first suggested to Megan that she use a device to make me her slave. But with everything that came with it, I couldn’t bring myself to be too upset. Yes, it was unbelievably frustrating to be Megan’s sexual slave, the constant tease of being exposed her beauty without being able to do anything about it. But without her, I knew I would never have found myself in a situation like the one I was in now, and that was enough by itself to make me, if not grateful, then at least ambivalent about how it felt to be so completely under a woman’s control.

Once I had shed my clothes, I stood there in front of both women. Of course I was ashamed. Of course I felt ridiculous, standing there with my locked cock on display, the symbol of my total submission. But after all, that was the point. That was what Megan wanted, so that was what she was going to get. Pointless, in the end, to try and resist. Pointless to pretend that things were going to go any other way than exactly how Megan wanted them to.

“Good boy,” Megan said, and I’ll admit that my heart leaped in my chest at her words. She had always said she was going to break me and train me, to make me completely hers, and it sounded so sexy when she said it that there was no way I could even think of resisting. Maybe it really was already working. Maybe there was some pathetic part of me that actually felt good to hear her words of praise, like a puppy in love with the sound of his mistress’s voice.

As she spoke, Megan stepped around behind me. She still had the handcuffs in her hand, and I wasn’t even slightly surprised as I felt the steel bracelets lock around my wrists. As always, I allowed it to happen. As always, I let Megan do what she wanted, let her make me helpless in her presence. By now, it was just part of the price I willingly paid to be with a woman like her.

Once the cuffs were on, Megan ordered me to my knees again. Without a word of protest, I did what my pretty mistress said. And with me cuffed, kneeling, even more helpless and as ready as she could want to do her bidding, whatever it might be, I waited, silent and passive, to see where Megan decided to take the three of us next.

Ignoring me now, Megan stepped past me. I watched her go, the light reflecting in her silver bodysuit and the leather boots she wore, as she moved toward her professor. Alice gazed up at her student from her knees, her mouth open, an expression of something close to wonder on her pretty face. As if, just like me, she couldn’t quite believe this was really happening.

Standing in front of her, Megan reached out. Gently but firmly, she took the professor’s chin in her hand, tilting her face up even more to look at her. The smile on Megan’s face now had more than a little bit of a sneer, this young woman coming fully into her power as she recognized how desperate her professor was. Just like me.

You’re a naughty girl, aren’t you, professor?” Megan said in a voice that dripped with mockery. “Fantasizing about your students and what you’d like them to do to you. That’s not very professional of you,” Alice said.

“No,” Alice responded, and immediately, I saw her mistake.

“No, what?” Megan said, the tips of her fingers sinking just a little into Alice’s cheeks as she gripped tighter.

“No, Sir,” the professor hastily added.

The smile of conquest returned to Megan’s face as she heard the words she wanted to hear.

“That’s better,” she said. “Don’t forget your manners.”

Alice let out a slight gasp at that. It was getting hard to tell where excitement ended and fear began. For both of us, I suspected. But then, that was key to the excitement of doing this, too.

“A slut like you needs to learn her place. That’s what you are, isn’t it, professor? Just a needy little slut who desperately wants to be used.”

The professor gulped as she stared up at the young woman who had so captured her attention. I had no idea how Megan did it, but she always seem to be able to zoom in on whatever had the most powerful effect on a person. She said humiliating things like this to me too, of course, but this comment really seem to push Alice’s buttons. As she kneeled beside me, Alice seemed especially reluctant to give in. Silly, I knew. Megan was going to get her way in the end, just like she always did. But I supposed I couldn’t blame the professor for wanting to resist, even if she was clearly hopelessly overmatched by her student. Sometimes, I did the same thing with Megan, when she pushed me hard, trying to resist the unrivaled power she had over me. It never went well.

“I – I…” The professor stammered. Megan’s shapely eyebrows rose slowly on her smooth brow, a slight expression of surprise now showing on her face.

“What, slut?” she said. “Don’t want to admit the truth? Too much of a feminist to give in and be the slut you are born to be? Well, this is my classroom now, not yours. And believe me, you’re not going to get anywhere near what we both know you want until you admit what you really are.”

Alice looked up at Megan in desperation. She even cast her eyes toward me, just for a second, as if I could possibly help her. I couldn’t even help myself. And my cock was raging more than ever inside the cruel chastity that this kinky professor has suggested Megan use to keep me in line as I watched this battle of wills between two beautiful women. They could only ever be one outcome, of course. In the short time I had known Megan, I had never known her to lose. And while the professor stammered and stuttered, I watched the expression of sadistic glee on Megan’s face. She knew she had already won. She knew neither of us could resist her. But she never got tired of being reminded of that fact.

“I’m… I’m a slut, Sir,” Alice said in a soft voice. As she spoke, she lowered her eyes, unable to look at Megan in the full flood of triumph. But of course, Megan was never going to let her off that easy.

“Look at me, slut,” he said. Her voice was soft now, but no less commanding than it ever was. And reluctantly, as though it was the last thing in the world she wanted to do but also something she was incapable of avoiding, Alice raised her eyes behind her glasses look up at the princess who now, without any doubt or exaggeration, owned her.

Megan held Alice’s eyes for a long moment, and the smile returned to her face, as if to remind the professor just how firmly she was in control. Then, she released her grip on the other woman’s chin. Stepping away from us both, Megan sat down on the sofa, the cushions bouncing underneath her perfect ass as she dropped. She sat with her legs spread, her tall shining boots leading up to her bare thighs and the space between them, covered only by a scrap of fabric from her metallic bodysuit. My cock surged as I remembered licking her pussy before we went out that night, the gasps and moans of pleasure my beautiful mistress made, and the desperate craving I had for that incredible body right in front of me, but completely untouchable. I knew that Alice was feeling the exact same way.

Grinning, Megan reached for the vibrator and picked it up. She pressed a person on the shaft, and it began to buzz, the round head moving so fast that its oscillations were invisible. With her other hand, Megan reached down between those creamy thighs of hers and pulled her bodysuit out of the way. My mouth watered at the sight of her pussy, but soon, it was covered by the vibrator’s buzzing head as she pressed it against herself.

Megan started to moan almost immediately. Clearly, the toy she had taken from Alice was having a powerful effect on her. She closed her eyes, tipping back her head, her purple hair trailing over the back of the sofa as she lay there open-mouthed, surrendering to wild pleasure. As her moans and groans filled the air of the living room, I clenched my teeth, my cock trying to harden inside the chastity device, my desire every bit as powerful as it had ever been. And the fact that Megan knew she was torturing us, the fact that bringing herself pleasure right in front of us like this made us both feel horny and worthless, was a big part of the pleasure she took from it. Of course, for me and, I was sure, Alice too, that made her even more unbearably desirable.

“You want this pussy, don’t you?”

Megan’s blue eyes snapped open as she spoke, fixing first Alice, then me, with a stare that was almost frightening in its pure intensity. Her cheeks were flushed now, her breasts rising and falling underneath the silver bodysuit, and there was no way to miss the fact that Megan was approaching orgasm. And I wanted that. I wanted to see that beautiful explosion of pleasure and passion, to see her body convulsed to the rhythm of wild pleasure. Almost as much as I craved an orgasm of my own. One of those outcomes, I knew, was far more likely than the other.

“Yes, Sir,” I said, as obedient as ever to Megan’s wild whims. Alice, on the other hand, hesitated. Maybe she was still trying to hold onto whatever last vestiges of pride she might have, still trying to maintain some semblance of self-control. I knew it was useless. And deep down, I suspected so did she. Because all Megan had to do was look at her with those bright burning eyes, a look of pure lust and sexual pleasure on her pretty face, and Alice’s willpower and her ability to resist our mistress seemed to drain instantly away.

“Yes, Sir,” Alice mumbled, already having learned how serious Megan was about being addressed with the proper respect. And Megan let out a long groan of pleasure, knowing her victory was complete.

The vibrator kept buzzing between her thighs, sending waves of pleasure through her body to make her moan, her bodysuit and leather boots gleaming in the light of Alice’s living room while we both watched, enthralled, desperate to be part of that intoxicating pleasure we could see happening right in front of us. But there was no chance of that. Not until Megan decided to let us. And for now, it was clear to me that she was getting far too much joy from tormenting us to give either of us what we both so desperately wanted.

“That’s right,” Megan said breathlessly, her eyes closing again. “Just a couple of sluts who want me so badly, you’ll give anything for this pussy. Go on, losers. Say it. Tell me what you’ll do to have me.”

“Anything, Sir,” I said at once, knowing it was the simple truth. After all, there I was, on my knees locked in chastity for this woman, surrendering my manhood completely. Her dominance couldn’t have been more complete. And while Alice wasn’t quite as far gone down the path of submission to Megan as I was, it was obvious that she wasn’t far behind. There was a battle going on within her that I knew all too well, the battle to try and stay sane, to try and stay strong, under the onslaught of a will far greater than your own. It was not a struggle that Alice was going to win.

“Yes, anything,” she said in a breathy voice that made Megan groan again, even more loudly this time. She was so high on herself, so intoxicated by everything that was happening here that her orgasm, I knew, couldn’t be far away. And hearing us submit to her was only bringing it closer.

“Then lick my boots,” Megan said in a voice dripping with pleasure, her eyes still firmly closed. “Grovel and lick my boots like the pathetic bitches you are, and maybe I’ll consider letting one of you pleasure me.”

Even in my desperately aroused state, there was no way to miss the message behind her words. Maybe this really was a competition between the two of us, to see who got the right to serve the woman we both desired. Given the way Alice looked and the way I knew Megan felt about her, I suspected I was at a huge disadvantage. But that just motivated me to try harder.

On my knees, I practically lunged forward. With hands cuffed behind my back, I bent at the waist, lowering my head toward Megan’s left foot that stuck out in front of me, her legs almost straight, the leather of her boots creaking as she rested her high heels on the floor. I ran my tongue over the leather of her boot, pressing hard to make sure she would feel it, and judging by the groan of sadistic pleasure she gave, I knew straightaway that she had. The leather of her shoes tasted bitter, and I cringed in humiliation as I performed the degrading task, just like I knew I was meant to. That didn’t hold me back. My cock throbbed and raged so desperately in chastity, and my desire for my sexy mistress was more than enough to make me submit.

Again, Alice hesitated. I felt her watching me, and in the depths of my own shame, I didn’t raise my eyes to look at her. It wasn’t the first time I had groveled at Megan’s feet like this, but it was certainly the first time I had done it with an audience, and I realized straightaway how much more humiliating it was to submit in front of someone else. But I had no choice. And neither did she. And as I ran my tongue over the slick leather of Megan’s boots, I heard Alice crawling across the floor toward her other foot. From the corner of my eye, I could see the dark curls of her pinned-back hair hanging down around her face as she bent to her task. And Megan groaned again as she felt the tongue of her professor and mentor sliding over the leather of her boot in an act of pure submissive adoration.

“Oh fuck,” Megan moaned, her breathing coming even more rapidly now, her passion reaching its peak. “On my God, that feels so fucking good. Don’t stop, either of you little bitches. Keep worshiping my feet while I cum.”

“Yes, Sir,” I murmured, completely lost in total submission as I ran my tongue over her feet again and again. I could feel her legs trembling, could hear the vibrator buzzing as it did its work, all of it nearly but not quite drowned out by Megan’s orgasmic moans. Completely lost in pleasure, she trembled on the sofa in front of us, her body lit up by the same excitement we both craved but, for now at least, were not allowed. I could smell her pussy as her juices poured out of her, her excitement so unbelievably delicious to me I could hardly stand it.

And with a loud howl of ecstasy, Megan came. Right there on her professor’s sofa, vibrator buzzing between her thighs as me and Alice licked her boots clean.

There couldn’t possibly be a more obvious sign of just how badly we both wanted her, just how easily this incredible young woman took control of each of us.


  
15. The Slutty Professor

Megan lay back on Alice’s couch, her breasts rising and falling as she slowly recovered her breath. The sound of her cries of ecstasy seemed to still vibrate in the air around us somehow, the greedy and selfish orgasm she had treated herself to while we watched and groveled at her feet still working its magic on us, making us weak for her. My cock was still aching for release inside the chastity device, a release I had no special reason to believe was especially imminent. After all, Megan had far too much fun controlling us to give us what we wanted. At least, not easily. Not without plenty more humiliation, lots more disgrace, and a ton of begging to remind her and us who held all the power in this kinky relationship we found ourselves in.

As if any of us could ever forget.

And as the sounds of her pleasure slowly faded, still lingering for a long while like the ghostly echo of everything Alice and I were denied, Megan gradually opened her eyes. She looked so happy, so infinitely pleased with what she had done and what she had made us suffer, and I supposed that was to be expected. After all, nothing excited her like being so firmly in charge. Her bright blue eyes moved from me to Alice and back again, taking in the spectacle of us both kneeling there, hungry for her beautiful body, desperate for her attention. And cuffed and naked except for the chastity device locked onto my cock, I had rarely felt more helpless. And while Alice might still be fully clothed, still not restrained by cuffs like I was, she couldn’t resist Megan any more easily than I could, and it was that, more than any handcuffs or bondage she might deploy, that kept us in the predicament we were in.

“Fuck, that was awesome,” our mistress said, beaming down at us where we kneeled with unmistakable joy in her eyes. “Now, which one of you losers would like to pleasure your mistress?”

“Me, please, Sir,” I pathetically begged as I kneeled on the floor, making Megan giggle. Again, I was a little quicker on the uptake than Alice was, a little more willing to debase myself the way I was supposed to. I felt just as pathetic and worthless as I knew I was supposed to, kneeling there on the floor, but my desire for her was too profound to even think of doing anything else. If Megan wanted me to beg – and I knew that she did – that was exactly what I would do. Anything to be granted the wild pleasure of serving that body that had us both so desperate.

Megan laughed loudly at my pure desperation to serve, but she laughed even more when Alice joined in. As reluctant as she might be to surrender to the ferocious power of her sexy student, she was quickly seeing how little choice she had in any of this. She was quickly seeing what I already knew, that Megan got off on making us beg for her favor, and if she wanted to do anything sexual with her student, there was only one way to get it. Megan’s way. Always Megan’s way. For me and this perverted professor, there was simply no other choice.

“Please, sir,” Alice said as she kneeled next to me, her voice cracking with the weight of a shame I knew all too well. “Please let it be me. Please let me pleasure you, Sir, please!”

Again, Megan’s eyes shifted from one to the other of us. For a while, she let our chorus of humble begging echo in the living room, thoroughly enjoying her power to make us weak for her. Then, setting the vibrator aside, she sat up a little straighter. Her breasts rose and fell again underneath the silver bodysuit that pulled tight over them, reminding me what an incredible body she had underneath that provocative outfit, as if I could possibly forget.

“You know what? It’s been a while since I had my pussy licked by a girl. Crawl over here, slut, and make your mistress happy.”

I took tried not to groan in disappointment as I heard Megan’s words. After all, I knew that in a way, that was exactly what she wanted. She wanted to feel every ounce of my disappointment, to know how much it upset me not to get this admittedly degrading prize. Besides, her decisions were as arbitrary as they were binding, and what Megan wanted was exactly what Megan got. All I could do was watch with a rising sense of frustration and despair as Alice, completely humiliated and yet clearly turned on, crawled across the floor of her own living room, her movements slightly hindered by her tight pencil skirt, to kneel at Megan’s feet.

Megan leaned forward. Sweeping her lavender hair back from her face, she stared deep into the eyes of her college professor. Alice did her best to meet the younger woman’s gaze, even sunken in shame and humiliation as she was. Megan reached out, brushing one of the stray curly locks of her professor’s hair away from her cheek. As I watched, saying nothing, it felt like a private moment between the two of them, but there was no denying how much it turned me on.

“Tell me again what you are, professor,” Megan said. Her voice was soft now, little more than a whisper, but I knew that didn’t change anything. She was still just as firmly in control as ever, just as able to bend us to her will whenever she wanted to. It seemed that was never going to change.

“A - a slut, Sir,” the humiliated professor said. And the smile that spread across Megan’s face at the humbling words told us both how much it turned her on.

“That’s right. That’s a good girl,” Megan said, still staring deep into Alice’s eyes she spoke. “Just a horny little dyke slut who can’t wait to eat my pussy, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” Alice groaned, totally unable to resist at this point. Just as I was. We were both completely under Megan’s spell, our will to resist, never all that strong to begin with, completely swept away by the desperate desire we had for her.

“That’s right,” Megan whispered. “So get to work. Show me what you can do.”

Sitting back on the sofa, Megan watched, grinning in delight, as Alice shuffled even closer to her. Her eyes flickered over her student’s body as she reached out and pulled Megan’s bodysuit out of the way. Alice leaned forward, thrusting her face toward Megan’s pussy and pressing her lips against her. And Megan’s eyelids fluttered like the wings of butterflies as she sighed happily.

Was she my girlfriend? It seemed a strange time to even be asking the question, but absurdly, it occurred to me as I watched on my knees, my hands cuffed and my cock locked away. Was this cheating? Technically, I supposed it was. We had never discussed being monogamous to one another, though. Besides, it didn’t feel like that. I was involved, even if I wasn’t nearly as involved as I wanted to be. I was the humiliated audience of the most erotic spectacle I had ever witnessed in my life.

Alice kept her eyes on Megan as she began to lick more forcefully. I could see her brown stare behind the glasses she wore, fixed on the face of the woman who kept the key to my cock hanging around her neck. I watched Alice’s jaw moving as she ran her tongue over Megan’s pussy, and watched as Megan sighed in pleasure again, the smile of satisfaction never leaving her face. Alice kept licking her, starting slowly but gradually increasing the pace, and it was clearly working. Before long, Megan was practically melting into the sofa, on fire with lust.

So was I. My cock was aching desperately inside its pink cage, my desire raging as powerfully as ever. Watching Alice eating Megan’s pussy was driving me absolutely wild with desire, and I could see straightaway why Megan had me in handcuffs. I didn’t know what I would have done if I were free, but it didn’t seem like I was going to find out anytime soon. All I could do was watch the show.

Megan’s sighs of lust slowly turned into gasps and moans. And soon, those moans grew louder and louder. Alice was moving her head up and down now, applying steady pressure with her tongue and lips as she ran her mouth over Megan’s pussy, and my cock throbbed again in its prison as I had to acknowledge that clearly, she knew what she was doing. Her hands rested on Megan’s thighs as she licked, and I could imagine how it must feel to have the younger woman’s legs trembling to your touch, her body responding to produce this incredible music of pleasure and passion, to make our mistress feel so good.

Alice did her job. Her brown eyes gazing up at Megan all the time as if she couldn’t bear to look away, she licked her student to a powerful orgasm. Megan’s high heels drummed on the floor, her eyes tight shut as she thundered toward a powerful climax. Her screams of pleasure filled the living room again, making my cock ache even more desperately inside the cruel chastity, my desire at the same feverish pitch Megan always managed to keep it at while I kneeled on the floor, helpless and desperate.

And as Megan’s climax slowly faded, she pushed Alice’s head wordlessly away from between her thighs. For a moment, she squeezed her legs together, her leather boots creaking as she denied us the sight of her pussy still wet with her professor’s saliva. Alice sat back on her knees, watching Megan’s every move, waiting, just as I was, to see what happened next. We both wanted sex, both wanted the powerful release Megan had just experienced, and we both knew better than to ask for it from a woman who took such incredible pleasure in denying us what we craved.

Megan opened her eyes. Just as I expected, they seem to glow in her flushed face, testament to the incredible pleasure she had just experienced. And the smile that spread across her pink face left neither of us in any doubt how good she felt. Her breasts rose and fell again in her silver bodysuit, every cell of her being seeming to radiate the afterglow of her bliss at being worshiped like this by another woman. She had rarely looked so sexy.

“Not bad,” she murmured in a voice thick with pleasure. “Not bad at all. Maybe I’ll keep you around to be my own personal pussy licker. How would you like that, slut?”

“Oh my God, Sir, that sounds amazing,” Alice said, completely lost now in total submission. And Megan chuckled at the response, knowing exactly what she had turned Alice into.

“Be careful what you wish for,” Megan said with a smirk. “If you’re not careful, you might end up my permanent slave, like this pathetic little simp over here.”

I cringed at Megan’s words, just as I knew I was meant to. That didn’t change how much they turned me on. And it didn’t change the truth of them, either. I was completely hers, and I knew that Alice could see that just as clearly as Megan could.

With that, Megan stood. In her high-heeled boots, she towered over both of us where we kneeled on the floor, in complete submission to her. Still grinning, still loving every moment of this, she reached behind herself to unzip her silver metallic bodysuit. Then, she shimmied her way out of it, letting it fall to the floor at her feet before stepping out of it. I saw again the matching purple and black bra and panty set I had dressed her in before we went out, that matched her lavender-colored hair and emphasized every irresistible curve of her body, and I felt lightheaded with desire and frustration as the chastity device pressed hard against my cock again.

Teasingly, Megan slid both her thumbs under the waistband of her panties. She pulled them down, just a little, letting us both see the wet pubic hair that led down to her sex. We could see, too, the dark wet stain at the front of her panties that spoke of her arousal, that reminded us of the multiple orgasms she had given herself, as if we could ever forget.

And then, slowly, she pushed her panties all the way down. Pulling them over the tops of her thigh-high boots, she let them fall to the floor and stepped out of them. Her pussy caught my eye, drawing my gaze like a magnet, and Megan knew it. She enjoyed it. She stood there with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, letting me look at what I couldn’t have. Her breasts rose and fell in the lace-trimmed cups of her bra, tormenting me with their perky perfection, and casting the same spell over Alice, driving us both deeper into submission. A spell that only grew stronger as she reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, letting it slide down her arms and dropped to the floor.

There she stood, in nothing but her tall leather boots, the same ones both Alice and I licked like the pathetic slaves she had turned us into, looking every inch the gorgeous dominatrix she was. And sexual tension crackled in the air, the whole room seeming like it might burst into flames at any moment from the heat of the desire it contained. It felt like nothing had ever mattered as much as what happened next, what Megan decided to do with us now.

Naked except for her boots, Megan stepped back toward the sofa. She spread her legs in front of us, and both me and Alice watched as she picked up the vibrator again, raking her lavender hair back from her pretty face with her free hand. Then, she fixed her eyes on Alice.

“You wore that tight skirt tonight knowing it would make me want to fuck you, didn’t you?” she said, that sneer back on her face. Alice gulped when she kneeled on the floor at Megan’s feet, still nervous, still ashamed, but unable to resist the dominant power of my mistress.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Not very feminist of you, is it?” Megan pushed. “Getting all dressed up for me like the needy little slut you are. You teach all that feminist stuff in class, but deep down, you’re just a desperate little whore who wants to get used like the piece of meat she is, aren’t you?”

Even I almost gasped at what Megan was saying. I had heard her go on these tangents before, but there was real venom in her words, like she really wanted to hurt her professor. And it seemed to be working. Alice’s face was flushed red, her eyes sparkling with humiliation. And yet, the desire never left her face. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised by that. After all, I felt the exact same way. The more Megan tried to hurt and humiliate us, the sexier she became. The less we could have of her, the more desperate we were.

“Yes, Sir,” came the inevitable reply from Alice. And Megan’s smirk never faltered as she looked the other woman up and down, so completely under her control after only a few hours. Maybe it wasn’t just me. Maybe Megan had this effect on everyone. Maybe she truly was irresistible, and could convince just about anyone to do what she wanted. Certainly, that was what was happening here.

“Take it off,” Megan said. “Take all your clothes off for me.”

Again, Alice hesitated, but not for long. Never for long. She rose to her feet, and I didn’t try to hide the fact I was watching as she began to unbutton her shirt and slide it off. Underneath, she wore a black bra that she submissively removed. Her breasts weren’t as big as Megan’s, but they were well shaped, and her engorged nipples left me in no doubt about how turned on she was.

Next, she unzipped her skirt and pushed it down her legs, followed by her panties, stripping off her clothes on Megan’s command and exposing herself to me as well as the woman she wanted so badly. Bending, she took off her high heels, stepping out of them one by one. Then she straightened up. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed, her lips trembling slightly around each breath. I could imagine how vulnerable and exposed she must feel, especially with me kneeling there, a guy she had never wanted to take part in this game in the first place. But maybe that made it even more exciting. Certainly, it seemed to as far as Megan was concerned. And after all, her opinion was the only one that mattered.

“Come here,” Megan said softly.

As Alice stepped forward, Megan switched on the vibrator again and held it upside down, pressing its buzzing head against her pussy. At once, she began to moan. As Alice stood naked in front of her, Megan reached out and took hold of her, her fingertips sinking slightly into one cheek of her ass. She pulled her professor toward her, and Alice climbed onto the sofa, straddling Megan and finally understanding what the younger woman wanted.

The professor sat in Megan’s lap, the two of them face-to-face. And as Alice inched forward, her pussy pressed against the same vibrator that was buzzing against Megan’s sex. Now both of them were moaning, their voices forming a loud duet of pleasure at the vibrator did its work.

Minute by minute, I watched the two women abandon themselves to bliss. As their pleasure grew, they thrust their hips back-and-forth, trying to make more contact with the toy that buzzed between them. Megan’s body rocked as Alice rocked her hips, her arms now draped over Megan’s shoulders, both of them with their eyes closed, their mouths open, their faces radiating wild and pure pleasure. They were fucking each other, their bodies and the toy combining to give them both endless pleasure, and there was nothing I could do except watch. Shut out from what I wanted more than anything, I stared helplessly at the beautiful vision of femininity in front of me, my caged and rejected cock aching as always inside Megan’s chastity and my mind on fire with thoughts of what I couldn’t have.

Megan came first. Maybe because she was so keyed up from the orgasm she had already had, her body uniquely responsive to the pleasure the toy was giving her. As usual, she held nothing back. I never really knew whether she was putting on a show to tease me more, or whether the sex was really that good, but in the end, I supposed it didn’t matter. Megan surrendered once again to the rush of sexual ecstasy, her body lit up with wild passion as she moaned and sobbed, burying her face against her professor’s neck as she clung on to her as if she were drowning.

And Alice wasn’t far behind. Megan’s cries of passion were still echoing in the living room when Alice exploded in an orgasm of her own. The sound of the toy buzzing between the two of them was almost drowned out by their howls of mutual pleasure, while I clenched my fists in silent rage and watched them enjoy one another.

The vibrator clicked off. Megan opened her eyes as she set it down on the sofa next to her. For once, even she looked surprised at what had happened, as the force of her own ecstasy had shocked her. But being Megan, she quickly recovered. And as she turned her eyes to me, I saw the smile that spread across her face to see me still kneeling there when she had ordered, watching everything, unbelievably frustrated and turned on, absolutely desperate for the pleasure she could give me.

Alice was still sitting in Megan’s lap as the young woman picked up the vibrator again. She held it out toward me, pointing its bulbous head my direction.

“Come here, Simp,” Megan ordered. “Get over here and lick our cum off this toy.”

Holding onto Megan shoulders, Alice gasped. But I didn’t. My stomach fluttered, my shame rising up my spine to make my cheeks burn with embarrassment again, but I knew by now what Megan was like. I knew how seriously she took these games. I knew there was no point arguing with her, no wisdom in questioning her. Besides, adding to my sense of shame was the fact that part of me wanted to do it.

I crawled forward on my knees, both women watching me now. Alice was still straddling Megan, one arm around her shoulders, her head turned to watch me. The expression on her face was hard to read, but she wasn’t shocked or surprised. If anything, it was more like a kind of contempt that I could feel as I kneeled in front of them, helpless to resist. I stuck out my tongue, and Megan held the toy out in front of me, and as I licked, I tasted pussy on the head of the toy. Megan’s, and Alice’s. The pussy of a woman I didn’t even know, a woman who didn’t seem to like me at all. I cringed in embarrassment and licked like I was told to do, and when Megan started to laugh at me and my pathetic predicament, after a moment, so did Alice.

“Look at him,” Megan said, not taking her eyes off me for a second. “Look how pathetic is. See? It can be fun keeping one of these boys around. You don’t even need to have sex with them. You can just lock up their cocks, revoke that male privilege, and use them as pathetic slaves.”

“I’d still rather not bother with them at all,” Alice said. “Patriarchal oppression takes many forms. Even if you’re dominating him, if that’s what he wants, you could make the argument that you’re still fitting into one of the roles patriarchal society has always assigned women. The Madonna, the whore, or the ball-busting dominatrix. They all fit in somewhere to some kind of male power fantasy.”

“Maybe,” Megan said with a dreamy smile. “But I don’t know. I mean, I literally own the symbol of his masculinity. It’s all locked up in that pink cage, and only I decide when or if it gets used. It’s hard to think of a bigger fuck you to patriarchy that.”

Alice didn’t answer. Instead, she just watched through her shining glasses as I continued to lick the toy that give them both such pleasure. It was unbelievably humiliating, just like it was supposed to be. And Megan let the moment hang, sitting and watching me with her new sexual partner sitting in her lap, the two of them exuding the faint smell of sex and their beautiful bodies glowing with pleasure while I remained frustrated, on my knees, and in captivity.

Then, finally satisfied for now, Megan took the toy away. She playfully patted Alice on the ass, shifting on the sofa while she did it, and Alice took the hint. She slid out of Megan’s lap and stood, still totally naked. And Megan, also naked except for her tall boots, slid to the edge of the sofa and then stood up. Reaching out, she took Alice’s hand in hers, and the professor smiled faintly at her student as Megan squeezed her fingers.

“Let’s go to bed, professor,” Megan said. “I’m not done with you yet. I can think of lots more ways you can please me.”

“Yes, Sir,” Alice said, her enthusiasm making Megan laugh. Clearly, now that she had had the orgasm she had been waiting all night for, she was a lot less hesitant to submit to her young pupil. I watched as Megan led Alice through her own house, watching their gorgeous asses walk away from me.

At the foot of the stairs, Megan paused, one boot on the first step, still holding Alice’s hand. She turned, her lavender hair trailing across her bare shoulders, her breasts rising on her chest as she took a breath.

“You can come too, Simp,” she said.

As I sprang to my feet, hurrying across the living room toward them, I heard Alice snort.

“Does he have to do?”

“No,” Megan said, “but I want him to. I want him to see everything I’m going to do to you. I want him to see that women having sex isn’t a performative gesture to satisfy his libido, but something to bring as pleasure. And I want him to see how hard you can make me cum. So he’s coming. Come on, sluts. Let’s all go make Sir cum again.”

As always, there was no arguing with Megan. No resisting her, either. She didn’t wait for any response from either of us, knowing it didn’t matter what we said. Knowing that she had made the final decision, like she always would. And, still holding Alice’s hand, she began to climb the stairs of the old house as if it belonged to her and not have professor.

Alice followed along behind her, not even glancing back at me. As if she wanted to pretend that I wasn’t there, as if she wanted to forget about me completely, no matter what Megan said. But in the end, it wasn’t her choice to make. And I was pathetically, absurdly grateful to my dominant mistress for insisting I be part of this. Even if I knew her intention was to tease me, to frustrate me, to drive me mad by flaunting what I couldn’t have. She wanted me to watch her having sex with another woman, and even though I knew how much it was going to drive me crazy, I couldn’t help feeling excited at the idea of it.

We climbed the stairs in a row, all three of us, heading to Alice’s bedroom. And when we got inside, Megan led her professor toward the bed. She sat down on the mattress, pulling Alice on top of her, and for almost the first time that night, the professor smiled. Climbing on top of Megan, she leaned down and kissed her, and Megan sighed softly as she kissed Alice back. There was new fire in their eyes as their lips parted, and Megan turned those blazing eyes on me once again.

“Kneel down over there, Simp, facing the bed,” she ordered. “We’re going to show you just how much you’re missing out on.”


  
16. Megan’s Slaves

Megan’s control was complete. All of us knew there was only one way this night was going to go, and that was her way. Her word was law. There was nothing new in that for me; after all, that had been the rule in my life basically from the day I met her. That didn’t mean it wasn’t still an enormous thrill to have her be so completely in charge.

For Alice, of course, it was new. But the look on her face, the flush on her cheeks and the gleam in her eyes, told me that this was exactly what she wanted. If I hadn’t been there, I suspected this kinky professor have been in heaven. Even with my presence, it was clear she was having the time of her life. Like Megan, she was on fire with excitement, but it manifested itself differently. For her, like me, the excitement came from surrender, from submission, from giving up control. Me and Professor Alice Cooper might be miles apart on most things, but on that, we were completely aligned.

Of course, I did what Megan said. As always. Not without nervousness. Not without hesitation. But in the end, the result was the same.

I had no way of knowing if Alice had the same internal battle as I did, or whether she was more comfortable with just giving up and giving in. Because watching her submit so easily to Megan did give me an insight into what I must look like from the outside. Obeying her unquestioningly, as if I had no will and no desires of my own except to submit and serve. That wasn’t the case. Maybe it wasn’t for Alice either. But to anyone watching, that was exactly how it looked.

I kneeled on the floor at the side of the bed. Alice’s bedroom wasn’t big, and a queen-size bed filled most of the room. The rest was tastefully furnished with vintage furniture that matched the century-old house she lived in, exactly the kind of place you’d expect a University professor to live. But I found myself wondering, as the night went on, whether in a hundred years, that bedroom had ever witnessed anything like what Megan made happen there that night.

Holding her mentor by the hand, Megan climbed onto the bed, and the professor followed. They were both naked, with Megan only wearing her over-the-knee boots and the chain around her neck with the key to my chastity on it. Alice wore even less, totally naked except for the glasses she still wore. And as I watched her move, my cock aching and throbbing inside the prison of chastity, I knew I was seeing two very different but equally alluring visions of female beauty. Megan was young, toned, curvaceous, her skin flawless, her breasts large yet perky in the first flush of womanhood. Alice was close to twice her age, her body settled into its beauty, just like her old house had settled into its charm. I wanted them both so badly, and the fact I could have neither of them only made the longing worse, just like Megan intended it to.

Megan sat up, her back against the headboard of the bed, still holding Alice’s hand in hers. She pulled the older woman toward herself, and Alice crawled across the bed, her breasts hanging from her chest, her round ass on display as she straddled Megan. Megan brushed her lavender hair back from her face, lifting her chin slightly, and Alice knew exactly what to do. She leaned forward, kissing Megan passionately, and Megan kissed her back. I watched as Megan ran her fingers through the dark curls of Alice’s hair, and Alice ran her hand over Megan’s neck, over her shoulders, down her arms, moving inevitably toward her breasts. Just like mine would have done if I had the chance. I felt a spike of jealousy as I watched this vicious tease, longing to be Alice in that moment, to be able to kiss Megan, to touch her incredible body, to feel her flawless skin and her warmth and her invincible sex appeal washing over me like a wave. At the same time, I was jealous of Megan too. As unlikely as it was, I couldn’t help fantasizing about having the professor touch me with such obvious desire, to kiss me with such wordless passion. It wasn’t going to happen. But reality was never going to stop my mind racing with wild fantasies. Besides, so many unlikely and frankly unimaginable things that happened since the day I met Megan that it was no surprise I was thinking the way I was.

On the bed, the women went on kissing, and I watched open-mouthed, my eyes wide to catch every moment of this bittersweet betrayal. And as Alice’s hands continued their journey over Megan’s firm young body, Megan placed her hand on her mentor’s shoulder. Gently but firmly, she pushed the other woman away, their kiss finally breaking. Smiling, Megan reached up toward Alice’s face and removed her glasses, stretching across the bed to set them down on an antique wood bedside table.

Then, turning her attention back to her new lover, she ran her fingers through Alice’s thick dark curls again. Then, Alice winced as Megan suddenly gripped her hair hard. Still smiling that maddening, confident, self-satisfied smile I knew so well, Megan pushed Alice’s head away from her, down her body. And I think both Alice and I saw exactly what she had in mind at the exact same time.

Alice had never put up much resistance, and when she realized what Megan’s intention was, she stopped resisting at all. In fact, a slight smile appeared on her face as Megan steered her head down between her thighs. Megan spread her legs, her boots gleaming in the bedroom light, and Alice bowed down before her student as if in prayer. She looked up at Megan as she began to obediently lick her pussy, and Megan let out a happy little sigh of pleasure and amusement, knowing that everything was going exactly the way she wanted it to.

“That’s it, worship my pussy, you little slut,” Megan said, her voice thick with pleasure. And Alice, of course, did exactly as she was told. For both of us, both of Megan’s slaves, there weren’t many commands she could give that we would more eagerly obey. And my mouth watered as I watched, hearing the wet sound of Alice’s tongue move over Megan’s pussy. I had eaten her out myself so many times I could perfectly remember the taste of her, as if I was tasting it on my tongue right now while Alice licked. As always, my cock was desperately raging under Megan’s lock and key, a constant reminder of her power over me and the sadistic pleasure she took in ownership of my body. I was trapped. Even without the handcuffs on my wrists, I would have been helpless before this display of female beauty and power. All I could do was stay on my knees and watch.

As Alice kept licking, Megan started to moan. The leather of her boots creaked as she bent her knees, raising them into the air above her professor while the heels of her boots dragged on the bed sheets. I saw Alice’s hand gripping Megan’s thigh high up close to her hip, her unpainted fingernails sinking just a little into the soft yet firm skin of the woman who owned me.

Megan’s eyes were closed now, her mouth open, her lips trembling with the onrush of pleasure. She was perhaps the most multi-orgasmic woman I had ever met, her desire for sexual pleasure greater than anyone I ever knew. It didn’t matter how many times she had had her pussy licked that night, how many times she had climbed the long slope toward orgasm. She wanted more. And she had two willing slaves to give it to her.

Megan gasped. She moaned in pleasure, and the sound of her bliss grew louder and faster in the room, almost but not quite drowning out the sound of Alice tirelessly licking her dripping sex. Megan gripped her own breasts, squeezing and kneading them, teasing her swollen nipples as she arched her back. She couldn’t keep her body from moving, couldn’t stop squirming as the powerful contractions of pleasure filled her. Then, when she reached her peak, she let out a wild shriek of ecstasy. Her orgasm echoed in the bedroom, her solitary pleasure bouncing back from the walls to fill my ears and pour more unnecessary fuel on my own burning desire.

As Megan’s climax peaked and passed, Alice lifted her head away from the younger woman’s pussy. The position of Megan’s leg meant I couldn’t see the professor’s face, but it wasn’t hard to imagine the look of excitement and desire on the professor’s beautiful features. The sexual tension in the room with us was unbelievable, all of us vibrating to the same unignorable impulses, desiring, in the end, the same thing, but with such different ideas and preferences on how to get there.

Slowly, Megan pushed herself more upright, leaning against the headboard of the bed again. Her breasts rose and fell as she took several deep breaths, slowly recovering from the orgasmic pleasure her professor had given her. And Alice kneeled upright in front of her student, grinning at Megan, almost trembling with her excitement and desire and the thrill of wondering what came next. I wondered too, kneeling alone on the bedroom floor in my teasing isolation, full of my own desires and unable, as usual, to act on them. Not until Megan decided otherwise.

Then, she turned her burning blue eyes on me, and I almost trembled at the look I saw in them. You could see it in Megan at times like this, could see the way her mind turned, churning up new ideas faster than someone like me could possibly hope to keep up with them.

“Stand up, Simp,” she said. “Come over here and stand by the side of the bed.”

I rose to my feet. I could feel Alice’s eyes watching me with a kind of professorial curiosity, but I kept my focus on Megan. I walked toward her until I was standing right next to the bed, my hands cuffed behind my back making the pink chastity that contained my cock even more prominent. And that’s exactly where Megan’s eyes went next, the giddy smile on her face growing even broader as she saw the meat she owned.

“Did you like our little show?” she said, her voice soft now, but still vibrating with the echoes of her orgasmic screams from a moment before. “Did you like watching my new slut eating me out?”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “It was amazing.”

Still smiling, Megan moved on the bed. She rolled over onto one side, supporting herself with one arm as she moved closer to me. At the same time, she reached out with her other hand, suddenly striking quickly, and I winced as I felt her take my caged cock and my balls in one hand. She tightened her lips and tightened her grip, and I groaned in pain as I felt her fingernails sinking into my swollen scrotum. All the while, her blue eyes burned and bored into mine, the smile now vanished from her face as if it never been there at all.

“We’re not here for your voyeuristic pleasure, Simp,” Megan snarled, and I moaned in pain as her grip grew even tighter. “What you just watched was the highest form of sex, sex between two women. Something you can only dream about and fantasize about, because you know it’s better than anything you could ever do for me. You’ll never have it. You’ll never know that pleasure. Does that make you sad?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned through gritted teeth, trying to tolerate the pain she was giving me, knowing I had no other choice. And Megan stuck out her lower lip in a mocking pout, teasing me and my pain.

“Awww, poor little bitch boy,” she said. On the bed close to her, I had Alice snort with laughter, adding to my embarrassment and shame as I stood there suffering for Megan’s amusement. “Just too bad you were born with these balls, isn’t it? You could’ve been a superior woman, but instead you’re a worthless misogynistic male in a patriarchal society who thinks his dick is the be-all and end-all.”

“I - I don’t think that, Sir,” I moaned.

I blurted out the words without thinking, when really, I should have just said, yes, Sir, and taken whatever punishment she decided to give me. But luckily, Megan didn’t seem too annoyed by my words. Instead, the slight smile returned to her face as she continued to squeeze my balls in her hand.

“Yes you do,” she said. “But that’s okay. We’re here to teach you the error of your ways, to make you into a good ally and a submissive toy. Dismantling the patriarchy one bitch boy at a time.”

Again, Alice laughed, and this time, Megan turned to look at her for a moment, her lavender hair spilling over one shoulder as her smile grew even wider. Then, she turned her attention back to me.

“The main thing you need to learn tonight is that female pleasure is the only purpose of sex,” she said, dropping back into that lecturing tone she sometimes liked to adopt when she was parading me with her radical feminist theories. Of course, she had her professor and mentor to impress now. It was funny; sexually, Alice was clearly completely submissive to Megan, just as I was. But I got the sense that for all her power, for all her dominant self-confidence, Megan still wanted to impress Alice. Just my luck that the way she chose to do that was by being cruel to me.

“Yes Sir,” I gasped, her hand like a vice on my most sensitive organs.

“That’s all tonight’s going to be about. The female orgasm. And you should count it as an honor and a privilege if we decide to use you in any way to bring that about.”

“Yes, Sir,” I groaned again. Megan literally had me by the balls, and she knew I would say anything I thought she wanted to hear just to make the pain stop, let alone the possibility of earning a reward. From what she was saying, that didn’t seem too likely, but I knew my place. The words she was saying were so wild and so exciting, but I knew that they were true, too. Megan always gets exactly what she wants.

Finally, she released her hold. I sighed with relief as the pain subsided, feeling as if her fingernails had left four tiny half-moons in the back of my sack. But I knew that my pain, just like my pleasure, was irrelevant. What Megan wanted was all that mattered.

And lucky for me, it seemed she now wanted to play with me.

“Get up here,” she ordered, patting the bed beside her as if encouraging a dog to jump up to her. I climbed onto the mattress, awkwardly raising one knee and shifting my balance, the task made difficult by my bound hands. I could feel the professor watching me, and I wasn’t sure if it was just my imagination that made me feel as if contempt was rising off her like heat. Contempt for me and for all men, for all the evils of patriarchy that she preached in her class to impressionable young women like Megan. But I kept my eyes on the young woman, knowing where the power in this relationship lay. It was Megan I had to keep happy, not Professor Alice Sanders. And that was a difficult enough task by itself without bringing another feminist into the mix.

Megan placed her hands on my shoulders, pushing me toward the middle of the bed and turning me. Alice moved out of the way as I sat down heavily in the middle of the mattress, and Megan pushed my shoulders down until I was lying on my back. I felt so vulnerable, lying there with my bound hands trapped underneath me, the two beautiful women kneeling above me. And after all, I was.

“Come here, slut,” Megan said, one finger pressing on the center of my chest.

Alice looked uncertainly at her new mistress, then at me, then back at Megan. But just like me, she knew that Megan’s smiles were deceptive, and that this young dominatrix didn’t make jokes, or issue commands she didn’t expect to be obeyed. Still, Alice hesitated. She wanted nothing to do with me, but clearly, Megan wanted to play with that dynamic. To push those boundaries just as she loved to push mine. In some strange and not particularly noble way, it felt a little bit gratifying to see her boss someone else around. To see the woman I was jealous of for getting to pleasure Megan also have to pay for that privilege.

And just as I knew she would, Alice did as she was told. I felt the mattress shifting under her weight as she crawled across the bed toward me. She grimaced as she put a hand on my chest for balance, as if the touch of my skin repulsed her. But Megan’s power was greater than her distaste for men. She swung her leg over me, sitting on my chest right on the spot Megan pointed to, and I trembled as I felt the warmth of her pussy against my skin, the wetness of her desire haunting me.

Smiling happily to be so readily obeyed, Megan moved too. She swung her leg over my head, facing Alice as she sat on my face. Her body shut out the light, the smell of her pussy filling my nostrils, and without waiting for her command, I started to lick. Up above me, I heard Megan laughing at my submission, my desperation to please her transmitted to her through my tongue as it slid over her wet lips. I could taste the orgasm Alice had given her, her juices still warm and copious, smeared between her legs. I did my best to try and encourage another delicious flood of pleasure from the woman who owned my cock.

“Come here,” Megan said in a voice that dripped with desire. “I want to taste my pussy on your lips.”

She wasn’t talking to me. I felt the weight of Alice’s body shift a little on my chest as she leaned toward Megan, and Megan leaned toward her. And soon, over the wet sounds of my oral worship of Megan’s pussy, I could hear the two of them kissing again. Making out passionately, their lips writhing against one another, tiny little gasps and moans of pleasure escaping from their busy lips as their arousal grew. I could feel it. I could feel Megan’s arousal on my tongue and lips, could feel the way her pussy clenched and relaxed, responding both to my touch and the excitement of making out with her college professor.

She wasn’t the only one. From the moment Alice sat on my chest, I had felt her warm wetness, the events of the night clearly turning her on just as much as they did me and Megan. And now, as the two women kissed and moaned, pressing their bodies closer together, I could feel that wetness slowly spreading. She could act as reluctant as she wanted to be anywhere near me, but her desire for Megan was clearly powerful enough to override that. Alice was deeply turned on.

But apparently, not turned on enough for Megan’s liking.

“Touch yourself for me,” I heard her gasp, lifting her lips away from Alice’s just for a moment. “I want to see you cum. I want you to cum on this bitch boy’s chest.”

Alice gasped. And if my mouth hadn’t been so busy pleasuring my mistress, maybe I would have gasped too. What Megan was saying was unbelievably erotic, almost painfully exciting. Literally painful, when it came to my cock trying desperately once again to harden inside the pink confines of the chastity she kept me in. There I lay, helpless and humiliated, nothing more than the plaything of two women who seemed far more into each other than they were into me. And it was wonderful. It was breathlessly exciting, the most thrilling episode yet in a life that had recently become so different from everything I had ever known before. I plunged my tongue deep inside Megan’s quivering hole, making her gasp with pleasure.

Alice shifted on my chest. She didn’t say anything in answer to Megan, and for a moment, I wondered what was going through her head. But then, I felt her hand moving over my skin, felt her knuckles brushed against my chest as she slid her fingers inside herself while sitting on top of me, and I knew that she was doing exactly what Megan wanted.

“Oh fuck,” Megan moaned, and then I heard the sound of the two of them kissing again. If anything, even more forcefully, even more passionately this time. And as they made out, their hands no doubt running wild over each other’s beautiful bodies, I diligently licked Megan’s snatch, and her professor fingered herself.

I could feel the rhythm of Alice’s hand against my chest. I could feel the way she picked up the pace, moving her hand in slow circles over her pussy and clit. Then I felt her slide her fingers inside herself again, her knuckles tapping against my chest in a rising rhythm as she continued to masturbate. There was no doubt now; I felt the juices pouring out of her, dripping from her hand and from her shaking thighs to fall on me.

Megan’s juices were running freely too, of course. Pouring out of her pussy and down my throat, more of them splashing on my face, on my cheeks and chin, until it almost felt like I was drowning in them. But I didn’t want to be rescued. Trapped underneath them both, unable to move, unable to talk, unable to see, I was in a strange kind of submissive heaven. I wanted sex so badly, but as Megan wanted me to understand, this was sex. The women were going to cum. There was no doubt about that. And that, Megan wanted me to understand, was the only thing that mattered.

Megan came first. I felt her weight shift on top of me, almost crushing my head against the mattress as she pressed her pussy down on me, desperate for more of what I was doing. My tongue was buried inside her, aching at the base from overuse, but I didn’t care. I felt that wild contraction of her orgasm, felt her juices pouring out over me, the slight change in her taste as she reached her peak of pleasure. Her thighs shuddered and shook as they squeezed my head, her body convulsing on top of me.

And then, with a long sigh, she finally relaxed.

There wasn’t much room between the top of my head and the headboard of Alice’s bed. But there was just enough room for Megan to slide off my face and kneel above me. I blinked in the light, my pupils quickly adjusting after the darkness under Megan’s pussy. Now I could feel her juices even more on my skin as the slight air currents of the bedroom moved across me.

The first thing I saw was Megan, smiling down at me as she kneeled above my head. Again, her face was flushed with pleasure, her eyes wide and sparkling with delight. She looked so happy with herself, and why shouldn’t she be? She had got everything she wanted. She had made both me and Alice into her pathetic slaves, absolutely desperate for her touch. It was yet another triumph for a woman who certainly had her share of them, a woman who never seemed to get tired of winning, of being in charge.

As I stared up at her, Megan didn’t say anything. She just held my gaze, smiling down at me for a while.

Then, she lifted her eyes. And I followed the direction of her look to see something I would never have imagined I would.

Alice was still sitting on my chest, her legs spread, her knees gripping my sides. One hand was slightly behind her, on my stomach to help her keep her balance. The other was between her legs. She had her eyes closed, her mouth wide open, near-constant moans and gasps of ecstasy escaping from her throat. The dark curls of her hair had broken loose a little from how she had them tied back for dinner, framing her pretty face and making her look younger than she had earlier. And maybe that was helped by the radiant glow of pleasure that seemed to rise from every cell of her body, her flushed skin showing the ecstasy she was giving herself.

Her middle fingers were buried in her pussy, her palm cupped and curled and covering her clitoris as she rubbed forcefully against it. Her index and little fingers were spread to either side, pressing against her inner thighs, shining with her wetness as she spread her pussy apart. She seemed completely lost now in her solitary pleasure, as if she had forgotten the rest of us existed.

Her hand was almost a blur of motion as she pleasured herself, and now that I could fully focus on her, I could feel the way her legs trembled against my sides, her thighs pressed tight against my ribs. She was rocking her hips back-and-forth, virtually fucking her own hand. Even with everything I had recently done with Megan, I had to concede that this was one of the most erotic sights I had ever seen. This successful older woman losing herself completely in sexual bliss for the amusement of her young mistress was a sight I don’t think I’ll ever forget, and even in the moment, it was like I could feel it burning itself onto my brain indelibly.

With a loud cry, Alice came all over my chest. As she did, arching her back and screaming at the ceiling, her eyes snapped open. There was an almost surprised look on her face, as if the force and ferocity of her climax had taken even her by surprise. And I was certainly surprised by the hot flood of cream that poured out of her, spreading like molten lava all over my skin.

She gasped and moaned, sitting more heavily on top of me, her hands still buried in her slit. She hung her head, looking down at the mess she had made on top of me, slowly sliding her fingers out of herself. Her cheeks were burning bright red, a mixture of orgasm and deep shame, a combination I knew all too well.

“Good girl,” Megan smirked above me. “We’ll make a real slut of you yet.”


  
17. Humiliating Her Professor

Alice looked astonished as she raised her eyes toward Megan. Megan had told me that her professor had played games like this before, that she was no stranger to this world of bondage and domination, of dark and thrilling sex. But compared to Megan, she looked almost like a novice. As if she was just as torn as I was between her desires and her pride. Just as unable, in the end, to do anything except exactly what Megan wanted.

And Megan had never been one to not press an advantage when she had it.

Shamefaced, Alice swung her leg over me, climbing off me to kneel on the mattress beside me. Her orgasm had left a huge puddle of her juices on my chest, spreading all over my skin and running down my indrawn stomach toward my caged cock. Along with Megan’s juices cooling on my face, I felt completely claimed by both women, soaked in the residue of female orgasm while my cock continued to ache inside its plastic cage.

Megan had told me that female pleasure was all that mattered, had told me she was going to teach me that sex was about women. It was hard to imagine a more convincing lesson than this. There I was, lying in bed with two beautiful and naked women, both of them literally dripping with orgasm, and still, my own desire went completely unrelieved. It was growling inside me like a buzz saw, filling my mind to the exclusion of everything else. I didn’t really think of it at the time, but I was fully in that headspace I often found myself in when Megan took charge of me so easily. The mentality that made even the most outrageous things seem possible, that made more and even more humiliating submission to this incredible woman desirable.

She could get me to do anything. But as Megan soon demonstrated, it wasn’t just me she had this ferocious power over.

While Alice kneeled on the bed beside me, slowly recovering herself, still looking down at her hands in astonishment as if she couldn’t believe what she had just willingly done on Megan’s command, the younger woman moved above me.

I saw again the wetness of her pussy as she climbed over my head, moving toward the edge of the bed. Both me and Alice watched as Megan, wearing nothing but her tall boots and the chain around her neck that held my chastity key, walked with total confidence toward the bedroom closet. She was treating Alice’s house as if it was her own, and after all, I suppose it made a kind of sense. She had made her professor into her slave in the course of a single night. How was Alice going to deny her access to her belongings when she had already given her total control over her body? In the same situation, I knew, I would not have acted any differently. Megan had still never been to my dorm room, but if she ever did, I wasn’t going to argue with her if she decided to go through my meager things. She already owned my cock. That meant she already owned everything else.

Megan rummaged in the closet, going through her professor’s things. Alice watched silently, still kneeling beside me on the bed. She didn’t look at me, not even for a second. But I couldn’t keep myself from looking at her.

She had an incredible body. She was more slender than Megan was, lacking the other woman’s abundant curves. But she still had a beautiful hourglass figure, her narrow waist spreading out toward her hips and her small but well-formed breasts rising enticingly from her chest. It didn’t surprise me at all that Megan was more than willing to play sexy games with Alice. Lying there with her orgasm still cooling on my chest, I wanted her almost as much as I wanted our mistress.

“Oh, you are a dirty girl, aren’t you?” I heard Megan say from the closet.

Alice blinked at her words; that was her only reaction. But when Megan stepped out from the closet, I saw her at once what she meant. She was holding a pair of handcuffs in one hand. They weren’t bare steel like the ones that kept my hands behind my back, but were instead black leather cuffs joined by a short chain which Megan gripped in one fist, the two cuffs hanging from her hand. And in the other hand, she held more black leather. At first, it looked like a belt that she was holding in a loop, but as she began to walk toward the bed, I saw that in fact, it was a collar. Like a dog collar. But as far as I could tell, Alice didn’t have a dog.

As Megan circled around the bed, Alice lifted her head to watch her. She still didn’t say a word, as if the moment was too powerful for words, as if she didn’t know what to say. For that matter, neither did I. Then again, I didn’t need to say anything. I wasn’t there to talk.

Megan moved behind Alice, standing behind her on the bed. I watched her blue eyes move over the older woman’s face as Alice turned to look at her over her shoulder. It seemed like she knew what was going to happen, like she was resigned to it. Or, more likely, she wanted it. And Megan did what she did best, seeming to weave a spell over the other woman, lightly touching her arms, murmuring something I didn’t quite catch. But it had the intended effect. The professor kept watching over her shoulder, but she let Megan pull one of her arms gently behind her back. And Megan took her time buckling the leather cuff around Alice’s wrist, knowing the other woman wasn’t going to resist her.

Then, she did the same with the other arm. Alice put up no more resistance than she had the first time as Megan bound her arms behind her back.

Then, Megan draped one arm around Alice. I saw the professor shiver, her eyes closing for a moment as Megan squeezed one of her breasts, her nimble fingers teasing the swollen nipple expertly. Alice moaned softly as Megan pulled her body back against her, standing close behind her. Megan’s burning blue eyes looked right at me as she lowered her mouth to the professor's neck, kissing the skin and making Alice groan again. As she trailed kisses and tiny little bites along the older woman’s neck and across her shoulder, she lifted the collar in her hand and unbuckled it.

Alice’s eyes opened as she felt Megan wrapped the collar around her neck. She didn’t look at me. She didn’t look at Megan. She looked straight ahead, staring at the open door of her bedroom closet without really seeing it. Megan, meanwhile, kept her eyes on her lecturer as she lifted her dark curls out of the way and buckled the collar in place around her neck. Once it was fastened, Megan reached around, tucking a finger into the steel D-ring at the front and tugging on it lightly.

“There, now you’re my little pet,” Megan said, laughter bubbling up in her voice as she spoke. “How does that feel, Professor?”

“It feels… amazing, Sir,” Alice said in a voice thick with arousal, making Megan laugh again.

“Of course it does,” she said. “But I only want a very obedient pet, okay, slut? You’re going to do everything I tell you to do, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, Sir,” Alice stammered, finally turning her head a little and raising her eyes to look at Megan standing behind her, one hand possessively on her bare shoulder. And Megan’s hand slid over Alice’s smooth skin as she stepped away from her.

We both watched, Alice and me, our heads moving in unison to track the progress of Megan’s gorgeous body in her tall boots as she circled around the bed. She climbed onto the mattress, shifting on her knees until she was kneeling by my side. The two women faced each other across my body lying between them, and again, I felt that wild and delicious vulnerability that made me desire them both even more.

And then, all my attention narrowed down to a hard sharp point, like a black tunnel that Megan was in the brightly-lit center of. The blood rushed to my head, making me dizzy, and my cock throbbed and ached desperately in chastity as Megan reached up and began to unfasten the chain that hung around her neck.

My key hung from the necklace as she slowly removed it from her slender neck. She held it in one fist, moving her hand just a little to make the key sway in slow circles above me. I gulped, transfixed by what she was doing. Not saying anything. If there was even the faintest possibility of release, of her unlocking me, I didn’t want to say or do a single thing to jeopardize it.

Alice watched too. She didn’t say anything, any more than I did. But with all my attention on Megan, it was hard to even notice how Alice was feeling about what was about to happen. Not that it mattered, of course. What mattered, the only thing that mattered, was what Megan wanted.

Smiling happily, she slid the key into the lock. Gathering up the chain in her hand, she turned the key in the lock of my cage. Then, she dismantled it, and as she did, my cock swelled rapidly, so fast, in fact, that I felt even more lightheaded. Megan removed the lock and the pink plastic tube that contained my cock, reaching across the bed to set them down on the bedside table. But she left the plastic ring at the base of my cock and balls. After all, it wasn’t really getting in the way.

I sat up, overcome with excitement, but, with a cheerful giggle, Megan easily pushed me back down onto the bed. Then, she reached out toward my throbbing manhood and slowly, lightly trailed a finger up and down my shaft, barely even touching it. I cringed and squirmed on the bed, totally overcome with lust for her, desperate for pleasure.

And still, I had no idea what was coming next.

“These things just never give up, do they?”

Megan raised her eyes toward Alice as she spoke. For the first time in what felt like a long time, I looked over at the professor, still kneeling on the opposite side of me from Megan. As Megan continued to run her finger on my shaft, Alice looked down at my cock.

“Unfortunately not,” she said, making Megan laugh again.

“You’ve been with men before, right?”

“A long time ago,” Alice answered uneasily, shifting slightly on her knees on the bed. But she was still looking at my cock. “They’re very overrated.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Megan said. And for a moment, she said nothing more. She just kneeled there on the bed at my side, trailing her finger up and down my cock, biting her lower lip in obvious excitement.

Then, she moved suddenly. With the speed of a cat, she threw out one arm and grabbed a handful of the professor’s dark curls. Alice yelped as Megan pulled savagely on her hair, pulling her head down toward my lap. With her hands cuffed behind her, Alice couldn’t even begin to fight back. She bent at the waist, her breasts hanging down and almost touching the mattress, and Megan held her head down against me.

The professor’s hair tickled my thigh. Megan pressed her head down even further, turning it so that she was facing my swollen shaft. Making her look at it. Alice grimaced, unable to resist her new mistress and nervous about what might be demanded of her next. Her fear, of course, was my hope. And yet, I was astonished when Megan spoke again, hardly able to believe how cruel and kinky and devious she was.

“Look at it. An erect phallus, pretty much the archetypal symbol of the patriarchy that you’ve spent your whole career fighting against. Guess what you’re going to do now, slut?”

Alice opened her mouth. Finally, for the first time, she managed to tear her eyes away from my member to look up at Megan, but only for a moment. Her lips moved, but no sound came out. She seemed completely unable to speak, just as I was. But Megan was confident and in control enough for all three of us.

“You’re going to worship it,” she said. Her voice was so soft, barely more than a whisper. And yet, every word exploded inside both of our brains as she spoke. She raised her eyebrows, grinning down at her trapped professor, delighted by the thrill of the power she could no doubt feel coursing through her. And she kept holding the other woman down by the hair while Alice spluttered and squirmed in my lap.

“Please, Sir,” the professor said, and then her voice trailed away.

“Please, what?” Megan teased. “It doesn’t matter what you want. You wanted to be my obedient pet, didn’t you? Well this is what your mistress wants you to do. You’re going to worship this slave’s cock for my amusement. It’s that simple. Or don’t you want me to make you cum again?”

The look on Alice’s face was an absolute picture of torment, fear, and doubt. I might have felt sorry for her if I wasn’t so excited. Whatever I might have imagined Megan saying or doing, I never would have pictured this. But she was so good at pushing boundaries, so commanding and in charge, taking such wild pleasure in making people do whatever she wanted. And of course, she was never sexier than when she was doing that. I knew, despite any misgivings Alice might have, that she felt the same way. That she was torn between the desire to defend her pride and her boundaries and the desire to give in and submit completely to this gorgeous goddess.

It was never really a contest.

Alice turned her eyes from Megan back to me, still hesitating, as if she could find a way out of her predicament. But I knew Megan too well to believe in that. And clearly, Alice was starting to understand the same thing. She moved her head against my thigh, and the look of triumph on Megan’s pretty face was almost terrifying as she continued to hold her professor by the hair and guide her mouth toward my cock.

I trembled as the professor ran her tongue along my shaft. My consent had not been asked, as if it didn’t matter at all. But the truth was, if Megan had wanted me to, I would have begged for exactly this. I had barely exchanged two words with Alice, and now she was licking my cock, all because Megan told her to. It was almost unbearably sexy, and after all the teasing and frustration I had been through, her tongue felt like heaven.

“Good girl,” Megan said. “Make me believe you really do worship it. Kiss it. Go on. Kiss it all the way from the base to the tip and back down again.”

“Yes, Sir,” Alice murmured.

As reluctant as she might be, as far past her boundaries as this was, she seemed to be sinking deeper into her submissive role. Probably that was for the best. After all, Megan didn’t tolerate argument from me, and it didn’t seem likely she would tolerate it from her professor, either. But from the way Alice was bending to her will, it didn’t seem like she would have to.

Alice pressed her lips against my cock, right at the base, her cheek brushing against my balls as she did it. And as I groaned, she raised her mouth a little and kissed it again. While Megan spluttered with laughter, Alice performed her humiliating task, kissing all the way up to the sensitive head of my cock and making me groan as I felt her lips against it. Then, she kissed her way back down.

By the time she was done, I was practically squirming with desperate desire on the bed. My cock was raging, finally free but still aching from the chastity it had been trapped in, and aching, too, from my desperate hardness.

“Say, ‘I love sucking cock’, slut,” Megan ordered. “Say, ‘I’m a silly little bimbo slut who’s nothing but a hole for men to use’.”

From her place bent over my lap, Alice looked up at Megan again, that look of shocked disbelief on her face again. And even though my desperate desire made it hard to think straight, I was struck even then by what Megan was saying. She loved to push her feminist ideology on me, loved to tell me all about the failings of men and the superiority of women. It was part of the game, but I had always thought it was part of her beliefs, too. Yet now, here she was, saying the complete opposite. And making the woman who taught her those beliefs say something completely contrary to them.

Maybe Megan’s beliefs weren’t as set in stone as she liked to pretend. Or maybe she just enjoyed playing with them in the kind of fantasy world we were living in.

Maybe her only real belief was in sexual pleasure.

“Say it,” Megan said, a new edge entering her voice as she gripped Alice’s hair a little tighter. “Say it, if you want me to fuck you.”

“I love sucking cock,” Alice said, her voice cracking a little as she spoke as if even her body rebelled against saying humiliating words. “I’m a silly little bimbo slut who’s nothing but a hole for men to use.”

It cost Alice something to say it. I could see that. Just like it cost me something to call her Sir, to admit her superiority, to accept being called her bitch. The kind of pleasure Megan promised didn’t come for free. And she loved seeing just how much we would pay, just how far we would go, to be with her.

“That’s right. Now, suck it. I’m sure you remember how. Keep sucking, and don’t stop till I tell you. No matter what happens.”

Again, Alice looked up at Megan. But again, she didn’t complain. She didn’t dare. And I hardly dared to even believe that this was real. Even my dreams, even the wildly erotic ones I had while locked in chastity by Megan, didn’t compare to this. I groaned with pleasure as Alice rose up on her knees, opening her mouth and lowering it down onto my cock. I groaned desperately as I felt those lips tighten around me, the mouth of a woman I didn’t even know and who was almost two decades older than me bringing me incredible pleasure I hadn’t even dared to ask for.

Meanwhile, Megan released her grip on the professor’s curly hair. The mattress bounced a little underneath her as she crawled back toward my head. Placing hands on my chest, she turned, facing the foot of the bed and the woman who was sucking me off while she threw her leg over me again. Once again, she sat on my face, and once again, I gratefully and eagerly licked her pussy.

Megan moaned above me, her ultra-responsive body once again leaking fluids onto my face as I plunged my tongue deep inside her. At the same time, I felt Alice’s tongue swelling over the head of my cock, then her lips sliding up and down, pressed tight against my shaft. Reluctant or not, she was doing an incredible job. Megan had said she had been with men before, and clearly, she had learned a lot about pleasure. She sucked me like it was her job, like it was her last meal, and all the while, Megan yelled encouragement in a voice that dripped with her own selfish pleasure, barking out orders and disgracing her college professor.

“Deep throat that shit!” she yelled. “Take it all the way into your whore throat. That’s right, slut. God, you look so cute with a dick in your mouth. How does it feel, worshiping the patriarchy like the dirty whore you are?”

Alice said something, but her words were muffled by my cock in her mouth. Not that it mattered. Megan howled in pleasure anyway, knowing that whatever Alice might say, there was no denying the truth. She was a slut for her new mistress, doing things she would never normally have done just because Megan told her to. And it was incredibly hot. It was the hottest experience of a life that, after years of relative normality, had suddenly become incredibly adventurous and wildly sexy. I licked Megan’s pussy desperately, chasing her warmth and her pleasure while she howled in bliss. Soon, she stopped giving orders and just gave in to the feelings I was prompting in her. She just moaned and screamed, letting us all hear how hard she was getting off.

It wasn’t easy to concentrate with the professor’s skilled mouth on my cock. Her tongue slid over my balls as she took me deep, her throat tight around the head of my cock, and as she sucked, it felt like she was sucking the soul right out of my body. I couldn’t help myself. Truthfully, I didn’t really try. I was so turned on, so frustrated after being in Megan’s teasing chastity, and I was in the power of two of the most beautiful and sexiest women I had ever seen.

I exploded.

My cock swelled in Alice’s mouth, and I heard her gag as the hot explosion of my orgasm splashed the back of her throat. She coughed and spluttered, lifting her mouth away, but I didn’t care. I was lost in pleasure, my cock spurting several strands of thick cum into the empty air, and I felt the hot fluid splashing back down on my skin.

Above me, I heard Megan gasp. Then, I heard her laugh, a wild laugh tinged with the promise of her own orgasm.

I felt drained, completely exhausted by what had happened. But my mistress was still sitting on my face, and I knew that I still had a job to do. As my own orgasm subsided, I was able to focus more fully on pleasing her, and as I drove my tongue inside her, as she rocked her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy all over my face, I had her breathless charge toward pleasure.

My powerful orgasm had left me shaking, and it had done a lot to take the razor edge off my desire. But still, I was incredibly turned on by everything that was happening. More turned on, I think, than I had ever been immediately post-orgasm. Like it was never going to stop, like we could carry on playing this wild game forever, being pushed by Megan to ever-greater depths of depravity and heights of sexual pleasure. That was what I wanted. That was what I needed. For this night to never end, for me and Alice to spend the rest of eternity serving this young goddess who had us both under her thumb, who got such intoxicating pleasure out of being so unbelievably cruel and dominant toward us both.

And soon, the wild charge of the moment got to Megan, too. She exploded in pleasure above me, howling in total bliss, and I did my best to lap up the juices that poured out of her, drinking them down as if there was nothing more delicious on the earth. In that moment, it really felt like there wasn’t.

Megan climbed off my face. She sat down heavily on the mattress beside my head, her body trembling, her eyes momentarily closed. Her breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply, taking in the air that smelled of sex as she tried to recover. Her high-heeled boots gleamed in the light. And I tore my gaze away from her to look at Alice.

Finally, the professor looked sheepishly at me, then immediately turned her eyes away. She couldn’t look at me after what she had done, what she had been made to do. But after the incredible blowjob she had given me, I felt more attracted to her than ever. And maybe, just maybe, her hostility toward me wasn’t quite as deep as she pretended. Any woman who can please a man like that, I felt, couldn’t really hate us all that much. But it was obvious that Alice didn’t want to talk about it. And so the two of us just waited for our dominant mistress to recover so she could tell us what to do next.

And that’s exactly what happened.

Megan took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. Then, she started to move. She climbed off the bed, and I was gratified to see the way her legs shook as she stumbled across the small room.

At first, I thought she was heading for the closet again, and my heart raced at the thought of what she might take out next and how she might use it to further dominate us. But then, she went instead to the door of the bedroom and stepped through it. Shocked, I listened to her footsteps heading downstairs, the heels of her boots loud on the hardwood.

“That was… amazing,” I said while she was gone, feeling like I had to say something to Alice after what she had just into me.

“This is… unexpected,” she said, her only reply.

Soon, the sound of Megan’s high heels coming back up the stairs cut us both off.

Megan stepped through the open doorway. Standing by the bed, she leaned over me, and I felt her running some soft cloth over my body, over my stomach, my thighs, my cock and balls. Wiping up the calm that Alice had sucked out of me. As I raised my head from the mattress, I saw that she was holding a pair of panties in her hand. Alice’s panties, that she had made her remove in the living room.

“Get off the bed, Simp,” Megan ordered. “Go kneel on the floor again.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, sitting up and swinging my feet toward the edge of the bed. Clearly, Megan was in no mood to be argued with. And as I rose to my feet, then turned and kneeled on the far side of the bed, I watched Megan set the now cum-soaked panties aside.

“Lie down, slut,” she growled at Alice. “I’m not done with you yet.”



  
18. Teaching Her Professor A Lesson

Slowly, Alice lay down on the bed. The whole time, her eyes were fixed on Megan, her face wearing a look of astonishment. As if she couldn’t really believe what was happening to her, even though this was exactly what she wanted. After all, it had been her idea to get involved with a student. From what I had heard, she had practically begged Megan to dominate her. Now she was getting exactly what she wanted.

But maybe she hadn’t been ready for Megan’s ferocity, her natural dominance. I certainly hadn’t been. Maybe I looked just as astonished as the professor did now when Megan made me her bitch, when she used me like this. Certainly, Alice’s face seemed like a reasonable approximation of how I felt when Megan took charge. Hard to believe any of it was real, but unwilling and totally unable to make it stop. Our mistress was just too damn sexy for that.

Megan was still smiling her satisfied little smile as she moved again to the closet of Alice’s bedroom. And why shouldn’t she happy? Everything was going her way. She was completely in charge of both of us, neither me nor the professor capable of saying no to her. Two warm bodies for her to use in whatever way she saw fit, and all I could do was hope that she would use me the way she seemed intent on using her professor for now.

Megan came back from the closet with more scarves and belts in her hands. Alice already had her hands cuffed behind her back just like I did, trapped underneath her body as she lay on her back on her bed. So Megan moved down toward her feet. Slowly but firmly, she tied one of the scarves around her professor’s ankle, then tied the other end to the footboard of her bed. Alice’s breasts rose and fell on her chest as she breathed heavily, and she watched Megan’s every move, not even trying to resist. And on Megan’s command, she spread her legs, letting the younger woman tie her other ankle to the other end of her foot board so that she lay on the bed with her legs spread, her pussy brazenly on display, completely helpless and ready to be used.

My cock throbbed powerfully as I watched, my own handcuffs holding my hands behind my back just as firmly as ever. If they hadn’t, maybe I wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation to touch myself. Maybe I wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation to do more than that, with these two beautiful women playing their kinky games right in front of me. I had just had a powerful orgasm in Alice’s mouth, but it didn’t seem to matter at all. The situation we found ourselves in was so kinky, so wild, so exciting, that I already felt desperate for another orgasm, for more pleasure. But for now, at least, Megan had other ideas. And in the end, it was only her ideas that mattered.

And clearly, she had another one.

Leaving her professor tied to the bed for now, Megan walked across the room to where she had left Alice’s panties. Grinning, she picked them up, holding them for a moment in her hand, as if admiring the wet pearls of my cum on them. She had used her professor’s underwear to clean me up after my orgasm, and now, she smiled at me, just briefly, before turning back to the helpless woman on the bed.

“Open up,” Megan said as she leaned over Alice, standing at the side of the bed nearest me. From where I kneeled on the floor, I couldn’t clearly see the expression on the older woman’s face, but I could imagine it. Alice had very little interest in men, and certainly very little in me, and Megan seemed to enjoy playing with that as she rolled up the cum-soaked panties into a little ball. Leaning over her prisoner, she stuffed them into Alice’s mouth.

“Good girl,” she purred. “You can suck all the cum out of those while I use your little slut-hole.”

Alice gasped through her nose, seemingly astonished by what her mistress was demanding. So was I. But there was no stopping Megan now. She was completely in her element, giving free reign to all of her darkest impulses.

With Alice bound and gagged and me kneeling helpless on the floor, Megan turned back to the closet, looking for more toys. I turned my head to watch her, unable to turn my gaze away from her incredible body in that glittering silver bodysuit that showed off her figure so well. She was absolutely gorgeous at any time, but never more alluring than at times like this, when she was in complete control. When she was being her evil, cruel, domineering self. And as she stepped back out of the closet with a riding crop in her hand, the same shiver raced through my body as did through Alice’s. Both of us were helpless to resist her, and if our young goddess felt like handing out some punishment, there was nothing anyone could do to stop her.

Holding the crop in both hands, she stepped over toward the bed. Alice watched, wide-eyed, her mouth stuffed with her own panties, her eyes rolling as Megan teasingly ran the leather tip of the riding crop over her body. She stroked her with it, letting the tension build, knowing as she did so well that making her slave wait was its own special form of torture. And Alice jumped a little on the bed as Megan tapped the crop lightly on her stomach.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, slut,” Megan said, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. “And you know what that means. Naughty little sluts get punished. Time for you to learn your lesson.”

Alice groaned wordlessly into the panties that filled her mouth. She closed her eyes, just for moment, as if the feelings racing through her with just too intense to endure. But just like me, she had no choice but to endure them. And she visibly braced herself as she lay on the bed, preparing for whatever Megan decided to do with her next.

Megan raised the riding crop. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she brought it cracking down on one of Alice’s breasts. The professor shrieked, her voice muffled by the panties in her mouth, jumping up on the bed, attempting to sit up as if to protect herself. But with her hands cuffed behind her back, she was no match for Megan. The younger woman easily pushed her back down onto the mattress.

“Stay there,” Megan growled. “Take your punishment like the slut you are.”

Alice moaned again, a mingled sound of despair and desire that raised the hairs on the back of my neck as I watched. Megan was always so sexy when she was in charge, but this was possibly the sexiest thing I had ever seen. Doling out pain as if it was her right to do so, treating the body of a sexy older woman like her personal playground. My cock was surging desperately at being teased like this, throbbing in the empty air with no hope of relief, at least anytime soon. Not until Megan decided to be kind to me. And for the moment, cruelty seem to be more exciting to her. I was just glad it was directed at someone other than me.

She brought the riding crop down again, striking the professor’s other breast, right on the nipple. She wasn’t hitting her all that hard, but I could see that the blows were still having their intended effect. Alice squirmed on the bed, writhing as if trying to get away from her punishment, but there was no chance of escape. And as Megan continued to hit her nipples with the riding crop, I listened to the sound of her moans, hearing the pleasure that mingled with the pain. Megan knew exactly what she was doing. She knew how to hurt her teacher in a way she really liked, the way she had wanted when she had started down this path with us. It wasn’t the first time I wondered how Megan was so good at this. It wouldn’t be the last, either.

By the time Megan stopped whipping Alice’s breasts, the professor was trembling and moaning, her chest rising and falling as she breathed rapidly. And Megan stood tall in her sexy boots, the riding crop still in her hand, ready to dull out pleasure or pain according to nothing more than her own sadistic whims. The riding crop trailed over Alice’s body, and soon, the professor began squirming again, possibly even more desperately this time. The bedframe creaked as she pulled against the bondage that held her legs to the bedframe, the mattress springs groaning to her erratic movements. And Megan laughed, an evil little giggle of pure delight, as she rapidly tapped the tip of the riding crop against her professor’s pussy. Teasing and torturing her clit, making her cry out with desperate desire into the panties that still filled her mouth.

From where I kneeled on the floor, it looked as if Megan was playing Alice’s body like an instrument. Making a symphony of sounds of desperation rise from the older woman’s gagged mouth. If she had been able to talk, I felt sure she would be pleading and begging, desperate for sex. I knew I was. But for now, Megan didn’t want to hear it. She kept on tapping on the professor’s pussy with the riding crop, driving her wild with unrelieved desire.

“What a naughty little slut you are,” Megan sneered, still tapping rapidly between Alice’s legs. “You’re dripping wet, you little pervert. Someone should be punishing this pussy every single day, just to keep you in line.”

Alice babbled into the panties in her mouth, but I didn’t need to hear her words to get the sense of what she was saying. Agreeing with whatever Megan said, desperate for the pleasure that only her student could give her. And of course, Megan understood that too. In fact, she was counting on it.

“You want to cum, slut?”

Again, Alice groaned into the panties in her mouth, nodding her head desperately to make her breasts bounce even more on her chest as she continued to squirm to the kiss of Megan’s riding crop. Megan laughed at the sight in front of her, the woman she respected and admired so much reduced to this, a desperate ball of need ready to do and say anything it took to have the pleasure she needed. I knew exactly how that felt.

Suddenly, Megan took the riding crop away. Alice lifted her head from the mattress below her, panting desperately, her wide eyes fixed on her new mistress. But Megan was turning away from her professor. Now, her dangerously glowing blue eyes were fixed on me. And even though I was desperate for attention, even though I felt like I was dying for her touch, I felt fear racing through my body as she began to walk toward me.

Her body swayed from side to side with every step she took in her tall boots, her high heels thumping on the floor. The riding crop still hung from her hand, and the ferocious look in her eyes made me nervous as I wondered what came next. Standing in front of me, she gently ran the tip of the riding crop over the throbbing shaft of my cock. I tried not to groan the combination of fear and desire she sparked in me where I kneeled on the floor at her feet.

“Enjoying the show, simp?”

“Oh my God, Sir, yes!” I panted. A cold smile spread across Megan’s beautiful face.

“Of course you are. You’re a voyeur, just like all men. But I don’t want you thinking that this is performative, two girls playing together to satisfy your male gaze. This is about my pleasure, not yours.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said submissively. Just like the woman tied to the bed, I would say or do anything it took to get what I wanted. Whatever Megan wanted to hear was exactly what I was going to say, and if she wanted to lecture me on feminist theory again, it was just something I was going to have to put up with. Something I was getting more and more used to hearing from her.

“Come here.”

Megan didn’t wait for a response from me. Instead, she reached out and took a firm hold on my short hair, pulling my head toward her. She was already standing right in front of me, and for a moment, hope rose in my heart that she was pulling my mouth between her legs, about to make me worship her pussy again. But she didn’t. Instead, she turned, and her perfect round ass filled my vision as she dragged me across the bedroom floor toward the foot of the bed.

I hurried after Megan on my knees, ignoring the way they ached. She positioned me in front of the footboard, between Alice’s spread legs, and as I stared up at her, I could see her wet pussy displayed right in front of me. The professor lifted her head from the mattress to look down at me, then groaned and let her head fall again.

“You’re going to lick this slut’s pussy,” Megan said, her voice firm and even, leaving no room for argument, even if I had wanted to. “And you’re going to make it sexy, too. She doesn’t even like guys, but you’re going to show her you can eat her out just as well as one of the girls. And if you don’t make her cum, you’re going to be punished. Lean forward.”

Again, Megan didn’t wait for me to follow her instructions. With her free hand, she grabbed the back of my neck, pushing my head over the footboard of the bed. Her other hand still held the riding crop, and I braced myself as she brought it swishing down through the air. I hissed between my teeth as I felt it crack against my ass, felt the burning red pain spreading over my skin. Megan whipped me again, and I couldn’t help feeling that she was hitting me a lot harder than she had hit Alice. But of course, I didn’t dare complain. I didn’t dare say anything as Megan brought the riding crop down again and again in three more stinging blows. By the time she was finished, my ass was burning with red pain.

“That’s what you can expect if you don’t give this slut an orgasm,” Megan said, releasing her grip on the back of my neck. I looked up at her.

“Yes, Sir.”

Satisfied with my response, Megan turned toward her female captive. The professor moaned into the panties as Megan struck her high on the thigh with the riding crop.

“And you, slut,” she ordered, raising her voice to make sure Alice heard her. “Don’t you dare cum, or else you’ll be the one getting punished.”

Tucking the riding crop under one arm, Megan stepped past me. The heels of her boots thumped on the bedroom floor again as she circled around the bed, climbing onto the mattress beside Alice. I watched her go, my head spinning with her conflicting instructions. Megan’s intention was clear. One of us was going to be punished, no matter what happened. Selfish as it was, I was determined to make sure it wasn’t me.

“Get to work,” Megan said dismissively to me. And as I rose to my feet, bending forward over the footboard of the bed so I could reach Alice’s pussy, Megan moved. Reaching down toward the professor, she plucked the bundled panties out of her mouth, dropping them to the floor. Then, she turned, swinging her leg over Alice’s head. She pulled her bodysuit to the side as she settled her pussy down on the other woman’s face, and I watched Alice eagerly stick out her tongue, immediately beginning to lick Megan’s pussy right in front of me.

Megan smiled. Her eyelids fluttered for a moment, her long lashes casting shadows on her cheeks. Her blue eyes blazed as she looked at me, watching me run my tongue over the sensitive folds of Alice’s sex. It felt so strange to be tasting this woman I had only met that night, this woman who had shown zero interest in me. But there was no denying Alice’s pleasure. Her pussy was dripping wet as I licked it, and as I did my best to please her, I could taste that wetness growing.

She wasn’t the only one. My cock was throbbing wildly underneath me as I lay on my stomach on the bed, trying to resist the temptation to rub it between my stomach and the mattress. Megan hadn’t told me I couldn’t cum, but at this point, she didn’t really have to. I knew how things worked between us. And my ass was still aching from the blows of her riding crop, the pain reminding me of what this extraordinary woman was capable of.

I pressed my tongue harder against Alice’s wet slit. And she moaned as I licked her, the sound slightly muffled by Megan’s pussy pressed against her own face. The sound of wet tongues moving over skin filled the room, this wild scenario driving us all to new heights of pleasure and desire. I was the only one not getting pleasured, but in a way, that helped me devote myself to the task in front of me. I had to make Alice cum if I wanted to avoid a more severe beating. And she, somehow, had to resist my attempts to push her to orgasm.

Of course, Megan was under no such restriction. And soon, the room was full of her happy cries, her blissful moans of sexual pleasure. She watched me eat her professor out, her eyelids half closed now, her mouth open to let her sounds of pleasure ring out all the louder in the bedroom air. She still held the riding crop in her hand, but she didn’t use it. Instead, she just gripped it at either end, bending the flexible shaft between her hands as she ground her pussy against her captive’s face.

Alice might be struggling to resist my attempts to make her cum, but she clearly knew what she was doing. Or else the scene she had created had Megan on the brink of ecstasy already, because it didn’t take very long at all before she was convulsing in orgasm. She closed her eyes, bending the riding crop even more savagely between her hands, pressing her pussy down on Alice’s face and sliding her hips back-and-forth, crushing the other woman’s mouth underneath her and taking her selfish pleasure. I heard the catch in her throat as she moaned, heard her stumble over the edge of pleasure into a powerful climax. And as her moans filled the bedroom, louder than ever, as she slowly recovered from her desperate peak, she opened her eyes to smile at me once again.

“Keep going, slut,” was all she said. And although I knew she was talking to Alice, lying helpless underneath her, her words could have been addressed to either of us.

I renewed my efforts. Megan hadn’t set a specific time on my little challenge, but I knew that the sooner I could get it done, the better. So I wrapped my lips tightly around Alice’s prominent clit, gently sucking on it while I teased it with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and squirmed underneath my girlfriend, trembling with wild pleasure. More juices poured out of her convulsing lips, and they were where I turned my attention to next. I ran my tongue up and down, then slid it inside, finally penetrating her. And Alice lifted her hips off the bed as far as she was able, trying to get more contact from my mouth. She could dislike me all she wanted, but her body betrayed her. Again, I tried to ignore my cock throbbing desperately underneath me as I focused on pleasuring this total stranger instead.

Up near the head of the bed, Megan was moaning again. My mouth on her pussy seemed to be distracting Alice, but she was still desperately licking my girlfriend. And the look on Megan’s face as she watched me eat Alice out was chilling. She sat on her professor’s face like a queen on a throne, riding crop in hand, her face flushed with pleasure and her beautiful eyes sparkling with malice. She looked so sexy, in her tight bodysuit and tall boots, riding another woman’s tongue and watching me do as I was told. This already unbelievable night just kept getting even wilder.

Alice squirmed desperately underneath Megan. Even with her voice muffled by the other woman’s pussy on her mouth, I could tell she was getting close. Her pussy contracted around my tongue, the juices flowing out of her thicker and faster than ever. They even tasted different as her pleasure approached, a new flavor filling my mouth as I continued to service her. I kept the same rhythm, the same pressure, knowing just how close she was, and how close I was to avoiding the punishment from Megan I feared. I was going to win. I knew it, and what happened after that was out of my hands, but at least I might escape another whipping.

Alice melted in orgasm, an astonishing flood of her juices filling my mouth. They dripped off my face, soaking into the sheet below, and Megan laughed as she felt the other woman squirming underneath her, screaming her bliss into her pussy. As Alice’s orgasm slowly subsided, I lifted my face from between her legs. I straightened up, standing at the foot of the bed, looking at Megan, waiting to see what she had planned.

I knew she wouldn’t keep me waiting for long.

Moving on her knees, she sat back. She lifted her pussy off Megan’s face and instead sat just above her head, her knees still on either side of the other woman. I could see Alice looking up at her young mistress, an expression of shame and embarrassment on her face. Just like me, she was waiting to find out what happened next.

And as always, Megan liked to keep us in suspense. She looked down at Alice, grinning that evil little smile she had at times like this, when she was inarguably in total control.

“I told you not to cum, slut,” she said, though it was clear from the tone of her voice that she wasn’t really annoyed. Still, that didn’t stop her from bringing the riding crop slashing down through the air, striking one of Alice’s reddened nipples again.

“I’m sorry, Sir,” the professor babbled, squirming again at the pain flowing through her body inflicted by her young mistress. “I couldn’t help it.”

“You had instructions, and you disobeyed them,” Megan said. “Now, the only question is, what do we do with a little slut who can’t follow orders? How do we teach you a lesson?”

Alice didn’t answer. She just stared up helplessly at the beautiful young woman kneeling above her, deciding her fate. And the smile on Megan’s face never faltered as she tapped her chin thoughtfully. Then, she lifted her head. As her glowing blue eyes met mine, I felt another shiver of arousal through me, my uncaged cock throbbing at everything that had happened and everything that might follow.

“I know what we’ll do,” Megan said. “Simp, come here. You were a good boy, and good boys get rewarded.”

I didn’t know if my excitement showed on my face, and I didn’t much care. Stepping away from the foot of the bed, I circled quickly around to where Megan was. Still smiling, she made room on the bed for me, patting the mattress as she set the riding crop down. It wasn’t easy to climb onto the mattress with my hands tied behind my back, especially with two women already on it. But I managed it, my throbbing cock sticking out in front of me and seeming to guide the way as I approached Megan.

And I could barely believe my luck as she changed her position. She turned away from me, bending over Alice, her beautiful body forming a bridge over the other woman as she got on her hands and knees. Megan’s eyes blazed as she looked back at me over her shoulder, one hand reaching back to pull her bodysuit out of the way again. There was her pussy, dripping wet from the worship Alice had given it, the lips swollen and puffy and endlessly inviting. My cock bounced in the open air at the intoxicating sight.

“Fuck me, Simp,” Megan ordered. “And don’t you dare cum until I say so. See if you can be more obedient than this little slut down here.”

“Yes, Sir!” I said, not even trying to keep the enthusiasm out of my voice.

This was exactly what I wanted, exactly what I needed, and to finally be offered it made my head spin with pure joy. I shuffled forward on my knees, my cock leading the way once again, and Megan groaned just a little as she felt the bulbous head pressing against the wet entrance of her pussy. She leaned back toward me, spreading her legs further, and I slid easily inside, lubricated by her copious juices. Her pussy felt amazing, so warm and snug around my cock after what felt like an endless wait for this pleasure. Her command seemed impossible to carry out, given the way desire was boiling inside me. But I knew I had to try.

“Fuck me,” Megan said again, her voice breathier now. I responded immediately. I slid my cock in and out of her divine pussy, plunging in as far as I could go, and before long, we were both groaning in pleasure.

Below us, Alice watched. She watched everything, her dark eyes shining, unable to look away as my balls slapped against Megan’s body. And as Megan moaned in pleasure, her cries getting louder and more rapid, I felt her juices running off my skin, dripping off my body to land on the face of the tied-up professor below us.

Megan’s pussy spasmed. Her body convulsed on the mattress, and she arched her back, lowering her face all the way down to the mattress and pushing her ass against me. It felt amazing, and I groaned as I felt her cum, her wild shrieks of passion filling the bedroom.

Her climax had hardly subsided before she pushed herself up with her arms again. My cock slid out of her as she straightened up, reaching behind her back to take hold of my manhood. She turned, sitting back on the bed, pumping my cock with her hand and pointing it at Alice’s face.

“Cum, simp,” Megan snarled.

I exploded. I groaned as my orgasm overwhelmed me at Megan’s command, and my cock leaped in her hand, spurting my fluids all over the professor’s humiliated face. As Alice closed her eyes, grimacing at the humiliation, Megan laughed, milking my throbbing cock of every drop of cum.

“See? That’s what dirty sluts get,” she sneered.


  
19. A Simp’s Two Mistresses

Sex with Megan was always fantastic. I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but part of me knew that part of the reason it was so good was because it was by no means guaranteed. She taunted me with it, dangling it in front of me to make me do what she wanted. But when I finally got that reward I was working toward, it never disappointed.

Still, even by her high standards, this was something else. My orgasm seemed to rip through me, leaving me breathless, leaving me trembling with its wild force. And it was also humiliating, especially for the woman who normally was Megan’s teacher and mentor. Alice lay underneath us, her face coated in my cum, an expression of pure outrage on her face. But it wasn’t just that, of course. With these games, I had learned by now, nothing is ever just one thing.

Alice might be shocked by what Megan had done to her, but after all, this was what she wanted. We all knew that. She had asked for this, practically begged Megan to dominate her. Maybe she didn’t imagine it would look like this. Maybe she hadn’t wanted me to be involved. But the thing about submitting to a woman like Megan is that you don’t get to control it. Once you give up power to her, you can’t complain when she uses it in ways you may not like. That, I was constantly learning for myself, is what submission means.

Megan’s movements were more sluggish now, her obvious pleasure having an effect on her. But she wasn’t done. As wild and unforgettable as this night had been, she still wanted more. Maybe some part of her suspected a chance like this would never come again, that this was too far out of the ordinary to rely on being a regular occurrence. Like she wanted to make the most of having all three of us locked in this cycle of kinky pleasure, both me and the professor completely at Megan’s mercy.

With a sigh, Megan climbed up onto her knees on the mattress, turning to face me with a devious smile. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me, and with my hands still bound behind my back, there was no possibility of resisting. I fell back against the headboard of the bed, my heart once again racing as I wondered what wild idea Megan had next. I half-hoped she would climb on top of me, ready for more sex, and although I had just had a powerful orgasm, I didn’t doubt that Megan could get me hard and ready for her again in no time at all.

But that wasn’t what happened. That wasn’t what she wanted. Instead, Megan climbed off the bed, circling around it. As always, all eyes were on her, both me and Alice watching her every move, knowing that whatever happened next was completely up to her. She was smiling as she moved through the bedroom, knowing just how completely in control she was.

She moved around to the side of the bed nearest me, and as she reached toward the bedside table, my heart skipped a beat. She picked up the chastity cage, and fear bloomed in my stomach, spreading through my chest like ice water. I shook my head, pressing my lips together as if to contain the complaints that would otherwise have sprung to my lips. It wouldn’t do me any good. I knew that. Megan wasn’t going to listen to my protests, my pleading and begging, and that was what made it all so sexy.

Instead, she bent over me where I sat up on the bed. I could feel Alice watching, even turning on the mattress as far as her bondage would allow to get a better view, but I didn’t look at her. My attention was all on Megan, the cruel goddess who controlled me so completely, as she fed my currently soft cock into the plastic cage and pressed it down against the base ring I still wore. The lock snapped shut, imprisoning my manhood once again, showing me that for now, Megan was done with giving me pleasure. But not done, of course, with receiving pleasure of her own. It seemed she was never really done with that.

And once the cage was on, Megan smiled at me, standing beside the bed for a moment with her hands on her hips. I looked up at her, not saying a word, feeling almost breathless. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised. This was the source of her power, the engine of her control. It wasn’t exactly shocking that she had decided to put me in chastity again. I guess I just hadn’t thought about it. Too caught up in the moment and all the exciting things that were happening to really consider what would come next. Now, once again, my cock was trapped, and Megan was once again in complete control of my sexuality. Not that she had ever been anything else, of course.

Then, she reached out and took hold of one of my arms. She pulled on it, gently but firmly guiding me toward her. With no choice in the matter, I swung my legs off the bed, standing in front of her. Grinning, Megan reached out with one hand and took hold of my chastity cage, running her thumb over the smooth plastic. I trembled at her touch, my manhood already beginning to twitch inside the prison, my excitement fueled by the cruelty of what she was doing and the feeling of being totally in her power once again.

“I hope you had fun, Simp,” Megan said. “Don’t get used to it. No more orgasms for you tonight. Consider your male privilege revoked once again.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said meekly, feeling Alice still watching us from the bed. I wondered what the professor who had put all these ideas in Megan’s head was thinking as she saw this display. Then again, she had been every bit as humiliated as me by Megan’s dominance, if not more so. She was still lying there on the bed with my cum all over her face, absolutely disgraced by the gorgeous young woman who ruled us both.

“Good boy,” Megan said, her voice a low seductive purr, and those words sent another tremor of desire through my body as she turned away from me. The high heels of the boots she still wore thumped on the floor as she walked away from me, her perfect round ass straining the tight of her silver bodysuit, her hourglass figure flooding my mind with more erotic thoughts, more wild desire. But I didn’t doubt her words, or how seriously she meant them. I didn’t doubt that I had had my last orgasm for the night, and for who knew how long after that? That was how our relationship worked. That was the wild bargain that kept me coming back for more, kept me submitting to this infuriating, cruel, sadistic beauty.

I stayed standing at the side of the bed where Megan had left me, just watching. For now, she didn’t give me any further orders. Instead, she climbed onto the bed on top of Alice, sweeping her lavender hair back from her face with one hand as she smiled down at the other woman. And Alice, humiliated disgraced, with my semen still visible on her face, smiled back at her young protégé. It was a shy, pale little smile, but it was there nonetheless. And I watched Megan untie the rope around the professor’s ankles, then crawl up the bed to untie the ones around her wrists, too. Alice was free again, but as she stared up at Megan, waiting to see what happened next just like I was, I could see that she had no intention of doing anything other than what Megan wanted.

Megan straddled her. Raking back her hair from her face again, she leaned forward and kissed her professor on the lips. After everything that had happened between us up to that point, all the cruelty and humiliation, it was a surprisingly tender moment between the two women, and Alice’s wide eyes made her look as surprised as I was. Still, she didn’t hesitate to kiss Megan back, her passion and her desire obvious as the two women’s lips moved against each other. And Megan made a soft little noise of pleasure in the back of her throat as she lowered her body down on top of the older woman, her hand down between Alice’s legs to press against her pussy. Alice moaned at that, raising her hips off the mattress to get more contact from Megan’s hand, and Megan smiled as she continued to kiss her professor, continued to rub her pussy.

Alice’s arms slid down over Megan’s shoulders, moving around to take hold of her full breasts. As I watched her play with them, I realized I was clenching my teeth, jealousy vibrating through my body once again, even though I knew I had no right to be jealous. Even though I knew that Megan had already given me what I wanted, it hardly changed a thing. It certainly didn’t change how badly I wanted her, and as I watched the two women make out, as I watched them enjoy each other’s beautiful bodies, I wanted them both as badly as I ever had.

Alice’s hands moved down Megan’s body. I watched the tips of her fingers sinking a little into the firm flesh of Megan’s ass through the metallic fabric of her outfit. Megan chuckled as Alice pulled her body close, and she lowered herself down on top of her professor, moving her hips to grind her pussy against Alice. Soon, both women were moaning, their hands moving all over each other’s bodies, squeezing and caressing, holding tight, then releasing. They writhed in bliss, smooth skin sliding over smooth skin, a chorus of female pleasure rising in the room in front of me as I stood beside the bed, and before long, my cock was once again aching inside the chastity device, pressing itself relentlessly against the unyielding plastic in a vain attempt to free itself.

And there was nothing I could do. Nothing to do except stand there and watch, listening to the sounds of their sex filling the bedroom. To watch their beautiful bodies moving over one another, the two women locked in a passionate embrace that I was completely excluded from.

Alice’s hands moved over Megan’s body, finding the hidden zipper of her bodysuit. As the women continued to grind their bodies against each other, Alice stripped off Megan’s suit, and the two of them worked together to remove her underwear. Soon, Megan was wearing nothing but her sexy boots as the two women kept touching and fondling one another, grinding their bodies together until both of them were moaning in pleasure.

It went on a long time. From my position, standing and watching while locked in chastity, it felt like forever. And as the pleasure of one woman peaked and rose to a breathtaking climax, the other would be on her way to another orgasm.

The whole time, I didn’t speak a word. There was nothing to say, and nothing for me to do except watch as the two women flaunted what I couldn’t have in front of me. A long and unrelieved tease that soon had my desire back at fever pitch, that had me watching in pure frustration, yet unable, as always, to look away.

When the women were finally satisfied, Megan rolled off her teacher to lie on the bed beside her. As I looked at them, I could see that they were both smiling, that tell-tale little smile of female pleasure. Of course, I didn’t need to see that to know how they felt. I had witnessed for myself the multiple orgasms they had given one another, the blissful sex they had had together while I could do nothing but watch. It wasn’t as if I could possibly doubt what they had done to each other, what they had experienced.

After a moment to catch her breath, Megan sat up on the bed. Again, her professor’s eyes followed her every movement as she climbed off the mattress, her movements clumsy now, her seemingly insatiable body finally worn out by orgasm after orgasm. Still, my heart quickened as she circled around the bed, walking toward me. I hoped she wasn’t done. I hoped this night could go on forever, that the three of us could continue having wild and kinky sex as if the rest of the world didn’t exist.

But some things are impossible, even for Megan. As she got close to me, she stepped behind me and unfastened the cuffs around my wrists. I was freer now, I supposed, but with my cock still locked in chastity, I was still a long way from liberty. And as I stood there, trembling with need, Megan playfully patted me on the shoulder.

“You can go sleep on the sofa, Simp,” she ordered, while her professor laughted from the bed. “We’re spending the night here.”



I spent the night alone with my frustrating thoughts and imaginings, the memories of what had happened playing in my mind even after I finally fell asleep. My dreams were full of Megan and her professor, of the lesbian sex I had witnessed, the kinky games I had participated in. By then, my daily life was feeling more and more dreamlike anyway, the situation I was in with Megan still making no sense to me, still turning me on like nothing ever had before. I had observed before that somehow, she always found a new level to go to. That was never more true than it was that night, with her dominated professor lying in the bed beside her and me sleeping on the sofa, once again locked in Megan’s inescapable chastity.

Still, the events of that wild night had tired us all out. Even with everything that was buzzing in my head, I fell asleep quickly. And even though my sleep was filled with sexy dreams, I didn’t wake up for hours. Not even as my cock throbbed painfully inside the tight chastity device, a kind of background noise to my existence. A pain Megan took such joy in inflicting, a kind of suffering she couldn’t get enough of putting me through.

I didn’t wake up until the morning, and when I did, it was because I was no longer alone in the living room of Alice’s house. My body moved as the springs of the sofa shifted to some new weight, and as I opened my eyes, I saw Megan on top of me.

She was naked. That was the first thing I noticed. My cock would’ve been hard anyway in the morning, and especially after the wildly sexual dreams I had been having all night. Waking to Megan’s naked body was a guaranteed way to get me going. That near constant pain of arousal, the tight feeling of the chastity device, was my first sensation of the day, and already, I didn’t doubt that I would be feeling plenty more of it as the day went on.

“Morning,” Megan said. Her voice was quiet, little more than a whisper. From the quality of the light coming through the windows of the professor’s old house, I guessed it was early in the morning. A time for quiet voices.

“Morning,” I echoed. Already, Megan was on top of me. She was straddling me where I still lay on the sofa, only the thin blanket she had given me the night before and my chastity device separating my body from her naked one. She was teasing me, of course, just like always. Flaunting her beauty and freedom right in front of me until it made me breathless. And as always, it worked like a charm.

“Alice is still sleeping upstairs,” Megan said in answer to a question I hadn’t asked. “That was some night, huh?”

“You can say that again,” I said, as Megan chuckled softly.

“I knew it would be fun having the two of you together,” Megan said. “I haven’t asked her yet, but I have a feeling that she would be more than willing to do it again if the opportunity came along. And I think I know what you would say, too.”

“Oh do you?”

Sometimes I could get away with challenging Megan like that, just a little, the way you might in and ordinary boyfriend – girlfriend relationship. Sometimes I couldn’t. And it wasn’t always possible to know which time was which. That was part of what made Megan so dangerously unpredictable. But clearly, this seemed to be one of the times when it worked, because my mistress just laughed at my response.

“Please,” she said, shaking her head. “You got to fuck me and cum in my professor’s face. Don’t act like you didn’t enjoy yourself.”

Of course, she was right there. Alice was an attractive woman, even if she didn’t seem to be my biggest fan. And Megan, of course, was sex appeal personified. I could try not to admit it all I wanted, but the previous night had been the peak of a sexual journey that had been the most thrilling experience of my life. For all the shame and humiliation that went along with it, there was no way I would turn something like that down. Megan knew it, and so did I.

“Thing is, though,” Megan said, still keeping her voice quiet as she spoke, “I’m not sure I really showed off how well-trained I have you. I mean, you did a good job opening my orders, doing what you were told. But I got carried away with humiliating Professor Sanders, and I used you for that more than anything. I was hoping to show her how I’ve completely revoked your male privilege, and I’m not sure that message got through.”

“What are you saying, Megan?”

I dared to call her by her first name, instead of the title she had given herself, because this felt like one of those moments when the normal rules of the game didn’t apply. One of those moments when, even though we were talking about the kinkiest subject imaginable, we were closer to being equals. The crazy games we had been playing together for the last few weeks in some ways felt more real than my regular life, but nobody, not even Megan, can spend every moment of every day being a kinky dominatrix. And judging by her lack of response to me using her real name, I had correctly guessed the vibe of the moment.

“I’m saying that when she gets up, I want you to be on your best behavior. I want you to show her that you know and accept your place as an inferior male. That you understand that women are in charge. Mostly me, of course. But her as well.”

“You want me to do what Alice says.”

Megan’s beautiful smile lit up her face, framed by the twin curtains of her lavender hair.

“Exactly,” she grinned. “Just be a good boy for us. I know you can do that. You always do it for me. I just want you to do the same for her.”

Lying beneath her, I paused for a moment. Ultimately, this was Megan I was dealing with, and so it wasn’t as if I had a choice. If that was what she wanted, that was what she was going to get, and she had multiple ways to make me comply. Of course it would be humiliating to follow the orders of woman I barely knew, but as I knew all too well, that was the point. And I won’t deny that the thought of it made my cock throb just a little bit more inside the chastity device.

“I don’t think she’s my biggest fan,” I said.

“Of course not. You’re a man,” Megan said, the answer seemingly self-evident to her. “But that’s what will make this so hot. I mean, we both know I can be super mean to you sometimes, but I kind of like you. The fact she doesn’t, and you still have to do what she says, is so fucking hot to me.”

Of course, that sealed the deal, just like Megan knew it would. All she ever really had to do to get me to do what she wanted was remind me how much this all sexually excited her. The thought of her getting turned on by all this, the reminder of her undeniable sadism, with such a powerful turn on to me, and it guaranteed I would do what my mistress wanted, no matter what it was.

“Okay, Sir,” I said, slipping back into my submissive role. And Megan’s white teeth showed as she bit her lip in excitement. I wasn’t sure she even noticed that she was grinding her body against me, rubbing her pussy against my caged cock. But of course, I noticed. Desperately attuned as always to her body and all of its movements and moods, I couldn’t help but notice everything she did.

“Good boy,” Megan purred, and it only added to my shame to recognize how it pleased me to hear her say that. She had me so whipped, it wasn’t even funny, and the fact she wanted to show off that control to her professor by humiliating me further was such an unbelievable disgrace and such a powerful turn-on at the same time.

“I’m going back upstairs to fuck her,” Megan said, grinning down at me. “When we want something, I’ll call you.”

Then, she dismounted me. I watched, frustrated and humbled, as she walked naked across the floor, heading for the stairs. I watched her until she disappeared from my view, her beautiful body denied to me once again, making my cock vibrate with desperate desire.

I had nothing else to do but wait. And before long, I heard sounds from upstairs. Voices first, too quiet for me to make out the words that was saying. But soon, the voices changed. Soon, I knew there were no words being said. Instead, it was a series of soft moans, two female voices drifting down the stairs to fill my ears with the sounds of pleasure that was denied to me.

Again, I was being teased. Again, the women were not only enjoying themselves, but driving home my humiliation, my inadequacy, my inferiority. And as usual, I was addicted to it. I lay there on Alice’s sofa, thinking about the two of them, imagining how they looked enjoying one another’s incredible bodies. Wishing I could see, even though I knew that would only increase the torment, but knowing at the same time that by order of Megan, I wasn’t allowed. I just had to listen. I just had to lie there, my cock aching in its prison, desperately wishing I could have what I knew I wasn’t allowed.

The cries of passion rose in frequency and intensity. Someone, I wasn’t sure who, was having an orgasm. And then, as the moans and screams continued, I realized it was both of them. Both Megan and Alice howling with pleasure, pressing their bodies against one another, reveling in their sexual power to do what they wanted while I lay frustrated on the sofa, shut out of ecstasy.

Once they had both reached their peak of pleasure, that cries subsided into soft moans, and then silence.

And then, Megan’s voice came floating down the stairs, raised deliberately so that I could hear it.

“Simp, get up here!”

I heard Alice laugh, and I cringed inwardly at the humiliation I was about to endure. But I knew I had no choice. I climbed off the couch, rising to my feet, heading for the stairs. I was still naked; I didn’t even know where my clothes were. It didn’t feel like it mattered. Probably Megan would have me take them off anyway.

I climbed the stairs and made my way to Alice’s bedroom. There the two women were, lying on top of the blanket, their naked bodies glistening with sweat, the whole room filled with the smell of pleasure. They were both slightly breathless, their faces flushed, and even if I hadn’t heard what they were doing together, I would known they had had orgasms just from looking at them. Of course, that was what Megan wanted. As she propped herself up on one arm, lying on her side on the bed, she smiled at me, letting me look at her naked body, letting me desire her the way I always did. Letting me see what I couldn’t have, while my cock hardened inside my cage.

“Go get us some water, bitch boy.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said, while Alice laughed. And that laughter only grew louder as I turned and headed back downstairs, moving toward the kitchen. I poured out two glasses of water from the fridge and carried them back up the stairs, handing them to the two women who watched me closely, Alice’s brown eyes and Megan’s blue ones watching my every move.

I handed Alice a glass of water, then reached across the bed to hand another one to Megan. They both took a drink, then set the glasses down on their bedside tables. Alice looked at Megan with a little smile, and Megan smiled back at her. Then, Alice turned back toward me. Stretching out her leg, she extended one foot toward me.

“Grovel, Simp,” she said, adopting the mocking title Megan had given me, though without the same conviction Megan had when she ordered me around. “Grovel at my feet and apologize for your male privilege.”

I looked at Megan, even though I knew there was no point. Even though I knew she was fully on board with this, that this was exactly what she wanted. Her pretty blue eyes were glowing with pleasure, waiting my submission, my capitulation to her and her mentor. My cock throbbed in my chastity device, reminding me that there was no way out, no escape. If I wanted more nights like last night – and I definitely did – this was the road that would take me there. To submit not just to Megan anymore, but also to her professor, a man-hating feminist who wanted nothing for me except total humiliation, total surrender.

I kneeled there on the floor by the bed and pressed my lips against Alice’s foot. As she shrieked with pleasure, as Megan beamed at the demonstration of her total power, I trembled with the knowledge that now and maybe forevermore, I had two dominant mistresses to serve.
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