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A Glimpse Inside

She glanced sideways and saw he was telling the truth. But she didn’t move. Robert stepped closer until his body pressed against hers. The hard shaft of his cock pushed into the small of her back. Even separated by clothes, the touch electrified her. Tingles radiated through her body.

“The only thing keeping you here is you.” Robert leaned in, close enough that she caught a whiff of his scent. Cologne, with notes of spices and smoke, and his natural musk. He smelled good. “Do you want this, Hannah?”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

The hand around her neck withdrew. Robert walked around and sat in his chair, smiling in satisfaction as she stood stock still, jittery and blushing. “Prove it.”

Their eyes made contact and even without words she knew. This was something they’d talked about. A fantasy they both shared. Face crimson with embarrassment, Hannah slid to her knees between Robert’s legs.

“Good girl… Now take it out.”

Read on for the full story!


Becoming His Pet


Chapter One

Was she doing the right thing?

Was there no other way?

The questions buzzed around in Hannah’s mind, unceasing, but she had no answers. Nor did she have the luxury of sitting around to figure things out. She was out of time.

With a trembling hand, she clicked submit on her phone. A loading screen appeared and moments later a shiny, new profile page greeted her. At the top, a huge photo of her in lacy lingerie—face obscured—dominated the page. Below, written in glittery pink, was the name ‘Candi.’ A short bio followed, advertising her as a nineteen-year-old, perky, petite, natural blonde looking for fun and adventure with someone who’d pamper and spoil her.

The bio continued, listing everything from her height and measurements to her taste in movies. Anything that a prospective sugar daddy might want to know. And pictures. So many pictures, in all kinds of provocative poses designed to entice and titillate.

Her lounging on a couch; on hands and knees in bed, back arched invitingly; kneeling on the floor, one hand reaching between her legs while the other caressed the fringe of her bra. More and more followed, each sexier than the other.

Her face remained obscured in each shot thanks to angles, masks, or just careful cropping, but the rest of her body was on full display. Including the blue rose tattooed over her hip. She’d considered blurring that out, but she didn’t want for her profile to become unappealing. She needed to seem available and alluring. No matter how much it pained her—or how uncomfortable it made her feel—she desperately needed for people to look.

It wasn’t a position she’d ever imagined to find herself in.

When her parents first cut her off on account of her dad being laid off, she’d thought she could pay her tuition and other expenses alone. She took out a loan, picked up more hours at her part-time waitressing job, and cut costs everywhere. From an on-campus dorm, she downsized to a cramped apartment in the bad part of town. Meals became rice, beans, and ramen. She couldn’t even remember the last time she went out.

But despite her best efforts, it wasn’t enough. Bills and late payments accumulated. The situation grew from dire to hopeless.

Until, by pure chance, Hannah stumbled across a mention of “sugaring.” Girls who weren’t prostitutes, or escorts, or even camgirls, but something…other. Who hooked wealthy men to support them with only simple teasing and endless attention. She could do that. While she wasn’t brave enough for something more risqué like a strip club or escort service, she was no prude. If flirting and teasing kept her enrolled in college and from needing to return home, she’d flirt and tease with the best of them.

She hoped.

The pessimistic side of her doubted any of this was true. It all sounded too good. Even after ample research online and numerous anecdotal accounts, it seemed like a pie in the sky sort of dream that couldn’t take place in reality.

But she still had to try. Had to.

After refreshing the app several times, Hannah gave her head a shake and set her phone aside. It was no use driving herself crazy. The only thing left to do now was wait.

***

The first response came the following morning, shocking Hannah while she sipped on her morning coffee. From there the private messages grew to a trickle and soon a flood, inundating her inbox.

She weeded out most straight away. Men who lacked basic spelling and grammar, or demanded to see her on cam got discarded. A few more she blocked after they gave her a bad vibe. Even so, over the course of a week, she gathered a handful of guys who seemed genuinely nice and that she enjoyed interacting with.

One, in particular, always commanded her attention. He said his name was Bob, and each time he sent a new message her heart fluttered. Something about his words, thoughtful yet confident, burrowed into her mind with ease. Whether in class or at work, she eagerly replied any time he contacted her, opening up more than with any of the others. They talked about college, her classes, various hopes and dreams, and even her living situation.

But most of all, they talked about her kinks.

Although not a prude, Hannah didn’t have much experience. Her only taste of sex was a fumbling, hesitant encounter with her ex-boyfriend the night after prom. Clueless and naive as they were, it was an underwhelming time that did not leave her hungry for more.

Not so with Bob. His words ignited her imagination, filling her mind with images of herself tied up, vulnerable and exposed to his lust. Or on her knees, servicing him, being a dirty little slut for a man more than double her age.

As their chats grew more heated, Bob sent her monetary gifts and she rewarded him with more pictures. That wasn’t the plan. Originally, she’d thought to keep her activities confined to text. It was safer that way. But with Bob, she couldn’t resist. She wanted to please. To hold his attention.

Whatever he wanted to see—aside from her face—she was glad to provide.

“What if I want more?” he messaged one night while Hannah laid in bed with a hand between her thighs, teasing her lips to the delicious fantasies he spun. “What if just seeing your photos isn’t enough? I want to hear you. Smell you. Taste you. To feel you shiver under my fingertips.”

Even without his touch, Hannah shivered. She wanted that. Bad. But she shook her head. “That’s against the rules.”

“Do you always follow the rules?”

“I try to.”

“So you’re a good girl?”

“Yes!”

“Good girls don’t touch themselves for strangers. They don’t get all drippy at half the things you do.”

Hannah moaned, pussy heating. Wetness coated her fingers. Never in her life would she have expected to like humiliation… But she did. Bob’s words made her feel small and weak and she reveled in it.

“You are, aren’t you? Show me.”

Obediently, Hannah spread her legs and snapped a quick picture of her flushed pussy.

“Beautiful,” Bob replied. “And so fucking wet. I knew you were a dirty little slut, deep down. Since you don’t want to meet, I have another task for you. Up for it?”

She hesitated for a moment. “What is it?”

“Play in public for me tomorrow. Show me just how naughty you can be.”

Hannah froze, heartbeat rising as she blushed. No way. No way, no way—she couldn’t do that. But on the other hand… She bit her lip, struggling against temptation. Her brain screamed no while her pussy cried yes.

“I don’t think… I don’t know where to do that, I don’t want to get caught.”

Bob didn’t reply for several minutes. Hannah started to fear that he’d gotten bored and left when a new message came.

“Trust me, I don’t want to mess up our little arrangement either. And you don’t have to do this in front of anyone. Just go to your big lecture early tomorrow before anyone shows up. Those classrooms are always empty when class isn’t in session. And then you can be the naughty, depraved little slut I want. There’ll be a reward in it for you, too—double the usual amount.”

The promise of a reward, combined with the yearning desire to please burning inside her, tipped Hannah over. “Okay.”

It was just a simple video, nothing more. What was the worst that could happen?


Chapter Two

Early the following morning, Hannah walked gingerly to her Biology 102 lecture hall. Dressed in a short skirt with no panties beneath, the slightest motion threatened to bare her to the world. Meanwhile, a crop top showed off her flat tummy, and a simple black choker around her throat completed the ensemble.

It was a get-up she never would have imagined wearing in public, but Bob’s orders were clear. And, as uncomfortable as she felt, her clit tingled with every step. Somehow, he knew just how to straddle the line between arousal and fear, leaving her desperate and squirmy.

As she neared the room, the sound of voices and laughter drifted from around the corner. Hannah froze, panicking for a moment, and buried her nose in her phone. When the group of seniors passed and the coast was clear, she ducked into the room.

As Bob had predicted, there was no one inside. The cavernous hall stood empty, magnifying the sound of her footsteps as she headed down toward the podium. She had just over a half-hour until class began, but likely only twenty minutes before the first students arrived.

Plenty of time, if she was quick.

Hannah slid into the second row from the podium and pulled a disposable face mask from her bag. Bob wanted a video of her playing in public, but even in her horny state, she knew better than to leave her face uncovered. Once secured over her ears, she took a deep breath to steady her nerves and took out her phone.

The sugaring app she’d been using had a cam feature built into it. Safe and secure, it promised confidentiality and secrecy. It was a feature she’d never imagined she’d use. How quickly things changed…

Before she could psych herself out and abort, Hannah hit the record button.

“I, um…” she cleared her throat, blushing. “I’ve never done this before… Hope you enjoy.”

With a quick glance around to ensure she was still alone, Hannah swung a leg over her seat’s armrest. She panned the phone down her body and raised her skirt, baring all for the camera. Freshly shaved, her pussy glistened with dew. Her clit throbbed in anticipation. Every beat of her heart sounded thunderous to her ears.

Biting her lip, Hannah reached between her legs and let out a surprised moan. Even the first touch felt electric. Sparks flew from her fingers, racing straight to her clit, igniting her core. “Oh, fuck…”

She felt so slutty and wanton, sitting there in the classroom and touching herself for a man she’d never met. At any moment someone could walk through the door and catch her in the act. Just the thought made her shiver—and sent more tingles rushing to her clit. Far from deterring her, the danger only added to the excitement.

“I’m dripping wet already…” she murmured, smiling at the camera, eyes heavy and lidded. Fingertips traced her pussy lips before circling her clit, teasing the delicate nub. “This feels so good.”

The thought of Bob stroking himself while watching filled her with a desperate desire to please. To drive him insane with lust. She felt like a porn star, sultry and sensuous. Every nerve in her body lit up, humming with pleasure. She’d never felt more alive.

And still she wanted more.

“Look,” she whispered, angling the phone so the camera had a clear view as one finger, then two sank inside her pussy. A moan of pleasure erupted from her throat and she closed her eyes, clenching around the most welcome intruders. “It feels so good… I almost wish I’d brought a toy. Something nice and thick to really stretch me out.”

Unbidden, the thought of Bob’s cock entered her mind. Unlike most other guys who rushed to impress her with dick pics, Bob had sent nothing. Everything about him was a mystery. She liked that. His self-control was impressive. But at the moment, she wished more than anything that it showed some cracks. She longed to see him, too.

The Bob in her imagination was an older man, dignified and sophisticated, with streaks of silver in his hair. The sort of man who wore a suit to work and sipped on martinis at bars. Who could afford to spend money on a silly little girl like her and would surely discipline her with his hands and his cock and his belt around her neck.

And she’d let him.

God… More than let him, she would crawl to him for more. Put her head on his knee and whine for his cock, for him to use her as an object for his sexual satisfaction, regardless of anything she said or did.

Hannah blushed. Just weeks ago such fantasies would have been unthinkable but now they were almost the norm. Used to, she thought she just wanted rough sex. For a guy to take charge and manhandle her a little. But now… She wanted more. She craved domination and control. The conversations with Bob had exposed her to an entirely new world and nothing could ever be the same.

Already, she was close to orgasm, hovering right on the edge. Her body felt hot and fevered, aching for release. Hannah opened her eyes, lips parted and ready to beg for the camera—and froze.

She wasn’t alone.

Standing at the podium and watching her with an inscrutable expression was her professor. His bag rested on the floor beside him. The fluorescent lights reflected off the rim of his glasses made them seem to sparkle. The clock on the wall read a quarter past 9.

Paralyzed, Hannah noticed the details but could not comprehend them. The world stood still as her eyes grew wide as saucers. All the arousal fled her body, leaving only a deep pit in her stomach. She didn’t know how much he had seen but it was surely too much.

“I see you’re finally back to your senses,” Professor Dunphy said.

The words jarred her from her stupor. Face burning with shame, Hannah ended the video and sat up. Lowering her skirt, she pressed her thighs together, as though to retroactively hide from the professor’s gaze.

“This is a classroom. What do you think you were doing?”

Hannah looked down, unable to form a reply. What possible explanation could there be? A plea of temporary insanity, maybe?

Professor Dunphy sighed. He took off his glasses and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Look. This is college, we’re all adults here. It isn’t my business what you do with your time. But the other students will be here soon. In fact, you’re lucky it was only me who caught you. So fix yourself up, the lesson is starting soon.”

Still unable to speak, Hannah nodded. She wished she would disappear. That the ground would swallow her up. Or at least that she could call in a bomb threat to cancel class, so she could flee to her room and hide in bed, never to appear in public again.

“And Hannah?” Professor Dunphy raised his voice, cutting through her train of thought. “After class, come to my office.”

With a lump forming in her throat, she nodded.


Chapter Three

Throughout the lecture, Hannah struggled to focus. Buffeted by a mix of emotions she couldn’t contain, she squirmed in her seat and blushed every time someone laughed or whispered nearby. It felt like everyone knew. Only a delusion born of her own insecurity, she realized, but it felt real nonetheless.

On the other hand, Professor Dunphy acted the same as usual, teaching and explaining concepts with ease. Only every so often his eyes seemed to catch hers. Each time, she blushed even deeper and the wave of dread washed over her once again.

By the time the class ended, she was ready to bolt. Hannah gathered her things and was halfway to the door when Professor Dunphy called out, “Miss Beckman, see me in my office if you please.”

His words made her halt. No one else seemed to notice or pay them any mind, but she stood rooted to the spot, heart racing in her chest. A few students talked with the professor, asking questions and for advice with their exam preparations. It was several minutes before he freed himself and approached.

“I suppose you don’t even know the way, do you?” he asked. “You never come to office hours. You’ll just have to follow me.”

Numb, Hannah nodded and did as he asked, trailing at his heels like a lost puppy.

How could she have been so stupid as to let her horniness affect her judgment? It was just money. Even double the usual amount wasn’t enough to justify jeopardizing her college career. She cursed her weakness, her foolishness, and Bob for getting her in this mess.

They walked in silence, Professor Dunphy’s long legs carrying him swiftly across campus. A few shortcuts later and they reached a building she’d seen before but never had cause to enter. She followed him in, up a flight of stairs, and down a hall until they came to a stop before a thick, wooden door.

“Sit down,” he said, unlocking the door and ushering her inside.

Filing cabinets and bookcases stacked with difficult texts packed the modest room. A large desk stood in the middle, with a comfortable office chair on one side and two padded armchairs on the other. On the floor by the table, a thick stack of papers threatened to topple at the slightest breeze. The soft hum of a computer filled the room.

Hannah perched on an armchair and stared at her feet, unable and unwilling to meet Professor Dunphy’s gaze. She didn’t know what he wanted to say but she could only imagine the scolding to come. At least he wouldn’t call her parents. He couldn’t, right? This wasn’t grade school…

As she stewed in her thoughts, the silence stretched on. Hannah fidgeted, anxiety rising with each passing moment. She opened her mouth, ready to say something—anything—just to break the silence when Professor Dunphy let out a chuckle.

“I honestly couldn’t believe it. This whole time, I had to be sure.”

She looked up at last, confusion written all over her face—and froze.

On the desk in front of her, Professor Dunphy set down his phone. He hit play and a recording began. Her recording. Not a video he took while observing her. No…

It was her recording.

Hannah felt like she’d been punched in the gut. She stared at the screen, watching without truly seeing as the girl moaned and her face grew flushed. How…? Why…?

Professor Dunphy chuckled again. “It’s obvious, isn’t it? I didn’t call you over here to berate you. And I didn’t show up in the lecture hall this morning by coincidence. I wanted to confirm if it was truly you that I met online. But now that I’ve caught you… there’s no room left for doubt, is there?”

“You…” Hannah worked moisture into her mouth. “You’re Bob?”

“Robert, actually. Robert Dunphy. As you’d know if you checked your syllabus.”

“You set me up?”

“Hardly.” Professor Dunphy—Robert—picked up his phone and stowed it in his pocket before sitting across from her. “I suspected it was you from the photos and wanted to confirm my suspicions, that’s all.”

“How—how did you know?”

“That tattoo of yours. Did you know people can see it if you lift your arms while wearing that top? I saw you pointing at something one day and noticed. The rest is history.”

“Makes sense.” Hannah squeezed her eyes shut. She’d known she should cover it up. That it was too identifying. Fuck! Why hadn’t she used her brain? And now Robert knew who she was. Even had a video that she sent him herself… “What now?”

“Now?” Robert smiled and she shivered. He held all the cards. Had all the power. And he knew it. “I’m not going to blackmail you if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“Wh-what? You’re not?”

He laughed at her nonplussed expression. “Of course not. Did you think I’m some kind of monster? I’m still the same guy you’ve been talking to for the past two weeks. And using force isn’t my way. First, since it’s morally wrong. Second—and more importantly—because it’s no fun. When I take you, you’ll be begging for it.”

Hannah stared, mind struggling to process. “‘When?’”

“That’s right. Because nothing has changed. I give you money and you do things for me. Only now you can do them in person.”

“But I don’t…” She paused, then tried again. “I’m not that kind of girl. I’m not a—”

“Whore?” Robert’s lips quirked up. “I know. And I’m not looking for one. But you enjoyed following my instructions. Not just for money but because you like it. And there’s nothing wrong with that. So now that the truth is out there, why stop? Why let arbitrary words and meanings separate you from the things you want?”

Mind frayed by the morning’s numerous surprise revelations, she struggled to keep her thoughts straight. “That probably isn’t—”

“Check your phone. Now,” Robert added when she looked at him blankly.

Hannah did as he said. One new notification. She opened it and her eyes bulged. A thousand dollars had been added to her account. Courtesy of “Bob.” Far more than what he’d promised. Enough to make a serious dent in her debts.

“And there’s more where that came from. So are you sure you want to refuse without thinking things through?”

“I…” Hannah licked her lips. She glanced from her phone to Robert, then back. She couldn’t. She shouldn’t. But it was so much money. The answer to all her current problems.

The potential start to so many new ones.

“Can I think about it?” she asked at last.

Robert smiled. “Smart girl. Think it over and come see me for office hours tomorrow. Your grades can use the extra practice. Afterward, we’ll talk.”


Chapter Four

For the rest of the day, Hannah attended classes in a daze and used her newfound wealth to pay off some long-overdue bills. Robert didn’t contact her. According to the app, he hadn’t even logged in. Apparently, he was serious about leaving this choice in her hands.

That was a comfort, of sorts. The Robert she’d come to know over the past weeks was someone she felt she could trust. He was intelligent and respectful, with a devious mind that always kept her eager for more. It was the real-life Robert she had issues with. Reconciling the two was a challenge.

As she weighed her options and wavered back and forth between them, she realized a part of her wanted to say yes. Not for the money—although that helped—but because it was hot. Scalding hot. The sort of hot that could burn her for good if she made the wrong choice.

Despite her best efforts to retain composure, that night Hannah found herself straddling her pillow, humping it greedily while pinching her nipples and imagining the sort of wicked scenarios Robert might have planned for her. The way it would feel to grind on his shoe while he mocked her. Or to ride his cock as he spanked her ass, or wrapped a large hand around her small throat.

The orgasm that followed was explosive. The drop afterward just as bad.

By late afternoon the following day, she was no closer to reaching a final decision.

“Ah, I’m glad you made it,” Robert said with a smile when she entered his small office.

“No one else is here?”

“Not yet… But students tend to drop by when they can throughout the hour. This little office can get pretty packed.”

Hannah nodded, unsure what else to say. Fortunately, a knock on the door saved her from having to figure it out. A pretty girl entered—a fellow student from class, Hannah recalled. She smiled at them both, then quickly engaged the professor in a series of questions regarding the finer points of the latest chapter. Hannah listened along, half-heartedly.

For the next hour, students came and went in a steady procession, asking questions about the reading, the homework, lab assignments, or various other topics. Robert was pleasant and professional with each of them, answering questions with the ease and wit of someone who’d done it all about a million times. Even Hannah felt like she learned something by the time the last student filed out, leaving them alone once more.

Robert sat back in his chair, heaving a sigh. “See what you’ve been missing out on?”

Hannah cracked a smile and he smiled back. The air between them softened a little.

“Have you given my offer any more thought?”

“I have,” she said and paused, still unsure. Despite all her thinking, she was still no nearer to a decision.

“It’s difficult, I realize that. Big decisions always are. For some people, in particular.”

He stood from his seat and stepped forward. Suddenly, Hannah realized just how tall Robert was. He wasn’t the man she’d imagined when fantasizing about Bob, but he was tall. And handsome, in a bookish and academic sort of way. But there was power in his big hands and in his steely, unwavering eyes. She found her pulse racing, lips parting as he loomed over her.

But instead of grabbing her, Robert moved past her. “If the decision is too hard, perhaps I can help.” The click of the door’s lock pierced the room, sending a shiver of fear down her spine. Goosebumps covered her arms. “Do you want to run?”

Hannah didn’t know. Her heart pounded like a drum as Robert stood behind her, close enough that she felt the heat of his body. His hands slid up her arms and along her shoulders.

“You can, you know. Even though I’m bigger… and stronger…” His hand slipped forward and wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough that she felt the pressure. The strength. If her heart pounded before, it was thundering now. Terror and arousal mixed inside her until she couldn’t tell which was which. “I won’t keep you here by force. The minute you want to walk out, you’re free to do so. You don’t need a key to open this door from the inside.”

She glanced sideways and saw he was telling the truth. But she didn’t move. Robert stepped closer until his body pressed against hers. The hard shaft of his cock pushed into the small of her back. Even separated by clothes, the touch electrified her. Tingles radiated through her body.

“The only thing keeping you here is you.” Robert leaned in, close enough that she caught a whiff of his scent. Cologne, with notes of spices and smoke, and his natural musk. He smelled good. “Do you want this, Hannah?”

“Yes,” she whimpered.

The hand around her neck withdrew. Robert walked around and sat in his chair, smiling in satisfaction as she stood stock still, jittery and blushing. “Prove it.”

Their eyes made contact and even without words she knew. This was something they’d talked about. A fantasy they both shared. Face crimson with embarrassment, Hannah slid to her knees between Robert’s legs.

“Good girl… Now take it out.”

She nodded. The doubts from before melted away. In the back of her mind, a tiny voice still clamored in protest but the rest of her wanted this. Needed it. She pulled down his pants and tugged free his cock.

Half hard already, it grew in her hand as she stroked it, mesmerized by the thickness. Uncut, veiny, and big, it dwarfed her hand. Her pussy clenched at the thought of such a monster ravishing it.

“Go on,” Robert instructed, voice a touch breathless. “Give it a kiss.”

“I…” Hannah bit her lip and glanced at him shyly. “I’ve never given a—you know. Before this.”

Robert smiled. “That’s okay. Just do as I say. I’m in charge, and you don’t need to worry or think anymore.”

“Yes, sir.” That was just what he’d said online. Far from scary, the thought of giving up control felt liberating. It freed her from stress and any concerns. All she needed to do was obey. To please.

To be good.

Without hesitation, she kissed his shaft. The skin was soft and warm, tasting just like any skin did. She kissed again, and again, trailing up until the tip greeted her lips. The salty flavor of precum shocked her senses, but it wasn’t unpleasant. If anything, it made her hungry for more. Hannah smiled and kissed the thick mushroom cap again.

“Mmm,” Robert moaned his approval. His hand settled on her head, fingers curling in her hair. “Now lick it.”

She stuck out her tongue and obeyed, licking from the base to the tip. Then she did it again, and again, throwing in some kisses for good measure. Worshiping him with her mouth. Before he could even prompt her, she opened wide and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock.

“Oh, fuck.” The fingers in her hair tightened. “Like that. Keep going.”

Hannah moaned her agreement and sucked, cheeks hollowing from the strain. She could scarcely fit more than the head in her mouth. Her teeth constantly threatened to scrape against his cock. How did girls do this? Porn always made it look easy!

But slowly, with lots of cooed reassurance and praise from Robert, she settled into a rhythm. With one hand she stroked the base of his shaft. With the other, she supported her weight against his thigh. All the while she sucked on the head, tongue swirling, massaging, doing everything she could to give him pleasure. The hand in her hair guided her, instructed her on how to perform. When his cock tensed, she knew she was about to earn her reward.

“Keep… going,” Robert grunted, voice thick with strain. It sent shivers through Hannah’s body. “Swallow every drop.”

She redoubled her efforts, sucking and slurping, forcing herself deeper on his cock. The hand in her hair tightened. Robert’s hips rose off the chair as a deep moan tore from his throat.

The first blast of cum caught her by surprise. She gagged and choked, but there was no time to stop. Robert kept her pinned in place, flooding her mouth with his cum. All she could do was struggle to swallow, tears welling in her eyes as she did. The salty, strange flavor flooded her senses, filling her world. Although it only lasted seconds, it felt like the orgasm went on forever until he fell back in his seat and she collapsed to the floor, struggling to suck in air.

After some moments of silence, Robert chuckled. He leaned back, a happy, satisfied look on his face. “For your first time, that was amazing. Good girl.”

And just like that, it was all worth it. The tears, the coughing, the pain in her knees from being on the floor for so long. Those simple words justified everything, warming Hannah from within.

“Thank you,” she said, smiling back. Robert handed her a box of tissues and she pulled a small mirror from her bag so she could clean up.

He watched as she did, heedless of his still exposed cock. “You deserve an extra reward for that. I’ll transfer it through the app. From now on, I’ll send you a stipend each week instead. An amount I think you’ll find more than fair.”

“And in return?” she asked, a slight quiver to her voice.

“Good question.” Robert smiled—like a wolf. “In exchange, you’ll stop by after office hours twice a week and do whatever I say.”

With her heart in her throat, Hannah nodded.


Chapter Five

Hannah returned to her tiny studio apartment and collapsed face-first on the bed, exhausted and spent. The bike ride back home had done nothing to settle the myriad emotions warring inside her head.

Anxiety and fear battled elated excitement. Part of her worried about what the future might bring. Robert’s ominous condition—the promise of doing “anything” to her— was everything she had dreaded when making her sugaring profile. But that was only half the story. As much as she feared what the future might hold, the threat also turned her on beyond what any words could describe. Just like she had submitted back in his office, a part of her longed to obey his every command.

She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, fingertips tracing her lips. Just a half-hour ago, there’d been cum there. The taste no longer lingered, but she still remembered how it felt going down her throat. The way Robert’s hand held her down, so effortlessly… And how much she enjoyed it.

Was that truly normal? She didn’t know. Used to, she thought she was ordinary. Perhaps a little more open-minded than average, kinkier, but nothing that warranted special attention. Now, she wasn’t so sure. The thoughts skittering through the back of her mind were too intense, too graphic—too deviant—for polite company.

So why did she want them?

Why did she want to return to Robert’s office and have him ravish her, using her not as a person but a filthy fucktoy? For him to strip her of her humanity and treat her as only an object—one with no say what happened to it.

Before she knew it, her hand drifted between her legs. The softest touch was euphoric, igniting her core. Wetness coated her lips.

Hannah lifted her hips and wriggled out of her skirt. Her clit tingled with anticipation, begging for her fingers’ touch. Although it was Robert’s hands she truly craved. Robert’s lips that she longed to feel wrapped around her button while his tongue flicked back and forth, driving her to ecstasy and beyond.

She leaned back and closed her eyes, fingers slowly massaging her clit. In her imagination, Robert teased her, building her orgasm up only to pull it away. Taunting her each time, mocking the way her hips rose and fell as she humped the air like a needy slut.

She would, too. There wasn’t a trace of doubt in her mind about that. The scenario was one Robert had talked about extensively online. He called it edging, and made it sound terrifying. And exhilarating. Like something that would fry her mind and make her compliant and weak. Ripe for molding. His words, not hers.

Before she met the real him, this was just one hot fantasy out of many. Now, she realized how easily it could be real. She could picture every detail of how it would happen.

The thought should have terrified her. Instead, it made her clit throb. The danger of the situation only heightened its appeal.

Faster and faster her fingers worked her clit. But it still wasn’t enough. Biting her lip, she pushed two fingers inside her achy, drippy pussy and moaned. The stretch was delicious and just what she craved. And yet it still didn’t compare to what Robert’s cock would be like. The length, the thickness… It would split her apart. She wanted it to.

As her movements sped up, her breathing grew labored. Pleasure coursed through her body on electric currents as she lost herself in the fantasies, eyes squeezed tight against the world. All that mattered were the fingers pumping inside her and the ones on her clit as she rushed headlong toward the edge.

With a half-strangled scream, the orgasm rolled over her. Toes curled. Back arched. Convulsions racked her body as she came, drenching her hand. The pleasure went on and on, like waves crashing against the sand.

When she finally dropped back to Earth, her body felt leaden and heavy. Hannah curled up in a ball as she struggled to catch her breath.

Once she recovered enough to stand, she forced herself out of bed and cleaned up before changing into sweats and a tank. She pulled her hair back in a ponytail and tried to focus her mind. There was still homework to do and classes to prepare for.

Nothing had changed.

Above all else, she was a student and needed to continue on as she always had. Even if all she wanted was to sleep for a year.

The doubts and fear about Robert that arousal had masked returned, too, threatening to engulf her mind. Instead, Hannah buried herself in her homework and worked long into the night.

Hours later, tired beyond compare, she leaned back and checked her phone. A notification greeted her.

“Right…” The ‘reward’ Robert promised. She clicked it open and gasped. Another thousand dollars had been deposited into her account. As much as she earned in a month of part-time work, no matter how much she scrounged for hours.

How in the hell could a college professor afford to be this generous?

She didn’t know—and wasn’t sure whether she cared. Money was money. The how and why of it didn’t matter, only that it was there and could solve all her problems.

Or introduce new ones.

The question was whether she dared risk it, and that was a question without an answer. Try as she might, she couldn’t decide.

At least not with her mind. Her pussy had its own thoughts on the matter. And though she hated to admit it, that was likely to be the deciding factor for everything. When Robert beckoned, she would come. And then she would cum.

She just wished she didn’t relish the thought quite so much.


Chapter Six

Consumed by her fears, Hannah did not visit Robert’s office again for over a week. That was how long it took for her resolve to crumble. For her mind to cave to the incessant demands of her baser urges.

Throughout the week, Robert made no moves. He didn’t so much as speak to her. If he had, she might have bolted, deleted her profile, and moved back with her parents. Instead, he only glanced her way now and again, a knowing glint to his eyes. As though he knew what she was thinking—and was content to wait for her to come to him.

And now here she was, doing just that.

Her heart fluttered as she approached his office and tapped at the door. The heavy wood made almost no sound. She gritted her teeth and tried again, harder this time.

“It’s open!” Robert called.

With a deep breath to steady herself, Hannah stepped inside.

Robert sat at his computer, eyes intent on the screen. “Just a minute,” he said without looking up. He finished typing something and adjusted his glasses before noticing her. A smile bloomed on his face. “So it’s you. I was wondering how long you’d keep me waiting.”

She blushed, both angry and turned on by him treating her arrival like a foregone conclusion. “Is this a good time? I can come back if—”

“Now is perfect.” Robert leaned back, eying her up and down. “Have you thought about my offer?”

“Yes.” Hannah licked her lips, squirming in place. His gaze unnerved her, as though he saw right through her. She’d put on her sexiest pair of black tights and a top that showed off her cleavage, thinking the combination would build her confidence. Instead, she realized she’d just made herself a more appetizing dish for his eyes. But it was too late to back out. “I… agree. Provisionally. I have questions.”

Robert nodded. “Of course. Lock the door so we’re not interrupted and I’ll do my best to put you at ease.”

The words sent a tremor through her but Hannah did as he asked. “What… What do you intend to make me do?”

“Everything we discussed online. All your fantasies—plus some of mine. Things you’ll love. And some things you might hate at first, but will learn to love, too. Those are always the most fun. And yes,” he smirked when Hannah opened her mouth, “you’re free to leave anytime. If you don’t like something, you can quit. I won’t hold it against you or keep you against your will. Like I said before, this is no fun unless you’re here consensually.”

Hannah didn’t fully trust him—not yet—but it was a start. Knowing that she could leave made her feel somewhat better. She licked her lips. “And the money?”

“A weekly allowance. For the times you show up, anyway.”

“I meant, how much is it?”

Robert rose from his seat and approached. With fingers under her chin, he tilted her face up toward him. “I’ll tell you—but only after you take your punishment.”

“Wh-what?” Like a deer in the headlights, she stared at him, frozen. “Why?”

“For standing me up all week. I gave you an order last time—you disobeyed it.”

“You’re kidding, right?”

As soon as the words left her mouth, she knew they were a mistake. Robert’s eyes hardened. No trace of amusement remained in his face. “The door’s right there if you refuse.”

For just a moment, she considered it. She could walk out and forget any of this ever happened. No punishments, no orders, no cruel and dominant man to tell her what to do. Only her and the overdue bills.

“I’ll stay,” she mumbled, hoping she wouldn’t regret the decision. The allure of the money he offered was simply too great. To say nothing of the things they’d discussed…

“Good.” The smile returned to his lips. “Very good.”

Without warning, he grabbed Hannah’s hair and dragged her to his desk. A hard shove sent her sprawling, knocking the air from her lungs. Before she could protest, he kicked her feet apart and pressed against her ass.

“Stay still,” he growled, using one hand to grip the back of her neck and pin her effortlessly. The other reached between them and dragged down her tights, along with the skimpy thong she wore on underneath. “Don’t move a muscle.”

Hannah whimpered, helpless and frightened.

“I just gave you an order.” Robert smacked her bare ass with his hand. “What do you say when I give an order?”

She squealed and wriggled from the pain, earning her a harder smack. “I don’t know!”

“Yes, you do. You say ‘yes, sir.’”

“I—” Another smack cut her off and she groaned, ass already on fire. “Yes, sir!”

Robert chuckled and patted her butt. “That’s a good girl.”

Hannah shuddered and hid her face in her arms, body tense as she waited for more blows to come. Instead, Robert explored the swell of her rear with his hands. His thumbs teased along the edges of her pussy, never quite reaching the slit. Her traitorous body responded immediately, pussy warming up to his touch. Wetness coated her lips.

Somehow, she felt even more vulnerable and exposed from that than the smacks.

“Remember what I said. Stay still and try not to make too much noise. We’re still on campus, after all.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered, tensing all over again.

Robert pulled back. Several long moments passed before suddenly his hand struck her ass. Hannah squealed, feet kicking. This time there was no rubbing. He waited for her to calm down before striking again. Then another blow came. Then again. And again.

The smacks rained on her ass faster and faster, until she was no longer squealing from any particular one but simply wailing—sobbing into her arms as her butt burned with pain. Even as a child, her parents had never spanked her. They didn’t believe in corporal punishment. So nothing prepared her for the pain. For the heat. For the way it seeped into her, building from a dull ache into a roaring inferno.

She didn’t know how long it lasted. It could have been minutes or an eternity as far as she was concerned. All she knew was that one minute her world was pain, the next Robert’s hands were on her, stroking her cheeks. Fingertips grazed her pussy, their touch feather-soft. Almost incidental. But it was enough.

All the hurt she’d been feeling morphed instantly. The heat transformed into pleasure, radiating from her core. Her pussy wasn’t just wet, it dripped. An ache built inside her, greater than any she’d ever known.

“Please,” she whimpered, arching her back.

Robert’s hands didn’t pause. “What is it?”

“More… I need more.”

He chuckled. “Dirty girl.”

She heard him move and suddenly his breath tickled her pussy lips. Hannah’s eyes shot wide as his hands grasped her thighs and tongue dragged up her soaked slit.

No one had ever done this before. Her high school boyfriend thought oral was dirty and she hadn’t thought to correct him. How had she lived without this pleasure in her life? Moans escaped Hannah’s lips in a continuous stream as Robert manipulated her pussy, toying with it while he massaged her lips with his own, tongue spearing inside her like a miniature cock. When he moved lower and wrapped his lips around her clit, she nearly orgasmed right on the spot.

“Oh—oh fuck!” she cried out, body tensing and writhing as pleasure welled up inside her. The pain from just minutes before was completely forgotten, replaced only with lust.

Just before she tipped over the edge, Robert pulled back and slapped her ass. It should have hurt. Instead, she just moaned and arched, offering herself up for more blows. More of anything, really. It all felt good.

Robert unbuckled his belt and dragged the end along her skin, making her shiver. With one movement he wrapped it around her neck and pulled the makeshift leash taut.

“You know what comes next, don’t you, slut?” he growled, his voice hoarse. Still gripping the leash, he fumbled with his pants and freed his cock. The hot, already hard shaft pressed against her wet folds. “Are you going to be a good girl and take this for me?”

“Yes,” she gasped out, then gave a shrill cry as his hand struck her ass. “Sir!”

Robert wasted no time. As horny and desperate as she, he pressed the tip of his cock to her entrance and shoved inside. Hannah screamed, impaled by what must have been half his length, then choked as he pulled on the belt. Another inch forced past her tight lips, stretching her open. Pleasure and pain swirled together as her head swam. Lightheaded and weak, she could barely hold herself upright or keep her back arched. Heedless, Robert forced another inch in and her cunt rewarded him by drenching his cock.

“You’re soaked… And so fucking tight.”

The belt loosened and Hannah collapsed like a ragdoll. With her cheek pressed to the cool wood of the desk, she could only moan as Robert gripped her hips and drove forward, filling her to the brim. Slowly, so she had time to adjust, he moved his hips. Her pussy gripped the intruder, a velvet glove around his thick cock. The heat inside her rose to a boil.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she cried, moans rising in pitch alongside his strokes.

Robert’s fingers dug into her skin. Their flesh slapped together, igniting the sore spots on her ass and making her pussy drip even more. It was nothing like sex with her ex had been. That had been a thoroughly underwhelming and forgettable experience, worse than even her fingers could deliver. This was something utterly different. She felt helpless, a single raw and exposed nerve. Every move of his body pushed her to new heights of pleasure until she didn’t care who heard them or what consequences ensued. She just wanted more.

“Stupid, little slut,” Robert growled between thrusts. “Quiet down before someone hears us.”

“I-I can’t!” She let out a squeal and his grip tightened further, no doubt leaving bruises on her delicate skin. How could a man who looked so thin have such a strong grip?

“Bite down on the belt,” he commanded. “Do it now.”

She grabbed the belt and did as he ordered. No sooner did she bite down on the thick leather than he sped up, pounding her into the desk. His cock swelled and grew hotter, a burning rod that impaled her depths. A hand snaked down and found her clit.

The contact was electric. Hannah’s eyes shot wide as a convulsion racked her body and the orgasm—long held at bay—overwhelmed her with ferocious force. Her toes curled and hands clenched, nails digging into her palms. She bit harder on the belt and screamed, shuddering and quaking in the throes of pleasure she never even imagined.

With one last, guttural grunt, Robert exploded in orgasm. Ropes of thick, hot cum blasted inside her, filling her up. For the first time, Hannah remembered he hadn’t put on a condom. Far from upsetting her, the realization only skittered along the back of her mind before vanishing without a trace. She didn’t care. Subsumed by the pleasure, nothing else mattered.

The moment lasted forever—but still ended too soon.

Hannah’s legs gave out and she almost collapsed in a heap. Only Robert’s arm around her waist supported her weight. He chuckled and dragged her back, pulling her onto his lap as he plopped in an armchair.

Weak and sore, she curled up against him, burying her face in his shirt. The scent of cologne, musk, and sex filled her nose, warm and comforting.

“Good girl.”

“Thank you,” she mumbled as a tender hand brushed her hair. So different from how he behaved just minutes ago. But it was exactly what she needed.

With a smile, Hannah relaxed and snuggled closer.


Epilogue

Three weeks later, Hannah knelt on the floor, mouth stretched around Robert’s cock.

He paid her no mind. Hidden as she was under his desk, he couldn’t even see her. Instead, Robert remained hard at work, grading papers or doing whatever professors did. She didn’t mind. Distracting him from his work and earning the delicious treat of his cum was its own reward.

Plus, she was practicing. Robert liked it when she deepthroated him but that was one thing she still struggled with. Naturally, that meant long hours between his legs, warming his cock while she conditioned her gag reflex to accept his length.

It was a more than fair trade. Every week like clockwork, a sum of two thousand dollars was deposited to her account. Far more than she could ever earn on her own. But she was far past the point of thinking she did this for the money alone. The money helped but in truth, she enjoyed the kinky sexual acts every bit as much as Robert. When she practiced now, it wasn’t to earn a financial reward. It was for the pure exhilaration of seeing the look of surprised delight on Robert’s face when she made him proud.

That look meant everything.

His cock slipped past her lips with a wet plop. Hannah giggled. “Do what you love, and you never work a day in your life.”

Robert rolled back his chair and looked down at her. “What was that?”

“Nothing, sir. Just thinking how lucky I am.”

“That goes for both of us.” He smiled and brushed a hand through her hair. She gave an appreciative murmur, pressing against it like a satisfied cat. “But I’ve been thinking… How would you like to get even luckier?”

She cocked her head. “What do you mean?”

“An opportunity to make money. Lots of it, all in one go.”

“That sounds…” Dangerous was the word she wanted to use, but she wasn’t quite sure that was right. She didn’t think Robert would do anything to harm her, not truly. Hurt her, sure, he did that endlessly, but it was all for mutual pleasure. Still, she felt wary of anything that sounded too good to be true.

Robert chuckled, eyes glittering. “It’ll be scary. You’ll be tested like nothing you’ve encountered before. But there won’t be anything dangerous.” She hated how easily he could read her. She loved it, too. “I’ll keep you safe. Promise.”

“Well… since you promise. I’ll give anything you say a try.”

“Good.” Robert smiled and leaned down to kiss her before pulling back. “Now climb up on my lap and ride me while I tell you all about the party I’m planning.”

Hannah shuddered. The word “party” rebounded over and over inside her mind. By the time she climbed on his cock, excitement already dripped down her thighs.

To be continued...
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