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   Office Hour Obedience 
 
      
 
    She always drew my attention, this young woman with rounded cheeks, big, circular eyes, and a cute nose. Then there was her straight, mostly blonde hair. It changed over the course of the semester, starting out a shade of innocent yellow and morphing into something more exotic and pink before eventually settling on this odd mixture of brown and blonde. She looked like so many other college girls, but the curves of her face were perfect. Whenever she walked into my classroom, I could feel my gaze slide in her direction, almost magnetic, maybe even gravitational. 
 
    She was cute, but I did my best to ignore that fact. For the most part, I like to think I succeeded. She didn’t necessarily notice my gaze would linger in her direction for a few extra seconds, especially since she frequently had her head aimed down at the textbook spread out on her desk or her nearby notes. 
 
    And she did a great job. 
 
    Attending frequently, she completed the exercises, answered questions, and participated fully. I expected her to earn an A by the end of the semester. 
 
    Then she sent me an email asking if she could have an appointment to see me during my office hours. Specifically, she wanted to meet up on Wednesday at 11:00. I saw her name on the screen, I didn’t get a little flicker of excitement, yet there was still that anticipation. It was a low-level thrum. 
 
    Over the last five years, ever since I started teaching, I had worked with lots of attractive girls. They would sometimes do well. Sometimes they might fail. But it was always professional. I never made any mistakes. I never said anything inappropriate, nor did I make them feel uncomfortable. If anything, they were the ones who made me nervous because I knew just how potent and powerful they could be. 
 
    But seriously, nothing was going to happen, so this was fine. 
 
    On that Wednesday morning, I drove a little bit faster because I was running late. I made it back to my office, and I saw her standing near the door, her phone out and her eyes directed at the screen. 
 
    I thought of apologizing for being two minutes late but discarded the idea since I was the instructor, and she was there for some help. Besides, two minutes really didn’t make a big difference, did it? 
 
    “Hi,” I said politely and did my best to be welcoming and cheerful. So many of the students regarded office hours as something esoteric and arcane, like an ancient ritual they could never really understand. Or worse, the teacher would be some jerk who’d get annoyed with a student who actually wanted help. “How are you doing, Krysten?” 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    I unlocked the door to my office, stepped inside, lowered my backpack to the floor, and took a seat. She followed me a second later. 
 
    “So what’re we working on today?” I asked. 
 
    “I was hoping we’d go over my essays,” she said. 
 
    In my course, the students had to write three different papers. The first two had already been graded, but the students had the option of revising them for a higher score. 
 
    “Sounds good,” I replied. “And your topics?” 
 
    At this point, I glanced up at her again and marveled at her hair. Although my expression remained impassive, I silently wondered if maybe this girl had some natural ability to sense my attraction. Could she understand how I was memorizing the shade of brown of her irises or how I kept marveling at that odd mix of brunette and blonde in her hair? 
 
    No, I told myself. And even if she could, she wasn’t going to say anything about it. 
 
    “I’m writing about racial tensions during Reconstruction and the economic impacts of prohibition,” she said. 
 
    “Very cool,” I replied. 
 
    For the next twenty-five minutes, I went over her essays with her, answering one question after another. 
 
    Paragraph by paragraph, we discussed her clarity, citations, and how her arguments fit together in relation to the assigned readings. It was a good meeting. 
 
    For most of the time, we kept the papers between us. Sitting side-by-side, we focused on the printed text. But then I felt something, her hand on my leg. 
 
    I glanced down, then back at her, thinking this had to be some sort of mistake. We were almost done, and she was a student—she wouldn’t touch me. 
 
    But rather than a flash of embarrassment, I saw something else. There was a mischievous little curve along her lips. That’s when I realized she was probably wearing gloss. Her mouth shined adorably, and I suddenly wondered what it would be like to kiss her. 
 
    She had on tight jeans, some kind of T-shirt, and a loose-fitting sweater over it. She looked cute and sexy all at the same time. 
 
    “Can I tell you a secret?” Krysten asked, her voice dropping down to a whisper. 
 
    Because I wasn’t an idiot, I kept the door to my office open. No one would be able to accuse me of behaving badly or trying to intimidate my students. 
 
    There was something so secretive and dangerous in her voice. I knew I needed to jump up, take her out, and go wash my face or get a strong drink from the campus pub. But instead, I found myself nearly hypnotized. 
 
    Again and again, I told myself that her eyes were special. They were just big and brown and sexy, but lots of girls were probably more impressive than Krysten Lee. But if that were true, why couldn’t I look away? Why did I feel that heat radiate from the spot just above my knee were her fingers lingered, where she pressed down, where her fingers traced shallow lines? 
 
    “Sure,” I said, feeling like some bumbling teenager. 
 
    “There’s something I’ve always wanted to do with you, Professor Kohl.” 
 
    I stared at her, completely unfocused now. 
 
    Part of me kept shouting that I needed to take her out of my office, lock the door, and maybe even report this to HR. But then she leaned forward just a little bit, and her hands slid up, closer and closer to my thigh. Simultaneously, my eyes drifted down toward her cleavage. 
 
    I wondered what it’d be like to run my hands over this nineteen-year-old’s body. What would it be like to touch her smooth skin, cup her firm breasts, and to kiss her? What would it be like to see her spread out and naked underneath me? 
 
    “What?” I asked, practically choking on that single syllable. 
 
    “Can I close the door?” 
 
    Like an idiot, I nodded. It happened automatically, the kind of mindless instinct that comes from a reflex. 
 
    She got up, took slow and cautious steps over to the door. She turned the knob so that there wouldn’t even be any sound as she closed it. From there, I could only watch as she turned around and grinned. 
 
    When I saw the whites of her teeth, I thought of a cat playing with a mouse. She came closer, only now she didn’t sit back down. Instead, she touched my forehead with the back of her hand, ran her fingers through my hair, and took a firm grip on my scalp. She bent my head back, and I knew I had to stop her, but I still couldn’t think. 
 
    Arousal flooded my body. I was so turned on by all of this. 
 
    Turned on. Flattered. Excited. Curious. 
 
    Caution couldn’t compete with all of that, so I let her kiss me. In my fantasies, I was probably the aggressor, but right then and there, this girl was in control. I couldn’t even move! 
 
    When she pressed her lips to mine, I surrendered completely and embraced every second because this felt so good! The heat spread through my body, and I was distantly aware of the fact that there were windows in this office. Theoretically, someone could look past the bushes and see inside. The chances were slim, but I should’ve been more cautious. 
 
    She kept kissing me. Then she pushed herself up onto my chair. She straddled me! I enjoyed the weight of her body and really caught the aroma of her perfume. It reminded me of some strange mix of cherries and bubblegum, something sugary and addictive. 
 
    As she kissed me, I wanted to rub myself on her. But then, she broke away and grinned down at me. 
 
    “Can you meet me somewhere?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    At some point during our meeting, I had taken up my phone and left it on my desk. She grabbed it and typed in a text message before tucking the device back into my pocket. Then she gathered up her essays, winked at me, and disappeared back into the hallway. 
 
    Krysten left the door open, but I just sat there, stunned. 
 
    With my heart pounding, it took me forty or fifty long seconds before I remembered my phone. My hand fell down to my pocket before I looked down at the message. 
 
    There were three pieces of information. An address, a time, and a number. 
 
      
 
    5673, Hastings Road. 7:00. 145. 
 
    For a few glorious seconds, I just stared down at the screen because I didn’t want to think. I didn’t want a single coherent thought to run through my head. Instead, I enjoyed the delicious potential and what all of this might mean. 
 
    But I already knew that I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t go. 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Now that Krysten wasn’t around, I could think clearly. The pheromone haze she exuded so easily had dissipated, meaning I could recognize just how foolish that had been. What was I doing? If it got back to the administrators that I was messing around with a student, my entire career could be destroyed. I’d be blacklisted, and all of my education, all of my publications would become completely meaningless. 
 
    Then I felt like an idiot because I didn’t have her phone number, I couldn’t text her, and I couldn’t tell her why this was such a bad idea. I couldn’t apologize. 
 
    Instead, I logged into my email, and I brought up her name. Sure enough, I only had to type the first three letters before her address appeared. 
 
    It would be easy enough to email her, but what would I say exactly? Seriously, I didn’t want to leave an electronic trail, especially since my employer could obviously see everything I did. 
 
    I decided to be circumspect. 
 
    Krysten, unfortunately, I won’t be able to make our meeting later today. I apologize for the inconvenience, but please let me know if you have any questions. I hit send, only I didn’t feel any better about this. Sure, those words sounded professional enough. Lots of instructors had to cancel meetings with students, right? 
 
    Even as I held the phone in my hand, the device vibrated, buzzing as a new email came in. 
 
    It was from Krysten Lee. 
 
    No. 
 
    In the entire email, that’s all it said. I stared down, utterly confused. No? 
 
    At first, I even swiped my finger along the screen, thinking that maybe the entire message hadn’t loaded. I refreshed my email, check to the message again and expected new information. 
 
    Instead, there were those two lonely letters. 
 
    No. 
 
    Nothing else. 
 
    My heart started to beat faster. 
 
    I decided to try again. Krysten, if you’d like to reschedule our appointment, please feel free to request another time when we can meet on campus or you can see me during my office hours. 
 
    There. That was professional. If anyone read that message, I wouldn’t get in trouble. 
 
    But then I saw her response. 
 
    If you’re even a minute later, I will report you to the administration. 
 
    My stomach dropped out like I just fell off a building or was strapped into a crashing airplane. With every second, I actually braced myself, like I expected to slam into the earth at any second. 
 
    Instead, I just held the phone and tried to figure out what I could do. 
 
      
 
    Honestly, our campus was fairly conservative, but HR would take any accusation of sexual harassment seriously, especially if it came from a girl like Krysten. Cute and small, she looked innocent enough. She seemed like someone you could believe. 
 
    And then I grimaced, thinking this wasn’t even a question of belief. She had kissed me, and I had kissed her back. I didn’t report it right away. 
 
    That’s why I had to talk to her. In person. 
 
    I hated the idea, but I checked that address again. So, at 6:55, I found myself in the hotel parking lot. That’s when the final number made sense. It was a room number. 
 
    At least I didn’t have to check in or ask for her name. That probably would have been embarrassing enough…but I could accept this little bit of luck. Besides, we’d be in a hotel room, it would be private, and even if she made a scene, no one else would be around to witness it. 
 
    When I found myself in front of the hotel room door, I froze. I was in a long, narrow corridor. It was clean enough and had the generic art so many hotel chains used along the walls. Water painted lilies and daffodils surrounded me. 
 
    But if I knocked on this door, what was about to happen? What would she do? What would she want? What would she demand? 
 
    Even though I didn’t have answers to any of those questions, I still raised my arm and tapped. 
 
    The door opened, and there she was, wearing a dark blue tank top and denim shorts. The shorts barely reached a quarter of the way down her leg, emphasizing her toned skin. I tried not to stare, only her simple appearance locked my gaze and held me in place. 
 
    When I saw her, she looked so plain and sexy at the same time. She was one of those girls that could seem average and extraordinary all at once, all without trying. 
 
    “Krysten, we need to talk,” I started to say, only my words drifted into mumbled a gibberish because she reached out and grabbed my hand. She pulled me forward, across the threshold and shut the door. 
 
    Then she still held onto my hand as she tugged me back toward the bed. 
 
    “Lay down and close your eyes,” she said. 
 
    What? 
 
    Confused excitement slammed into me. Adrenaline raced through my body. I stared at her, confused, but then she just smirked, raised her eyebrows, and shoved. 
 
    I was taller than her by couple inches, yet she still had the strength to knock me down onto my back. I hit the firm mattress, bounced an inch, and then scrambled to sit up. 
 
    “Stay down,” she commanded. 
 
    She was a student, just a freshman in college, yet her voice rang out with authority, and I froze. 
 
    When she grinned at me, I felt like some beloved pet. But then, I exhaled through my teeth and tried again. I didn’t stand to get up, but I spoke calmly and professionally. “Krysten, I don’t know what you think is going to happen here, but we need to stop right now.” 
 
    “Be quiet,” she said. 
 
    Then she scrambled up onto the bed, traveling me. Almost immediately, I could feel the heat of her inner thighs soak through my shirt. 
 
    “Edward,” she said, using my name, “I like having you as a teacher, so I would hate for you to get fired. But if you keep talking, you’re going to kiss me off, and I’m going to have to report you, and I’m sure your professional life will come to an end. I don’t want that, and you don’t want that, so you should probably just be quiet.” 
 
    I lips parted, and I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    She threw her head back and giggled. Some of her hair fell around her shoulders. 
 
    “Look, I know you’re used to being in charge, but I have this crush on you, and I like taking control, so that’s exactly what I’m going to do. Right now, all you need to do is close your eyes and let me do whatever I want. Sound good?” 
 
    I gulped and nodded. Somehow, I just couldn’t help myself despite the many ways this could go so wrong. 
 
    “Smart boy,” she said before patting me on the head. I was older than her, better educated, and stronger. Even so, this girl held me down with nothing but the charm of her smile and the gravity of her tight, nubile body. When she leaned down, I drank in the sight of her breasts. 
 
    Worse, there was this moment where I desperately wanted to pull my hands back and cup those mounds. Her breasts were perfect, the exact right shape, the exact right size. And maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I could see the outlines of her nipples. 
 
    “Just relax,” she said again. She touched her hand to my face, indicating I needed to close my eyes. I obeyed. 
 
    And then she maneuvered me, her strong hands forcing me up and pulling my shirt off of me. Next, she went for my pants. 
 
    I heard her giggling. “You can tell me you don’t want this, Edward, but it’s obvious you’re lying. You want me so badly, don’t you? You want to be mine!” She laughed again, like this was some kind of fun joke. 
 
    When I didn’t respond, she crawled along my body, loosened my belt, and yanked down my pants and boxers in one fluid movement. Just like that, I was naked. 
 
    Spread out on this hotel room bed, I tried to think of the many ways this could go wrong. At the same time, I had to come up with some kind of strategy to convince her to stop. But Krysten Lee knew exactly what she craved, and she wasn’t about to stop. 
 
    She climbed up along my body again, dragging her nails along my thighs, over my flanks, and all the way up my chest. Then she kissed me, pressing her mouth down on mine. 
 
    I soon lost myself. With my eyes closed, I still imagined this young girl on top of me, touching me, teasing me, completely closed while I was utterly naked. 
 
    “Don’t open your eyes,” she said. That’s when she tugged my arms, pointing my wrists toward the corners of the mattress. I had no idea why. Then again, I didn’t do a close inspection of the room. 
 
    That’s why I didn’t see the restraints. She had obviously set up this room before I came over. So now it was so easy for her to loop those restraints around my right wrist and pull them tight. Just as I started to tell, she repeated this process in the span of about two seconds. Before I knew it, both of my limbs were trapped over my head. 
 
    “What, what’re you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Close your eyes and shut up,” she growled down at me. 
 
    I didn’t want to be intimidated by some college girl, yet I still obeyed, pressing my lips into a thin line and bringing my eyelids down. 
 
    In exchange for my obedience, she rewarded me with fresh pleasure. She rubbed her breasts against my chest. She kissed me, grazing her teeth in the tip of her tong along the contours of my neck. 
 
    Little bumps appeared along my shoulders and forearms. 
 
    In spite of everything I wanted to believe, this felt so incredible. The pleasure raced through my body, building, bringing me closer and closer to a crescendo. 
 
    “I want to completely helpless,” she whispered. “I want to know that you are in my power.” 
 
    “I am,” I gasped. 
 
    I heard her giggle again, “No, you aren’t. Not yet. But you will be!” 
 
    Then she slipped back down between my legs. For a moment, I anticipated a blow job. Oh, that would have felt so good! She could run her tight lips along my circumference, her mouth slick and warm against my body. 
 
    I wanted to jerk my hips up and come in her mouth like this was a porn video. Instead, she spread my legs. She lifted my right ankle, holding my foot a few inches above the mattress. I knew what was coming, yet I still flinch when I felt the strap loop around my skin. She pulled it tight. She repeated the process, strapping down both of my legs. Then she stepped back. 
 
    “Okay, Edward. Now you can open your eyes.” Every time she used my name, it felt like she was reasserting her authority over me. 
 
    I was supposed to be the teacher. I was supposed to be older and stronger and more mature, but it didn’t matter because this girl was hot and knew exactly how to manipulate me. 
 
    When I looked back at her, I saw Krysten standing there with her legs spread slightly. She held her hands behind her back and leaned forward just a little bit, giving me a better view of her breasts and cleavage. 
 
    Instinctively, I tried to sit up and pull myself away from the restraints. 
 
    “How about this, Edward?” She grinned. “If you can get out of those restraints, I will you be whatever you want. You can take me however you like. I’ll be your obedient little slut, your horny little sex slave, anything and everything you can imagine.” Her purr sent shivers running through my body. 
 
    My eyes widened at the prospect. I probably seemed like a kid who just won a sweepstakes allowing him to grab whatever he wanted from the toy store. Sure enough, my already stiff cock twitched at the prospect, which only made her laugh again. 
 
    Puffing on my cheeks, I exhaled, concentrated, and told myself I could do this. I would tear my way free, no matter what it took! 
 
    My muscles tensed as I channeled every ounce of strength I possessed into my biceps. I twisted, writhing helplessly in front of her. 
 
    After nearly a minute of pulling on the shackles, I managed to make the cords stretch maybe an extra inch, but that wasn’t enough to free myself. 
 
    And that’s why she decided to give me another “incentive”. 
 
    Krysten climbed up onto the mattress again. She positioned herself on her knees right between my legs. Without saying anything, she looked down at me as I savored her proximity. 
 
    She opened the button on her denim shorts and shimmied them down along with her panties. Then she reached for her sex. 
 
    She started to stroke herself gently, to tease herself in front of me. Her fingers moved up and down my slit as another wave of desperation crashed down into me. 
 
    “Oh, this feels so good,” she purred. Stretching out every syllable, she grinned, closed her eyes, and raised her chin. I studied her breasts, her waist, and the slow, pivotal movements of her knuckles as her fingertips explored her slit. 
 
    “Would you like a taste?” Krysten asked. 
 
    My lips parted, but I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Beg for it. Beg for it because you want to taste me so badly. Tell me how eager you are to feel my fingers between your lips.” 
 
    “Please, can I taste you?” I asked, which made her laugh all over again. That sound bounced against the walls of the hotel room. 
 
    For a just a moment, I arched my back, shut my eyes, and considered the frustrating possibility that no other man had been controlled like this so easily by someone so inexperienced. 
 
    But then, she leaned forward and rubbed her chest against mine. Then she brought her damp fingertips up to my lips, and I tasted the musky flavor of her slit for the first time. 
 
    It wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    Flashing another precocious grin, she pushed her fingers down, deeper into my mouth because she wanted me to suck on them. Like an easily controlled male, I obliged, wrapping my lips around her digits. She pushed them in deeper, sliding them back as she penetrated me. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “That’s right. Keep sucking. Show me where you belong. Show me how easily I can own you.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked at her grinning face. Sure enough, she seemed to savor every second of having me on my back, underneath her, powerless and so easily manipulated. 
 
    Then she leaned back again. “If you can’t get up before I’m done, that means you want to be on your back. That means you need to be enslaved.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” I said, only Krysten wasn’t listening to me. 
 
    Having recovered some of my strength, I started to twist and pull again, yanking and fighting as I tried to punch or kick my way off of that mattress. I didn’t know how the straps connected to the bed, but I wouldn’t be able to work the buckles with just the tips of my fingers. I had to snap one of the cords. 
 
    With every second, I worked my limbs against those restraints, fighting harder. 
 
    But as I worked, I could tell I wouldn’t be able to tear myself free. That’s why, at some point, I just fell back. Defeated, I watched as Krysten masturbated above me. Her fingers moved along her opening, lightly teasing those most sensitive spots until she threw her head back and cried out. She didn’t care about the other hotel guests or the noises she made. Like some wild animal in heat, she called out, making those wild sounds. 
 
    And then she grinned and fell forward. The tips of her hair ran along my chest and down my stomach. For a second, I thought she might touch my shaft again. 
 
    Instead, she adjusted her panties and shorts. She pulled them back up around her waist before stretching her arms over her head. 
 
    “That was delicious,” she said. “Look at that. You’re still hard. Close your eyes, and I’ll be back with a very special treat.” 
 
      
 
    Just like that, she got up and walked away. Considering the restraints around my ankles and wrists, I couldn’t follow. Perhaps I should have asked questions, yet I could already tell she wouldn’t have answered me. 
 
    While she was gone, I had no idea what to expect. 
 
    I made another futile attempt to get out of the straps. I tried slipping them off, thinking that maybe if I could narrow my fingers and knuckles enough, I might be able to yank my hand free. 
 
    Like everything else, it didn’t work. 
 
    So when the door opened again, I kept my eyelids raised, but Krysten reappeared with her hands behind her back. 
 
    “Close your eyes,” she said. 
 
    I hesitated, only to obey. Over the next few seconds, I could hear her light footsteps. A zipper opened and closed, yet I still had no idea what she had in mind. 
 
    Then I felt her weight as she sat up on the mattress. 
 
    “I’m going to take care of this erection for you,” she said. “It’s always so sad when boys get hard and can’t do anything about it.” 
 
    Different images blossomed behind my eyes as I pictured her running her soft fingers along my cock, squeezing, jerking me off. Or maybe she would rub her chest on my shaft until I climaxed. Just as easily, she could go down on me! I’d feel the slick gloss of her lips move up and down my links again and again as she eagerly sucked, hollowing her cheeks to please me. 
 
    COLD! 
 
    A sharp chill dabbed into me, coming right between my legs. I felt two pieces of ice glide along my most sensitive skin as she teased my scrotum with one cube and my cock with another. 
 
    “Don’t open your eyes,” she said lightly. “Unless you want me to leave you here, you’ll keep your eyes closed like an obedient slave.” 
 
    “I’m not a slave!” I growled back at her, eliciting another laugh from her pretty mouth. 
 
    Pushing my fingers down into the palms of my hands, I tried to concentrate on the heat remaining within my body even as she drained it away through my shaft. Still holding onto those pieces of ice, she rubbed the cold shards along my skin, making my erection wilt away. Before long, I was completely flaccid. 
 
    “Stay nice and soft,” she said. “Don’t think about me at all.” 
 
    I still had my eyes closed, so I didn’t know what she had in mind, not until she took my shaft and slipped it into some kind of plastic tube. I imagined the outline as I felt those strange boundaries. I had never had something on my cock before. I didn’t know what it would be like. 
 
    “What, what is that?” I asked, unable to keep the quiver out of my voice. 
 
    Giggling like some child, she said, “It’s a cock cage!” 
 
    It sounded strange hearing her use that kind of vulgar terminology, but a cock cage? What did that even mean? 
 
    I raised my head and nearly opened my eyes, but her warning from before prevented me from looking around. 
 
    Next, she slipped something underneath the base of my scrotum. I didn’t know what it was, yet I could still sense the rigid plastic. Confusion, frustration, and dread battled for dominance as I waited for her to finish. 
 
    Then I heard it, the sound of a click. 
 
    “Now you can open your eyes, chastity slave.” 
 
    I obeyed it once, opening my eyes and looking down along the length of my body even as her words echoed inside of my head. Chastity slave? What was that supposed to mean? The phrase seemed too strange, almost alien. 
 
    But when I saw my cock trapped in that device, my lungs froze. My gaze immediately flew to the small padlock dangling from the side. 
 
    “See this?” Krysten asked as she grabbed my shaft and twisted it from side to side, tugging it lightly. “This is how I’ll control you. Before, I could blackmail you, but now I have something a little bit more…” she paused as she searched for the right word, “…concrete.” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me,” I said. 
 
    “I already have,” Krysten replied. “I have you locked up, and that means your cock belongs to me. I can do whatever I want with you, Edward. Say it.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I told her. “I’m not going to play your game.” 
 
    “Then I guess that means I’m never going to let you out. Oh, and if I never let you out, that means you’re never going to get to have sex again. You could be trapped in this thing forever.” 
 
    “I could take it off,” I said, panicking. 
 
    “Maybe with a chainsaw. Because only I have the key, and it’s not even in this room. It’s hidden somewhere nice and safe.” 
 
    “Please, please just take this off of me. Please, just let me go!” 
 
    “But I just caught you! Why would I let you go?” She sounded genuinely curious, like she couldn’t wait to hear my answer. Before she released me from my shackles, she called up along my body, lightly touching me. It felt like having a cat crawl along my skin as she finally looked down into my eyes. 
 
    “You belong to me, Edward. As far as you’re concerned, you’re now a slave.” She smiled, listen to the restraint, got up, and walked toward the exit. 
 
    I stared after her, unable to believe that this was really happening. 
 
      
 
    I wouldn’t see her for two more days, but I sent her several emails. In each one, I did my absolute best to come off as professional, yet I couldn’t completely block out the pleading tone. 
 
    The cock lock made me scared. 
 
    With the cage on, I was completely trapped. 
 
    Sure, I managed to wiggle out of the restraints and leave the hotel room, yet I got back to my apartment, pulled down my pants, and tried to squirm out of the chastity cage. Krysten had done an amazing job, sitting at around my scrotum and over my shaft. It was snug but not painfully so. It did, however, prevent any chance of an erection. She was right. So long as I wore this, I wouldn’t be able to get off. 
 
    She owned my sex drive. She owned my cock. 
 
    Then I got a picture from her. 
 
    My phone buzzed, and I saw those breasts on the screen. Her face was invisible, but I recognized the tips of her blonde and brown hair. I stared at the image while my shaft struggled to harden. 
 
    It was torture! I could feel the excitement, the rush of desire, but I couldn’t actually get hard! When my body tried, I was met by nothing but disappointment and frustration. Yes, the blood flow increased; yes, my body made the attempt. 
 
    Before this, I never realized that simply becoming aroused could feel good on its own. I always saw this first step as a prelude, something which needed to end with a release. 
 
    Then she called me. 
 
    I immediately picked up the phone, holding the device to my ear. 
 
    Krysten didn’t say a word. Instead, she was just moaning. 
 
    As I closed my eyes and leaned back in my office chair, I imagined her touching herself, her fingers pushing down into her body, penetrating that sensitive crevice as she enjoyed her freedom. 
 
    “Please,” I started to say, but then her voice cracked across the line. 
 
    “Shut up, Edward,” she told me. Her voice didn’t come off as angry. Instead, it was simply condescending. She spoke like my superior, and she gave me an order, one she expected me to follow. 
 
    What would happen if I didn’t? 
 
    The answer was simple: she wouldn’t let me out. 
 
    So she went on and on, touching herself. I knew I should just hang up and stick my phone back in my pocket. It would’ve been simple enough, yet I couldn’t let go of those sounds. I clenched my phone as tightly as I could in my grip and endured every teasing note until she finally gasped, crying out and screaming back in her apartment. 
 
    And when she finished, she hung up on me. 
 
    Krysten didn’t say anything else. She didn’t give me any commands or instructions. Instead, I was left sitting there, my heart pounding, my mouth dry, unable to do anything but wait for the moment when she decided to tease me again. 
 
      
 
    When it came to our next class meeting, I was terrified. I waited until the very last minute and arrived just before being late. I looked out at the rest of the room and didn’t say anything. Instead, I opened the textbook and told everyone to flip over to chapter three. 
 
    As most of my students complied, Krysten raised her hand. I pretended not to see her, but then she cleared her throat and spoke out on her own. 
 
    “Professor Kohl?” 
 
    “What is it, Krysten?” 
 
    She flashed me that wicked grin again. I first saw her at the start of the semester, I thought she was going to be shy, one of those cute, nervous girls who didn’t really understand what college might mean. Instead, she studied me like she couldn’t wait to attack. 
 
    “Don’t you think you should apologize for being late?” 
 
    Several students glanced up, their eyes wide with bewilderment. They came from more conservative families, so the idea of a student talking back to the instructor like this seemed absolutely insane. Granted, Krysten didn’t raise her voice or use any inappropriate language, but she was questioning me, which could easily count as disrespectful all on its own. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I quickly said. 
 
    With any other student, that would’ve been the end of it. 
 
    But with Krysten, she leaned forward just a little bit and asked, “Are you sure about that? Because you tell us not to be late to do say it’s unprofessional. Don’t you think it’s unprofessional for you to be late?” 
 
    When she sat up just a little bit more, I saw the chain of her necklace rise just a tiny bit. What was at the other end? 
 
    It could be a key. 
 
    Part of me wanted to lunge forward and grab it, but I doubted she would bring the actual key to my chastity cage to class. Instead, it would probably be a facsimile or stand-in. She could use the decoy to tease me all she wanted because I’d always know exactly what she meant. 
 
    “No, I think we need to get started with our discussion of—” 
 
    “Apologize to us right now,” she said, her eyes blazing. 
 
    Krysten had no problem cutting through my declaration. While in chastity, every ounce of confidence I possessed got stripped away, leaving the vulnerable in front of this teenager. 
 
    And she knew it. 
 
    “Go on, Professor,” her voice dripped with disdain and sarcasm. She could use the title and somehow turn it into an insult. 
 
    When I looked out at the rest of the room, I could feel those expectant eyes on me. At this university, students were required to respect their instructors, so I had every right to kick her out. But if I did that, I knew full well that I’d never, ever see that key again. 
 
    So instead, I inhaled, straightening my back as I waited for some brilliant idea to occur to me. 
 
    Just seconds later, I exhaled, deflated as I said, “I’m sorry, everyone.” 
 
    The students smirked back at one another; others looked shocked, like they couldn’t believe I had been corrected by a girl. There was this ripple of conversation as the students whispered back and forth, wondering why I’d give in. 
 
    “Now, let’s get started,” I said, but the damage had been done. 
 
    Everyone in that room new Krysten could take control. 
 
      
 
    After the disastrous class meeting, I sat back at my desk and ran my fingers through my hair. Standing up briefly, I double checked to make sure the door was locked, pulled down my pants, and checked the cage. I ran my fingers along the that cruel, unyielding plastic as I tried to come up with some sort of solution. I glanced around the desk. The closest thing I had to a blade was a pair of scissors. 
 
    Yeah, those wouldn’t work. 
 
    The industrial plastic would require something like an actual saw, and I really, really didn’t want that sort of tool coming anywhere near my genitals. 
 
    As my nostrils flared, I took another deep breath. 
 
    What could I do? How should I handle this? 
 
    Then someone knocked on the door, and I immediately pushed my chair back, jumped up, and hesitated like I couldn’t handle this. 
 
    “Professor Kohl?” came a male student’s a voice. 
 
    Exhaling with relief, I jumped up, walked over to the door, and opened it. 
 
    “How can I help you?” I started to ask, only to feel the blood drain from my cheeks. Behind that student, Krysten stood with her arms over her chest. With her weight on one leg, she had her head tilted slightly to the side as though impatiently waiting for something. 
 
    The student held out a piece of paper. “This is my homework. Sorry I missed class today.” 
 
    “No problem,” I said, taking his work. 
 
    Then I stepped back, and Krysten stepped into my office. 
 
    “These are your office hours, aren’t they?” 
 
    “No. I think—” 
 
    She laughed at me, “No one cares what you think. Now sit down so we can have a nice talk.” 
 
    “Close the door,” I said, thinking that this was my office and I should be able to assert myself here. 
 
    “You do it.” 
 
    She sat down, crossed her legs, and neatly folded her hands over her lap. With hardly any effort, she exuded the confidence of a politician, the kind of young woman who knew how to deal with dictators or presidents. In the meantime, I felt like some awkward kid in a confined space with the head cheerleader, but I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    It had been several days since she locked me up. Theoretically, that should have made much of a difference, but being so close to her and remembering the feel of her lips and the texture of her breasts was enough to make my body respond all over again. 
 
    “Well?” Krysten asked, nodding back toward the door. “Aren’t you going to close it?” 
 
    I started to get up. 
 
    “Crawl,” she said without lowering her voice. If anyone else happened to walk by, they would be able to hear her. They’d pick up on the tone this student adopted with her teacher! 
 
    So I froze, unable to make up my mind. But then she ran her fingers along that chain still dangling from her neck. “If you ever want out, you know what you have to do.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    My knees collapsed out from underneath me, and I found myself on the floor, literally beneath this teenager. As she gazed down, I started to crawl, moving along on my knuckles and knees just the way she expected. 
 
    “There we go. That’s right. Show me where you belong. That’s where the chastity slave goes,” she said. 
 
    I crawled past her, back to the door, and then I quickly threw it shut. 
 
    When I turned around, she sat up a little bit straighter, raised her shoes, and braced them against my shoulder, making it impossible for me to stand. 
 
    “Stay,” she ordered, commanding me as though I were her dog. 
 
    I pulled my lips back and growled at her, but that only made her laugh. 
 
    “Tell me. How has it been getting locked up? Are you frustrated? Are you horny right now?” 
 
    When I didn’t answer, she smiled at me and said, “You need to be obedient and docile, Edward. You need to be the kind of teacher who does as he’s told because if you don’t, the consequences could be severe. I mean, wouldn’t it just be a tragedy if I lost to your key?” 
 
    “No!” I shot back, the panicked word ejected from my mouth. 
 
    “Exactly,” she said, her eyes glimmering with mischievous delight. 
 
    “What do you want?” I finally asked. 
 
    “First, I want you to empty your wallet. Give me all of the cash you have on hand right now.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “It was a simple command, Edward,” she told me. 
 
    As my hands started to move down toward my pants, she explained, “As far as you’re concerned, you’re my slave, which means you have to work for me. You might as will be a piggy bank now.” She grinned again as I pulled the bills from my wallet and handed them to her. She did a quick count and stuffed them down into the pocket on her denim shorts. 
 
    “Very good,” she smiled again. So many guys could be enticed by that curve of her lips, the pink of her gloss, everything about this girl. When I inhaled, I caught the aroma of her perfume again, and it made my cock strain against its cage. 
 
    “Now,” Krysten continued, “I think you need to show me how good you can make me feel.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You will go down on me,” she said, issuing the command and making it clear I had no choice. 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t.” 
 
    “And now I think your attitude needs to be readjusted. Strip naked for me right now so I can spank you before you go down on me.” 
 
    I heard those words, yet my brain still couldn’t process everything she was telling me because it all seemed to settle utterly impossible. Crawling had been one thing, but stripping? 
 
    “The door’s not even locked,” I protested. 
 
    “Then you had better do what I want fast,” she said simply. 
 
    As hard as I tried, I couldn’t deny the brutality of her logic. 
 
    “Fine,” I growled back. 
 
    I stood, ripped off my shirt, yanked down my pants, and kicked off my shoes in the span of just five or six seconds. Before I knew it, I was genuinely naked in front of her, stripped of everything except for the transparent plastic around my most sensitive body part. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Now, do you have a ruler?” 
 
    “Yes?” I asked. 
 
    “Fetch it for me,” she ordered. 
 
    With a confused look on my face, I went back to my desk. I felt so strange, nude and vulnerable in front of this girl. Worse, she kept staring at me as she studied the contours of my body. But I did what she wanted, opening my desk drawer and pulling out a thin, wooden ruler. Then I held it out for her to take. 
 
    “No. Put in your mouth, holding your teeth, and bring it back to me as you crawl.” 
 
    My eyes widened at her explicit instructions, but I found myself obeying without arguing this time. I got down on all fours and crawled over to her. 
 
    She took the ruler from my mouth and snapped it hard across the palm of her hand. 
 
    “Now get on my lap. Face down.” 
 
    Was I really going to do this? Was this really possible? 
 
    Again and again, I waited for that moment when something would stop me. There had to be some logical reason for me to tell her no and to break her hold. 
 
    Instead, I stood and bent forward, pressing my weight down against her lap. I could feel her knees pushed into my stomach as she reached for my buttocks. She squeezed me, her fingers massaging the curves of my ass. 
 
    With another giggle, she said, “You have been so easy! Seriously, Edward, does this mean you have always wanted to be a slave?” 
 
    “I’m not a slave,” I growled back at her. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    With a precise strike, she brought the ruler down hard against my backside, probably leaving a red strip in her wake. The pain was intense, a sharp slash across my psyche. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    When she struck that second time, a gasp of pain was torn from my mouth, but I managed to stay mostly quiet. I had my dignity and self-respect and I wouldn’t allow this girl to take either of those from me. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    When the ruler came down in that trio of strikes, I tried to ignore the pain biting into me. I tried to ignore the agony as it searched through my body, but then I tried to get up, and she put her hand on the back of my neck, pushing hard, shoving me back down. My position was awkward, so easy for her to keep me in place. 
 
    Maybe if I really tried to just roll off of her lap and fall to the floor, I could have succeeded. By shoved myself with all of my strength, I probably could have overpowered her. 
 
    But this girl held the key to my chastity cage, so I surrendered to her and let her hold me down. 
 
    “Did I give you permission to leave?” Krysten asked. 
 
    Face down, I couldn’t see her face, yet it was easy for me to imagine that brilliant smile on her face. 
 
    “No,” she said since I didn’t have the breath to respond. “I didn’t say you could get up. Stay right where you are and take your punishment.” 
 
    Gulping back my dreaded, I stopped struggling. My arms and legs went limp, but then she touched the ruler to the curve of my ass once again. This time, she didn’t swing down hard. I didn’t hear the cutting whistle of her instrument as it slashed through the air, nor did I have to feel that painful bite. Instead, she stroked me gently, the smooth material gliding over my skin. 
 
    “Tell me you’re going to be an obedient slave for me.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “I know you’re just a boy, but even you should be able to figure out how this works,” she teased. She didn’t sound offended, but I still remained quiet. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “I’ll be an obedient slave!” I cried out, the words torn from my mouth. 
 
    This wasn’t fair, I thought. My eyes brimmed with the tears I refused to shed even as the heat percolated along my backside. She stroked me again with the ruler, using it like a magic wand. With that, she could take whatever she liked from me. 
 
    “Yes, you will,” Krysten agreed. “You’re going to be my obedient slave no matter what. You’re just going to require some training. But don’t worry. I know how to break boys like you. I know what it takes to came you. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Despite the obvious reluctance in my voice, I still told her what she wanted to hear. “Yes.” 
 
    “Am I smarter than you?” 
 
    My shoulders bunched up as I heard those words. She was nothing but a freshman in college…there was no way she could be smarter than me! 
 
    And yet, she continued to glide the ruler along my ass, gently stroking and petting me with the promises of the pain she could inflict at any moment. For her, it was so easy. She just had to raise her arm and bring it down again. 
 
    “Yes,” I told her; I hated uttering this single syllable. It was probably the most difficult word I had ever needed to say. 
 
    “Say it,” she reiterated. A monosyllabic response wouldn’t satisfy her. She demanded more from me. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling, I struggled hard to think of someone out of this. I wanted to try to negotiate with her, but she had me in a chastity cage, I was horny and desperate naked in spread across her lap in my own office! 
 
    …So I knew the truth. I didn’t have any options. There weren’t any brilliant strategies for me to employ. I kept thinking of this as a game, which implied rules and some semblance of fairness. But she had every advantage and all of the power. 
 
    I didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    “You’re smarter than me.” 
 
    “And how can you tell?” 
 
    “You tricked me,” I told her. “You tricked me into a chastity cage.” 
 
    “I did!” She came off like some excited little girl about to see a unicorn for the first time. “Guess what? That means I own you now, Edward. I put you in that chastity cage, so your balls belong to me now.” 
 
    As much as I wanted to disagree, I just couldn’t argue with this young woman. Because whether I liked it or not, she was right. 
 
    “Now, beg for the chance to go down on me.” 
 
    My shoulders bunched up again, and I was so desperate to hold this one line. I paused, just for a few seconds, and that’s why she disciplined me again. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The ruler bit down six times. Six strikes. Six blows. Six bursts of pain in as many seconds. And now, there was just the storm of pain behind my eyes, and I didn’t care about dignity, self-respect, or power. 
 
    Remembering her command, I immediately whimpered, hoping I could get the pain to stop if I surrendered and gave her what she demanded. “Please, can I please go down on you? Please, please give me the chance to go down on you!” 
 
    “You’re begging a teenager for the chance to serve her sexually,” Krysten told me. “How does that make you feel?” 
 
    “Broken.” 
 
    “Good,” she chirped before shoving me off of her lap. I rolled off, slammed down against the industrial carpet, and looked up at her for a second. As she sat in my chair, she seemed so tall and powerful while I was nothing but her slave. 
 
    Then she stood, she made out of her shorts, pulled down her panties, and sat down again. She was naked from the waist down, yet she still exuded that same sense of power and control as before. 
 
    With a nervous and gulp, I didn’t know what I was going to do. But then, she watched as I sat up. She didn’t hesitate. 
 
    My student grabbed me by my hair and pulled my head forward. She spread her legs, exposing her sex. 
 
    When I peeked up at her blonde hair, my heart started beating faster, especially because I couldn’t resist the urge. I glanced over my shoulder at the door, knowing full well some I could walk in here at any moment. 
 
    “Don’t worry about anyone walking in here,” she said with a cruel smile. “It doesn’t really matter. After all, you’re a boy, and you care most about that cock of yours. But right now, you’re locked up exactly where you belong, so you had better do what I want.” She spoke with the easy confidence of a young woman who was ready to conquer the world. 
 
    Then she pulled my head forward, forcing my face right between her legs. Because I did close my eyes, her pussy seemed to get bigger and bigger before me. Then, the next thing I knew, my mouth was pressed against her damp sex. 
 
    Teasing, tormenting, and punishing me had turned her on, sending sparks of arousal running through her body. She was ready to feel my tongue. 
 
    “Lick, you pathetic chastity slave!” She laughed at me, savoring the way my shoulders tensed and how my arms and legs locked up. 
 
    Whatever instinct took a hold of me wasn’t as powerful as Krysten herself because I parted my lips, rubbing my mouth against her sex even as I stuck out my cock. 
 
    I tasted her again. With my eyes closed, it was easy to think of myself strapped down in that hotel room again, powerless beneath her. I was still powerless, except now I found myself on my knees. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. Lick me. Lick me like an eager slave boy. Because that’s what you are now, Edward. You’re my slave. Whether we’re in class or here during your office hours, you belong to me. I can make you wear a collar. I can put you on a leash. I can show you off to all of my friends!” She giggled merrily, savoring every image as those fantasies played out behind her head. All the while, I was close to her and tasting current feeling her inner thighs against my cheeks as I popped in my head forward and back, licking, delving the darkness of her pussy with the tip of my tong, and my body here and for the chance at sex. 
 
    But that wasn’t going to happen because this girl loved keeping me locked up. She loved having me helpless at her feet. 
 
    “Keep going, keep going, keep going!” She panted out that incantation, savoring the sounds as they left her lips while she felt my mouth on her most sensitive body part. 
 
    I kept licking, lapping my tongue against her pussy just the way she enjoyed. 
 
    As I serviced her, I gave her everything she desired. I made her feel incredible. The pleasure ran through her body, growing more intense by the second. 
 
    “That’s right! Oh yes, you belong on your knees. Now look at me.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and tilted my head up as much as I could, straining my neck even as my tongue pressed against her pussy. Our eyes met, and she grinned cheerfully at me. 
 
    “This is where you belong, Edward.” 
 
    When I didn’t make a sound, she placed her hand on the back of my head, forced me down again, and that’s when my tong pushed into her, penetrating her sex. I could feel the walls of her opening against of the edges of my tongue. I tasted her more and more. 
 
    That hot, passionate flavor overwhelmed everything else, especially because my eyelids fell down again so that there was nothing but the darkness, the heat, and the flavor of her body against my lips. 
 
    As I licked, I sensed the surrender, the loss of control and power. This girl was in charge. It was my office hour, yet she had taken command. 
 
    I could feel it in the way she tugged on his hair, setting the pace, controlling the rhythm of his tongue against her tight opening. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Show me that you belong to me. Show me that I own you.” I could hear the ecstasy of power in her every word. 
 
    So I kept licking, making her feel so good as she took me and used to me. 
 
    Inevitably, she climaxed, the oral servitude bringing her to that final crescendo. She cried out, yanked my head back, and watched as I fell to the floor. Then she grinned down at me and said, “Stand.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    I hardly noticed that she brought her backpack in, but then she stood, grabbed me by my hair, and pulled me forward. She bent me over my own desk, spread my legs, and crossed my wrists. 
 
    As she positioned me, I didn’t resist. Somehow, I couldn’t summon the wherewithal to try to fight her, not even when I saw the handcuffs. 
 
    She locked them around my wrists, pushed my forehead down to the cold, smooth surface of my desk, and stepped back. 
 
    “Edward, you’re probably still thinking you can try to fight me. I need to break you in more thoroughly. But don’t worry. I know exactly what that takes. I understand men like you. I know how to tame you.” She grinned as she pulled something else out of her backpack. 
 
    I snuck little glances in her direction, yet she remained in my blind spot, making it impossible for me to know what she had in mind. 
 
    Finally, she walked in front of me, and that’s when I saw her new, shining black panties. The glinting light only held my attention for an instant before I studied that the purple phallus stretching from between her legs outward. 
 
    She wore a dildo! She now wore a strap-on with the easy confidence of a girl who knew she looked good. 
 
    “Lick my hand,” she ordered, placing her palm right in front of me. 
 
    Without even understanding what was happening, I obeyed. I brushed my tongue along the flat of her hand, and that’s when she started to rub her fake cock. It looked like she was masturbating. Then she came up behind me, and she said, “I love these two-headed dildos. Do you know why?” 
 
    “No,” I answered, my voice small and meek, just the way she liked it. 
 
    “Because it means I can fuck you!” 
 
    Before I really understood what that meant, she grabbed my ass, pushed forward, and slid that slick cock into me. She shoved down, and I automatically attempted to clench down, but it didn’t do any good. She shoved into my body, first a quarter inch, then a half. Little by little, she forced her that toy deep into me. 
 
    It has she did, she savored the way I thought, how my muscles locked down as best I could. It didn’t really matter. She penetrated me anyway, taking what she liked. But the friction felt good as the other end was pressed into her sex. 
 
    One orgasm wouldn’t be enough to satisfy her. Having me on my knees was good, but seeing me get taken like this was so much better for her… 
 
    …Especially because I couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Deeper and deeper she went, thrusting into me, making my shaft struggle against its cage. I didn’t want to enjoy this, but I couldn’t deny that primal urge as she stimulated me. She pumped in fast and hard. With every second, she forced my body to relax and accept every inch. 
 
    And she shoved forward, burying herself to the hilt. She grabbed my hair again, pulling, forcing me to look out the window. 
 
    Random students walked around. There were handsome guys and cute girls. 
 
    “See them? They’re better than you. They know they can make their own choices. But you can’t. You don’t get to make your own choice anymore, slave boy. You are my chastity slave now,” she explained. 
 
    Then she pulled back, only to thrust into me again. I kept looking out the window and I couldn’t help but admire those students and their freedom. 
 
    Krysten pumped me hard, her blonde hair swaying back and forth with the rhythm as she claimed me until she climaxed again, crying out. Maybe other people out in the hallway or any other offices could hear her. Maybe not. It didn’t matter because I couldn’t stop her. 
 
    Then she finished and fell back. 
 
    She put on her panties and her shorts, all while she left me there, cuffed and bent over my own desk. Finally, she dropped a key down in front of me. 
 
    Hope blossomed in my chest, at least until she said, “It’s for the cuffs, slave boy.” 
 
    And just like that, I knew my ordeal had only just begun. 
 
      
 
    The End 
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