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 Tutoring Britney 
 
      
 
    “If you aren’t going to take this seriously, then I think I’m wasting my time.” He started to get up, and he headed toward the door. 
 
    “Oh no,” she said, finally glancing up from her phone. 
 
    He stopped at the doorway, thinking that maybe it finally gotten through to her. For the last forty-five minutes, Jared had done his best to get her attention, but Britney remained on her phone through the entire “tutoring session”. Texting with her friends or playing games, she obviously didn’t have any interest in learning these equations. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “I said no. You’re going to stay here, and you’re going to help me with this.” 
 
    “Are you going to listen to me? Are you going to pay attention?” Considering that he was on the verge of just abandoning her, he expected her to apologize, maybe even grovel a little bit. Sure, she was a rich girl in college, but she still had to understand there were limits, right? Maybe not. Britney was gorgeous with her yellow blonde hair, big blue eyes, perfect breasts, cute ass. When he first showed up, Jared needed to tell himself to be professional at least ten times. Even then, it took effort not to think about having sex with her. 
 
    “I’m going to pay attention when I feel like it,” she said. “Until then, you should just sit your nerd but down and wait for me.” 
 
    His eyes got big, his lips parted, and he really didn’t know what to say. Jared was one of the best math majors on campus. He knew it. He excelled at a variety of different equations, problems, and theories. But this girl had the temerity to talk to him like that? 
 
    “I’m out of here,” he said. 
 
    He grabbed the door, and he started to pull it open. 
 
    “Get back here,” she said. 
 
    “Why?” When he turned back to her, he expected Britney to still be seated at the small desk in the corner of her bedroom. 
 
    But now, she got up, and she stood there in front of him. They were almost the exact same height. He may have had an inch on her. Maybe. If he straightened his back as much as possible. 
 
    “Because I’m telling you to sit down,” she said, pointing to the desk. 
 
    “I don’t have to do what you say.” 
 
    A smirk dashed her lips. 
 
    “Don’t you?” 
 
    No. This wasn’t possible. He could not be intimidated by this blonde. Perhaps she could little social circle of mean girls, but Jared was principally interested in academics and obscure equations. 
 
    “Sit,” she said, hissing through the word with the perfect kind of confidence that intimidated him on something less than an intellectual level. 
 
    Before he knew it, he was walking back across her room. Surrounded by pink walls and posters with unicorns and fairies, it felt incredibly childish. But every time he glanced back at Britney, he needed to remind himself that she was an articulate young woman. And maybe dangerous. 
 
    No, that couldn’t be true, he told himself. She was just a popular sorority girl. She went to college to party, and now she was having trouble at her general education math class. 
 
    “I don’t think you understand how this really works, Jared,” she said. She sang through the first part of her sentence, only he noticed that little edge of derision when she spoke his name. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Seated at the small desk, he now felt much lower as she stood in front of him. She held her hands behind her back and leaned down, her eyes blazing with something close to anger. Or maybe it was just condescension. 
 
    “I’m talking about how this works. You see, I’m important, and you’re not. I’m a beautiful, hot girl, and you are the nerd who belongs to me now.” 
 
    “No. I don’t think—” 
 
    “Exactly,” she interrupted. “You’re not thinking about this clearly. Just stop for a moment. Remember that I’m already very wealthy, and you want this gig. That means you’re going to do whatever I say. Then you’ll continue to do anything and everything I want.” Her eyes sparkled with complete certainty. 
 
    “That’s not true.” 
 
    “I’m rich. I’m also a very pretty girl.” 
 
    That last part stopped him. 
 
    His heart started pounding, and he looked up at her again, but his eyes lingered for just a few seconds on her breasts. They really were gorgeous. Perfectly shaped, round, likely soft and firm at the same time. He could feel some of the moisture drain away from his mouth. 
 
    Whenever he took classes, he also made sure to respect his female classmates. And yet, he was now confronted with that one, unspoken reality. Girls had power. He couldn’t help it, not when he was attracted to so many of them. And this girl was freaking perfect. She was the ideal, he thought. 
 
    “You want me,” she said. “And that means you’ll do everything in her power to please me,” she said. “Like right now. I think I want your shirt. Take it off.” 
 
    “I’m not going to take—” 
 
    “Take it off,” she commanded again. 
 
    Before Jared knew what he was doing, his hands rose up to the base of his neck, and he started to unbutton his shirt. He had a T-shirt on underneath, so it didn’t really matter if he took off on outer layer. But then he pulled it off, and he held it out to her. 
 
    Britney took it, tossed it to the floor, and then she cocked her head. “You see? I can get you to do whatever I want.” 
 
    “No, you can’t.” 
 
    That’s when she leaned to down even more, exposing her cleavage. He gulped nervously. He could feel the heat rise along his cheeks. 
 
    “Are you sure about that, Jared? I mean, just stop and think about it for a minute. You tell yourself you’re smart, rational boy, right?” 
 
    Yes, he really enjoyed those kinds of adjectives, but she turned them into insults. 
 
    “So just stop and think about it for a minute. How many chances to get to be with a girl like me? How much attention to get from a girl like me? Right now, you are my bedroom. I bet this is farther than you ever expected to get.” 
 
    “That’s not, that’s not—” 
 
    “Sweetie, you can’t lie to me,” she said, touching the underside of her tutor’s chin with one finger. Her nail grazed along his skin, sending little ripples of sensation throughout the rest of his body. Everything seemed amplified when he was close to her. “I might not know a lot about calculus, but I know people. I know boys.” 
 
    “What, what’re you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying I can gave to do whatever I want.” She put her hand on his knee, and she moved her palm up and along his body. “Because you have to ask yourself a question, Jared. What are you willing to give for the chance to be with me?” 
 
    A dozen different answers to bubble up inside of his head all at once, only they got jumbled and confused to the point where he didn’t know how to respond. Normally, he was so articulate, even when under pressure in a classroom with an instructor. But now he faced this sorority girl, and he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Get on your knees,” she commanded. 
 
    Jared obeyed. 
 
    He did it all at once. She must’ve time Turkomans perfectly, picking his most vulnerable moment. But now he kneeled before her, and she took that seat at the desk. She leaned forward and ran her fingers through his hair. 
 
    “You see. You’re already at my feet.” 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” he started to mutter. 
 
    “Oh, it’s definitely happening. You see, there are lots of ways to get ahead in the world. Math, science, clear communication, that’s all very important or whatever, but a lot of the world is still very social. Whenever it comes to people, charisma matters most. I have it, you don’t, and that means I’m in charge.” 
 
    He wanted to argue, but she spoke quickly, and he was still disoriented. 
 
    “Say it. Say I’m in charge.” 
 
    “You’re in charge,” he told her. 
 
    “Good boy.” She ran her fingers through his hair again, and he loved that touch. And she brushed her fingertips over the nape of his neck, he felt that the real of excitement. It was more than just sexual. Just the intimacy made him hunger for more. 
 
    “Take off your next shirt,” she said. 
 
    He had only been wearing two. If you took this one off, he would be topless in front of this girl. 
 
    Still, Jared gulped it obeyed. He pulled off his T-shirt, exposing his torso, shoulders, stomach, sides and back. 
 
    For the next couple of seconds, Britney seemed to evaluate him. “Not bad. Now lose your shoes and pants.” 
 
    “I, I don’t think—” 
 
    “Exactly,” she interrupted again. “You don’t need to think. Just do as you’re told.” 
 
    He bristled at the easy way she commanded him, but he wanted to be touched again. This girl was magnetic, powerful, and he couldn’t resist. 
 
    Besides, there was that little voice the back of his head telling him he would regret this for the rest of his life if he simply got up and stormed out. 
 
    “I’m not taking off my pants,” he said. 
 
    “Then you can leave,” she replied. Only after another second, she started giggling. “It’s cute the way you think you’re going to be able to stop me. I mean, just think about it. You know that you want to stay here. You love being in my room, and you love being close to me.” 
 
    Damn it. She was right. 
 
    With a grunt of aggression, he yanked off his shoes, first the left, then the right. After that, his hands jumped to his belt. He loosened it, they started to pull it off. From there, he looked down at the button. Was he really going to do this? Yes. He yanked his pants down so that he now wore nothing but his boxers. 
 
    “Lose the underwear.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can,” he said. 
 
    “It’s okay. I can see that you’re hard.” 
 
    Jared didn’t really understand, not until he looked down. Sure enough, his erection bulged up against his underwear. 
 
    He quivered, and he thought about trying to rush out of the room again, only now he stopped because he would be in such an embarrassing state. 
 
    “Fine,” she said, putting her hand on his chest. She shoved down to the soft carpet. Then she grabbed his waistband and pulled his underwear down herself. His eyes widened, and he scrambled to stop her, yet she moved so quickly and adroitly. His boxers were off, and she tossed of them away. Then she straddled him, coming right up against his stomach. 
 
    “I’m going to play with you for a little while because I want to teach you the truth.” 
 
    “What truth?” 
 
    “You belong to me now. You’re my tutor.” She smiled. That curve of her lips was absolutely radiant. It was practiced in natural at the same time, a combination of natural charisma and studied ability. “You’re my tutor, and that means you do what I say.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean anything,” he said. 
 
    “It doesn’t?” As she asked the question left her lips, she reached back with one hand, and her fingers brushed along his inner thigh. 
 
    Hot sensations coursed through his body. Addictive, intriguing, alluring, and so much more, they made it hard for him to think. But really, just one question occupied all of his attention: how far we she going to go? 
 
    He had his answer a moment later as she moved her fingers over his scrotum and up to the base of his shaft. “You like that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “You like it so much you’re willing to do anything to make sure it continues, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, his bottom lip trembling. His lips kept moving, but sounded and come out, not anymore. 
 
    “Good boy. You see, this is why I’m in charge. This is why you are my tutor. I can get you to do whatever I want. I can play lots of games with you. Yes, I can.” 
 
    Jared tried to answer her, to argue or articulate some point about why she was wrong, yet he couldn’t actually do it. The words dissipated inside of his head. 
 
    That she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. She squeezed gently, nearly making him climax right there. 
 
    “He loved my tutor, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Good. Now go back to my desk, do an equation, and put my name on the paper.” 
 
    He wanted to say that was cheating, yet he still couldn’t get the words out. Then she rose up from his waist, and she stood above him. Flat on his back, he could only stare up at her, and she didn’t look like some college girl, not anymore. She radiated the power at natural authority of a goddess. 
 
    Jared rose unsteadily right before he got to work. 
 
      
 
    As he concentrated on the equation spread out before him, he thought this should have been easier. In any other situation, he would have been able to fly through these theorems, probably because he had mastered them more than two years before. Hell, he probably could have figured them out back in high school. 
 
    But he was naked, in this beautiful girl’s room, and she still sat a few feet back. Poised on her bed with her legs crossed, she giggled every few minutes as she texted with one of her friends. 
 
    Telling himself he just had to lose himself in the math, Jared bent over and began to write out different numerical possibilities. As the digits scrawled across the Binder page, he couldn’t do it. Sure, he could figure out the correct answer, but he still felt awkward. 
 
    He was naked in her room! 
 
    That simple fact couldn’t be ignored. 
 
    At other times in his life, he had surrendered to the equations, letting them override everything else. He could forget about being cold or hungry, tired or even sick. But now, he could feel the arousal vibrating through his body. 
 
    “How’s it coming?” Britney asked a couple of minutes later. She sounded bored. 
 
    “I’m almost done,” he said. 
 
    “Hurry up,” she said, sounding bratty. 
 
    Jared imagined himself spinning around in her chair, standing, and telling her that she needed to do this herself. At the same time, he may have even harbored fantasies of grabbing her, bending her over her desk, and spanking her. 
 
    Obviously, that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    Jared didn’t want to think about it or admit it, but she really was in control. 
 
    He was naked! How had he allowed himself to get in this position?” 
 
    Just as he finished, he realized she was standing over him now. 
 
    Some of her hair fell loose and brushed along his bare shoulder. 
 
    “Is that the right answer?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Because if that’s not the answer in the book, I think I’m going to have to punish you.” She made it sound regretful but necessary.” 
 
    “You don’t get the punishment. Your tutor.” 
 
    “We’ve been over this,” she answered, rolling her eyes. “You’re my tutor. Your mind. You belong to me. That means I get to punish you if I see fit.” 
 
    She made it seem like he was her slave. 
 
    Naked, he had a hard time arguing. 
 
    Then she grabbed the huge textbook, flipped to the back, and she double checked the numbers. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. You did get it wrong, Jared.” 
 
    “What? Let me see that!” He reached out for the book, only to hear the pages shot as she snapped the book closed. She tossed it over onto the desk, letting it land with a heavy thud. 
 
    “Nope you don’t need to see it. I just told you that you got the wrong answer, and that means you need to be punished.” She straightened her back. “Stand up.”  
 
    He started to get to his feet. Just as he straightened his back, she put her hand on the nape of his neck, and she shoved him down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Theoretically, Jared should have been able to overpower her. He should have been stronger, but this girl moved fast, which meant that he couldn’t keep up. The world blurred around him as he slammed down into her desk. 
 
    She came up behind him, and he started to stand, only she froze him with a sentence, “If you try to get up, I’m going to kick you out of here right now. And I’ll keep your clothes.” 
 
    Although he told himself she couldn’t do that, he still felt paralyzed. Locked in place by her command, he does know what to do even as she strutted around her room. She reached into one of her desk drawers, and she pulled something out. He barely caught a glimpse of it in his peripheral vision, yet it didn’t quite make sense. Even after he felt the smoothly solid material against his buttocks, he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    “Have you ever been paddled before?” 
 
    “What?” The question barely registered inside of his head. After all, it didn’t make any sense. He was an adult. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then you can think of this as a new experience,” she said. 
 
    Jared couldn’t see her face, but he knew she was smiling. It was probably big, bright, predatory, the kind of grin which revealed all of her teeth. 
 
    In any case, she pulled her arm back, bask in this moment, and then she swung down. 
 
    Jared didn’t know what to expect, but he had told himself that the pain wouldn’t mean much. It wasn’t going to be a big deal. He was a man, an adult, fully mature, and strong willed. 
 
    But then he fell to the smack of the paddle against his naked skin. There was the sound, a sharp clap followed by the first of pain all along his skin. 
 
    Jared managed to keep his lips sealed shut. He didn’t want to give this girl the satisfaction of hearing him cry out. 
 
    Then she struck again, even harder this time. He didn’t know if he was imagining it, but there was the sound of whooshing air as she brought the paddle in a wide arc. 
 
    Another clap reverberated through the room, bouncing against the walls and slamming into his eardrums. 
 
    “What did you think of that, Jared?” She grinned again. 
 
    “Please, you don’t need to do this.” 
 
    “Don’t I? You got the answer wrong. That’s not acceptable. How can you possibly be my tutor if you’re not going to know the right answers?” 
 
    “I know the right answers!” Jerrod protested. 
 
    “Oh really? So if I ask you a question right now, you can give me the right answer?” She sounded playful, like a little girl toying with a fascinating insect she found on the ground. 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” he told her. 
 
    “Okay. Am I smarter than you?” 
 
    He started to stand up again, only she simultaneously shoved him down by the back of his neck and swung the paddle, connecting hard. His eyes widened, his vision blurred, and he fell back into position, exactly the way she wanted. 
 
    “Well?” She tapped her foot against the floor as she waited for this boy to answer her. 
 
    “No, you’re not smarter than me,” he said, letting the disdain drip into his voice. 
 
    She swung again, three times in quick succession, striking at different parts of his vulnerable asked each and every time. 
 
    He hissed through his teeth, grunted and growled like some wild animal. 
 
    Get this time he didn’t try to get up. 
 
    “Jared, I know that you’re just a boy, but you really need to think about your situation. Where are you right now?” 
 
    “In your room,” he said quickly. 
 
    “Hey, you finally got one right.” She giggled. “Okay, so you’re in my room. And what’re you wearing?” 
 
    He bristled, but he still felt compelled to answer. “Nothing.” 
 
    “That’s right. You’re completely naked because I told you to get naked.” 
 
    Jerrod started to say something, but she just spoke over him. 
 
    “So you’re naked, you’re getting paddled by me, and you are my tutor. If you’re smarter, wouldn’t you be able to get out of this situation all on your own?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know.” 
 
    “That’s right. You don’t know. You don’t know because you’re not as smart as I am. Sure, you might be good at numbers or whatever, but that’s not the same thing as being really smart. True intelligence is understanding people. It means you’re able to work with them to get what you want.” She purred, “Are you getting what you want?” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he twitched but he remained bent forward. 
 
    “Now you can get down on your knees and apologize to me.” 
 
    “Apologize? For what?” 
 
    “For trying to act above your station. Remember, you’re my tutor.” 
 
    She stroked his ass with the paddle again. As she did so, there was this flash of fear through his body. It clenched down on his lungs, heart, and stomach all at the same time. 
 
    Then she stepped back, and he stood slowly. Turning around, he looked at her. She had the paddle in hand. With her weight on one foot, she tilted her head to the side and smirked slightly. 
 
    Britney was absolutely convinced that he would get down on his knees and apologize. He was supposed to kneel like her slave. 
 
    Jared tried to tell himself that he was better than this, yet he still felt forward. With his head back down, he couldn’t speak. Then he raised his gaze, and he looked up at her. His eyes moved along her knee-high socks, up to the smooth skin of her thighs, over the pleats of her hot pink skirt and over the pale purple of her tank top. 
 
    “Well?” She was getting impatient. 
 
    He told himself that an apology to really matter, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “What are you sorry for?” He tried to look down again, but she wouldn’t allow him. Touching the paddle to his chin, she forced him to look up at her. She was in charge, a goddess, and he was nothing but her little plaything. 
 
    Her tutor. He belonged to her. Until she let go, he would learn to obey and take his punishments. 
 
    “I’m sorry I got the question wrong,” he growled back at her. 
 
    Sure, there may have been an edge of defiance in his voice, but she didn’t mind, not when he clearly had to do whatever she said. He could struggle and wiggle against her control as much as he liked. 
 
    “What else are you sorry for?” 
 
    His eyes got large as he looked up at her. He didn’t know what to say. He scrambled, thinking through different possibilities. 
 
    Feeling merciful, she asked, “Are you sorry that you tried to argue with me?” 
 
    Locking his teeth together, he nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “I’m sorry I tried to disagree with you.” 
 
    “Very good. You see, it’s not hard to give the right answers. You just have to acknowledge one simple fact. I’m in charge because you are my tutor. You belong to me. I own you.” She stroked his hair, brushed her fingers over his cheeks, and then pulled her hands away. As she touched him, he had felt something incredible, that addictive electricity of just being close to her. 
 
    It wasn’t fair. A girl should be able to do this to him. And yet, his hopes and desires couldn’t change the reality of his situation. 
 
    “Now I want to see you crawl.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Crawl,” she said. “You know, like a pet. When I give you order, you have to do what I say.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you rather work on your homework?” 
 
    Britney smiled down at him like he was an idiot for even asking. Right away, he felt foolish. 
 
    “Start crawling or I start using this,” she said, tapping the paddle against of the palm of her hand. 
 
    Because his backside still stone, Jarrod quickly started to move on his hands and knees. Naked, he crawled around her bedroom floor. 
 
    “Oh, you look just like a little doggie,” she said, laughing. 
 
    Jared thought about arguing with her, but he realized something. If he tried to confront her, she would only make this more extreme. Smart move was to stay quiet. 
 
    “Crawl around the room, doggie,” she ordered. He scampered toward the door, then she cleared her throat, so he stopped. He turned around and crawled back over toward her feet, and she rewarded him with another petting. 
 
    She brushed her fingers through his hair, down his neck, and along his shoulders. She touched his chest, his sides, and he really wanted to feel her fingertips on his cock again, but she denied him that particular pleasure. 
 
    “Do you know what I love most about you, Jared?” 
 
    After a couple of seconds, he answered, “What? He risked looking up at her. He wanted to tell himself that he wasn’t actually owned, that this girl didn’t have that much power over him, yet he couldn’t quite form the words. Even as they coalesced behind his eyes, they just didn’t seem honest. 
 
    Maybe she did of him. Maybe, because she was a girl and hot charismatic and sweet and funny and addictive, she could have whatever she wished from him. 
 
    “I love the fact that you can’t help yourself.” 
 
    He grimaced, having just thought the same thing himself. 
 
    “Tell me you can’t help yourself,” she commanded. 
 
    “I can’t help myself,” he told her. 
 
    “So if I decided to take you, you would let me do it, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Take me?” 
 
    “You don’t know what that is?” 
 
    “No. I don’t.” He sounded slightly defensive as he admitted it. 
 
    “Oh, well it’s something I’ve always wanted to try with a cute boy like you.” Jared actually felt a little bit better when she said he was cute. “So yeah, let’s do this. I need you to lay across the bed. Just come up to it and bent forward, just like my paddle do you.” 
 
    Jared hesitated. 
 
    With a laugh, she promised, “Don’t worry. I’m not going to paddle you again, not unless he misbehaves.” 
 
    The implication was clear: this behavior meant questioning or waiting too long. With a reluctant gulp, he got up, and he bent over the edge of the mattress again. He could feel her soft coverlet against his naked groin, stomach, and chest. Then he stretched out toward the front left and back left corners of the bed. 
 
    She clambered up on top of him, grabbed his wrists, and started to tie them into place with long, shimmering ribbons. 
 
    At first, he told himself that she wouldn’t know what she was doing, only her knots were perfect and probably unbreakable. Although he didn’t like that prospect, he knew it was too late to try to pull away. She finished with both of his limbs, and then she looked down at him. “Okay. Try to get out.” 
 
    He squirmed halfheartedly. 
 
    “I told you to try to get out,” she repeated, picking up the paddle again. 
 
    As he saw that smooth, golden wood, his heart started to beat faster. She came up behind him. At any moment, she might start striking again. The blows would rain down, quick and severe, each one sending another burst of agony running through his body. 
 
    Almost panicking, he started to bark and thrashing against bonds. He tried to pull his arms free from those restraints, but she had done an excellent job. 
 
    After a little bit less than a minute, she tossed of the paddle back onto the mattress. “Okay. I believe you can’t get away.” 
 
    Jared twitched with aggravation. It wasn’t fair that she could tease him like this, but relief washed through his body. 
 
    “Pegging is very simple,” she explained from behind him. 
 
    Britney opened a couple of drawers, she retrieved something from her closet, and then he heard of the rustling of clothing. He tried to turn his head back as much as he could, but the angle was awkward, and Britney knew how to remain free from his line of sight. 
 
    She pulled off her skirt, put on the harness, and inserted the dildo. She looked down at herself and enjoyed of the outline of the faux cock between her legs. Grabbing a tube of lubricant, she squirted some of it onto her fingertips before thoroughly rubbing it up and down the sleek member. 
 
    When she was ready, she stepped closer and closer to him until she was up on the bed. 
 
    When he saw it, his brows furrowed with confusion. What was she wearing? What was going on? 
 
    “This is called a strap-on,” she explained. The fake cock was close to his face, maybe an inch or two away. 
 
    “I’m going to use this on you, Jared. I’m going to pump into you, and you’re going to get to feel violated, just like a girl!” 
 
    His job fell open, his eyes became huge, and he stopped breathing. After another second, his brain seemed to reboot and he managed to try to talk to her again. “Oh no. You can’t be serious. There is no way you’re going to do that to me!” 
 
    “Here’s another quiz question for my tutor. Can you stop me?” 
 
    Jared thought he had been frantic before with the threat of another paddling, but the idea of getting penetrated by this girl made him double his efforts. Adrenaline burn taught through his veins as his muscles clenched and he fought for his freedom. 
 
    Taking her spot right behind him, she laughed as he tried to get away. He wiggled his hips from side to side, but she was determined. She wouldn’t let his best efforts mean anything. 
 
    Aiming her fake cock, she pointed toward his opening. Then she pushed in, going just a little bit at a time. He felt the cool lubricant slide along his buttocks. And then she shoved forward, and of the member pushed up against the walls of his ass. 
 
    His throat, along with every other part of his body, clenched up all at once. He fought desperately to keep her out, but she pushed up into him, going a little bit at a time. The dildo was smooth and sleek. He couldn’t keep it out. And so this girl had her way with him. 
 
    She pushed into him, making him moan with a mixture of pleasure and frustration. Yes, he knew that he hated it intellectually, but then why did it feel good? Jared couldn’t deny the pulse of arousal as it flashed through his body. She pulled back, and he almost felt disappointed, but at least it was over. 
 
    Oh no. 
 
    She pushed into him again. With her hands on his hips, she took exactly what she wanted. 
 
    When she started, Britney didn’t realize exactly how good this was going to make her feel. Sure, there was the intellectual and emotional stimulation of getting to ride this boy. As a teacher, he had always been an arrogant brat. He deserved to be pegged, taken, and treated like a girl. But at the same time, she also loved knowing that she was in control. 
 
    Then there were the physical sensations. Every time she pushed into him, the dildo pressed into her pelvis. That rhythmic movement definitely contributed to her arousal. 
 
    “Do you want me to let you out?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    “Promise you you’ll be an obedient slave. Tell me that, as my tutor, you have to do all of my homework and whatever I say.” 
 
    “I, I’ll be obedient. I’ll do all of your homework and do everything you say. Please, just untie me!” 
 
    “Okay,” she said, pulling back and discarding her harness. She dropped the equipment to the floor, climbed up onto the bed, and then she untied him. 
 
    Before Jared could say anything, she grabbed him by his cheeks, leaned in and kissed him. 
 
    It felt so good. Not only that, he looked up and saw that she had stripped down to her bra. She didn’t save it have her panties on anymore. 
 
    Did that to me they were going to have sex? 
 
    Only if he pleased her. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, lay down on my bed and spread your arms and legs.” 
 
    If he did that, she could tie him down. 
 
    Her expression hardened for a moment. “I’m very horny,” she said easily. “So either you do as I say or you get out so I can enjoy myself privately.” 
 
    With a reluctant breath, he spread his arms and legs and lowered himself down onto his back. 
 
    Sure enough, she tied him down, only this time he wrapped the ribbons around her tutor’s wrists and ankles. Spread out and totally helpless now, he knew he wouldn’t be able to get away. But he had to trust her. 
 
    Maybe this been a bad idea. 
 
    She positioned herself between his legs, cupped his balls in one hand, and started rubbing him with the other. She took her time, going fast infirm, only to slow down and caress him. 
 
    “You’re getting horny, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he hissed. 
 
    “I might decide to have sex with you, but first I want to see what you can do with your mouth. Think of this as an oral exam.” 
 
    He intended to ask what she meant, but she climbed further along his body, straddled his head, and lowered her slit closer and closer to his mouth. Jared quickly figured out what this girl expected, so he raised his head and he started licking. 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t even have to tell you what to do. Maybe you can become my oral slave,” she teased. 
 
    Jared would have been grateful for the privilege, he realized. Of course, his shaft still ached for attention. He wanted to feel her body tight around his cock, only he didn’t get that, not yet. But maybe she would get lucky. Maybe. 
 
    She lowered herself down another quarter inch, allowing him to slide his tongue deep into her crevice. He worshiped her clitoris, sliding his tongue along that special little button. 
 
    Little by little, she could feel the sparks of desire morph into a blaze, then an inferno. He can spread through her body, whipping at her limbs, pulsing deep within her chest, and pretty her closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    Pretty soon, she bent her head forward, embraced of that rush of ecstasy, and then she flipped her hair back. Looking at the wall for just a moment, she smiled, perfectly aware that she could have this whatever she wanted it. 
 
    She pulled away from him, looked down into his eyes and asked, “Are you really ready to be my slave?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    To make sure he gave her the right answers, she started stroking his shaft again. She touched him, teasing the tip, petting the underside of his balls, all while studying his features to see exactly what he enjoyed most. Even if he tried to hide the truth from her, he wasn’t a very good liar. 
 
    “As my slave, you will belong to me. I will own every inch of your body. Is that really what you want to agree to? Because if you don’t like it, I can let you go right now. I’ve already had my fun,” she said with a smile, although that wasn’t entirely true. It was one more thing she wanted to see, a special expression on his face. 
 
    “Yes, Britney. I belong to you!” 
 
    “Address me as your Goddess.” 
 
    He licked his lips and did just that. “Yes, Goddess!” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    And just like that, she positioned herself over her slave. Poised to make climax, she lowered herself down just a little bit at a time. She teased him, brushing the tip of his cock with her opening. She would pull back, lower herself down, let him feel the heat of her body, only to raise herself up again. 
 
    She did this again and again until it looked like her slave would go absolutely insane. Finally, she enveloped him, lowering herself down until she had taken him. 
 
    He felt the confines of her slit, the walls of her body, and he knew that he belonged to her. 
 
    Enjoying herself, she began to ride his member. Going up and then down and up again, she savored the friction of his turgid shaft against the most sensitive part of her body. She rode gently, only speeding up when she decided she really wanted another orgasm. She pumped him hard, taking him. 
 
    Beneath her, he started struggling. He pulled against his bonds, which only ramped his cock deeper into her. Yes! 
 
    She loved witnessing his helpless frustration as his arms tensed and relaxed with every pull against his written restraints. But he still wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    “Now. Now you can come,” she said, gasping those words. 
 
    She did it perfectly, timing their orgasms. His body shuddered and shook underneath him. He arched his back, wrapping himself up one more time. Simultaneously, she felt another volcanic eruption of ecstasy throughout her body. That delicious pleasure coursed through her, wiping away every worry and concern until there was nothing left. 
 
    Then the world starts to come back into focus. 
 
    Britney pulled herself off of her slave. 
 
    Eyes closed, Jared couldn’t see anything. He was breathing heavily, relaxed and sedate, completely spent. 
 
    She went back to her desk drawer, pulled out the next way, and she came up to him. She slid the plastic tube over his shaft, a ring over his balls, and she locked them together. 
 
    Click. 
 
    He only opened his eyes when he heard that sound. Raising his chin, he looked down along the length of his body and saw the chastity cage. 
 
    “You’re mine now,” she said. 
 
    Jared was a smart boy, so he immediately figured out what this device was, what it could do, and why came with a lock. From this point forward, she would really on his cock. Locked away that chastity device, he wouldn’t be able to choose when or where or even if he could come. And that’s why he started bucking and thrashing about, desperation etched into his face. 
 
    “That’s what I really wanted to see,” she said, reveling in that desperate expression painted across his handsome face. “After you calm down, we can start talking about how you’ll do my homework and when you’ll come by to clean my place and cook for me.” 
 
    It was time for his slavery to begin. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
   
  
 



Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
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