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It was now 5:42pm, and Andrew Morton had been waiting outside my office for 12 minutes. I had summoned him for a meeting of an “utmost serious matter concerning his employment at Brookvine Boarding School,” 

and now I was letting him sweat it out in my overheated waiting room while my secretary ignored him. 

No doubt he was beginning to perspire as his overactive imagination created worst-case scenarios in his brain. The uncomfortable waiting room chairs couldn’t be helping, either. Just eight more minutes and I’d let him in. 

I had had high hopes for Andrew when he first came to Brookvine last year at the young age of 25. There are many reasons a teacher takes a teaching position at a boarding school in a small town. Some have no better options. 

Some use it as a place holder while they figure out what they really want to do with their lives. Others, sadly, think they'll only be at the school for a year or two, until their brilliant first novel brings them fame and fortune (there are two of these types currently in our English Department, one who is in his twelfth year with the school). But every so often, someone comes because they love teaching and think they can have a greater effect on students in a twenty-four hour setting. Andrew was this last type. 

As I said, I had high hopes for him. Not for his professional career: he was enthusiastic and competent, and he connected well with the students. He was naïve, and a bit of a pushover, but his dedication to his work made up for his faults. If he wanted to make a career at Brookvine, he'd have no difficulty. My high hopes for Andrew were as a lover. He was just the type of boy I looked for: intelligent but shy, malleable. He was handsome with a good body that he kept in shape with regular visits to the school gym. And even better, he had no idea that he was good looking. He'd probably hit his growth spurt late in adolescence and been unpopular with girls in middle and high school. I could picture him sitting in the high school cafeteria, staring longingly at the cheerleaders he was afraid to talk to. For many, unpopularity in high school sets in stone a low self-image. So despite his good looks and his body and his intelligence, Andrew thought he was missing something vital and intangible. Men are so dumb! What he was missing was confidence. He simply didn’t believe that he deserved an extraordinary woman. And let me tell you, if you don't think you're good

enough for us, we don't think you're good enough for us. We can smell insecurity a mile away, and for many it's a pussy antiperspirant. 

But I’m not that type of woman. I saw the potential in Andrew: the man he could be with the right training. And I was a good trainer. He would be a fine catch, with the right lessons and some clothes that actually fit his body (like most insecure men, he wore clothes a size too big for him). Andrew probably didn’t think about me as a serious romantic partner. I'm good looking, but at 42 years-old, I'm 16 years his senior. Also, I'm his boss and he's afraid of me, a fear I’ve worked to instill. I've been demanding of him and never quite satisfied with his work (which by the way is excellent).  I like my employees to fear me, and I have the bearing to make it so. I'm 5'11” in stocking feet, about 6'2” in my heels, which gives me five inches on Andrew. I'm a little on the heavy side, but I wear it well. I've got long brown hair and big tits, and no one has ever called me shy. It's very rare that I want something and do not get it. 

And right now, I wanted Andrew. I was pretty sure he had fantasized about me and then felt guilty afterwards. I could work with that. There was no reason Andrew and I couldn't spend some wonderful afternoons and evenings with his tongue between my legs. 

I could've gently molded Andrew into the perfect submissive lover: a young man eager to please me in any fashion I wanted. I could've taught him so much: how to worship my feet, how to lick and kiss my ass, how to take punishment. He would have loved it. I can tell a submissive man from across the room, even the ones who haven't admitted it to themselves. And Andrew was submissive. We could have had a lot of fun…could have. But he had to go and fuck it all up royally. Well, he would pay for that. I would still train him, just not slowly, and not gently. 

And now here Andrew was, outside my office in a whole heap of trouble. I resisted the urge to touch myself. 

It was 5:50, time to call him in. I gave myself a final once-over and summoned my personal assistant to send him in. 

Andrew walked cautiously into my office. He felt the cool, fresh air after waiting in my stuffy waiting room. He smelled the fresh jasmine flowers. 

He looked both scared and confused, and sweaty. He tried to smile. I didn't smile back. 

“Andrew sit down.” 

He sat and put his hands on his lap. 

“Do you know why you're here?” 

“No Ms. Banes.” 

“You have no idea?” 

“I really don't.” 

I let him wait. 

“Either you're very stupid or a very good liar, Andrew, which is it?” 

“What? I'm sorry, Ms. Banes, I don't understand.” 

I turned my computer monitor to face him. 

“Read the websites from this browser history.” 

He started reading to himself. 

“Aloud Andrew!” 

He took a long swallow. 

“Barely legal dot com. High school sluts dot net. Virgin sluts dot com.” 

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He didn't even like saying them. 

“Do you like these websites, Andrew? Do they turn you on?” 

“No ma'am. I think they're disgusting.” 

“Really? Because these are from your computer. We recently installed monitors on your computer after a student complained you'd made a pass at her.” 

“What?!! Ms. Banes, I would never make a pass at a student! Who said that!?” 

“You don't even remember? How many girls have you hit on that you can't remember who it was?” 

“What? No! I - I never hit on anyone. I wouldn't! I think that's one of the worst things a teacher can do to take advantage of the trust he has with a st-” 

“Shut up, Andrew. A student complained you'd been making passes at her and letting her know her grade depended on her willingness to comply, and

then we monitor your server and we find you’ve been looking at porn while teaching!” 

“Ms. Banes, this is crazy!” 

“Andrew. You know I have to fire you. If this got out, it would end Brookvine. And it has to go on your record. Propositioning a minor is a jailable offense. It certainly ends your teaching career.” 

He looked like he was going to throw up. His mouth was slightly open. He didn't know what to do with his hands and rubbed them together. I almost felt sorry for him. 

“Ms. Banes. There has to be some mistake. I never propositioned anyone, and I don't look at that stuff. I - this will end my life!” 

He kept shaking his head back and forth. He was fidgeting, unsure of what to do. His looked very close to crying. I let him think about the noose tightening around his neck. I didn't have to say anything, the images he was no doubt picturing in his brain of an embarrassing trial and possible anal rape in prison were more convincing than anything I could say. 

“Andrew. There is another way.” 

He lifted his head and looked at me. 

“You're a good teacher. Students like you. You're a male and males get urges. You made a mistake and hit on a student. That's bad-” 

“But Ms. Banes, I nev-” 

“SHUT UP ANDREW!!” 

He flinched and shut up. 

“I'm trying to help you! Is that what you want or would you rather I just go to the authorities? It's taken every bit of pull I have to convince the student you practically molested not to go to her parents or the police! Do not ever interrupt me again! When I tell you something, you answer with a yes ma'am or no ma'am. Is that clear?” 

“Yes ma'am.” 

“Good. Like I was saying, there's no reason a promising teacher like you should have his life ruined and end up as a prison bitch because he made a

few mistakes. Some guys can't control themselves.” 

I waited. 

“Andrew?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“I'm willing to help you. I will teach you how to control yourself. Is that something you're interested in?” 

“Yes, ma'am!” 

“Good. But I'm warning you, Andrew. It won't be easy. I'll ask you to do things you’ll find terribly humiliating and unfair. I will be mercilessly strict with rules and heavy with punishments. You may not understand why you have to do what I'm saying, but you will do it. You will always do what I say. Eventually, you will earn back my trust. But for right now, until I feel safe letting you around my students, I have to take precautions. Do you understand and accept these terms?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

There was no hesitation on his part. He looked at me like his guardian angel. We'd see how long that lasted. I felt the first signs of wetness and repressed a shiver of pleasure. I reached into my desk and pulled out a plastic contraption. 

“Andrew, do you know what this is?” 

“No, ma'am.” 

“Andrew, are you lying to me?” 

“I've seen it on a fetish site, ma'am. It's a chastity device.” 

“When I punish you later, I want you to remember that part of that punishment is for lying to me just now. Yes, it's a chastity device. I'm going to put it on you and hold the key. There's nothing better for keeping men from attacking women than the knowledge that their dicks are out of commission. Right, Andrew?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” He was a little less enthusiastic this time. 

“Andrew, take all of your clothes off and come stand by my chair.” 

He looked at me like I were crazy. I stared at him without smiling. 

“Or I can call the police.” 

He stood and quickly removed his clothes. Such a nice body, the curve of his shoulders, his hips. And a serviceable size penis, too. Not huge, but average. Big enough. He came and stood next to my desk. 

“This will be uncomfortable for a while, Andrew, especially at night when your dick tries to get hard while you sleep. You'll want to look for ways to get it off. Don't. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“I'm doing you a big favor, aren't I Andrew?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“The porn and the threats to your student are already in your file, but they’re hidden. All I have to do is make it public and your life is over. 

Would you rather have your dick locked up for a little while or lose your career?” 

“I'd rather have my dick locked up, ma'am.” 

“That's right. Good boy.” I ran my hand slowly down his back. His nipples were hard. I grabbed his balls and closed the chastity cage's thin, plastic ring around them. I then slid the plastic penis tube over his steadily growing penis. It just fit, as his dick was getting hard from my handling. I snapped the tube into the ring, then put a lock through the connecting bar and snapped it shut. I had to pause as a wave of pleasure rolled through me. 

“All done. How does it feel, Andrew?” 

“It feels ok, ma'am.” 

“Just ok? I would think it feels like freedom, Andrew.” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“Say it then. Say having my dick locked up is freedom.” 

“Having my dick locked up is freedom, ma'am.” 

The defeated look on his face! 

“You're very good at this, Andrew. I’m happy you’re obeying me and not making me call the police. I want you to kneel at my feet now.” 

He knelt. So submissive. 

“Men take advantage of women all the time. Men rape women. But if men knew what it felt like to be helpless and at the mercy of someone stronger than they are, a lot less abuse would happen. Isn't that right, Andrew?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“Lift up slave, high on your knees.” 

He did. He either didn't catch his new moniker or wasn't showing it. Good either way. 

I moved my hands slowly over his chest, then I pulled him forward and explored his back. I leaned forward and ran my nails down to his ass. I traced my finger down his ass crack. 

“To help in your rehabilitation, I'm going to show you what it's like to be at someone's mercy. I'm going to show you what it's like to be scared about what's going to happen to you. I'm going to help you get better.” 

I could see his dick try to grow in his cage. Andrew's eyes were closed and his mouth was slightly open. He was breathing heavily. I grabbed his neck hard. 

“What do you say?!” 

“Thank you, ma'am!” 

“Why don't you show me how you grateful you are by kissing my feet.” 

He stared at me. I had a feeling this would happen, when ones desire to submit runs smack up against years of cultural norms. Fortunately, I knew how to carefully circumvent this block. 

SMACK!! 

He put his hand to his reddening cheek. 

“Forget it. Get dressed; get out of my office. Pack your things. You’re fired.” 

Andrew dove at my feet and started kissing them and apologizing. I grabbed him by his hair and lifted his head up. I leaned over and spit in his face. 

“Do you like that?” 

“No!” 

“No what?!” 

“No, Ma'am!” 

“Then why are you doing it to me?” 

“What-” 

“Shut up, Andrew. I'm sticking my neck out for you and for all intents and purposes you're spitting in my face!” 

“Open your mouth!” 

He did. I spit in it. 

“Do you have any idea what would happen to me if it came out that I was covering up that you look at porn during class time? Do you?!” 

“Yes, ma'am.” He was practically crying now. 

“What?” 

“You'd lose your job.” 

“Right. So when I tell you to do something, you do it. You understand the risk I'm taking and the favor I'm doing you and you don't question me. That means you don't stare at me stupidly when I tell you to do something as simple as kiss my feet! Now let's try again. Kiss my feet.” 

This time there was no hesitation. He dove down and kissed them rapidly. 

“Slower, slave. Long and slow kisses. You're making love to my feet.” 

After a few minutes I had him take my shoes off and lick the bottoms of my feet and between each toe. He was energetic but sloppy. He would learn. I kicked his face away. 

“That's enough Andrew. Stand to my side, facing my legs. Good boy. Now lean over.” 

He did so with no resistance. 

“You've been very bad. And now I'm going to punish you with a spanking. 

This will hurt. But later, when I really punish you, you'll look back on this fondly.” 

I had a sudden idea. 

“Andrew kneel in front of me. Good. Now I want you to reach up under my skirt and pull down my underwear. Do it, Andrew. Good. Hand them to me. 

Good, now open your mouth.” 

I balled up my underwear and shoved them in his mouth. 

“Now back over my knees.” 

I grabbed his thighs and pulled him upwards, then pushed his head toward the floor. Goosebumps formed on his arms and legs. I rubbed his butt. 

“This is going to be a minor spanking, Andrew. I expect you can handle it with dignity.” 

I gave him a few warm up slaps to lull him into a sense of security – some light to medium spanks interspersed with rubbing his ass and tickling his asshole. From his squirming, I could see he liked it. And then I started with the heavy stuff. I can spank hard, and I did. Andrew arched his back and kicked his feet. He hadn't expected it to hurt so badly. No one does. 

“Andrew stay still. Jesus, it's just a spanking. How big a wimp are you?” 

I kept the blows coming. He actually took them pretty well. It wasn't until around the 40th spank that he started to cry. I had him pegged as a much quicker crier. Maybe he was tougher than I thought. 

The key was to keep spanking until they stopped kicking and fighting and just accepted it. It's an important psychological moment when your slave realizes they’re going to take what you give them. This happened around blow number 60. I gave him 10 more for good measure, then pushed him down on the floor onto his hands and knees. I pulled my underwear out of his mouth. 

“Kiss my feet and thank me. That was a very minor punishment and I don't see why you couldn't control yourself.” 

“I'm - I'm s-s-sorry ma'am.” He gasped between kisses. Poor boy. It'd been such a tough day and it was only going to get harder for him. 

“Come, slave. Kneel between my legs and rest your head on my lap.” I rubbed his head softly and shushed his crying. “It's ok, Andrew. I know you're confused and don't know what to do. But that's why I'm here to help you. You just do what I say and everything will be ok. Understand?” 

“Yes, Ma'am.” 

“I like you, Andrew. And I’m always going to protect you, as long as you obey me.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am.” 

“I want you to get better and be a good boy, don’t you want that, Andrew, to be a good boy for me?” 

“I do, Ma’am.” 

“I thought so. Now, do you want to make me happy and thank me for saving you?” 

“Yes, ma'am, I do.” 

“Good, I'm going to let you lick my pussy. I'm going to show you how I like it and what to do. You want that, right?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

He groaned and bent at the waist as his dick tried and failed to get erect in his chastity tube. This was a good sign. After a hard spanking and all the fear and confusion, he still got hard at the thought of licking my pussy. I hiked up my skirt and moved forward to the edge of my chair. I took Andrew's head in my hands and guided him forward. 

“That's right, slave, around my pussy first. Kiss my thighs softly. That's right. Now start licking slowly, bottom to top. Keep doing that. Don't speed up, just keep doing that. Good boy.” 

Andrew surprised me in that he had some idea of what he was doing. I had imagined he'd fumble around blindly. He must have watched some videos on the internet. 

“Good, slave. Now move up to my clit. Softly, softly at first. Good . . . good

. . . oh, fuck, that's good. Stay right there. Don't fucking move. Jesus . . . oh

. . . oh, slow down, now hard licks! HARDER! Fuck! Oh! Oh! Fuck!” 

I grabbed Andrew behind the head and mashed his face against me, rubbing my clit into him as I came. Oh, God, it felt good! 

“Put your head down. Forehead on the floor.” 

It took me a minute or two to catch my breath. Andrew remained bent over. 

“Move around in front of my desk, Andrew, and lie on your back. Hands at your sides. Quickly.” 

Andrew hopped to it. I came around and stood on either side of his head. 

“My pussy is one area I like to have licked. My ass is another. I want you to get your tongue in my ass and lick.” 

I slowly lowered myself down onto his face. I could just see his face between my thighs. He was staring up at me wide-eyed, almost in disbelief. 

“I know an ass-licker when I see one, Andrew, so don't pretend you don't want this. Lick.” 

He did. At first he was tentative, just licking up and down my crack. 

“Andrew, you have exactly two seconds to get your tongue inside me or you won’t like the result!” 

He pushed his tongue up my asshole with enthusiasm. Soon he lost himself, licking me deep and steady. He really was an ass-licker. I stared deep into his eyes. 

“How does my ass taste, slave?” 

I smiled as he tried to mumble an answer. I kept eye contact as my pleasure built and built and finally overflowed into a thundering orgasm. The humiliation of a boy licking my asshole always does it for me. 

“Now, Andrew. I don't want you to think this will be all about my pleasure. 

I know you have urges, obviously, and I want to make sure you're getting enjoyment out of our time together as well. We're going to be doing this a lot. Stand behind my desk.” 

I retrieved from my closet a three-foot spreader bar with ankle cuffs, a set of handcuffs and a long chain. I attached the ankle cuffs and spreader bar to his ankles and locked his hands in front of his body. I then pushed him over until his chest rested on the top of my desk. I ran the long chain from his handcuffs around and under the desk to the spreader bar. The result was Andrew was all trussed up, ready to be violated. 

I pulled out a bottle of lube and my strap on dildo from my drawer. I stepped into the harness and tightened it. 

“Look at me, Andrew.” 

His eyes almost popped out of his head. I ran my hand over my dildo. I brought it over and rubbed it on his face. 

“Open your mouth, slave.” 

Andrew stared at me. His mouth was slightly open. I held the back of his head and guided my cock between his lips. 

“That's right, slave. Suck me nice and good.” 

I began fucking his mouth slowly, just a little bit in and out. This was my smallest dildo. My starter cock, Gaia. I needed to warm up Andrew, otherwise I’d hurt him. There'd be time later to teach him the joy of gagging on my cock. Right now was just an introduction. I kept slowly pushing myself in and out as I stroked the side of his face. 

“Good slave. You're being very good for me. I know this may seem strange to you, but this is what I meant when I said some things may seem strange or humiliating. It's important to teach you what it's like to be a woman being hit on by a man, and what the cock represents. I'm going to go a little deeper now.” 

I pressed farther in. His eyes started to tear. I pulled out and then pushed it in again. The tears overflowed and ran down his face. I scooped one up with my finger. Then I pulled out and walked around the desk. 

“You know what's coming next, don't you slave?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“What's that, slave?” 

“You're going to fuck me in the ass, ma'am.” 

I rubbed his back. 

“I'm going to make love to you, Andrew. Say it.” 

“You’re going to make love to me, Ma’am.” 

“That’s right, slave. I want you to relax as much as possible.” 

I put lube on my finger and started rubbing around his asshole, playfully circling his opening, pushing just the very tip of my finger against him. He was breathing hard. I pushed inside him and he moaned. My little slut. I pushed in and out, warming him up. He had his head turned to the side and

his eyes were closed. He was looser than I thought. I wondered if he’d had anything up there before. I inserted a second finger. 

“Oh, Ma’am!” 

“Breathe, slave. Breathe.” 

I removed my fingers and placed the tip of my cock against his asshole. 

“Deep breath, slave. And exhale. And inhale.” 

As he did, I pushed inside him. He moaned and an “oh God!” escaped his lips. It had been a long day for him, and this final breaking of his will must have been terribly difficult mentally. It made my pussy wet just thinking about it. 

“Are you ok, slave?” 

“Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry Ma’am. It’s just that I…” 

“You’ve always wanted this, but you were ashamed to ask?” 

He fought against what he was going to say next. 

“Andrew?” 

“Yes, Ma’am. I have!” 

“I know sweet boy, and I’m going to take good care of my slave. You know that, don’t you?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I decided to confirm one of my suspicions. 

“Andrew, have you fantasized about me doing this to you?” 

I pushed farther into him. He arched his back. 

“Yes, Ma’am. Yes!” 

“You’ve fantasized about me tying you up and fucking you?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“And you’ve masturbated to me, no doubt.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“And to being my slave?” 

“Yes, Ma’am. I have.” 

I started off slowly: pushing a little way in, not more than two or three inches, then pulling almost all the way out and starting again. Andrew tried to move forward over the desk. It's so cute when boys do that. But I had my hands on his hips, and the desk was in the way, so he wasn't going

anywhere. I pushed Gaia all the way into him. I felt my thighs press against him. 

Andrew was breathing heavily. His fingers grabbed at the edge of the desk. 

“That’s right, slave. Just breathe with me. It can feel nice. Stay loose for me. You’ll tell me if it ever gets painful, right slave.” 

“Yes! Yes, Ma’am!” 

“That's right. I won’t ever be mad at you for saying it’s too painful. This isn’t punishment; it shouldn’t hurt. Just be brave.” 

I picked up my rhythm as the base of the dildo pressed against my clit. My God, I loved fucking boys in the ass! It'd been far too long! I started breathing hard. Andrew was moaning softly with each thrust. I leaned over, pressing my breasts against his back and grabbed his hair. 

“You have no idea of what it means to be my slave, Andrew, but you soon will. You’re going to do everything I tell you to do, without question. Do you understand?” 

“Yes Ma’am!” 

“We’re going to have a lot of fun…or I am, at least. And you’ll never be able to disobey me. Do you know why?” 

“No, Ma’am.” 

“Look up above the door, Andrew. Do you see that camera? I've been filming this whole thing. I've got film of you sucking my cock and getting fucked in the ass. You’re going to be my slave for as long as I want, unless you want those clips sent out to everyone you know!” 

To accentuate my point I drove my dildo hard into him and he groaned. 

“Tell me you're my slave!” 

“I'm your slave, ma'am. I'm your slave!” 

“That's right you little bitch. I've had my eye on you for a while. I was going to make you mine very shortly, but you went and made a pass at that bitch Amanda Drucker!” 

“What?!” 

“I heard about that. At a staff party two weeks ago. You hit on her after three drinks. Did you think I wouldn't find out?!” 

“Ahhh, ma'am, I don't know what you mean!” 

“You're not her type you little bitch! But you are mine; that's why you're here today.” 

His asshole was open, so I fucked him hard, slamming into him. 

“You've been my property since you started working here, you just didn't know it. And now look at you.” 

“I'm so-rry-ma-ham-I-had-no-i-dea.” 

“Of course not. That's why I had to do something. I'm the one who visited those websites on your computer, Andrew. I set you up for this. Now you're going to be my bitch for as long as I want. You're mine now, and I’m going to use you hard and heavy.” 

I was thrusting wildly now as I neared orgasm. Andrew was silent as he tried to take in all the information I'd just told him. It was too late for him now, of course. No one would believe his story over mine, and I had several teachers in similar positions who would claim Andrew hit on them if need be. 

I came then, hard. I screamed and screamed. Andrew was sobbing softly as my orgasm forced a few hard, wild thrusts into him. I leaned on top of him, breathing heavily. I ran my fingers through his hair as I spoke softly in his ear. 

“It's ok, slave. You'll learn to love serving me. I know you want this. Just give in to your desires. Shhh, that's right.” 

We lay like that for a while, breathing together and enjoying the beginning of our new relationship. 

About the Author

Thimble has been interested in femdom since before he knew what sex was. His hope is to create stories with full, rounded characters and mostly believable stories that are still sexy and fun. Look for his other titles on Amazon and on his website at www.thimblefemdom.com





Document Outline


	Beginning




cover.jpeg
301440 STTVdIONIAd IHL

319WIHL





index-1_1.jpg
/
Boarding School Slavery -
Volume |

301440 STIVdIONIdd IHL

J19WIHL





