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CHAPTER ONE

Peeking is Naughty...

Pegged by the MILF

Copyright 2015 Brooke Dubois

Please note that this is an explicit work of femdom erotica which contains graphic descriptions of a young man losing his virginity... just not the way he expected! He tries desperately to resist his deepest, darkest desires, but the older, dominating woman of his dreams forces him to confront his true nature and slutty, submissive side as he takes every last inch of her brutal, massive strap-on. All characters are consenting adults. Enjoy ;)

The professor drones on in his monotone, dry voice, and even those with the time on their smart-phones and laptops are not too subtly glancing up at the clock, trying to get him to take the hint. The girl in front of me sighs and starts to put on her jacket, and it is only then that the white haired Mr. Worth pauses mid sentence.

"Well, looks like that's all for today class. Don't forget, your essays are due at the end of the week."

An essay that I have barely started on. Just two more years of this and I can apply for law school - as long as I keep my gpa up. When people hear that I am majoring in philosophy, they always ask why. I always answer that I find it the absolute easiest way to make the straight A's I am going to need to get into any halfway decent law school. Not that I do not enjoy Socrates and Kant, I do, truly - it's just that people want to hear that you have a plan rather than a passion. 

The class is funneling out quickly, and I am about to join the flow of people out of the stuffy classroom and into freedom when my phone buzzes in my pocket.

"Hello?"

"Hi Nathan," comes a low, sensual voice, a voice I will never forget. It is a voice that has kept me up at night, invading my mind with images of her perfection.

"Miss Avila?" 

"Oh, I wasn't expecting you to recognize my voice. Please Nathan, call me Janeen."

I have had a crush on Miss Avila for as long as I can remember. She moved to the neighborhood four years ago, when I was fifteen years old and still in high school. She was so much different than other women. So much more distinguished and confident than my classmates, so much younger in spirit and more vital than most women her age. A divorcee and career woman, I was always fascinated with her. I always had trouble waking up in the morning until she started to jog, passing my house at 6:33 sharp in the morning and I would look out my bedroom window at her in her short shorts, watching her hips move with her graceful gait, her long black hair tied up in a ponytail. I cannot remember the last time I saw her more than just in passing but I would eavesdrop on her when she came for coffee with my mother, if only to hear the perfect, almost musical tones of her voice. One of the things I miss the most about living on campus is the random sightings of her as I looked out my window. God, I'd love to lose my virginity to a woman like her.

"What can I do for you, Janeen?"

"Well Nathan, you've heard about the recent burglaries in the neighborhood, haven't you?"

"Yes, I think Miss Olsen got robbed just two weeks ago. Really terrible, I heard she lost some really valuable jewelry."

"Horrible, isn't it? Imagining some strangers in your house, your sanctuary. The thing is, I have to leave for a business trip tonight for a few days, and I don't feel comfortable leaving an empty house. Your mother gave me your number and said you might be able to help out? I would feel so much safer about my home if you were there."

"I'd love to help out, Janeen."

"That's perfect. Are you able to come over sometime for me to give you the tour? I am leaving at 7:00, so if you can't I could just leave a key outside..."

"I just finished class for today, how about I head over now? I should be there by 5:30, the busses run nearby."

"That's perfect. You're a lifesaver. I'll see you soon."

"Goodbye."

I put my phone back in my pocket and smile. Every time I passed her in the street, or saw her at the grocery store, she always had a smile for me that lit up my day. Sometimes, I find thoughts of her randomly popping into my head. She just seems so much classier than the girls in my college classes, so much more worldly and intelligent, so well-read and learned. I sometimes feel like every opinion my classmates have is just being parroted from an article they skimmed or something someone else told them, but when Miss Avila speaks - even though she wants me to call her Janeen, she will always be Miss Avila to me - I can tell she is speaking her own mind and opinions. For some reason I feel nervous as I bus to her house, and when I ding the stop I realize my heart is beating quickly. 

Her house is only a few minutes walk from the one I grew up in, but the houses get noticeably nicer. While I do not know exactly what she does, I know she is pretty high up working for a marketing firm of some sort. She must be high up to afford a place like she has. It is one story and modern, hidden behind a yard with tall evergreens. I open the gate and walk up the driveway, where a beautiful black Porsche rests, with windows so tinted they must be illegal. Even if a cop stopped her, she could talk her way out of any ticket. I reach the door and knock, feeling my heart pounding with anticipation, my palms embarrassingly sweaty. I take a deep breath to calm myself, and the door opens. 

"Welcome Nathan! My, you've filled out since I last saw you. Thank you so much for coming on such short notice." Her voice is warm and inviting, with the hint of sensuality that always lies beneath it. The complement that I have filled out brings color to my cheeks, and I hope that she does not notice. It is not hard to see how she was able to rise so high in a marketing firm. The way she speaks, she could have asked me to do anything and I would have agreed without thought. She is just as tall as me, standing at 5'10 and our eyes meet, hers blue and intense, with a hint of eyeshadow defining them. She must be close to forty but looks better than most of the twenty somethings in my classes, her age giving her a distinguished, mature beauty and laugh lines that speak of a mirth honed over years of good living. She radiates effortless beauty, her long, wavy hair falling gracefully to her bosom. She is wearing a white button up shirt and a tight, dark blue skirt, her feet bare except for tiny, thin socks that must be made to be invisible in high heels. I feel under-dressed in my jeans and t-shirt. 

"Not a problem." I am trying my best not to stare at her. She is feminine beauty and elegant professionalism embodied. I want her more than I ever have before, and I try to push thoughts of her out of my head, try not to imagine unbuttoning her white shirt one at a time until her perfect breasts fall out and her nipples are naked, eager for my touch. I swallow, trying to get control of myself and walk in, awkwardly undoing my shoes while she waits, unable to stop myself from letting my eyes quickly wander to her thighs. I am standing in the house of the woman of my dreams, the woman who I have wanted for years, unable to keep my mind from straying to her at the most inopportune times. I feel heat coming to my cheeks as I look at her smiling face. If she knew the thoughts I had had about her, the things I thought while pleasuring myself, she would kick me out, yell at me, never be able to look at me again and I feel guilt and shame.

"I'm sorry I don't have more time to chat! I need to head to the airport as soon as possible. All I need is someone to stay here overnight, maybe leave a different light on every night so burglars know the house is occupied. There's a few plants around the place, but if you forget to water them they will survive until I am back. Here's a key - I have to jet! Feel free to eat or drink anything in the fridge, I think there are some beer lying around if you like. The couch pulls out in the living room, you can sleep there if you like. Thank you so much for doing this for me."

She hands me a key to her house and puts on high heels, grabbing her small wheeled luggage and heading out the door. 

"You're welcome," I say, unable to stop myself from staring at the swaying of her hips, her tight dress hugging the curves of her perfect behind. 


CHAPTER TWO

Alone in her House

As soon as the door shuts behind her, I look around at the house. It feels surreal to be in the home of the woman of my dreams, a woman that has invaded my thoughts from a young age. A shiver runs through my body as I look around Miss Avila's residence, and I explore the house, walking through the modern kitchen, all black marble and ultra modern style. I find myself in her bedroom next, and I look at her king sized bed, much larger than I would have expected for such a slim woman. The lucky, lucky men who were allowed to share this bed with her! If only I could count myself in their numbers, I would die happy. Maybe if I was a rich lawyer or a businessman, she would look at me as a man. My eyes fix on the dresser drawers, and I bite my lip, trying to fight the urge to look in them. What panties does she wear? What beautiful, sexy undergarments have been touching her pussy and ass? Fuck, this is so wrong. I need to get out of here!

I leave the bedroom, my heart pounding from the strength it took to resist looking, walking quickly into the kitchen and checking out what is in the fridge. For one woman, it is way huger than the mini fridge I have in my tiny dorm room. It feels incredible to have so much living space around me! Someday, I hope that I can have all of this for myself. There's a twelve pack of Stella Artois beer in the fridge, and when I see the awesome Stella pint chalice, I cannot resist looking around for a bottle opener, prying off the cap with a satisfying hiss and pouring myself a tall glass. The entire house is like something out of a magazine or movie, and I sit down on a barstool with my imported beer, taking the first foamy sip and sighing with pleasure. What a perfect, beautiful house. Of course a woman like Miss Avila would have a sophisticated, modern place to live and think of ideas for the ad agency that she works at. I can see why she wants to keep it safe from burglars. 

I cannot help but imagine her again. The tight, dark blue skirt wrapped around her curves and full, round ass so enticingly that all I can think about is pulling it up, seeing the cheeks of her ass and the thong disappearing between them. Would she wear a thong? All I would have to do is take a look in her drawers and I would know... I take another sip of my beer, trying to push the thought out of my head. God, her perfect, perky tits - I want to rip that button up top right off her body and take her hard. Before I can stop myself, I've put the chalice of beer down hard and am walking to her bedroom, opening the door, and with my heart pounding like it is about to fly out of my chest, I open up the top drawer of her dresser.

What I see makes me gasp and my eyes widen. I was expecting lacy underwear, maybe a skimpy thong at the most. Instead, there is a long, purple strap-on dildo, at least ten inches in length and thick enough that I could not imagine it ever fitting into someone's behind. Handcuffs, a short multi lashed whip and a strange looking metal device still in a plastic case, obviously brand new rest in the drawer as well. There is also skimpy underwear, and some sort of leather outfit that looks straight out of a kinky porno. Guilt and shame for snooping fills me, but I cannot resist pulling out first the strap-on, staring at it with wide eyes. It is so thick and long, with a cruel looking wide head that would stretch whoever was unlucky enough to be forced to take it. Was Miss Avila a lesbian? Does she fuck other women with this? I put it down on the dresser and look at the strange device still in a plastic case, and gasp as I see that it is labelled as a "chastity device". It is shaped like a flaccid cock, completely metal and must be used to be put around some man's cock. I cannot imagine ever letting anyone use one on me. It must be painful if you ever get hard. It comes with a key, which must be used to unlock. What is the point of it? To make it so someone has no control over their orgasms? I masturbate at least once a day or else I start to get distractingly horny - what would it be like to be unable to? What would it be like to have my orgasms in Miss Avila's control? 

I put the strap-on back in the drawer and quickly shut it, looking around the room guiltily, imagining if she had missed her flight and came back to find me looking through her most private of places. Shit shit shit! What the hell did I just do! I leave the room, breathing quickly and sit at the bar again, downing half of my beer in a single, nervous gulp. I cannot believe what I just found. Miss Avila likes to use that... rubber thing on men? What does she get out of it? Why would any man let themselves be fucked by a woman like that? Wouldn't it hurt? I finish my beer and pour myself another, trying to wrap my head around it. 

What would it feel like, to be handcuffed by her, lying in her bed and looking up at her perfect body, her full tits and perky nipples, her beautiful smiling face as she stood there wearing her huge, thick strap-on, knowing you are powerless to resist? What would it be like to submit to her, to let her do whatever she wanted? Would she be turned on by me if she had me like that, helpless and afraid? I feel blood surging into my cock and embarrassment and shame fills me, a horrible guilt that it turns me on that she dominates men. I've never thought about letting a woman do anything like that to me, but Miss Avila is like no woman I have ever met before. I cannot help it. I return to her room, open the drawer again and take out the strap-on, looking at the massive rubber cock. It is so much bigger than mine! Oh God, my cock is throbbing, hard as rock and begging to be touched as I look through the drawer again, at the handcuffs and whip, imagining being on all fours, my wrists handcuffed behind me and Miss Avila using the whip on me, making me beg her to stop. I bite my lip, unable to resist my lust and unzip my jeans, pulling out my cock and stroking fast, it feels so fucking good as I stare at the huge strap-on, imagining her slowly pushing it against my virgin asshole, sliding it in as I moan in pain and whipping me hard as I am completely and utterly helpless. I can't stop myself from stroking harder and faster and I can feel my orgasm building up and I try to stop myself but I cannot and I cum harder than I ever have in my life, shooting streams of hot white cum all over her open drawer and wall. Oh fuck! Panic fills me as my orgasm subsides and I realize I just came all over the strap-on, the chastity device, the whip, and worst of all, her skimpy, lacy underwear. I pull them out and see that the worst of it landed on three thongs, and I grab them and the sex toys and rush to the kitchen where I put them all in the sink with hot water and soap, hoping beyond hope that they do not leave a stain.

What the fuck did I just do! I feel horrific and guilty. The woman of my dreams hired me to protect her house from burglars rummaging through her most precious things and I did so much worse. Even more troubling is the fact that I just... I just... fuck, I can't even think about it. I feel so horrified by the perverted thoughts I just came to. What kind of a man am I, to cum thinking about being fucked by a woman like that? On autopilot, I scrub the thongs, washing them over and over again before putting them on a chair to dry. Next I wash the handcuffs and whip, and finally the strap-on, and as I scrub it with my soapy hand I shiver as I imagine Miss Avila enjoying the site of me sliding my sud covered hand up and down the massive strap-on. My spent cock twitches again from the thought, and I do everything I can to push it out of my head. I put the toys back in her drawer and leave the room, shaking my head in frustration at how weak I was. If only I could have resisted looking in her drawer, wanting to imagine her wearing her panties... if only I could have been stronger! What kind of a filthy pervert am I, to fantasize first about undressing her and fucking her, then to look in her drawers and imagine something so much filthier... I hate myself! I hate myself so much! 


CHAPTER THREE

Punished by her Massive Strap-on

The next few days I am able to resist, never going near the drawer again no matter how badly I want to. On Friday she returns while I am at class, and I barely slept the night before, worry filling my mind. What if she somehow finds out? What if she knows what I did? While I am at class I receive a text, and check my phone surreptitiously while the professor touches on the finer points of Aristotle's Ethics and the importance of leading a moral life. The irony is not lost on me. 

Hey Nathan. Thanks so much for watching my house while I was gone. Come by sometime later today so I can pay you and you can return the key? You have no idea how much peace of mind I got knowing you were there for me! 

Guilt, horrible, gnawing guilt fills me as I text back under the my desk.

Sure, I will come by. Not a problem Miss Avila.

For the first time in my life, I wish a class would last forever. It goes faster than any class ever has before. The bus is not late, I do not miss it, and way too quick I am at Miss Avila's house, trudging up the driveway like a dog with it's tail between it's legs. I feel like a disgusting, horrible pervert, and the fact that she is so grateful that I housesitted for her makes it so much worse. She should be yelling at me, or ever calling the cops on me, not thanking me for a job well done! Even scarier is the thought of looking at her now that I know what she does to men. Before I had been imagining bending her over and fucking her hard, but I am worried that now all I will be able to think about is her using that filthy, disgusting toy on me. 

I ring the door bell hesitantly, steeling myself.

"Coming!" 

She opens the door wearing a tight dress that stops way above her thighs. The left side is black and the right side of her dress white, and it hugs every inch of her perfect, sexy body. She is wearing make up as if she is going to the club, more beautiful and stunning than I have ever seen her before. Her high heels must be three or four inches, because she towers over me, making me feel small and insignificant in front of her beauty. 

"Hello Nathan, come in!" 

I step into the doorway, feeling more nervous than ever before in my life. She is absolutely gorgeous, but it is so strange looking at her now. Her perfect, perky tits are almost popping out of the tight dress, and it ends far above her thighs. I know if she bent over I would be able to see the bottom cheeks of her ass, and my cock is twitching in need, blood surging between my legs. Images of her putting the handcuffs on my wrists come unbidden to my mind, and I try desperately to force them out.

"How was your business trip?" My voice sounds unnatural and shaky, and I try to get a hold of myself.

"It was a success. Signed on another two clients! It was such a relaxing time knowing that I had you to keep my house safe. Where there any issues?"

"No, nothing at all," I say, a little too quickly, and fumble in my pockets for my key. An image of her with the strap-on around her waist, bobbing and jiggling as she walks invades my mind, and my cock surges even harder, half erect and uncomfortable in my jeans.

"Are you sure?" She walks closer to me, towering over me in her high heels and puts her hand on my shoulder, making me shiver in desire and fear. Oh god, she knows! She knows that I looked in her drawer! My eyes flicker down to her cleavage and I force them back up, my cheeks turning bright red as she is staring right into my eyes and must have seen me checking her out. There is a heat in her eyes that matches her warm tones, and in any other circumstance I would be imagining going in for a kiss, letting my hands explore her beautiful, sexy body. Now all I can think of is the massive purple strap-on and chastity device in her drawer. 

"Yes," I say, hesitantly, and to my absolute surprise she leans in, her mouth an inch from my ear, her breath warm as she speaks in the most lustful, enticing tones.

"I don't believe you. I think you've been a naughty boy, going where you don't belong. Don't try to deny it. I know what you did."

"I'm sorry, I'm sorry," I stammer, panic surging through my veins. My cock is fully hard and I want her so badly it hurts, want to slide my hands up her dress and touch her wetness, grope the cheeks of her behind. 

"I found my toys all in a disarray, and traces of cum all over my strap-on and lingerie... were you a naughty boy Nathan? Did you cum all over my toys, imagining me using them on you?"

My cock is pulsing obscenely, wanting to be free of my jeans. Her hand slowly slides down my chest, and rests at my waistline, driving me insane. I need to get away! I cannot want what I want, I cannot be so turned on by the thought of being dominated by her, it is just so filthy and wrong. Oh God, what am I to want this?

"I... I should go! I don't want this."

""Prove that you don't want me to dominate you. Prove that it doesn't turn you on to imagine getting fucked up the ass by my massive strap-on, to do everything I tell you, to become my slut. Pull down your pants, or I'm going straight to the police and telling them you jerked off all over my things. If you're soft, you can leave. If you're hard..."

"I won't," I say, trying to pull away from her but she grabs me by my belt, pulling me close to her and in a smooth movement unzips my pants, grabbing my rock hard cock and laughing.

"You dirty little slut," she says, pulling my cock through the slit in my boxers and stroking it, making me moan in pleasure that I can no longer resist. Her words trigger something deep inside of me. A dirty little slut? Is that what I am? Oh God, I need to get away from her... but it feels so fucking good. 

"You're so hard for me, my little slut. Come with me."

With that she turns, still holding my rock hard cock in her tight grip and I am forced to follow, my cock pulsing in her hand as she leads me to the bedroom.

"No..." I moan the word, but the horrible truth is that I am so scared of what I am going to experience in the bedroom but I cannot resist it. She is so fucking hot, I just want to do anything she tells me, please her any way I can. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that she would ever want me, and certainly not in such a filthy, horrible way. She pulls me into her bedroom by my cock and then pushes me onto the bed, standing in her heels and elegant but sexy dress and looking at me as if I am a piece of meat. 

"I've never been with a woman before," I moan. This was not how I had expected my first time to be.

"Have you ever been this hard before Nathan? Have you ever wanted anything so badly in your life? I want you to tell me you want me to do whatever I want to you. I want to hear you admit it."

It is so humiliating and disgusting what I want. I try to resist so badly, but every ounce of my strength cannot stop the words from escaping from my mouth.

"Oh Miss Avila, I want to do anything you want. I'm so hard... oh please..." I do not even know what I am asking for, but the words spill out of my mouth no matter how hard I resist. I am shaking in desire, pulling down my pants, undressing before her without her even asking. I love the feeling of her eyes devouring me, eating me up like I am her prey.

"Look at you, you little slut, getting naked in front of me while your cock bobs and throbs. I know exactly what you want and what you need Nathan, even if you do not."

She reaches around her back and I hear her dress unzipping, making me sit up in anticipation and my cock throbs in need, making me grab it in my hand and start to stroke.

"No. Don't touch your cock, slut. I decide what pleasure you get. Lie back."

Her words trigger something deep inside of her and I obey before I can even think. I am completely naked in front of the woman of my dreams, and she pulls her dress off, exposing her perfect body. Every inch of her is the epitome of feminine beauty, soft curves and perfect, perky nipples. She was not wearing any underwear and she stands before me as naked as I am, like some goddess of beauty and sensuality. Thought is gone from my brain and I want to jump up and grab her, to fuck her with my raging hard-on but I resist my urges, obeying her commands.

She opens up her drawer and pulls out the massive purple strap-on, holding it in front of her. My eyes were fixed on her nipples but now focus on the huge rubber cock, so much bigger than mine and filling me with nervous fear.

"No, not that," I beg, panic filling me. It would hurt so badly to have it in me, to feel it ripping me apart. Oh God, why does my cock pulse with need when I see it?

"Yes that, Nathan. You're going to beg for me to take your virginity with this thick strap-on. It's what you want, more than anything else. You are a dirty little slut. See how your cock twitches with need when I call you a slut? You're a ten cent whore, a slutty boy who likes to be told how sexy he is, aren't you? You look so fucking sexy lying on your back, getting ready to take my massive strap-on in your virgin ass. 

Her words sound so true, but I wish they were lies. Imagining that huge toy stretching me is horrible and fills me with terror, but deep down I know I want it. I want to let her do anything she wants to me, but I am so scared what it will mean. What kind of a man wants to get fucked by a woman like this? Oh God, when she calls me a slut it feels so right.

"I'm going to fuck you with my strap-on and make you realize exactly what you are. You want to please women like me, to be used for our pleasure. You might think it will hurt, and it will. But you are going to feel pleasure like you never have before. I'm going to make you cum with my massive strap-on, and then you'll know forever that you just want to be a little slut for a dominant, powerful woman like me."

"I won't, you won't make me cum, there's no way!" The words feel good to say. It feels incredible to resist these dirty urges, to fight back against them. Maybe she will use the strap-on on me. Maybe I will even like it... but there is no way she can make me cum with just it. I will resist whatever she does to me.

She does not respond to my protestations, but only grabs the handcuffs from the drawer, throwing them at me. 

"Turn around."

I do so instantly, obeying so naturally that it scares me. I feel her putting the handcuffs around my wrists behind my back tightly, and I moan in pain. I hear her doing something but I have no idea what it is, and when she tells me to turn around again and lie on my back I do so with wide eyes. While I was turned away, she affixed the huge strap-on around her waist, and it bobs menacingly. How long is it? 10 inches? More? The head is so thick and huge, staring right at me hungrily. Seeing it around her waist makes it way to real and I fight against the handcuffs, wriggling and trying to get free.

"It turns me on so much to see you trying to get away, Nathan. The more you struggle, the harder I'm going to fuck that pretty little asshole of yours."

Those words make me freeze instantly, and I stare at her perfect breasts, trying to focus on anything other than the massive bobbing strap-on. Her tits are better than anything I have ever seen in porn. There is nothing that can compare to the sight of beautiful, perky tits. Her beautiful face is full of a hunger that scares me. Her lips are full and curled in a cruel smile that makes me shiver in fear, and her eyes have an intensity I have never seen before in my life. 

She grabs a bottle from the drawer and squirts a clear liquid on her fingers and then slides next to me on the bed, and I am lying on my back completely helpless with my hands handcuffed painfully behind me. Her lips find mine and she kisses me hungrily, her wet lips and probing tongue dominating my mouth as my cock throbs with lust. My whole body feels like electricity is coursing through it as I kiss the woman of my dreams, feeling her hard nipples brushing against my chest. A low, desperate moan escapes my lips as she grabs my cock with her lube covered hand, stroking it up and down slowly and making my whole body quiver and shake with lust. She breaks off the kiss, and I am panting with desire, unable to control my quick, sharp breathes.

"Listen to you, panting like a bitch in heat. Don't worry slut, soon I'm going to give you what you need."

Her hand slides up and down my cock, and then she slides her lubed thumb up and down my sensitive head, making me jolt and buck like an animal. I want her to grab my cock and pump it hard, to make me cum quickly and feel the relief from this horrible, overpowering lust that fills me. It is like I am completely under her control, my body reacting to her commands and not to mine. Her hand leaves my cock throbbing and begging for stimulation, and before I can resist slides down to my asshole, her lubed finger rubbing at my hole. I had never even played with my ass before and the feelings of intense pleasure were both scary and intense. Why does it feel so good?

"Beg for me to slide my finger up your ass, slut." Her voice has hardened. It still has the same lusty heat, but now there is iron to it.

"No, I don't want it," I moan as she tortures me so pleasurably with need as she slides her lubed finger up and down the entrance of my ass. Humiliatingly, I want so badly for her to slide her finger up my ass. I want her to stroke my cock, to play with my asshole, to make me cum and get rid of this horrible, pent up need that is building up in me.

"You do want it, whore. I can hear it in your voice. Now beg for it!"

I cannot resist any longer. The sensations of pleasure from her finger are making me twitch and quiver, and each time her finger runs along the entrance to my asshole my cock bobs as if it is connected. 

"Please Miss Avila, oh please slide it in..."

"Good slut," she says, and a feeling of pride at her approval flows over me until I gasp in pain and pleasure as she rams her lubed finger deep into my asshole, making me gasp in shock. She starts to slide it in and out of my ass, finger fucking my hole and making me moan in desperation. Oh God, if her finger feels so intense and pleasurable in my asshole, what will that massive strap-on do to me? Will I be able to handle it? The sensation of her finger in my ass is driving me wild with desire. A second finger forces its way into my asshole, and I can do nothing to resist, trying desperately to clench my hole to stop the onslaught but unable to stop her fingers from stretching me as she kisses me. I can barely kiss her back. It takes too much focus when I am moaning and writhing in pathetic, desperate pleasure. Finally her fingers slide out of me, leaving me feeling so empty and all of the pleasure is gone, leaving me with only lust and absolute need.

"Oh please, put them back in," I beg, feeling shocked and humiliated that those words are coming out of my mouth but needing the pleasure she gives me. 

"Oh, I am going to put something into that sexy virgin ass of yours," she says with a smirk and positions herself on her knees in front of me, grabbing my legs and pushing them up and spread, my asshole on display for her as she pushes the massive head of the strap-on against my lubed asshole.

"No, please don't - oh my God it feels so good," I moan pitifully as she pushes the head against my resisting asshole, sliding it up and down my stretched hole. I want to be filled so badly but I need to fight this. I need to fight these disgusting, filthy desires! It is so hard to stop myself from wanting it as she slides the massive head of her rubber cock up and down my virgin hole and I cannot control my body from pushing back towards her, wanting to feel her penetrate me. 

"Beg for it, slut. Beg for me to take your virginity with my massive strap-on!"

"Oh please Miss Avila, please fuck me," I beg, almost crying from shame and she pushes the lubed up massive head of the strap-on into me, pushing past my resisting asshole. Pain and pleasure shoot into me as I moan like a whore, feeling her slide her massive rubber cock inside of me. It feels so incredible and yet so painful at the same time, stretching and pulling me apart. She forces the strap-on deeper and deeper inside of me, and I hear her moaning in pleasure. I have never seen a woman so turned on in my life. She is looking at me as if I am the sexiest man in the world, and it makes me feel beautiful and attractive as she slides her rubber cock deeper and deeper inside of me. The pain starts to turn fully to pleasure and my squeals of desire make her laugh.

"You little slut, you love getting fucked in the ass."

I cannot deny my urges any longer. I moan in absolute pleasure, my eyes rolling back as she fucks my ass, each slow, gentle thrust plunging it deeper and deeper in side of me. Feelings of absolute bliss pulse through my body as I take inch after inch of the massive strap-on, my ass stretching to accommodate the massive size of the rubber cock. I feel like a whore, like a slut for her massive purple strap-on. It feels so right to be on my back, handcuffed and helpless in front of this sexy older woman. Miss Avila is in complete control, sliding her thick toy in and out of my resisting asshole, her tits bouncing with each thrust. She grabs my balls with her right hand, massaging them with each thrust and they feel so full and ready to cum already. 

"I'm going to make you shoot your load hands free, and then your ass will really belong to me."

I have no more words of resistance, only moans of desperate, pathetic pleasure as I lay on my back, feeling her plunging her rubber cock deeper and deeper into me. My asshole tries to resist but is unable to stop the onslaught of the lubed up strap-on which stretches and tears me apart. I know that my asshole must be gaping wide and yet she keeps thrusting it deeper and deeper until finally the entire massive length of the strap-on is embedded inside of my ass. Short, panting breaths escape my lips as I struggle to endure the intense pleasure and absolute fullness that I am experiencing as she laughs at my humiliated, slutty state.

"You fucking whore, I'm balls deep in your ass, slut." Her voice is triumphant, and my squeal of shock as she pulls the entire length of her strap-on from my ass and then plunges it in relentlessly only makes her laugh. She grabs my hips and starts to pound me, fucking me hard with her massive strap-on, making precum ooze from my neglected cock.

"Please stroke my cock," I beg, but she only gives my balls a light but painful slap.

"I'm going to make you cum from your ass, bitch, and then you will know your ass is owned by me."

I try to fight the pleasure and lust that is filling me but she pounds me harder and harder, making me grunt in pleasure and pain as she ravages my ass, pounding me like some object, like I am there only for her pleasure and enjoyment. My cock is rock hard and dripping pre-cum, and I can feel an overwhelming, different sort of pleasure building up deep inside of my ass. It is like her strap-on is sending waves of pleasure through my entire body, making the most humiliating and slutty sounds escape my lips as she deep dicks my no longer virgin ass. I can feel my balls tightening as she pounds me harder and harder, and she growls like an animal, spitting out words at me.

"You're getting close, slut. No matter how hard you try, I'm going to force you to cum from your ass."

I try to tighten my ass, to push out the massive strap-on but it only makes it more intense as the pleasure builds up tortuously. I am on the verge of orgasm and I try desperately not to cum, try desperately to prove her long but each thrust of the massive strap-on brings me closer and closer to bliss. A wave of pleasure builds up and I a rush of heat to my cock and I cum harder than ever before, huge hot jets of white cum shooting from my rock hard cock and spraying all over my chest. 

"You dirty little slut cumming from an anal fucking!"

Her voice just makes me more desperate and turned on and I am beyond all rational thought as wave after wave of hot cum spurts from my dick, pure, intense pleasure filling my body from the full body anal orgasm. It is like nothing I have ever felt before, so much more powerful than anything else and she fucks me hard, sliding the massive strap-on in and out of me roughly, making every last drop of cum spurt out of my aching cock. 

My orgasm feels like it lasts forever, and when my cock finally stops spurting she slowly pulls the massive strap-on out of me, grabbing her phone and snapping a picture of my stretched, gaping asshole before I can protest.

"Hey, what are you going to do with that!"

"Oh, just a little insurance. You are the one who rooted through my private drawers and came on my things, and you deserve to be punished."

With that she grabs the chastity device out of the drawer, taking it out of its package.

"What are you going to do with that?" Horror fills my words. I am still woozy from my orgasm, my legs shaking as she opens up the device and I writhe and wriggle as she starts to put it on me.

"Don't move, unless you want me to send that picture to all of your friends."

I freeze, panic filling me at the thought of people seeing me like that.

"You wouldn't!"

"You deserve it, for rooting through my things." She slides my softened cock into the device, and locks it with a click. It is metal and shaped like a flaccid cock, encasing my cock and with a metal ring that wraps around my balls and locks it in place. Next she takes the handcuffs off of me, and walks out of the room.

"Get dressed and get out of my house. Your punishment for snooping has just begun."

THE END

Please let me know if you enjoyed this story in a review, and if you would like a sequel! Let me know what you want more of in the next story ;)

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

My femdom mailing list: http://eepurl.com/9jms9

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

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

[image: ]

This bundle includes Becoming Hers, Hers to Use and Hers to Share, the increasingly erotic tale of a husband's submission to his newly dominant wife who locks him in chastity and brings him into more and more intense and humiliating situations as she becomes addicted to using him and he becomes more and more desperate each day that he is locked up. Watch as he grows increasingly frustrated and submissive as he starts to accept his new reality as her toy... almost 25,000 steamy words! 

You will also love my Male Chastity Mega Bundle, which features 7 stories!

It can be found at :

http://www.amazon.com/Male-Chastity-Mega-Bundle-controlled-ebook/dp/B00PURHTU2/
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If you like dominant women, men begging for release and an exploration of just how far a man will go when his desires are controlled absolutely... this mega bundle is for you! 
Too hot to explain here - look inside! 

7 stories of female domination and male chastity including: 
Whipped in Chastity 
Becoming Hers 
Hers to Use 
Hers to Share 
Enforced Male Chastity 
Caged Lust 
Caged for Her

Thanks so much for reading! You're the reason that I am able to keep writing :)
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