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Alice

Whoever had pinned the flyer on the department bulletin board had put it off in the corner, as if to ensure that whoever noticed it would have to be desperate to find something—anything—that might keep their dreams afloat.

SELECTA Europe Scholarships

for graduate study in the humanities abroad

mail SEScholarships@SELECTA.com for details

I frowned as I read it. So… Selecta giveth and Selecta taketh away?

My frown became a grimace as I thought about it. Blessed be the Name of Selecta?

In this case, the taketh away part had happened first: Selecta ending humanities graduate programs at all their subsidized universities, when I had one semester left of my degree in French history. I had had every expectation of being one of the lucky few who had a shot at a spot in a PhD program and, afterward, an academic job. Not glamorous, but steady—and, more important, the career I had dreamed of.

I didn’t have much hope, because after the crushing disappointment of the news four months ago, a scholarship to study in Europe seemed much too good to be true. I mailed the address anyway, though, because why the fuck not.

Ten minutes later, my phone buzzed. I pulled it out, expecting another message from my roommate about whose turn it was to buy toilet paper. Instead, I saw an email from SEScholarships@SELECTA.com.

My heart raced as I opened it, hardly daring to hope. The message was terse:

Dear Ms. Morgan,

Thank you for your interest in the SELECTA Europe Scholarships program. To proceed with your application, we require the following:

1. Full access to all your social media accounts

2. Agreement to undergo a comprehensive medical examination if your candidacy advances

Please reply to this email with your consent to both conditions within twenty-four hours to continue the application process.

Regards,

SELECTA Europe Scholarships Team

I stared at my phone, baffled. Why would they need my social media? And a medical exam? For a scholarship?

My thumb hovered over the reply button as I chewed my lip. This seemed invasive, even for Selecta. But what choice did I have? My dreams of becoming a French history professor were slipping away with each passing day.

I thought of the dusty archives in Paris I longed to explore, the musty smell of centuries-old documents, the thrill of uncovering some long-forgotten detail about life in medieval France. I imagined myself lecturing in a grand hall, students hanging on my every word as I brought the past to vivid life.

With a deep breath, I hit reply. What could it hurt? I hadn’t done much partying in college—definitely nothing embarrassing. My socials held only a few musings about history and literature that already made me cringe when they popped up in ‘One Year Ago’ notifications, but I didn’t think they could cost me a scholarship.

And a medical exam? Sure—maybe Selecta just wanted to be sure I wouldn’t drop dead in the middle of my scholarship. I might even have thought it a rare sign of actual compassion, if I hadn’t suspected it had more to do with how much it would cost them to ship my body home.

I provided my social network logins and consented to the medical exam. This time the reply from Selecta came in even less time.

Dear Ms. Morgan,

Thank you for your continued interest. Please report to West Hall Room 205 tomorrow at one p.m. sharp for a written qualifying examination.

Regards,

SELECTA Europe Scholarships Team

The next day, I arrived at West Hall fifteen minutes early, my nerves jangling. The hallway was eerily quiet as I made my way to Room 205. I had expected to see other anxious students milling about, but the corridor was deserted.

I hesitated before the closed door, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This was it—my one shot at salvaging my academic dreams. I smoothed my blouse, pushed a stray lock of hair behind my ear, and knocked.

“Come in,” called a crisp female voice.

I entered to find a spartan classroom. A lone figure sat behind the teacher’s desk—a severe-looking woman with steel-gray hair pulled into a tight bun. Her piercing gaze raked over me as I approached.

“Alice Morgan?” she asked, consulting a sheet of paper.

I nodded, unsure if I should speak.

“Take a seat,” she said, gesturing to the empty desks. “You may begin as soon as I distribute the exam.”

I glanced around the room, bewildered. “Excuse me, but… am I the only one taking this test?”

The woman’s lips thinned. “That is correct. Now, please be seated.”

Confusion and unease prickled along my skin as I chose a desk in the middle of the room. Why was I the only candidate? Surely others had seen that flyer?

The proctor placed a single sheet of paper face down on my desk, and then a blue book. Her heels clicked against the linoleum as she returned to her own. “You have two hours. Begin.”

With trembling fingers, I flipped over the exam paper. My eyes widened as I read the two essay prompts, from which the directions said I must choose one:

1. Discuss the impact of the Napoleonic Code on modern French legal systems, with particular attention to property rights and gender equality.

2. Analyze the history and importance of family discipline in France from the medieval period to the Enlightenment, including the use of corporal punishment in noble households.

Heat rushed to my cheeks as I read the second prompt. Family discipline? Corporal punishment? What kind of scholarship exam was this?

I glanced up at the proctor, but her stern face revealed nothing. Swallowing hard, I focused on the first question. The Napoleonic Code I could handle. I’d written papers on it before. This was familiar territory.

Taking a deep breath, I picked up my pen and began to write. I lost myself in the flow of words, explaining how Napoleon’s legal reforms had shaped modern French civil law. I delved into the Code’s treatment of marriage, divorce, and inheritance rights. My pen flew across the page as I discussed its lasting influence on gender roles in French society.

But even as I wrote, my mind kept drifting to that second prompt. Why ask about family discipline and corporal punishment on a history exam? The question seemed designed to make students uncomfortable. Who would ever choose to write on such a mortifying topic?

Before I knew it, the proctor’s voice cut through my concentration. “Time’s up. Please put down your pen.”

I blinked, disoriented. Had two hours really passed already? My hand ached from writing, and I flexed my cramped fingers as the proctor collected my blue book. Her face remained impassive as she glanced at my essay, giving no hint of approval or disappointment.

“You will be notified of the results by email within twenty-four hours,” she said crisply. “You may go.”

I gathered my things in a daze, my mind still churning with half-formed thoughts about Napoleonic property laws. As I stepped out into the hallway, the silence felt ominous. No excited chatter of fellow test-takers comparing answers, no sighs of relief or groans of frustration. Just the echo of my own footsteps as I made my way out of the building.

The rest of the day passed in a blur. I tried to distract myself with mundane tasks—laundry, grocery shopping, even tackling the pile of dishes in the sink. But every few minutes, I found myself compulsively checking my phone. No new emails.

That night, I tossed and turned, unable to sleep. What if I’d misinterpreted the prompt? What if my essay wasn’t detailed enough? What if this was all some elaborate prank, and I’d never hear back at all?

I tried not to obsess over the exam, but found myself compulsively checking my phone every few minutes. The harsh blue glow of the screen illuminated my bedroom at two a.m., three a.m., four a.m. as I refreshed my inbox again and again. Sleep eluded me, my mind racing with doubts and questions.

When my alarm finally blared at seven, I stumbled out of bed in a fog of exhaustion. As I waited for my coffee to brew, I absentmindedly opened my email once more. My breath caught in my throat. There it was—a message from SEScholarships@SELECTA.com.

With trembling fingers, I tapped to open it:

Dear Ms. Morgan,

Congratulations. You have successfully passed the qualifying examination for the SELECTA Europe Scholarships program.

Your medical examination is scheduled for today at one p.m. at the University Health Center. Please arrive promptly. Failure to attend will result in immediate disqualification from the program.

Regards,

SELECTA Europe Scholarships Team

Relief and excitement flooded through me, chasing away my fatigue. I’d passed! I allowed myself a moment of giddy celebration, twirling around my tiny kitchen. The morning crawled by as I showered, dressed, and attempted to eat something despite my churning stomach.

At 12:45, I arrived at the University Health Center, my nerves jangling. The antiseptic smell hit me as soon as I stepped through the sliding glass doors, making my stomach lurch. I approached the reception desk on unsteady legs.

“Alice Morgan, here for a one o’clock appointment,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

The receptionist, a middle-aged woman with kind eyes, looked up from her computer. Her gaze swept over me, and something in her expression made my skin prickle. Was that… pity in her eyes?

“Of course, dear,” she said softly. “Please have a seat. Someone will be with you shortly.”

I settled into one of the hard plastic chairs in the waiting area, my mind racing. Why had the receptionist looked at me like that? It was just a routine medical exam, wasn’t it? But then why did I feel like I was waiting for my own execution?

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only a few minutes, a door opened. “Alice Morgan?” called a crisp voice.

I stood, smoothing my skirt with damp palms. The nurse who’d called my name was tall and lean, with close-cropped silver hair. Her face was impassive as she beckoned me to follow her down a long hallway.

We stopped before a nondescript door. The nurse pushed it open, revealing a stark examination room. My heart rate sped up as I took in the gleaming metal surfaces, the instruments atop a cart, and the exam table in the center.

I stepped into the room, my heart pounding. The nurse closed the door behind us with a soft click that seemed to echo in the sterile space.

“Please remove all your clothing and place it on the chair,” she instructed, her tone brisk and professional.

I blinked, taken aback. “Um, don’t I get a gown or something?”

The nurse’s expression didn’t change. “That won’t be necessary for this examination. Please disrobe completely.”

My cheeks burned as I hesitantly began to unbutton my blouse. The nurse busied herself with something on the metal tray, giving me a semblance of privacy. I stripped down to my underwear, then paused, my fingers on the clasp of my bra.

“Everything, dear,” the nurse prompted without turning around.

Swallowing hard, I removed my bra and panties, folding them neatly atop the pile of my clothes. I stood there, naked and shivering, my arms crossed over my chest in a futile attempt at modesty.

“Just step on the scale for me, please,” the nurse said.

I did, and the nurse recorded the result—of which I felt some pride—without comment, then measured my height.

“Up on the table, please,” she said. “Go ahead and lie back.”

I climbed onto the exam table, the paper crinkling beneath me. As I reclined, something caught my eye that made my blood run cold. Webbing straps, with Velcro fastenings, hung from the sides of the table, clearly meant to restrain a patient’s wrists and ankles.

“W-why are there restraints?” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

My heart pounded as I stared at them, a chill running through my naked body. The nurse’s expression remained impassive as she approached the table.

“It’s a standard precaution,” she said calmly. “Nothing to be concerned about.”

But alarm bells were ringing in my head. This was far from standard. I sat up, ready to bolt for the door.

“I don’t think I want to go through with this,” I said, my voice shaking. “I’ll just leave and give up my spot in the program.”

The nurse’s eyes flashed with something—pity? Regret? No…

Disapproval. I swallowed hard, my cheeks flushing hot.

“You’ll understand soon, dear,” she said softly. “Or you may leave and, yes, give up your spot in the program. But you and I both know you won’t do that. This opportunity won’t come again.”

I hesitated, torn between my instinct to flee and my desperate desire to salvage my academic dreams. What would happen if I stayed? But what future did I have if I left?

The nurse waited silently as I wrestled with the decision. My mind raced, weighing the risks against the potential rewards. Was I overreacting? Maybe this was just an unorthodox exam. Maybe there was a reasonable explanation.

Or maybe I was about to make the biggest mistake of my life.

I took a deep, shuddering breath. “Okay,” I whispered. “I’ll stay.”


CHAPTER 2
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Alice

The nurse nodded, her expression unreadable. “Lie back,” she instructed again, her tone severe.

With trembling limbs, I lowered myself onto the crinkly paper. The cold metal of the exam table sent goosebumps racing across my skin. I stared up at the harsh fluorescent lights, trying to steady my breathing as the nurse moved to the side of the table.

“Arms at your sides,” she said crisply.

I complied, my heart thundering in my chest as she grasped my wrist. The Velcro made a harsh ripping sound as she secured the restraint, cinching it snugly. She repeated the process on my other wrist, then moved to the foot of the table.

“Feet in the stirrups,” she directed.

Hesitantly, I lifted my legs, face burning as I placed my feet in the cold metal stirrups. The position left me feeling horribly exposed. The nurse efficiently strapped my ankles into place, leaving me spread open and utterly helpless.

“There now,” she said, her tone almost soothing. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I couldn’t bring myself to respond, mortification stealing my voice. The nurse wheeled over a small cart laden with various instruments. My eyes widened as I caught sight of things that looked decidedly more invasive than standard medical equipment.

“Let’s start with your vitals,” the nurse said, selecting a blood pressure cuff.

I tried to focus on my breathing as the nurse wrapped the cuff around my arm and inflated it. The pressure was uncomfortable, but it was nothing compared to the anxiety coursing through me. What kind of examination was this?

“Blood pressure’s a bit high,” the nurse commented. “Not surprising, given the circumstances.”

She made a note on her clipboard, then picked up a stethoscope. The cold metal made me flinch as she pressed it to my chest.

“Deep breaths,” she instructed.

I complied, desperately trying to calm my racing heart. The nurse listened intently, moving the stethoscope to various points on my chest and back.

“Heart rate elevated, but steady,” she murmured, jotting down more notes.

Next came a thermometer in my ear, followed by a penlight shined in my eyes. The nurse’s movements were efficient and clinical, but there was an underlying tension in the air that made my skin prickle.

I heard a knock, and then the door opened. I couldn’t suppress a little cry as a middle-aged doctor, dressed in blue scrubs, entered the exam room.

“Ready for me, Theresa?” he asked the nurse.

“This is Alice, Dr. Smith,” she replied. “I just took her vitals.” I saw a little smile on her face. I took it for admiration, but I also noticed something that brought a hard crease to my forehead: deference, yielding—a kind of antiquated feminine submissiveness, even. “She’s ready for you.”

I swallowed hard. No. No… I’m definitely not ready. My whole body had gone hot and then cold as the doctor glanced up and down my naked, spread, restrained form. His eyes roamed over my exposed body. His gaze, to my distress, seemed not quite completely clinical. I felt utterly violated, but I noticed a different feeling, too: an unwelcome flutter low in my belly.

“Excellent,” he said, moving to stand between my spread legs. “Let’s begin the examination.”

My heart raced as he snapped on a pair of latex gloves. What kind of exam was this? I tugged futilely at the restraints, panic rising in my chest.

“Now, now,” Dr. Smith chided, his tone patronizing. “There’s no need for that. Just relax and this will go much more smoothly.”

I bit my lip, trying to hold back tears of humiliation as his gloved hands touched my inner thighs. His fingers probed and prodded, moving higher until they reached my most intimate areas. I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing I could disappear.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Just breathe.”

I gasped as I felt something cold and metallic being inserted. The speculum, I realized with dawning horror. This was far beyond a normal medical exam.

“No hymen present,” the doctor said as I felt him open the beak of the awful thing inside me. “You’ve had vaginal intercourse, Alice?”

My face blazed like the sun at the slightly disapproving note in the doctor’s tone. I had the sudden urge to lie, to say I’d lost the sign of my virginity in a bike accident or something. I swallowed hard, trying to find some resistance.

“Yes,” I said, my voice sounding so meek I wanted to sink into the floor.

The speculum closed at last and departed.

“Theresa, sweety, could you hand me the sensor?” Dr. Smith asked.

My eyes flew open. “Sensor? What sensor?” I asked, my voice shaking.

But they ignored my questions. I craned my neck, trying to see what the nurse had handed to the doctor. It looked like a tiny metallic bead, no bigger than a grain of rice.

“This, Alice, is a perineal sensor,” Dr. Smith explained, holding up the tiny device for me to see. “It’s a remarkable piece of technology developed by Selecta’s biomedical division.”

I stared at the minuscule metallic bead, my mind racing. “What… what does it do?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Dr. Smith’s lips curved into a smile that sent chills down my spine. “It’s designed to monitor various physiological responses. Heart rate, body temperature, muscle tension, and most important, humidity—so its primary function is to measure your sexual arousal.”

My cheeks burned hot with embarrassment. “Arousal? But why would you need to⁠—”

“The sensor will be placed just between your vagina and anus,” he continued, cutting off my question. “It’s completely non-invasive and you won’t even feel it once it’s in place.”

I squirmed against the restraints, my heart pounding. “I don’t understand. This can’t be part of a normal scholarship exam!”

The nurse placed a hand on my shoulder, her touch apparently meant to comfort me but in fact only serving to heighten my anxiety. “Dear, this is all part of the program. A brilliant girl like you must have read the fine print, surely.”

Fine print? What fine print? My mind raced, trying to recall every word of the emails I’d received. Had I missed something crucial?

I racked my brain, trying to remember if I’d seen anything about sensors or invasive exams in the emails from Selecta. But everything had happened so fast—the flyer, the test, and now this bizarre medical exam. Had I been so desperate for this opportunity that I’d overlooked something important?

“I… I don’t remember seeing anything about this,” I stammered, my voice shaking.

Dr. Smith’s eyebrows rose slightly. “No? Well, I’m sure it was all there in the terms and conditions you agreed to. Selecta is always very thorough with their documentation.”

A wave of nausea rolled through me as I realized how careless I’d been. In my eagerness to salvage my academic dreams, had I unknowingly consented to something far more sinister?

“Now, let’s get this sensor placed, shall we?” Dr. Smith said briskly. “You may feel a slight pressure, but it shouldn’t be painful.”

I tensed as I felt his gloved fingers probing between my legs. There was a brief, uncomfortable sensation, and then… nothing.

“There we are,” he said, sounding satisfied. “The sensor is now in place. You won’t be able to feel it, but it will be constantly monitoring your physiological responses.”

My mind reeled. A tiny device, hidden on my body, tracking my most intimate reactions? The violation of it made me want to scream.

“Now,” Dr. Smith continued, “we’ll move on to the next phase of the examination.”

My heart raced as he walked over to a cabinet and retrieved something. When he turned back, I saw he was holding what looked like a riding crop.

“This part of the exam will help us calibrate the sensor,” he explained calmly, as if discussing the weather. “We need to establish your baseline responses to various stimuli.”

“No,” I whispered, tugging uselessly at the restraints. “Please, I don’t want this.”

The nurse stroked my hair in a mockery of comfort. “Shh, dear. This is all part of the program. If you want that scholarship, you’ll need to cooperate fully.”

Fighting back tears of humiliation and fear, I squeezed my eyes shut as Dr. Smith approached. The cool leather of the crop trailed along my inner thigh, making me shiver.

“We’ll start with mild sensations and work our way up,” he said. “The sensor will record your body’s responses. Try to relax and let yourself feel everything.”

The first strike of the crop against my thigh was sharp and stinging. I gasped, my body jerking against the restraints.

“Very good,” Dr. Smith murmured. “Now, let’s see how you respond to pleasure.”

His gloved fingers brushed against my most intimate parts, and to my shame, I felt my body responding despite my fear.

“No lubricant required,” the doctor said, a horrid tinge of amusement in his tone. He reached for something on the metal tray beside him. I craned my neck, trying to see what new torment he had in store. My eyes widened as I saw him pick up a small, egg-shaped device.

“This is a medical-grade vibrator,” he explained clinically. “We’ll use it to test your responsiveness to direct clitoral stimulation.”

Before I could protest, he pressed the vibrator against my most sensitive flesh. The low hum filled the room as intense sensations radiated through my body. I bit my lip, struggling not to react.

“Now, Alice,” Dr. Smith said conversationally, “tell me about your masturbation habits. How often do you pleasure yourself?”

Heat flooded my face. “I… I don’t,” I stammered indignantly. “I never… play with myself like that.” But even as I denied it, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

Dr. Smith raised an eyebrow. “Never? A healthy young woman like yourself?” He adjusted the vibrator slightly, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. “Your body seems quite responsive for someone who claims no experience with self-stimulation.”

To my dismay and shame, I felt my hips involuntarily arch into the vibrator’s touch. A quiet moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

“Promising,” Dr. Smith murmured. “Your verbal responses and physiological reactions are at odds, just as your chart indicates they should be, based on your response to your written exam yesterday.”

Wait, what? I remembered the terrible, embarrassing question about corporal punishment, and how it had made me blush. Had they… had they somehow registered that heat, recorded it and put it in my chart?

I tried to think it through, but the buzzing between my legs made rational mental activity almost impossible.

Suddenly Dr. Smith switched off the vibrator, leaving me panting and flushed. I felt ashamed of how my body had responded, betraying my mind’s protests.

“Now, Alice,” the doctor said, his tone clinical but with an undercurrent that made me shiver, “we’re going to examine your anal responsiveness.”

My eyes widened in shock. “What? No, please⁠—”

“Shh,” the nurse soothed, stroking my hair again. “Remember, dear, this is all part of the exam. You want that scholarship, don’t you?”

I bit my lip, torn between my desperation for the opportunity and the humiliation of what was happening. Dr. Smith continued as if I hadn’t spoken.

“During this part of the examination, I want you to allow yourself to orgasm if you feel the urge,” he instructed. “In fact, I strongly encourage it. We need accurate readings of your full sexual response.”

My face burned with embarrassment. I’d never even touched myself there before, let alone had someone else do it. And to orgasm? I’d never done that either, though I told myself I’d come close a few times when making out with my ex-boyfriend.

Thinking about that here, bound naked to the exam chair brought a new wave of heat to my face. Honestly, I had only gotten close to climax in circumstances that made me think I really didn’t want to go further—for example when I had told him to stop, to take his hand from between my legs, but he had kept going, before he got control of himself.

Dr. Smith’s gloved hand moved between my legs, and I felt his fingers gathering the moisture there. I squirmed, mortified by how wet I’d become.

“Excellent natural lubrication,” he commented. “This will make things much easier.”

I felt Dr. Smith’s slick finger probing at my back entrance. My entire body tensed as he began to slowly work it inside. The sensation was strange and invasive, making me squirm against the restraints.

“Try to relax,” he instructed calmly. “Take deep breaths.”

I struggled to obey, my chest heaving as I tried to calm myself. But as his finger pushed deeper, I felt an unexpected jolt of pleasure that made me gasp.

“Very good,” Dr. Smith murmured. “Your body is responding well.”

He began to move his finger in and out in a steady rhythm. To my horror and shame, I felt heat building between my legs. My hips shifted restlessly as unfamiliar sensations radiated through me.

“No,” I whimpered, turning my face away. “Please stop.”

But Dr. Smith continued relentlessly, his movements becoming more forceful. “Remember, Alice, you’re encouraged to orgasm if you feel the urge. Don’t fight it.”

I bit my lip hard, desperately trying to resist the growing tension in my core. But when Dr. Smith crooked his finger inside me, brushing against some secret spot, a cry escaped my throat.

“Nurse,” he said, “her anal cavity is showing excellent elasticity and responsiveness. I believe she’s ready for sexual penetration.”

At his clinical assessment of my most intimate parts, something inside me snapped. Waves of intense pleasure crashed over me, overwhelmed me, spiraling outward from my core in electric thrills I’d never experienced before. My back arched involuntarily as my body tensed, every muscle clenching. A cry tore from my throat as the orgasm took hold of me, leaving me trembling and gasping.

“Excellent response,” Dr. Smith said clinically, though I thought I detected a hint of satisfaction in his tone. “A good, powerful climax, just as your profile predicts.”

I lay there panting, my mind reeling. What had just happened? How had my body betrayed me so completely? Shame and confusion warred with the lingering aftershocks of pleasure.

“Alice is fully qualified,” Dr. Smith told the nurse. “She can move on to her final preparations. Theresa, you can go ahead and shave her vulva.”

My eyes flew open in shock. “What? No, you can’t⁠—”

But Dr. Smith was already striding out of the room, closing the door behind him with a soft click.

The nurse patted my arm in a way that felt brusque. “Alice, you’re going to have to stop fussing. I understand this is new to you, and clearly unexpected, but at this point you’re committed. I’ll tell you more about the expectations of your program as I get you nice and smooth for your sponsors.”

She wheeled over a small cart laden with supplies: shaving cream, a razor, a pair of scissors. I tugged futilely at my restraints, mortification burning through me.

Sponsors?


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Alice

“What…” I started, hardly able to compose my thoughts into a question. “What is this… this program?”

The nurse began expertly trimming the chestnut curls between my legs with small scissors. I squirmed at the unfamiliar sensation, my cheeks burning with humiliation.

“Well,” she said matter-of-factly, “if you’d looked closely at the website for the Selecta scholarship program, you would have seen that recipients are required to register for an associate membership in Selecta Arrangements.”

She set aside the scissors and began lathering my most intimate areas with warm shaving cream. I shivered at her clinical touch.

“Selecta Arrangements is a way for submissive young women to live a lifestyle they wouldn’t otherwise be able to afford,” she continued, picking up a razor. “Which is exactly what a doctorate in the humanities represents for you, isn’t it, Alice?”

The nurse began carefully shaving my pubic area, her movements swift and practiced. I bit my lip, fighting back tears of mortification.

“The truth is, if you want to study in Paris, you’ll have to earn your keep in Selecta Arrangements,” she said bluntly. “Now, some sponsors don’t expect to have dominant sex with the associate members they sponsor, but let’s be realistic—you should make up your mind that if you want a sponsor, you’ll have to submit to him sexually.”

I gasped as the razor glided over my most sensitive flesh. “But I’m not… I don’t want…”

“Alice,” the nurse interrupted, her tone stern. “You’re going to have to stop saying you don’t want the things you obviously do want. The medical exam has verified that despite your repression, you are sexually submissive.”

I felt my face go as hot as an oven and screw up into what I was sure was a ridiculous expression of denial. Down where the horrid nurse kept moving her awful razor, and in a place deep down in my mind, one that I had not the slightest desire to acknowledge, something stirred, and it made me want to scream, or sob, or—really—just vanish from the earth.

I lay there in stunned silence as the nurse continued her methodical work, unable to process everything she was telling me. My mind reeled, trying to make sense of it all. Submissive? Sponsors? Sexual submission? This couldn’t be happening.

“If you wish fulfillment and happiness, Alice, you’re going to have to explore your submissive sexuality,” the nurse said matter-of-factly as she shaved the sensitive skin between my legs. “The program will help you do that in a controlled, safe environment. The sponsor who subsidizes you will have gone through a thorough vetting, in order even to look at your profile, and he’ll be able to train you properly.”

Train? Oh… no. I had clenched, down there. I bit my lip to keep myself from whimpering. I wanted to argue, to insist that she was wrong about me. But the memory of my body’s betrayal during the examination was still fresh in my mind. The way I had responded, the intense pleasure I had felt… could the nurse be right? Was there some hidden part of me that craved this?

“There,” the nurse said, setting aside the razor. “All nice and smooth. Your sponsors will appreciate that.”

She wiped away the remaining shaving cream, her touch clinical but somehow still invasive. I felt exposed, vulnerable in a way I never had before.

“Now then,” she continued briskly, “you’ll be heading to Paris next week to begin your studies. We’ll set you up in a basic apartment and help you create your profile for potential sponsors.”

“Profile?” I echoed weakly.

“Yes, dear. You’ll need to have some professional photos taken—nude, of course—and fill out a questionnaire about your interests, your experience, and so forth. They’ll be able to tell you more when you get there.”

And so they did. Seven days later, I sat in an office across from a woman who had introduced herself as Madame d’Arsenault. The conversation was in French, but the meaning remained the same.

“Mademoiselle Morgan, I’m sure they gave you this same choice back at your university. You should not have gotten on the plane if you intended to back out of your program. I’m afraid that our arrangement with French immigration is very strict. Your good standing in Selecta Arrangements is an absolute requirement. Otherwise we will be forced to turn you over to the authorities for immediate deportation.”

I felt my stomach drop at Madame d’Arsenault’s words. The reality of my situation was finally sinking in—I was trapped. I had read the fine print, which had given me no information Nurse Theresa hadn’t already provided. I had boarded the flight to Paris, as this older woman—horrible in the way that only a Frenchwoman can be horrible—had suggested, with the intention of persuading someone in Paris to give me the scholarship without making me enroll in Selecta Arrangements. No chance: obviously, if I refused to participate in this ‘program,’ I’d be sent back home with nothing to show for it. My dreams of studying in Paris would be shattered.

“I… I understand,” I said softly, hating how meek my voice sounded.

Madame d’Arsenault’s stern expression softened slightly. “Good girl. Now, we have an appointment scheduled for you at our photography studio this afternoon. They’ll take the necessary photos for your profile.”

My cheeks burned at the thought. “You mean… nude photos?”

She nodded briskly. “Of course. Your potential sponsors will need to see what they’re investing in. The photographer is very professional, I assure you.”

I bit my lip, fighting back tears of humiliation. How had I ended up here? Just a week ago I’d been a normal graduate student with dreams of becoming a professor. Now I was about to pose naked for strange men to… to what? Keep me? Buy me?

“After the photoshoot, we’ll help you fill out your profile questionnaire,” Madame d’Arsenault continued. “You’ll need to be honest about your experiences and desires. Even if you think you don’t have any… interesting proclivities, the medical exam revealed your true nature. Honesty is crucial.”

I nodded mutely, my mind reeling.

“Excellent. A car will be waiting for you out front.”

I squirmed uncomfortably in the back of the sleek limousine as it wound through the streets of Paris. My stomach churned with anxiety as we pulled up in front of an unassuming building.

“This is it, mademoiselle,” the driver said, opening my door. “Third floor.”

I stepped out on shaky legs, smoothing my skirt nervously. The elevator ride to the third floor felt interminable. When the doors finally opened, I found myself in a stylish, minimalist studio space. A tall, lanky man with artfully tousled hair greeted me.

“Ah, you must be Alice,” he said in accented English. “I’m Jean-Luc. We’ll be working together today.”

I nodded mutely, my cheeks already burning.

“Bonjour, Monsieur,” I said, trying to gain some composure from my assurance in the language into which I had put so much work. “Je parle tres couramment Francais.”

“Tout a fait,” the man said with a smile, and continued in French, “Fine. No need to be shy. I’ve worked with many Selecta girls. Now, why don’t you get undressed and we’ll begin?”

My hands trembled as I slowly removed my clothing. Jean-Luc busied himself with his camera equipment, giving me a semblance of privacy. When I was finally naked, I stood there awkwardly, arms crossed over my chest.

“Relax, chérie,” Jean-Luc said. “You have a lovely figure. Now, let’s start with some simple poses.”

He directed me into various positions—standing, sitting, reclining on a chair. I tried to follow Jean-Luc’s instructions, my face burning with embarrassment as I posed naked before his camera. The flash kept going off, capturing my nudity from every angle.

“Good, good,” Jean-Luc murmured. “Now, let’s try something a bit more… provocative. Spread your legs for me, chérie. Show off that pretty cunt we worked so hard to prepare.”

I hesitated, shame flooding through me. Con… the French word—not quite as taboo in this language as its literal translation in English, but I realized suddenly that as expert as I had become in French culture, I couldn’t think of it as anything but the c-word: the most degrading possible way to talk about that part of a girl’s body.

“I… I don’t know if I’m comfortable with that,” I said softly.

Jean-Luc lowered his camera, fixing me with a stern look. “Alice, if you want a chance at attracting a luxury sponsor, you need to show that you’re ready to submit to his every sexual whim. That you’re a naughty girl who needs regular sexual discipline.”

His words sent an unwelcome thrill through me. I bit my lip, torn between mortification and a strange, growing excitement.

“Remember,” Jean-Luc continued, “the more… willing, shall we say, you appear in these photos, the better your chances of securing a high-status sponsor. Someone who can truly further your academic pursuits.”

I took a deep breath, steeling myself. This was for my future, I reminded myself. For my dreams. Slowly, I spread my legs, exposing my most intimate parts to Jean-Luc’s camera.

“Parfait,” he purred. “Now touch yourself. Show your potential sponsors how badly you need a cock in that little cunt.”

Oh, God. Oh, no. The casual coarseness made my mind reel.

I froze, my hand hovering uncertainly. Touch myself? In front of this stranger? But as mortifying as it was, I knew I had to go through with it if I wanted any chance at the life I’d dreamed of.

With trembling fingers, I reached between my legs. The flash went off rapidly as I tentatively stroked myself, my face burning with shame. To my horror, I felt myself growing wet under my own touch.

“Excellent,” Jean-Luc murmured. “Now, turn around and bend over. Spread those sweet little cheeks for me.”

I hesitated, my stomach churning. This was too much, too degrading. But Jean-Luc’s voice cut through my thoughts.

“Alice, if you want a luxury sponsor, you need to show that you’re ready to submit completely. That includes your tight little rear end.”

Tears pricked at my eyes as I slowly turned and bent over, bracing myself against a nearby table. With shaking hands, I reached back and spread my bottom cheeks, exposing my most private area to Jean-Luc’s camera.

“Perfect,” he purred. “These shots will show your potential sponsors that you’re a naughty girl who needs regular anal discipline.”

The flashes continued as Jean-Luc captured my humiliating pose from various angles. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to pretend I was anywhere else. But I couldn’t escape the reality of what was happening—or the confusing mix of shame and need it had brought out.

The car brought me back to the little apartment in the Quartier Latin where the scholarship program had put me. Little, but to my surprise on arrival, not tiny. As I looked up at it from the street, after the degrading photography session, and thought about opening the profile questionnaire in the Selecta Arrangements app, I saw the place through new eyes.

It’s nice—but not for me. Not so that I’ll have a charming Paris apartment with a view of the Seine. No—the loveliness of this little place is for him. My sponsor.

I climbed the stairs, my legs shaky and my mind reeling from the events of the day. As I fumbled with my keys, I couldn’t shake the image of myself bent over, exposed to Jean-Luc’s camera. The shame of it burned through me, but there was something else too—a tingling warmth that I didn’t want to acknowledge.

Inside, I leaned against the closed door and took a deep breath. The apartment was small but truly lovely, with tall windows that let in the afternoon light. Under different circumstances, I would have been thrilled to call this place home. Now it felt like a gilded cage.

I made my way to the bedroom, intent on taking a long, hot shower to wash away the memory of the photoshoot. But as I passed the full-length mirror, I caught sight of myself and froze. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes bright. I looked… different somehow. Changed.

With trembling fingers, I lifted my skirt and pulled the front panel of my panties out so I could see, though a big part of me had no desire to look. The sight of the newly bare skin made me gasp. It looked so naked, so exposed. I traced the smooth flesh with my fingertips, shivering at the sensation.

A ping from my phone startled me out of my reverie. The notification had come from the Selecta Arrangements app, reminding me to complete my profile questionnaire. My stomach churned as I picked up my phone and opened the app.


CHAPTER 4
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Lucas

Five minutes after I had made my mind up not to retire, I got an email from Pierre, my agent.

“So?” he said, without even a salut.

“One more season,” I told him. “Then I’ll retire.”

“I’ll believe you when you’re ten kilos heavier and waking up at noon in the country,” Pierre replied, amusement in his voice.

“Is there anything else?” I said, a little annoyed. Yes, I’d almost retired for the past two seasons, but this time I really meant it. My legs had needed a full month after the World Cup to feel like I was ready to train again. My heart and lungs could go from one end of the pitch to the other for ninety minutes and still want more—but my knees… well, if my doctor had had his way, I would have retired three years ago.

“Yes, actually,” Pierre said, “though you don’t deserve it. Selecta came to me with an offer yesterday.”

I frowned. “Selecta? They don’t…”

“Not yet,” Pierre said. “They want you as their first athlete. They say you fit their corporate philosophy.”

That took me aback. I had spent enough time at soirées among the global elite to know exactly how closely I aligned with the well-known open secret of the megacorp’s central philosophy of using their market share to promote traditional gender roles. That, however, concerned my private life. The idea that information about my sexual proclivities had made its way to the ears of Selecta executives brought a flicker of anger to my chest.

“Pierre—” I started, but he cut me off.

“No,” he said, “no one talked—especially not me. Word is that Selecta has ways of detecting a man’s dominant sexuality from biometric data.”

“And who gave them my⁠—”

Pierre interrupted me again.

“Data like the way you walk, the way you speak, even the way you decide to pass or shoot on the pitch.”

So nothing private, really—except that they could draw a very private conclusion. They would never have reached out to Pierre unless they knew that in the bedroom I preferred to dominate. That I expected my sexual partners to submit, and to accept my firm hand’s discipline when they misbehaved.

“What’s the offer?” I asked, intrigued despite myself.

“They’ve started a program in Paris, a version of something they’ve been doing in American cities.”

I felt my eyebrows go up. I knew exactly what Pierre was talking about. Selecta Arrangements. I had gotten an email—in fact, I had signed up to get that email, when I had received an earlier email saying that Selecta Arrangements would open in Paris soon and did I want to be one of the first to know.

“It’s called Selecta Arrangements,” Pierre went on.

“I’ve heard of it,” I said, trying not to let the beginnings of excitement in my chest—and, to be frank, below my belt—creep into my voice. “It’s not the kind of thing one accepts a sponsorship for, though, no? I’m not going to wear an advertisement for a service that provides wealthy men with obedient fuck toys on my jersey.”

“Not publicly, no, of course,” Pierre said, laughing. “But their offer is simply that you use the service. They promise no formal publicity. Word of mouth only.”

“And what do I get?”

“They provide the membership, and they give the girl you sponsor a luxury allowance, plus a thousand euro per week subsidy for you to buy her gifts.”

“Merde,” I said, exhaling in a whistle. I didn’t even have to think about it. “Tell them yes.”

Pierre laughed. “Very well. I thought you might be interested. I even have a code for you to redeem the offer on the app today.”

A few moments later I hung up the phone, my mind racing with the possibilities. Selecta Arrangements. Yes, I’d heard about the program—usually in whispers—but I’d never imagined I’d have the opportunity to participate, even when I’d signed up for the notification when they brought it to Paris. And now, not only was I being offered membership, but they were practically paying me to join.

I opened my laptop and navigated to the Selecta website, curiosity getting the better of me. The homepage was sleek and professional, with subtle hints of luxury and exclusivity. I clicked on the ‘Arrangements’ tab and was prompted to enter a special access code.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard for a moment before I typed in the code Pierre had given me. The screen refreshed, revealing a new set of options. My eyes were immediately drawn to a button labeled ‘Browse Associates.’

With a mix of excitement and trepidation, I clicked it. A grid of photos appeared, each showcasing a beautiful young woman. Some were demurely posed, while others were more provocative. But all had a certain vulnerability in their eyes that stirred something primal within me.

I scrolled through the profiles, reading snippets of information about each woman. Their interests, their academic pursuits, their… proclivities. It was intoxicating, having access to such intimate details about these potential submissives.

Then, when I was about to close the app, I noticed her. One profile in particular that I found I couldn’t look away from.

I clicked. Her name was Alice Morgan. Her photo showed a young woman with wavy chestnut hair and striking green eyes. There was an intelligence in her gaze that intrigued me, and I found I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her profile.

Truly, something simply captivated me about her—the innocence in her eyes, I told myself: it contrasted so piquantly with the provocative poses in her photos, which to be sure made my cock leap against my thigh, inside my trousers. I’d seen a great many photos of beautiful, naked young women—and seen a great many of them in the flesh, before, during, and after enjoying them in my dominant fashion.

The lewd poses into which Alice had put herself for these photos—for me, I couldn’t help feeling—aroused me more than I’d experienced in a good while. Above all, the picture of her playing with her thrillingly bare, charmingly pink cunt, looking down at her naughtiness as her cheeks blushed a color to rival those sweet, wrinkly inner lips… the image brought fire to my blood and stiffness to my cock.

On the other hand, though… I couldn’t decide, really, if I preferred that one to the even franker picture of innocent Alice Morgan looking back over her shoulder in clear dismay as her fingers did so obscene a thing… as she, like the bad girl she so clearly had inside, spread her rear end… parted the firm apples of her bottom… showed her prospective sponsor—me—the lovely, tiny bud of her puckered, obviously virginal anus.

I knew immediately that if I had the luck to claim her as my own, that adorable little hole would get a good deal of attention. Alice Morgan would find her bottom regularly stretched to the fullest around the thickness of my rigid shaft, if I were her sponsor.

I almost took that now-very-hard shaft out so that I could enjoy myself fully as I read about Alice. I prided myself on my self-control, though. I forced myself to turn to the text of her profile.

Alice was a graduate student in French history, it seemed. That piqued my interest. I’d always had a fondness for intelligent women. But it was her personal statement that truly drew me in.

I never imagined I’d find myself here, but my passion for history has led me down an unexpected path. I’m both terrified and thrilled by the possibilities that lie ahead. I hope to find a sponsor who will nurture my academic pursuits while guiding me toward a happy life.

I felt an even more urgent surge of arousal. The hint of reluctance in her words, combined with her obvious curiosity, was intoxicating. I could already imagine guiding her, molding her into the perfect submissive.

Message Alice. The button was at the bottom of her profile. I hesitated for a moment. Selecta Arrangements, I knew, was designed for busy men like me. If I did sponsor Alice Morgan, I would be able to give her as much or as little attention as I saw fit. The only doubt in my mind lay in the question of whether I would be able to maintain my self-control when I had not Alice’s sexy photos to look at but Alice herself, body and heart, to train, to discipline, and to enjoy as I chose.

I felt a smile crook the corner of my mouth as I wondered suddenly if Pierre had brought me the offer precisely because he wanted to ensure I would retire sooner rather than later.

Well, so be it, I thought. I couldn’t resist the chance to meet Alice—let alone to fuck her every hole, in particular that adorable bottom. I clicked.
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Alice

Sitting across a bistro table from a man I knew thus far only as Martin, I nervously smoothed my dress. The candlelight flickered, casting dancing shadows across the white tablecloth. I tried to focus on the menu, but my mind kept drifting to the conversation we’d had moments ago.

“Let’s be clear, chérie,” Martin had said, his voice low and tinged with amusement. “I have no interest in your studies or your dreams. I simply want to fuck you. If that’s acceptable, I’ll provide you with a month’s allowance.”

His bluntness had made me flinch. I’d known, of course, that any potential sponsor would expect sexual favors. But to hear it stated so crudely…

I glanced up at Martin over the rim of my wineglass. He was undeniably handsome, with salt-and-pepper hair and piercing blue eyes. In another life, I might have been thrilled to catch the attention of such a distinguished older man. Now I felt a confusing mix of revulsion and reluctant arousal.

“Have you decided, mademoiselle?” the waiter asked, appearing at my elbow.

I realized I’d been staring blankly at the menu. “Oh, um… I’ll have the coq au vin, please.”

Martin ordered for himself in rapid French, then turned his attention back to me. His gaze raked over me, lingering on the neckline of my dress. The thought that he had ogled those degrading photos before messaging me to ask me on this date brought a rush of heat to my cheeks.

“So,” he said, “do we have a deal, chérie?” He had his phone in his hand, and I could see that he had the SA app open, with my profile picture staring out at him. I could see, too, that his interface differed from mine; right below my picture I could see a button: Make an offer.

I stared into my wineglass, watching the crimson liquid swirl as I tilted it gently. The candlelight caught the deep red hues, reminding me of the blush that had crept across my cheeks during that humiliating photoshoot. I could still hear Jean-Luc’s voice, coaxing me into ever more lewd poses. The memory made me squirm in my seat.

Martin’s eyes narrowed slightly, noticing my discomfort. His lips curved into a knowing smirk that sent a shiver down my spine. I knew he was imagining all the ways he would use my body if I agreed to his offer. The thought should have disgusted me, but instead I felt a treacherous warmth blooming between my legs.

Madame d’Arsenault’s stern warning echoed in my mind: find a sponsor within a month, or face deportation. The clock was ticking. I had already been on three other ‘dates’ this week, each one leaving me feeling more desperate and conflicted than the last. Martin’s blunt proposition was almost a relief after the false niceties of the others.

I tried to rationalize it to myself. This was just a transaction, wasn’t it? I wouldn’t really be a whore—I’d be more like… a very specialized personal assistant. One who happened to provide sexual services. The allowance would cover my living expenses while I pursued my studies. It was practically the same as having a part-time job.

“Oui, Monsieur,” I whispered.


CHAPTER 5
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Alice

I watched Martin’s finger touch the Make an offer button. In my little purse, hanging from the side of my chair, my own phone buzzed. I couldn’t look at the man who had just demonstrated his power over me in that tiny but embarrassingly significant way. I fumbled as I fetched it out of my purse and saw the notification on the lock screen. Selecta Arrangements: Sponsorship offer received!

My cheeks flared with heat. I tapped the alert and read quickly.

Congratulations! Martin is offering to sponsor you! Tap for details.

I clicked through to a long contractish-looking document. I’d already said I would let him fuck me, hadn’t I? I scrolled down, trying not to overthink it; I had a sponsor, and I wouldn’t get deported this month anyway.

Accept sponsorship. The button at the bottom of the offer called to me. I swallowed hard and touched it with a trembling forefinger.

“Brava,” Martin said. I looked up at him and saw a possessive smile on his face. “I’ll try to be gentle when I take that sweet little asshole, chérie. You’re a virgin there, I imagine?”

My whole body flashed hot, and then icy cold. For a moment I tried desperately to persuade myself I hadn’t heard him correctly.

“You blush so prettily, Alice,” Martin said, evidently well-satisfied with the effect his filthy, brutal words had had on me. I stared at him in shock, my mind still reeling from his crude words. The heat in my cheeks intensified as I struggled to form a response.

“I… I don’t…” I stammered, unable to meet his gaze.

Martin chuckled, clearly amused by my discomfort. “Come now, chérie. There’s no need for false modesty. We both know why we’re here.”

The waiter arrived with our food, providing a momentary reprieve from the awkward conversation. I picked at my coq au vin, my appetite gone. Martin, on the other hand, dug into his meal with gusto, occasionally glancing up at me with a predatory gleam in his eyes.

As we ate in tense silence, I couldn’t help but wonder if I had made a terrible mistake. The reality of what I had agreed to was sinking in, and it terrified me. But what choice did I have? My dreams of studying in Paris would be shattered if I backed out now.

“Finish your wine,” Martin instructed as he signaled for the check. “We’re leaving soon. I’m eager to sample my new acquisition.”

I drained my glass, grateful for the liquid courage. As we stood to leave, Martin placed his hand possessively on the small of my back, guiding me out of the restaurant. His touch sent shivers down my spine—whether from fear or excitement, I couldn’t tell.

The cool night air hit my flushed cheeks as we stepped outside the restaurant. Martin’s hand remained firmly on my lower back, steering me toward a sleek black car waiting at the curb. As we approached, a uniformed driver emerged and opened the rear door.

“After you, chérie,” Martin purred, his breath hot against my ear.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding. This was my last chance to back out, to run away from this arrangement I had so hastily agreed to. But where would I go? What would become of my dreams?

With a deep breath, I slid into the plush leather backseat. Martin followed, settling in close beside me. As soon as the door closed, his hand found my thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles on my bare skin.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, amusement coloring his tone. “Are you cold… or just eager?”

I swallowed hard, unable to meet his gaze. “I’m… nervous,” I admitted softly.

Martin chuckled. “As you should be. But don’t worry, I’ll train you well.”

His hand slid higher up my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress up. I squirmed, torn between the urge to push him away and the treacherous warmth blooming between my legs.

“Please,” I whispered, though I wasn’t sure if I was pleading for him to stop or continue. Martin gave no indication that he had heard me. His fingers found the front of my panties.

“These are boring,” he murmured, in a tone of disapproval. “Perhaps I’ll invest in something nicer to dress your sweet little cunt, my darling whore. I can feel how wet you are for me, though.”

I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I pushed his hand away.

“Oh, no, Alice,” Martin said, taking hold of my chin lightly with the hand that had just touched my pussy through the thin cotton of my modest panties. “I’m afraid I’ll have to spank you for that.”

My blood ran cold. I stared at Martin in shock, my heart racing. “S-spank me?” I stammered. “You can’t be serious.”

Martin’s eyes hardened. “Oh, I assure you I am quite serious, chérie. You’ve agreed to my sponsorship offer. That means accepting my discipline when you misbehave. It was there in the agreement.”

His hand moved from my chin to grip the back of my neck firmly. “Now, be a good girl and lie across my lap.”

I hesitated, panic rising in my chest. This couldn’t be happening. But Martin’s grip tightened warningly.

“Don’t make me tell you again, Alice,” he said, his voice low and dangerous.

Trembling, I awkwardly maneuvered myself across his lap in the cramped backseat of the car. My face burned with humiliation as my dress rode up, exposing my panty-clad bottom.

Martin’s hand caressed my rear, sending shivers through me. “Such a lovely little ass,” he murmured. “It’s going to look so pretty with my handprints on it. Now let’s have this horrid underwear down.”

“Wait,” I cried, but I felt him put his hand in the waistband and pull them down. I realized suddenly that the car had stopped. We must have reached my apartment. I felt certain that the driver must be listening with rapt attention. My heart pounded in my chest, and my mind seemed to leave my body somehow; this all seemed to be happening to another young woman, in another limousine.

I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing myself. The first smack caught me by surprise, the sharp sting making me gasp. Martin didn’t pause, raining down swats in a steady rhythm. I struggled out of sheer reflex, but he gripped my hip with his left hand and kept spanking me with his right.

“Please, stop!” I cried out, my bottom burning from Martin’s relentless spanking. “I can’t take any more!”

“Oh, but you can and you will, ma chérie,” Martin replied, his voice stern. “You need to learn obedience. This is for your own good.”

His hand continued to rain down stinging slaps on my tender flesh. Desperate, I reached back to try to shield myself from the onslaught. Martin grabbed my wrist in a viselike grip, twisting my arm behind my back.

“None of that now,” he chided. “Take your punishment like a good girl.”

Tears streamed down my face as the spanking resumed. The pain built to an unbearable crescendo, my bottom feeling as though it were on fire.

“Please,” I sobbed. “I’ll be good, I promise. Just stop!”

To my shock and relief, Martin’s hand stilled. For a moment, the only sound in the car was my ragged breathing. Then, without warning, I felt his fingers probe between my thighs.

“My, my,” he purred. “What do we have here? You’re absolutely dripping, you naughty little whore.”

I gasped as his fingers found my most sensitive spot, circling and stroking with practiced skill. To my horror and shame, I felt pleasure building rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

“No… please…” I moaned.

Martin’s obscenely skilled fingers probed into me, rousing my most sensitive flesh, sending jolts of electricity through my body. I squirmed on his lap, torn between shame and desperate need.

“That’s it, ma petite salope,” he murmured. “Let go. Show me how much you loved your spanking.”

His words sent a fresh wave of humiliation through me, but my traitorous body responded eagerly to his touch. The burning in my bottom only seemed to heighten every sensation. I felt my aching sheath clench and pulse as Martin’s fingers worked unwelcome magic.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered, my hips bucking against his hand. “I can’t… I’m going to…”

“Come for me,” Martin commanded, his voice low and hypnotic. “Come right now, you little whore.”

As if my body was waiting for his permission, the tension inside me suddenly reached a crescendo. Waves of intense pleasure crashed over me, radiating outward from my desperate pussy. I cried out, my back arching as I rode out the most powerful orgasm of my life.

“Very good, chérie,” Martin pronounced, his condescension almost palpable. “Now it’s time for you to show your gratitude. On your knees.”

Martin’s strong hands grasped my shoulders, guiding me off his lap and onto the floor of the limousine. I found myself kneeling between his legs, my face level with his crotch. The leather seats creaked as he shifted, reaching for his zipper.

“Open that pretty mouth for me, whore,” he commanded, freeing his thick, hard cock.

I stared at it, mesmerized and terrified. The only other time I’d done this flashed through my mind—my ex-boyfriend, fumbling and awkward, barely lasting a minute before pushing me away. He’d acted like I’d performed a chore, making me feel ashamed for even trying.

Martin’s member was nothing like that pitiful experience. It jutted proudly from a nest of salt-and-pepper curls, the head already glistening with arousal. My mouth went dry at the sight of it.

“I said open,” Martin growled, impatience coloring his tone.

Trembling, I parted my lips. Why was I doing this? The question echoed in my mind, but I couldn’t seem to resist his authoritative presence.

His hand tangled in my hair, gripping tightly as he guided my mouth onto his rigid shaft. I gagged as he pushed past my lips, the musky taste and scent overwhelming my senses.

“Relax your throat,” he instructed, his voice strained with lust. “Let me use you the way I paid to do.”

Martin’s fingers tightened in my hair as he began to thrust into my mouth, his hips lifting from the car seat to drive deep between my motionless lips. I struggled to breathe through my nose, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. His cock hit the back of my throat with each forceful push, making me gag and choke.

“That’s it, take it all,” he growled, his hips pumping faster. “Such a good little cocksucker.”

The car’s leather seats creaked as Martin shifted his weight, driving himself deeper. I could feel the vibrations of the engine through the floor, a counterpoint to the obscene wet sounds filling the air. The taste of him coated my tongue—salty, musky, overwhelming.

My jaw ached from the stretch, lips raw from the friction. Martin’s breathing grew ragged, his grip on my hair almost painful.

“I’m close,” he panted. “You’re going to swallow every drop, understood?”

I whimpered in response, unable to form words with my mouth so full. Martin’s hips jerked erratically as he chased his release. With a guttural groan, he slammed in deep, holding me in place as his cock pulsed.

“Swallow,” he commanded hoarsely.

Hot, bitter fluid flooded my mouth. I gulped reflexively, fighting my gag reflex as Martin’s cum slid down my throat. To my shock and mortification, I felt a perverse sense of pride at having given this brutal man the pleasure he sought.

Martin’s grip on my hair loosened as the last pulses of his orgasm subsided. I sat back on my heels, gasping for air, the taste of him still heavy on my tongue. My mind reeled, struggling to process what had just happened.

Suddenly, Martin’s hands were on my shoulders, roughly shoving me away. I stumbled, nearly falling as I scrambled to right myself in the cramped space of the limousine.

“Get out,” he said, his voice cold and dismissive.

I blinked at him in confusion, my addled brain struggling to keep up with this abrupt shift. “What?”

Martin’s lip curled in disgust as he tucked himself back into his trousers. “I said get out. You’ve earned your allowance for the month, little whore. But I won’t be seeing you again.”

My cheeks burned with humiliation as his words sank in. I had degraded myself, let this man use me in the most intimate way, and now he was tossing me aside like garbage.

“But… the sponsorship…” I stammered, my voice hoarse.

Martin sneered. “Did you really think I’d want to keep a slut like you around? You spread your legs far too easily. No challenge at all.”

Tears pricked at my eyes as I fumbled for the door handle, desperate to escape the suffocating confines of the car. The cool night air hit me again, this time like a load of bricks.

As the sleek black limousine pulled away from the curb, its taillights blurring through my tears, I felt utterly lost and alone on the darkened Paris street. The cobblestones beneath my unsteady feet seemed to mock me, their centuries-old permanence a stark contrast to my own precarious situation. The gentle breeze from the Seine carried the faint scent of river water and distant bakeries, reminding me of the dreams that had brought me to this beautiful, cruel city.

I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly aware of how disheveled I must look. My carefully chosen dress was wrinkled, my hair mussed from Martin’s rough handling. The taste of him still lingered on my tongue, a bitter reminder of my humiliation. How could I have been so naive? So desperate?

Just then, my phone buzzed in my purse. I fished it out with trembling hands, half-expecting—and dreading—a message from Martin. Instead, I saw a different kind of notification from the Selecta Arrangements app: You got a message from Lucas!


CHAPTER 6
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Alice

With a mix of curiosity and trepidation, I read the message.

Chère Alice,

I hope this message finds you well. Your profile caught my eye, and I find myself intrigued by your passion for French history. I would very much like to meet you and discuss the possibility of sponsoring your studies.

Perhaps we could have dinner tomorrow evening? I know a lovely place near the Hotel de Ville that I think you might enjoy. Let me know if you’re available.

Cordialement,

Lucas

I blinked in surprise, rereading the message. The polite, almost formal tone was so different from Martin’s crude propositions. And Lucas seemed genuinely interested in my academic pursuits. Could this be real?

My finger hovered over the reply button as I wrestled with indecision. After the nightmare with Martin, every instinct screamed at me to delete the app and forget this whole sordid arrangement; to spend a carefree month and then accept my deportation.

With a deep breath, I typed out a response:

Cher Lucas,

Thank you for your message. I accepted a sponsorship yesterday, so I’m afraid I’m no longer available.

Cordialement,

Alice

It wasn’t really true, of course, but I felt like I needed some sense of agency, some ability to say no—in that moment at least, as stupid as the decision might look the next morning.

I had trudged up the steps to my apartment and reached the door when another alert buzzed on my phone. Frowning, I looked at it, expecting another of the blows to my ego that Selecta Arrangements seemed uniquely designed to inflect. Probably Lucas telling me I was a cunt to turn him down.

Instead of a message notification, though, it was a kind of alert I hadn’t yet gotten from the app.

Congratulations! Lucas has granted you full access to his profile!

My frown deepened, even as my heart rate sped up so much that I started to wonder if I might faint like some heroine of a nineteenth-century novel. Associate members like me couldn’t see potential sponsors’ profiles at all. I had looked for long minutes for the button that would take me to the listing I had felt certain must be there, only to consult the FAQ and find:

Why can’t I see the potential sponsors so I can reach out to them?

Selecta Arrangements is a different kind of matchmaking service. Because of Selecta’s corporate philosophy, which emphasizes the importance of traditional gender roles, your sponsor will do the choosing. When he feels the time is right, he may grant you access to his profile. If he does that, he’ll have two different options: limited access, which will let you see a few key details like a photo and his occupation and interests (but not his surname); or full access, which will allow you to see his surname, his level of sponsorship, and his expectations for the associate he sponsors.

When I tapped the notification, and Lucas Moreau’s full profile did in fact pop up on my screen, the possibility of doing an old-fashioned swoon—reinforcing, of course, Selecta’s corporate philosophy I supposed—became very large. Even I, definitely not a sports-loving kind of girl, had heard of Lucas Moreau. In fact, I recognized his freakishly handsome face before I saw his full name down below.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from my phone, my keys forgotten in my hand as I stood transfixed in the hallway outside my apartment. The soft glow of the screen illuminated his chiseled features, those ice-blue eyes that had graced countless magazine covers and billboards staring back at me.

My finger trembled as I scrolled through the details of his profile, each revelation more astonishing than the last. Lucas Moreau, star midfielder for Paris Saint-Germain and the French national team. Lucas Moreau, whose goals had led France to World Cup glory. Lucas Moreau, whose face launched a thousand ad campaigns and whose name was synonymous with sporting excellence.

And he wanted to sponsor me?

I leaned against the wall, my legs suddenly weak. The worn wallpaper of the hallway felt rough against my back, grounding me in reality as I tried to process this surreal turn of events.

His sponsorship level was listed as ‘Platinum Elite’—the highest tier available. The monthly allowance figure made my eyes widen. It was more money than I’d ever seen, let alone had access to. With that kind of financial support, I could focus entirely on my studies without worry. I could travel to every archive in France, pore over ancient texts to my heart’s content, maybe even start writing the dissertation on medieval French social structures I’d been dreaming about.

The Expectations section, though… I felt my forehead crease as I read it, and my tummy fluttered distractingly.

I wouldn’t be here on Selecta Arrangements if I weren’t a dominant man. What does that mean to me? I like to take charge in bed, obviously. I expect you to obey me outside the bedroom, too, though—and I expect you to accept the consequences if you don’t. Because I’m a public figure, it’s especially important that you behave yourself, if I sponsor you—and I’m guessing you’ll face a good deal of pressure to talk to the press. Think about whether you can handle that in an appropriate way, before you accept a request for a date from me.

Another moment of impending swoon came over me, and I had to rip my gaze from my phone and let myself into the apartment so that I could collapse on the surprisingly comfortable couch in my little living room. When I had endured the distress and mortification of the heat from my still sore backside at first contact, and swallowed hard, I looked at my phone again.

I noticed that the app had put a notification underneath the profile.

Not sure what ‘consequences’ means?

I swallowed even harder and tapped it. It took me to the FAQ.

What does my potential sponsor mean by ‘consequences’ or ‘learning a lesson’?

Selecta Arrangements is designed to facilitate the kind of relationships that align with Selecta’s corporate philosophy of emphasizing traditional gender roles. That includes corporal punishment when your sponsor deems it appropriate to impose consequences in that traditional way. When you accept an offer of sponsorship, you commit yourself to accepting your sponsor’s discipline. Remember that Selecta Arrangements vets every sponsor thoroughly, and monitors the progress of your arrangement with him continuously, eliminating the possibility of abuse. Remember also that your associate membership in SA is a result of our vetting you, as well: if our expert psychologists hadn’t confirmed your submissive sexuality, you would not have been accepted as an associate.

I cursed my idiocy for not having read through the FAQ before the date with Martin, but I knew it didn’t really have anything to do with idiocy. I hadn’t wanted to know about consequences, because I knew how confused it would make me.

Confused. I insisted to myself that confusion was what I was feeling, that the signals that seemed to be radiating forward and inward from my spanked bottom represented ambiguity rather than anything more definite. It didn’t make logical sense, but I needed it for the moment.

I read Lucas’ message again. I read his profile again. I felt my face pucker into a pout of… confusion.

I stared at my phone, my thumb hovering over the reply button. The memory of Martin’s cruel dismissal was still fresh, the taste of humiliation bitter on my tongue. And yet… Lucas Moreau. The Lucas Moreau.

My eyes drifted to the window, where the lights of Paris twinkled in the distance. When I craned my neck I could even see the Eiffel Tower standing proud against the night sky, a beacon of romance and possibility even to me who valued the medieval chateaux so much more. Wasn’t this why I had come here? To chase my dreams, to immerse myself in the rich history of this beautiful city?

But at what cost? The FAQ’s words echoed in my mind: corporal punishment when your sponsor deems it appropriate. I shifted on the couch, my bottom still tender from Martin’s brutal spanking. Could I really subject myself to that again?

And yet… there was something different about Lucas. His message had been polite, almost formal. He seemed genuinely interested in my studies. Perhaps with him, it would be different. Perhaps he would be kind, patient. Perhaps…

Before I could talk myself out of it, I began to type:

Cher Lucas,

I apologize for my hasty response earlier. Upon further reflection, I find myself intrigued by your offer. I would be honored to meet you for dinner tomorrow evening. The bistro near the Tuileries sounds lovely.

Thank you for your interest in my studies. I look forward to discussing French history with you.

Cordialement,

Alice

My finger hovered over the send button as I reread my message. Was I really going to do this? Give myself another chance to be used and discarded? But Lucas seemed different. His profile, his polite message… maybe this time would be better.

Before I could second-guess myself further, I hit send. Almost immediately, a reply came through:

Wonderful, Alice. I’m delighted you’ve reconsidered. I’ll send a car for you at 1900 tomorrow. Until then, ma chère.

—Lucas

I stared at his message, my heart racing. This was really happening. I had a date with Lucas Moreau. International football star Lucas Moreau. Who wanted to sponsor me through Selecta Arrangements.

As I got ready for bed, my mind swirled with a mix of excitement and trepidation. I couldn’t help but wonder what Lucas would be like in person. Would he live up to the charming persona his profile and messages portrayed? Or would I find myself in another nightmare situation like with Martin?

I tossed and turned, sleep eluding me as I imagined all the possibilities.

As exhaustion finally began to creep over me, my mind drifted in a haze between waking and sleep, images and sensations swirled together—Martin’s cruel smirk, Lucas’ cool blue eyes, the sting of the spanking still radiating from my tender flesh.

I shifted restlessly, the soft cotton of my oversized sleep shirt brushing against my skin. Without conscious thought, my hand drifted down my body, fingers trailing along my inner thigh. A shiver ran through me as I recalled Martin’s touch there in the car, so degrading and yet…

My fingertips grazed the edge of my panties and I froze, suddenly aware of what I was doing. This was wrong, wasn’t it? To find any hint of arousal in the memory of such a humiliating encounter? And yet…

Almost of their own accord, my fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my underwear. I gasped softly as I touched the bare outer lips, probed into the complicated inner ones, soothed my most private places, finding my sheath already embarrassingly slick with arousal. Shame and desire warred within me as I began to stroke myself, quiet whimpers escaping my lips.

In my mind’s eye, Martin’s sneering face morphed into Lucas’ chiseled features. I imagined his strong hands on my body, firm but not cruel. Would he spank me too? The thought sent an unexpected jolt of heat through my core.

My hips rocked against my hand as I worked myself harder. I moved my fingertips, desperately circling the bud of my swollen clit as I imagined Lucas’ touch. In my fevered fantasy, he seemed stern but not cruel, dominant yet caring. I pictured him bending me over his knee, his large hand coming down on my bare bottom in sharp, stinging slaps. But unlike Martin’s brutal assault, this imaginary spanking felt… right somehow. Like I was being corrected, guided.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, Alice,” fantasy Lucas murmured in my ear. “But I’ll teach you to be good for me.”

A quiet moan escaped my lips as the tension built within me. My back arched off the bed as I chased my release, torn between shame and desperate need.

“That’s it,” Lucas’ voice encouraged in my mind. “Come for me, ma chère. Show me your obedience.”

With a stifled cry, I tumbled over the edge of orgasm. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as my body shuddered through an intense climax. As the aftershocks faded, leaving me trembling and spent, tears pricked at my eyes. What was wrong with me? How could I find pleasure in the thought of being punished, controlled?

I curled onto my side, hugging my pillow tightly as confusion and self-recrimination warred within me. Tomorrow I would meet the real Lucas Moreau. What would he be like? And more important—what was I becoming?


CHAPTER 7
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Alice

I had never felt as self-conscious as I did at 6:55 the next evening, looking at my reflection in the mirror. All day, which I’d spent wandering the medieval streets around the Pantheon, I’d tried not to let myself remember either of the things that pressed themselves into my consciousness at least five times a minute: I had a date with Lucas Moreau, and I had played with myself for the very first time, imagining him spanking me.

That’s not you. Nothing about that horrid encounter with Martin the asshole turned you on. Nothing.

Now I confronted the mirror, in nothing but my simple, modest white bralette and gray bikini panties. They didn’t even match. I didn’t own any sets. I had never thought about buying one. Martin’s condescending, almost menacing promise to buy me something more alluring echoed in my mind.

If Lucas Moreau… if he were to raise my skirt the way Martin had, and he saw these unexciting panties, would he decide I wasn’t worth his time and money?

I started to chew on my lip as I gazed at my reflection. I barely noticed as my hand drifted unconsciously down my body. What would Lucas think if he saw me like this? If he put his hands on my half naked body, how would it feel?

Possessive. Definitely possessive. Dangerous, too?

Would those icy blue eyes darken with desire as they roamed over my curves? Would his strong hands grip my hips, pulling me roughly against him?

Almost without my realizing it, my fingers slipped beneath the waistband of my plain gray panties. A soft gasp escaped my lips as I imagined strong hands raising my skirt, blue eyes flashing with lust and dominance. In my mind, Lucas growled low in his throat, aroused by my innocent underwear rather than disappointed. “Such a naughty girl,” fantasy Lucas murmured, “hiding this sweet little cunt under these boring panties. I’ll have to teach you a lesson.”

My fingers found the nub in its complex hood, the still-unfamiliar smoothness there bringing a little hitch in my inhaling breath. I circled my clit slowly, again helplessly picturing Lucas bending me over, his large hand coming down in a stinging slap on my bare bottom. Heat gathered below my tummy as I imagined him taking what he wanted, claiming me as his…

With a start, I yanked my hand away, mortified at where my thoughts had wandered. What was wrong with me? This wasn’t like me at all.

Except for last night. I watched my reflection purse her lips and twist them to the side in what I meant as a dismissive gesture, as if to tell myself that one night’s weakness hadn’t changed me on such a fundamental level.

I shook my head to clear the forbidden thoughts and I hurried to put on the little black dress I’d splurged on earlier. The soft fabric clung to my curves in a way that made me feel equal parts daring and nervous.

With trembling fingers, I applied a light dusting of powder to my cheeks, a swipe of mascara to my lashes, and a hint of rosy gloss to my lips. I’d never been one for heavy makeup, preferring a natural look. But tonight, I found myself wishing I had more skills with cosmetics. Maybe then I could transform myself into the kind of glamorous woman who belonged on the arm of an international football star.

I gazed at my reflection critically, fussing with a wayward strand of hair. The girl looking back at me seemed both familiar and strange—wide green eyes filled with a mix of excitement and trepidation, cheeks flushed with nervous anticipation. Was I really going through with this?

Before I could second-guess myself further, my phone buzzed with a message. An unknown number—the limo driver, I gathered, telling me he had arrived. My heart leapt into my throat as I grabbed my small clutch purse and took one last glance in the mirror. Not perfect, but it would have to do.

The ancient wooden stairs creaked under my heels as I made my way down from the fifth-floor walkup. Each step felt huge, as if I was descending into a new chapter of my life. The warm evening air felt soothing on my bare arms as I stepped out onto the narrow cobblestone street.

There it was—a sleek black limousine that looked utterly out of place among the quaint cafés and flower shops of my quiet neighborhood. My pulse quickened as the uniformed driver stepped out and walked around to open the passenger door for me.

As the driver revealed the interior of the car, I half-expected to see Lucas Moreau waiting inside, his soft blue eyes meeting mine. But the backseat was empty, plush leather gleaming in the soft lighting. I slid in, the supple surface cool against my bare legs. As the door thunked shut, I felt suddenly small and alone in the cavernous space.

The limo glided away from the curb, whisper-quiet. I gazed out the tinted windows as we wound through the narrow streets of the Quartier Latin. The early evening light bathed everything in a golden glow, transforming the familiar cafés and shops into something dreamlike and ethereal.

As we emerged onto the wider boulevards, a surreal feeling washed over me. Was this really happening? Me, Alice Morgan, aspiring historian, being whisked away in a limousine to meet one of the most famous athletes in the world? I felt like a character in a novel—perhaps one of Proust’s kept mistresses in In Search of Lost Time, off to a clandestine rendezvous with her wealthy lover.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine. Is that what I was becoming? A glorified mistress, selling myself for the chance to pursue my academic dreams?

Why not?

We crossed the Seine, the river glittering in the fading sunlight. To distract myself from my swirling thoughts, I began naming the landmarks I could see. There was Notre-Dame, its gothic spires reaching toward the heavens.

As we crossed the Pont Saint-Michel, I tried to remember all of the bridges of Paris, the way I had memorized them just for fun my freshman year of college. Pont Alexandre III with its ornate golden statues gleaming in the evening light was far to the west. I resolved to walk there tomorrow, to see the intricate Art Nouveau lamps that lined the bridge, their graceful curves a testament to Belle Époque elegance.

Pont de l’Alma, where a princess had died. Pont d’Iéna with a spectacular view of the Eiffel Tower looming above the right bank.

My favorite, just to the west of us now, the Pont Neuf, the oldest standing bridge across the Seine. I thought of the countless lovers who had strolled across its sturdy stone arches over the centuries. The thought that I might join them, the secret lover of Lucas Moreau, sent an unexpected thrill through me.

The limo slowed to a stop, and I realized we had arrived at our destination. My heart began to race as the driver opened my door. I stepped out onto the sidewalk, blinking in the warm evening light. The restaurant before me was unlike anything I’d ever seen. Its elegant façade was adorned with intricate wrought-iron balconies, overflowing with cascades of vibrant flowers. Golden light spilled from tall windows, hinting at opulence within.

As I approached the entrance, a doorman in an impeccably tailored uniform bowed slightly and opened the heavy oak door. The scent of delicate perfume and rich, unmistakably Parisian cuisine, redolent with garlic, wafted out, enveloping me. I stepped inside, my heels clicking softly on the gleaming marble floor.

The interior took my breath away. Crystal chandeliers dripped from coffered ceilings, their facets casting a soft, romantic glow over the dining room. Plush velvet banquettes lined the walls, interspersed with intimate alcoves draped in shimmering silk. Fresh roses adorned every table, their subtle fragrance mingling with the aromas of fine wine and gourmet dishes.

Before I could fully take in my surroundings, the maître d’ approached, a distinguished older gentleman with silver hair and kind eyes. To my surprise, he greeted me by name.

“Mademoiselle Morgan, welcome,” he said warmly. “We’ve been expecting you. If you’ll follow me, please.”

He led me through the dining room, past tables of elegantly dressed patrons who seemed to exude an air of wealth and sophistication. I felt acutely aware of my youth, the simplicity of my dress. As classic as the little black dress might be, according to Coco Chanel, it didn’t hold a candle to the elegance of the outfits worn by the older women I saw enjoying their aperitifs with distinguished-looking companions.

We passed all the way through the main dining room. The soft clink of fine china and crystal mingled with the low murmur of conversation. I couldn’t help noticing the curious glances from other diners. Did they recognize me as out of place, or were they simply wondering who I was to be led to what was clearly a special table?

We ascended a small flight of stairs to a mezzanine level overlooking the main floor. Here, the lighting was even more intimate, with candles flickering in ornate sconces along the walls. The maître d’ guided me toward a secluded alcove, partially hidden behind a lush arrangement of exotic flowers.

And there he was.

Lucas Moreau rose as we approached, his presence filling the small space. He was even more breathtaking in person than in his photos or on television. Tall and lean, with broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, he exuded an aura of easy confidence and power. His tailored suit, a deep navy that brought out the startling blue of his eyes, fit him perfectly.

“Alice,” he said, his voice a rich baritone that sent a shiver down my spine. “Welcome.”

He stepped toward me, and for a heart-stopping moment, I thought he was going to kiss me full on the lips. I froze, my eyes wide, as he leaned forward.

Lucas’ cologne—a subtle, masculine scent with notes of sandalwood and citrus—seemed to envelop me. His lips brushed my cheek in a feather-light kiss, the traditional French greeting of la bise. But as he pulled back, his breath ghosted over my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Enchanté,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate.

I felt heat rush to my face, my cheeks blazing as I remembered with vivid clarity the photos on my Selecta profile. The provocative poses, my most intimate areas on display… and Lucas had seen them all. My eyes dropped to the floor, unable to meet his piercing gaze.

“My, what a lovely shade of pink,” Lucas observed, a hint of amusement in his tone. “You have quite the sensitive nature, don’t you, Alice?”

His words only intensified my blush. I could feel the warmth spreading down my neck, across my chest. “I… um… thank you for inviting me,” I stammered, desperate to change the subject.

Lucas’ lips curved into a knowing smile. “The pleasure is all mine,” he replied, his eyes never leaving my face. “Please, have a seat.”

He pulled out my chair with a gallant gesture, and I sank into it gratefully, my legs feeling suddenly unsteady. As Lucas took his own seat across from me, I couldn’t help but notice how the candlelight played across his chiseled features, highlighting the strong line of his jaw and the intensity in his gaze.

“I hope you don’t mind; I’ve ordered you an aperitif,” Lucas said, nodding toward the vintage crystal glasses filled with effervescent bubbles.

“How could I possibly mind?” I said, suddenly to my astonishment feeling light and playful.

As I lifted my flute, the crisp scent of the champagne wafted to my nose enticingly.

“To new beginnings,” Lucas said, raising his glass in a toast.

I raised my own glass a little, the fine crystal feeling delicate and expensive in my hand. Our eyes met over the rim as we sipped. The cocktail tasted like… well, like joy, sparkling and perfectly sweet on my tongue.

“New beginnings,” I said softly, lowering my eyes with another blush. “I need some of those, I think.”


CHAPTER 8
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Lucas

I looked at Alice’s beautiful face, her eyes downcast to the table, and the simultaneous urges to care for her tenderly and to dominate her utterly vied in my heart and my body. I had never felt this way on a first date—but then again I had never gone out on a first date with a girl whose charming, clearly virginal, sweetly pink anus I had seen presented to my lustful gaze, offered to me in a salacious photo intended to attract a wealthy man’s attention.

Nor with one who I happened to know masturbated last night, perhaps—hopefully—thinking about me.

“Tell me more, won’t you?” I asked. The color in her cheeks had faded slightly, but now it came back as she looked up at me with a hesitant, tight little smile that clearly concealed a great deal.

“Can we just say that the sponsor I accepted yesterday didn’t work out?” Alice’s voice sounded to me like the music of a stream running through a sun-dappled clearing in the woods. She spoke French with just the slightest hint of an American accent, which just made her that much more alluring, from my perspective.

“Of course,” I assured her. For now, at any rate, ma chère. If this went further than dinner this evening—as I could already feel it doing—I would get the details, if I had to spank them out of her. “Tell me about your studies, then.”

Her face brightened, her smile becoming genuine. “They haven’t even started yet,” she said with a little laugh that sounded to me like a silver bell. “But I suppose I can tell you my hopes for them?”

She did, and of course I found them charming—rejuvenating even. Every educated Frenchman values his culture and its history; to find that passion reflected in a lovely young American quickly began to intoxicate me.

Appetizers arrived, with perfectly paired wine, then entrees, with their own pairing. I scarcely noticed, though Alice’s pleasure in what she tasted gratified me greatly. By the time dessert arrived, we were talking animatedly of the Abbots of Cluny, of the Cistercians, of Bernard of Clairvaux.

“I have a dark confession, Monsieur,” she said, her tone playful. “My apartment is within walking distance of the museum at the Hotel de Cluny, but I haven’t gone yet.”

“I wish I could take you,” I told her.

Alice frowned, and then understanding dawned. “Can you go nowhere?” she asked, with what seemed reflexive compassion.

“Not in public,” I told her, with a theatrical sigh. Then I spoke from sheer, reckless instinct. “But if my status means that I can support a girl like you, I cannot regret it much.”

Alice’s sweet blush returned in an instant, and she cast down her eyes once again. I watched as she fidgeted slightly with her napkin, clearly unsure how to respond to my rather bold statement. The urge to reach across the table and lift her chin, to make her meet my gaze, was almost overwhelming. But I restrained myself, allowing her a moment to compose her thoughts.

“That’s very kind of you to say,” she finally murmured, her voice soft. “But surely there are many girls more deserving of your support than me.”

I leaned back in my chair, studying her. The modesty in her words contrasted beautifully with the provocative photos I’d seen in her profile. It was that dichotomy that had first drawn me to her—the innocent scholar with hidden depths of sensuality.

“I disagree,” I said firmly. “Your passion for history, your intelligence… these are rare and valuable qualities, Alice. And they deserve to be nurtured.”

As Alice’s eyes met mine again, I felt a surge of emotion I hadn’t expected. The candlelight flickered, casting soft shadows across her delicate features. Her lips, stained slightly red from the wine, curved into a shy smile that sent a jolt through my chest.

I found myself captivated by the play of light in her chestnut hair, the way it framed her face in gentle waves. Her green eyes, wide and expressive, seemed to hold a world of possibilities. In that moment, I could imagine spending hours getting lost in their depths, unraveling the mysteries hidden within.

The soft clink of cutlery and the low murmur of conversation from tables below us in the main dining room faded into the background. All I could focus on was Alice—the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed, the way her slender fingers toyed nervously with the stem of her wineglass, the faint flush that still colored her cheeks.

If this were any other woman, I thought, I would know exactly how to proceed. I would sponsor her, almost certainly. I would fuck her once or twice a week for a month or two, perhaps teach her some of the joys of sexual discipline, and then send her on her way with a gift from my own pocket, something to cover her studies for the rest of the year and free her to find another sponsor.

But Alice… Alice was different. The more we talked, the more I found myself genuinely interested in her thoughts, her dreams, her fears. I wanted to know everything about her—not just how she’d look spread out on my bed, her wrists and ankles bound, her cunt soaking wet and desperate for my massive cock.

Her green eyes had gone wide with a mix of hope and uncertainty. “You really think so?”

“I do,” I assured her. “Which is why I’d like to make you an offer.”

Alice’s breath caught audibly. I could see the conflict in her eyes—excitement warring with apprehension. She knew what kind of offer I meant, of course. We both did.
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Alice

I couldn’t let myself think about it. That’s what I told myself, as if it were a valid excuse. Carpe diem. You Only Live Once.

Besides, if I hesitated, obviously the most famous, most interesting, most handsome person I’d ever met would decide he didn’t want to sponsor me after all.

In his eyes, though… I could see attraction, which made my heart glow with a kind of pride I’d never felt before in my life. I could see something else, though: a sort of burning hunger that made my heart jump with fear even as down below I felt a very different kind of glow.

Don’t let yourself think about it.

“I accept, Monsieur,” I said in a voice even softer than I’d intended it.

A smile broke out on Lucas’ face, like the sun emerging from a fog that’s obscured it. I watched him get his phone out of his breast pocket, my heart pounding as he opened the SA app and tapped at his phone screen. A moment later, my own phone buzzed in my clutch purse. With trembling fingers, I retrieved it and saw the notification:

Congratulations! Lucas has made you a sponsorship offer!

I tapped to open it, my eyes widening as I saw the details. The monthly allowance was more than I’d ever dreamed of—enough to cover all my expenses and then some. There were other perks listed too—a clothing budget, access to Lucas’ personal stylist, even the possibility of accompanying him to select events.

At the bottom was a simple button: ‘Accept Offer.’

I glanced up at Lucas, who was watching me intently, those piercing blue eyes seeming to see right through me. My finger hovered over the button as a mix of excitement and trepidation swirled within me. This was it—the moment that would change everything.

Taking a deep breath, I tapped ‘Accept.’

Lucas’ smile was dazzling. “Excellent,” he purred. “Now, shall we head back to your apartment? I’d like to… get to know my new associate better.”

The low, sensual tone of his voice sent shivers down my spine. I nodded mutely, suddenly finding it difficult to form words.

My heart pounded as we stepped out of the restaurant into the warm Parisian night. Lucas’ hand rested on the small of my back, a possessive gesture that sent tingles through my body, a very different sensation from Martin’s touch the previous night. The sleek black limousine waited at the curb, its polished surface gleaming under the streetlights.

As we settled into the plush leather seats, I felt a heady mix of anxiety and arousal. Lucas sat close, his thigh pressing against mine. The heat of his body seemed to radiate through the thin fabric of my dress.

“Your apartment, I believe?” Lucas murmured, his voice low and intimate.

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. As the limo glided through the darkened streets, I couldn’t help but imagine what awaited us. Would Lucas be gentle? Demanding? My body thrummed with anticipation.

All too soon, we arrived at my building. Lucas helped me out of the car, his strong hand engulfing mine. We stood for a moment on the sidewalk, gazing up at the weathered facade.

“Fifth floor, no?” Lucas asked with a slight smile. I nodded again, suddenly very aware of the lack of an elevator.

As we began to climb the narrow staircase, the reality of what was about to happen hit me full force. I was bringing Lucas Moreau—international football star and my new sponsor—back to my tiny apartment. My heart raced with a mixture of anxiety and excitement. Each step brought us closer to my apartment—and to whatever Lucas had in mind for me. I could feel the heat of his body behind me, his presence both thrilling and intimidating.

By the time we reached the fifth floor, I was slightly out of breath, my cheeks flushed. As I fumbled with my keys, I felt Lucas’ eyes on me, appraising. A shiver ran through me at the thought of what he might be imagining.

He’s going to fuck me, I thought. He’s going to drive his hardness into me, and… and I’m going to have to… I’m going to…

I’m going to be fucked tonight.

Relief rose in my chest that Lucas couldn’t see my face, just then. I had made up my mind to try… to do my best to submit to Lucas Moreau… to let him have his way just as he pleased.

Finally, the lock clicked open. I stepped inside, Lucas following close behind. The soft thud of the door closing seemed to echo in the small space. For a moment, we stood in silence, the air thick with tension and unspoken desires.

I turned to face Lucas, my breath catching at the intensity in his gaze. His blue eyes had darkened, filled with a hunger that both thrilled and terrified me. My resolve of a moment before, to submit, wavered. I knew some of what this man expected, the same thing Martin had expected—the thing I had agreed to by accepting his offer. Fucking. My body thrummed with arousal, even as nerves fluttered in my stomach.

Just submit, I told myself. Let him take control.

But as I opened my mouth to speak—to offer myself to him, perhaps—Lucas’ expression suddenly changed. The warmth I’d glimpsed earlier vanished, replaced by a cold, almost cruel smile that made my blood run cold.

“Tell me, Alice,” he said, his voice stern, a sonic match for his terrifying face, “did you enjoy yourself last night?”

I blinked in confusion. “Last night? I’m not sure what you⁠—”

“Oh, I think you do,” he interrupted, his blue eyes boring into mine. “You see, the Selecta Arrangements app is quite… thorough in its communication with Platinum Elite members like me. I received a notification informing me that you were engaging in some rather self-indulgent activities.”

My blood ran cold as understanding dawned. No. It couldn’t be.

“What do you mean?” I whispered, though I already knew the answer.

Lucas’ lips curved into a predatory smile. “I mean, my dear, that I was alerted when you began touching yourself. And I was given the opportunity to watch.”

Shame and horror flooded through me. I felt my face flame scarlet as I remembered my fevered imaginings, my fingers working desperately between my thighs as I pictured Lucas spanking me.

“That’s… that’s impossible,” I stammered. “How could you possibly⁠—”

“Observe?” Lucas said coolly. He pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. Suddenly, the lights in my apartment dimmed. A panel slid open in the wall, revealing a hidden screen that flickered to life.

I stared at the screen in abject horror, my mind reeling as I watched myself writhing on the bed, lost in the throes of self-pleasure. The footage was grainy but unmistakable. My face burned with humiliation as I realized Lucas had seen everything—my most private, intimate moments laid bare.

“No,” I whispered, shaking my head in denial. “This can’t be real. How is this possible?”

Lucas stepped closer, his imposing presence filling my senses. “Oh, it’s very real, ma chère. The Selecta Arrangements program is quite thorough in monitoring its associates. For your protection, of course, as well as my pleasure.”


CHAPTER 9
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Alice

Lucas’ tone sounded casual, almost amused, which only intensified my mortification. I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling exposed despite being fully clothed.

“But… but that’s a violation of privacy!” I protested weakly.

Lucas raised an eyebrow. “Is it? You agreed to the terms when you signed up, Alice. Perhaps you should have looked more closely at what you signed.”

My chest filled with fury at myself. What hadn’t I agreed to, I wondered suddenly, with a thrill of fear.

“Now then,” Lucas continued, the stern edge in his voice taking on an even harsher tone. “We need to discuss your behavior. From this moment on, touching yourself without permission is strictly forbidden for you, as my fuck toy.”

My body’s reaction to this sudden descent into coarseness and brutality took me utterly by surprise. I felt my knees literally wobble as between my legs I clenched so hard that a whimper escaped my lips. My jaw went slack and I stared at Lucas, my eyes undoubtedly bulging with the intensity of my attempt to disbelieve what he had just said.

I remembered with a mounting blush that I had felt myself respond in something like this fashion to Martin’s less skillful use of degradation. Something like this: at the same time, nothing like this, because for a moment I really thought I would swoon and sink to the floor.

Lucas’ eyes narrowed as he watched the emotions play across my face. For a moment, I thought I saw a flicker of concern in those icy blue depths. But then his expression hardened once more, and he stepped toward me with predatory grace.

“You’re trembling, ma chère,” he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. “Are you afraid? Or simply overwhelmed by the realization of what you’ve become?”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. My mind reeled, unable to process the rapid shifts in his demeanor. Just moments ago, we had been engaged in stimulating conversation about medieval history. Now Lucas stood before me, radiating dominance and raw sexuality.

He moved closer still, backing me up against the wall. I could feel the heat of his body, smell the intoxicating blend of his cologne and something uniquely male. My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I tilted my head back to meet his gaze.

“You signed yourself over to me, Alice,” Lucas growled, his breath hot against my ear. “Your body, your pleasure—they belong to me now. And I intend to claim what’s mine.”

Before I could react, Lucas’ strong arms encircled me. One hand tangled in my hair, gripping tightly as he pulled my head back. The other pressed against the small of my back, crushing me against his muscular chest.

My eyes widened in shock as Lucas’ lips crashed down on mine. Lucas’ kiss was nothing like I had ever experienced before. It was demanding, possessive, almost brutal in its intensity. His lips moved against mine with fierce determination, his tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I gasped, overwhelmed by the onslaught of sensation.

Part of me wanted to resist, to push him away and assert some semblance of control. But a deeper, primal part of me responded eagerly to his dominance. My body betrayed me, melting against him as a soft moan escaped my throat.

Lucas growled in approval, the vibration rumbling through his chest. His hand slid from my back to my bottom, gripping roughly. I jumped at the sudden contact, acutely aware of how tender I still was from Martin’s cruel spanking.

“Mine,” Lucas murmured against my lips. “All mine to play with, to punish, to pleasure.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine. I should have been outraged, should have protested this possessive claim. Instead, I felt a rush of heat between my legs, my body responding traitorously to his dominant assertion.

Lucas’ hand moved from my hair to cup my breast through the thin fabric of my dress. I arched into his touch instinctively, desperate for more. He chuckled darkly, clearly pleased by my eager response.

“Such a needy little slut,” he purred. “So desperate for my touch already. I’m going to enjoy training you, Alice.”

Training. The word had a dangerous potency from Lucas’ lips. A world famous athlete… the best soccer player in the world, I had literally, actually heard him called. A man who understood training: its demands, its discomforts… the punishment of it.

Lucas’ hand moved to grip my chin firmly, forcing me to meet his intense gaze. “You’re going to learn to obey me in all things, Alice,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “I’ll punish you when you’re naughty, and reward you when you please me.”

As he spoke, his other hand traced down my body, sending shivers through me. Despite my best efforts to resist, I felt myself responding even further to his touch, my breath quickening.

“But make no mistake,” Lucas continued, his fingers ghosting over the curve of my hip, “you belong to me now. Every inch of this delectable body is mine to do with as I please.”

I demanded of myself the outrage I should have felt. I told my arms to push him away and order him to leave—despite my growing, clawing anxiety that it wouldn’t have any effect at all. Something in his tone, though, in the way he held me, made me hesitate. There was a possessiveness in his touch, yes, but also a real, though strange tenderness. His hand on my chin was firm but not cruel, his fingers on my hip more caressing than groping.

Lucas leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear as he whispered, “I’m going to take such good care of you, ma petite. You’ll want for nothing.”

The unexpected gentleness in his words caught me off guard. I looked up at him, searching his face. Behind the stern expression, I caught a glimpse of something else—a warmth in his eyes that belied his harsh words.

“I…” I started, unsure of what to say. Lucas’ sudden shift from domineering to almost tender left me reeling. “I don’t understand.”

Lucas’ lips curved into a small smile. “You will, in time,” he murmured. His hand moved from my chin to cup my cheek gently. “This is all new to you, isn’t it? The submission, the discipline?”

I nodded mutely, unable to find my voice.

“Don’t worry,” Lucas said softly. “I’ll guide you through it all. But first…” His expression hardened slightly. “I need to assert my authority as fully as I can.”

My eyes widened. My lips parted but no words found their way from my whirling mind to my vocal cords.

Lucas nodded slightly at my silence, his thumb tracing my lower lip. “It would be unjust for me to punish you for touching yourself last night, before we had met, Alice, much as I want to and as lovely as I found the sight of you masturbating. On the other hand, I also want to make sure you understand what I mean by discipline. I’m going to whip you tonight just to teach you how thoroughly you belong to me.”

A shiver ran through me at his words. Part of me wanted to protest, to argue that he had no right to… to just… take possession of my body that way. But the unwelcome voice of a deeper, more primal part of me thrilled at the idea of submitting to his discipline.

“What… what do you mean?” I whispered, as if the word whip—fouet—didn’t have a perfectly good, well-established meaning. I felt my forehead crease as I remembered the way I’d felt when I’d first learned that word, as a sophomore. How I’d tried to pretend an insane, wayward thrill hadn’t gone through my body as I’d read it, softly, on the vocabulary list for the forgettable novel we’d been reading.

Lucas’ eyes gleamed with a mix of sternness and arousal. “I’m going to use the martinet on you, ma chère. And then, once you’ve learned your lesson, I’m going to fuck you until you can’t remember your own name.”

I gasped, heat flooding my core at his crude words. Lucas’ hand moved to grip my wrist, tugging me gently but firmly away from the wall. “Come,” he commanded. “Let me show you some of the features of your new living arrangement.”

He led me toward the front door, the simple sensation of his touch sending tingles up my arm. When we reached the entryway, he pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. To my astonishment, I heard the lock click open and then closed again, without Lucas touching it.

“As you can see,” he explained, his voice low and intimate, “I have full control over the locks in your apartment. I can come and go as I please, whenever I want.”

A shiver ran through me at the implications. My apartment was no longer truly my own private space. It had never been, I suddenly understood; these high-tech features designed for the convenience of my sponsor had lain hidden all the time.

Lucas guided me further into the living room, his hand never leaving my wrist. He gestured toward the corners of the room, where I noticed the glint of small, discreet camera lenses I had never seen before.

“These allow me to keep an eye on you at all times,” he murmured, his breath hot against my ear. “Whether you’re studying, sleeping, or…” his voice dropped even lower, “pleasuring yourself, I’ll be able to watch.”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I remembered the footage he had shown me earlier. Even my most private moments would not be hidden from the man who kept me.

We moved into the bedroom, where Lucas approached a locked cabinet I had thought must hide a wiring panel that could hurt me if I touched it the wrong way. With another tap on his phone, it unlocked with a soft click. He opened it and withdrew something that made my eyes widen and my heart thud in my chest.

He held it out to me, as if presenting it. I shrank back from the polished handle and the supple leather lashes that cascaded down from it, curling elegantly around his fingers. Each strand seemed like an echo of the history clearly imbued within the cruel, primitive instrument.

“This,” Lucas said, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver racing through me, “is a martinet.” He ran his thumb over the handle, as if caressing an old friend. “Traditionally used in France for both family and school discipline, it has served generations of disciplinarians well. The very essence of its purpose is rooted in teaching not just obedience but also humility and shame.”

His eyes bored into mine, intense and unwavering.

“The martinet is always used on the bare flesh of the miscreant, so that the nudity enhances the punishment through embarrassment, heightening the sensation of exposure—the sting of the lashes paired with the shame of nakedness, even when used only on the legs. Truly, though, it is the bare bottom of a naughty girl where it has always found its truest service.”

As I listened to him, my heart raced—not just from fear or anticipation but from a twisted sense of intrigue. My instincts screamed at me to run, yet my body betrayed me with each breath that filled my lungs. I was caught in this web he’d woven between dominance and care.

“Now,” he continued, his voice sharpening with authority. “Take off all your clothes.”

I hesitated, caught in a tug-of-war between my will and his command. It felt surreal: my mind raced with conflicting notions even as my hands twitched, trying to move toward the zipper at the back of my dress, my body crazily responding with an obedience my brain screamed to reject.

“No,” I whispered, my eyes wide as I gazed up at his hard, gorgeous face looming over me. I swallowed hard. “No… I… I won’t. It’s not… I don’t… I don’t want to.”


CHAPTER 10
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Alice

“Well, ma chère,” Lucas said softly but with unmistakable menace, “now I have something truly to punish you for, don’t I? Good girls take off their clothes when their sponsors tell them to.”

His eyes flashed with a dangerous mix of arousal and anger at my defiance. He took a step toward me, his imposing presence filling my senses.

“I said, take off your clothes,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

I backed away instinctively, my heart pounding. “Please,” I whispered, “I’m not ready for this. Can’t we just… talk?”

A cruel smile played at the corners of Lucas’ mouth. “Oh, Alice,” he purred, “we’re well past talking now. You agreed to be mine, and I intend to claim what belongs to me.”

He closed the distance between us in two long strides. Before I could react, his hand shot out, gripping the front of my dress. With a sharp tug, he tore the delicate fabric, exposing my bra and the soft skin of my stomach.

I gasped, instinctively trying to cover myself. But Lucas was faster. He grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head as he pressed me against the wall.

“Such a naughty girl,” he murmured, his eyes raking over my exposed flesh. “Disobeying me already. I’m going to enjoy teaching you your place.”

His free hand trailed down my body, caressing the curve of my breast before moving lower. I squirmed against his grip, torn between fear and a traitorous spark of arousal.

“Please…” I said. “Don’t?” I couldn’t tell which bothered me more: the question mark I had added to don’t or the unwelcome thought that I had meant do instead.

Lucas’ eyes glinted dangerously as he gripped the torn fabric of my dress. “Since you won’t undress yourself like a good girl,” he growled, “I’ll have to do it for you.”

With a swift, powerful motion, he ripped the dress down the middle, the sound of tearing fabric echoing in the quiet room. I gasped as cool air hit my newly exposed skin. Lucas stepped back, drinking in the sight of me standing there in my simple white bra and gray panties, the tattered remains of my dress hanging off my shoulders.

“Oh, ma chère,” he said, his tone a mix of amusement and disapproval. “These undergarments simply won’t do. They’re far too… innocent for a naughty girl like you.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, face burning with shame. Lucas circled me slowly, his gaze traveling over every inch of my body. I could feel the heat of his stare on my skin. I shuddered, chewing my lower lip so hard I thought I might draw blood.

“Don’t worry about your dress,” he said casually, reaching out to trail a finger along my collarbone. “I’ll be happy to buy you three much nicer ones to replace it. But first…”

He stopped in front of me, his blue eyes darkening with desire. “Before I buy you those dresses, I’ll have to purchase some lingerie that will present your breasts, pussy, and bottom as pleasingly as your provocative beauty deserves.”

Lucas’ words sent a shiver through me, a confusing mix of shame and arousal flooding my body. His gaze felt like a physical touch, scorching my skin as he appraised me.

“Now,” he said, his voice taking on again the commanding tone that made electricity run across my skin, “take off those pitiful excuses for lingerie immediately and bend over the bed.”

I hesitated, my hands trembling as I clutched my ruined dress to my chest, as if I thought I could somehow bring back my modesty. Lucas’ eyes narrowed dangerously.

“You’ve already earned extra punishment for your disobedience, Alice,” he warned. “Don’t make it worse for yourself.”

My mind reeled, struggling to process the whirlwind of sensations and emotions. Fear clattered in my stomach, warring with the unwelcome heat that only seemed to grow between my legs with Lucas’ every act of aggression. I told myself I couldn’t bear any more whipping than what Lucas clearly planned already.

I lowered my arms and the ripped dress dropped to the floor. I let out a humiliating little whimper at the sensation. With shaking fingers, I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra.

The simple white cotton fell away, exposing my little breasts with their tiny pink nipples to Lucas’ hungry gaze. I fought the urge to cover myself as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. Closing my eyes, I pushed them down my legs, stepping out of them as they pooled at my feet.

I stood there, naked and trembling, as Lucas circled me once more. His fingertips ghosted along my spine, making me shiver.

“Go to the end of your bed and stand there, facing the headboard,” he told me, his tone unyielding.

I gave the world-famous man who had somehow become my sponsor a beseeching look, silently pleading with him to reconsider. But he simply lowered his chin, a warning glinting in his icy blue eyes. The message was clear—I had no choice but to obey.

With leaden feet, I began to walk toward my bed. The plush carpet felt soft beneath my bare toes, a stark contrast to the tension thrumming through my body. As I moved, I couldn’t resist turning to look behind me. My face must have been the very picture of a naughty girl’s woe—eyes wide, lower lip trembling, cheeks flushed with shame.

“Hands on your head,” Lucas commanded, his voice brooking no argument. “And turn around. I want to see all of you.”

Swallowing hard, I did as he ordered. I clasped my hands atop my head, my elbows pointing outward. The position made me feel utterly exposed, my small breasts thrust forward, my most intimate areas on display. I turned back toward the bed and kept walking the final few steps, trembling like a leaf in a storm.

I sensed Lucas following me toward the bed, his predatory gaze raking over my naked form. I stood at the edge of the mattress, my legs pressed tightly together in a futile attempt at modesty. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on my bare skin, my nipples hardening into tight little buds.

As Lucas came up behind me, I could feel the heat radiating from his huge, lean body. One enormous hand came to rest on my bare bottom, his touch sending a jolt through my body. His palm felt impossibly large, covering nearly the entire curve of one cheek. The warmth of his skin against mine made me acutely aware of my nakedness.

“Tell me, Alice,” he said, his voice low and intimate, “have you been spanked or whipped before?”

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “Y-yes,” I whispered, my voice quavering.

“Oh?” Lucas’ tone held a mix of curiosity and something darker. His fingers flexed slightly against my flesh. “Do tell.”

Tears pricked at my eyes as I recalled the humiliation of the previous night. “It was… it was yesterday,” I admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush. “A man named Martin—the one I accepted, who I mentioned when I replied to you the first time. He… he spanked me in his car after our date. It hurt so much, and then he… he made me… he made me suck his cock and then just… he just left me there.”

Lucas was silent for a long moment, his hand still resting on my bottom. When he spoke again, his voice was surprisingly gentle. “I’m sorry, ma chère,” he said softly. “Such an unworthy man should never have laid hands on you that way.”

I blinked in surprise at the genuine compassion in his tone. For a moment, I felt a surge of gratitude toward him, a renewal of the sense that perhaps he truly did care for my well-being.

But then his voice hardened once more.

“However,” he said, “Martin wasn’t wrong to recognize your need for discipline. In fact, this incident only confirms how desperately you require a firm hand to guide you.”

Lucas’ fingers tightened on my bottom, squeezing possessively. I gasped at the sudden pressure, a jolt of electricity shooting through me.

“You accepted his offer without truly understanding what it meant,” Lucas continued, his tone stern. “You allowed yourself to be used by an unworthy man, and then you touched yourself without permission, thinking of me. Clearly, you need real punishment to learn your place.”

His large hand moved up to the small of my back, the heat of his palm searing against my bare skin. With gentle but inexorable pressure, he began to bend me forward.

“Support yourself on your elbows,” he instructed, his voice low and commanding.

My heart pounded so forcefully I could feel it in my throat as I lowered myself onto the soft duvet. The position left me utterly exposed, my bottom raised and vulnerable. Cool air whispered across my most intimate places, making me shiver.

I turned my head, pressing my cheek against the bedspread as I tried to catch a glimpse of Lucas. From this angle, all I could see was the lower half of his body, still fully clothed in his impeccable suit. The contrast between his polished appearance and my naked, bent-over form only heightened my terrible, thrilling sense of degradation and vulnerability.

Lucas’ large hand settled on the small of my back, his touch both soothing and electrifying. I felt the smooth wooden handle of the martinet trailing along my spine, then down over the curve of my bottom. The supple leather strands whispered against my skin as Lucas dragged the implement slowly down the backs of my thighs.

“Spread your knees, ma chère,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate in my ear.

I hesitated, my face burning with shame at the thought of exposing myself even further. Lucas’ hand pressed more firmly against my back, a silent warning.

“Now, Alice,” he said, his tone menacing.

Trembling, I inched my knees apart against the side of the mattress, over the softness of the duvet. Cool air caressed my most intimate places as I opened myself to Lucas’ gaze. I buried my face in the bedspread, overwhelmed by my shame.

“Good girl,” Lucas purred, approval warming his voice. The praise sent an unexpected thrill through me, despite my fear and embarrassment.

“Listen carefully, ma petite,” he continued, his breath hot against my ear. “For you, punishment will always be sexual. Your body belongs to me now, to discipline and to pleasure as I see fit.”

To emphasize his point, Lucas swung the martinet in a gentle arc. The leather strands connected with my exposed pussy, the sting making me gasp and jerk against the bed.

His hand moved from my back to grip my waist, his fingers digging into my soft flesh. I could feel the heat of his body as he leaned over me.

“Do you feel that, ma chère?” he murmured, pressing his lap against my hip. The hard length of his erection strained against his trousers, unmistakable against my bare skin. “My cock is so hard for you, just thinking about whipping this delectable little bottom and then claiming it as mine.”

A helpless whimper escaped my lips, my face burning with shame as I felt my body responding to his words and touch. Despite my fear and embarrassment, I could feel wetness gathering between my thighs, my treacherous pussy clenching with need.

“Please,” I whispered, new heat suffusing my cheeks as I heard the ambiguity in my tone.

Lucas straightened up, his left hand coming to rest atop my waist. The pressure was firm, holding me in place. I could sense him adjusting his stance, preparing to deliver my punishment.

“We’ll start with ten strokes for your disobedience,” he said, his voice low and stern. “Count them out loud. If you miss one, we’ll start over. Do you understand?”

I nodded mutely, my throat too tight to form words.

“I said, do you understand?” Lucas repeated, his tone sharp.

“Y-yes,” I whispered.

The martinet whistled through the air, its leather strands biting into the soft flesh of my bottom. A sharp cry escaped my lips as the stinging pain blossomed across my skin.

“Count,” Lucas commanded, his voice stern and unyielding.

“One,” I gasped out, my voice trembling.

“One what?” Lucas prompted, a dangerous edge to his tone.

Realization dawned, sending a fresh wave of humiliation through me. “One, Monsieur,” I corrected myself, the words feeling strange and submissive on my tongue.

As soon as I spoke, I felt an unexpected and powerful response deep within my core, just to the sound of my own voice, acknowledging Lucas’ command over me. The walls of my too-warm sheath clenched hard, the sensation so intense that another cry escaped my lips—this one tinged with unmistakable pleasure.

Lucas’ hand stilled on my back. “Did you just clench, ma petite?” he asked, his voice low and knowing.

My face blazed with shame as I realized he had sensed my body’s traitorous reaction. I was stunned by his skill, his ability to read my responses so accurately. How could he possibly know?

“Oui, Monsieur,” I whispered, my voice barely audible as I admitted to my arousal.


CHAPTER 11
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Lucas

I couldn’t keep a smile from my lips, though I meant to take Alice’s first real discipline session very seriously. I brought the martinet down again, watching with fascination and growing sexual hunger as the leather strands splayed across Alice’s tender flesh. The impact left a crisscrossing pattern of pink lines on her pale skin. Alice’s body jerked, a strangled cry escaping her lips.

“Two, Monsieur,” she gasped out, her voice quavering.

I could see the conflict written in every line of her body. She trembled, her fingers clutching desperately at the bedspread. Yet even as she flinched away from the pain, her hips seemed to cant upward ever so slightly, as if seeking more.

The third stroke landed, slightly lower, catching the sensitive area where bottom meets thigh. Alice yelped, her back arching beautifully.

“Three, Monsieur,” she whimpered.

I paused, drinking in the sight before me. Alice’s bottom was beginning to glow a lovely shade of pink, the marks from the martinet clearly visible against her fair skin. Her thighs quivered, and I could see the glistening evidence of her arousal between them.

Part of me wanted to throw aside the martinet and bury my cock in her wet heat right then and there. But I knew I needed to see this through. Alice needed to understand the full extent of my control over her body and her pleasure.

“You’re doing well, ma chère,” I murmured, running a hand soothingly down her spine. “But we’re far from finished.”

I raised the martinet again, letting it whistle through the air before connecting with Alice’s tender flesh. The sharp crack echoed in the room, followed by Alice’s strangled cry.

“Four, Monsieur,” she gasped, her voice thick with unshed tears.

With each stroke, I watched Alice’s reactions carefully. The way her breath hitched, the subtle arch of her back, the glistening evidence of her arousal—it all told a story of a woman on the precipice of embracing her submissive nature. But I knew she wasn’t quite there yet. She needed to be pushed further, taken to the edge of what she thought she could endure, and made to feel that her master had punished her thoroughly for her disobedience.

“Five, Monsieur,” Alice whimpered after another stinging blow. Her bottom had bloomed a beautiful shade of pink, the marks from the martinet creating an intricate pattern across her pale skin.

I paused, running my hand soothingly down her spine. “You’re doing so well, ma chère,” I murmured. “But we’re only halfway there.”

Alice’s body tensed at my words, a small sob escaping her lips. Part of me ached to gather her in my arms, but that wasn’t what she, or I, needed right now.

I raised the martinet once more and struck again, letting the leather whistle through the air before connecting with Alice’s tender flesh. The sharp crack echoed in the room, followed by Alice’s strangled cry.

“Six, Monsieur,” she gasped, her voice a wrenching sob.

I watched intently as the leather strands left their marks across her reddening skin. The contrast of the angry welts against the sweet, rounded flesh of her delectable bottom mesmerized me. With each stroke, I felt a confusing mix of arousal and something deeper, more tender. Part of me reveled in Alice’s submission, in the power I held over her trembling body. But another part wanted to stop the punishment, to comfort her.

I shook my head slightly, trying to clear these dangerous thoughts. I couldn’t allow myself to develop real feelings for Alice. She was meant to be a diversion, a plaything—nothing more. And yet…

“Seven, Monsieur,” Alice whimpered after another stinging blow.

Her voice, soft and submissive, sent a jolt of electricity through my body. I couldn’t deny the effect she had on me, the way my heart raced at the sight of her bent over before me, accepting my discipline on her submissively presented backside. It felt like much more than just physical attraction. Alice had something about her—her intelligence, her spirit, the way she both yielded to and resisted my control—that fascinated me in a way no woman ever had before.
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Alice

My face had crumpled into a mask of woe, a little girl’s pout at the cruel punishment her guardian had decreed for her, the terrible sting of the lashes on the ancient implement of family discipline—and the matching sting of the humiliation. Punished naked, bending over my bed. Taught a lesson in obedience by the man who kept me, the firm-handed sponsor who believed in enforcing his will the old-fashioned way.

I buried my face in the bedspread, trying to muffle my cries as the martinet continued to lash across my tender flesh. Each stroke sent shockwaves of pain radiating through my body, yet underneath it all was an undeniable current of arousal that both thrilled and terrified me.

“Eight, Monsieur,” I choked out, my voice thick with tears.

Lucas’ hand came to rest on the small of my back, his touch both soothing and electrifying. “Just two more, ma chère,” he murmured. “You’re doing so well.”

His words of praise sent an unexpected warmth through me, even seeming to ease some of the sting from my punished bottom. I found myself arching slightly into his touch, craving more even as I dreaded the final strokes.

The martinet whistled through the air once more, connecting with a sharp crack that echoed in the quiet room. I cried out, my body jerking against the bed.

“Nine, Monsieur,” I gasped, my voice barely above a whisper.

I tensed, bracing myself for the final stroke. When it came, it was harder than the others, landing right at the sensitive crease where my bottom cheeks became my thighs. A strangled sob escaped my lips as white-hot pain bloomed across my skin.

“T-ten, Monsieur,” I managed to whimper, my whole body trembling.

For a long moment, the only sound in the room was my ragged breathing. I remained bent over the bed, my body quivering with a mix of pain, humiliation, and something else I didn’t want to name.

Lucas’ hand moved from my back, trailing lightly over my punished flesh. I hissed at the contact, even his gentle touch sending sparks of sensation through my over-sensitized skin.

“You took your punishment well, ma chère,” he praised, his voice low and approving. “Now, let’s see how wet it made you.”

Before I could process his words, I felt his fingers slide between my thighs, probing my most intimate places. I gasped, instinctively trying to close my legs. But Lucas’ other hand gripped my hip firmly, holding me in place.

“Ah ah,” he chided. “No hiding from me. Your body belongs to me now, remember?”

His fingers explored further, and I felt my face flame with embarrassment as he encountered the abundant evidence of my arousal. A low chuckle rumbled in his chest.

“My, my,” he purred. “Such a naughty girl, getting so wet from your punishment.” His thumb found my clit, circling it slowly. “Tell me, Alice. Did you enjoy being disciplined?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, torn between shame and the growing pleasure as Lucas’ skilled fingers worked their magic. “I… I don’t know,” I stammered.

Lucas’ fingers stilled, and I felt him lean over me, his breath hot against my ear. “Well, perhaps you’ll know more in a few moments,” he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. “Your punishment isn’t over yet.”

A chill ran down my spine at his words. “What… what do you mean?” I whimpered, my voice trembling.

“The whipping you just received was for your disobedience,” Lucas explained, his tone calm but unyielding. “But there’s a deeper lesson you must learn: your complete subservience to me, and my privilege to punish you simply to assert my ownership and dominance.”

His hand moved from between my legs to grip my hip firmly. “To truly drive this lesson home, I’m going to whip your cunt.”

Terror gripped me at his words. “No!” I cried out, panic flooding my system. “Please, you can’t!”

I tried to push myself up from the bed, desperate to escape this new, unthinkable punishment. But Lucas’ hand on my hip tightened, holding me in place with ease.

“Where do you think you’re going?” he growled, his voice sharp with authority.

I struggled against his grip, my legs flailing as I attempted to find purchase on the floor. “Let me go!” I sobbed, twisting my body in a desperate bid for freedom.

Lucas’ other hand came down hard on my already tender bottom, the sharp smack echoing in the room. I yelped in pain and protest.

Lucas’ powerful arms encircled me, effortlessly lifting me off the bed. In one fluid motion, he flipped me onto my back, the soft duvet cool against my punished skin. Before I could react, his large hands gripped my knees, pressing them back toward my chest.

“No, please,” I whimpered, my voice hoarse from crying. But Lucas’ expression was implacable, his blue eyes dark with determination.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded. When I hesitated, he applied more pressure, forcing my thighs apart. “Wider.”

Cool air caressed my most sensitive places as I was exposed fully to Lucas’ gaze. I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the intensity of his stare or the shame burning through me.

The first stroke of the martinet across my pussy tore a scream from my throat. White-hot pain bloomed between my legs, radiating outward in waves. Lucas paused, letting me process the sensation before striking again.

Each lash of the cruel implement sent shockwaves through my body. I writhed on the bed, tears streaming down my face as I begged Lucas to stop. But he was relentless, raining down stroke after stroke on my tender flesh, his left arm pressing my knees almost to my chest and his right rising and falling over and over.

I lost count of how many times the martinet connected. All I knew was the searing pain and the growing heat building low in my belly. Then, suddenly, the whipping stopped.

Lucas dropped the martinet, letting it fall to the floor with a soft thud. His large hands moved to caress my thighs, gently spreading them wider. I whimpered as his fingers ghosted over my tender flesh, still burning from the cruel lashes of the martinet.

“Shh,” Lucas murmured, his voice low and soothing. “Let me see what a pretty little cunt you have, ma chère.”

His thumbs parted my outer lips, exposing my secret lips and the entrance to my aching sheath to his hungry gaze. I felt utterly vulnerable, spread open before him like this. A soft gasp escaped me as his fingertips traced along my sensitive folds.

“Oh, Alice,” he breathed, his tone filled with wonder and lust. “Your pussy is absolutely exquisite. So pink and delicate, like a perfect little flower.”

His fingers explored further, dipping into my wetness. I couldn’t hold back a moan as he circled my entrance teasingly.

“And so wet for me,” Lucas continued, his voice dropping to a growl. “Such a naughty girl, getting so aroused from your punishment.”

He leaned down, his breath hot against my inner thigh. “I can’t wait to fuck this sweet little cunt,” he murmured. “To feel these tight walls gripping my cock as I claim what’s mine.”

His thumb found my clit, circling it slowly. Pleasure sparked through me, warring with the remnants of my modesty. I squirmed beneath his touch, torn between shame and desperate need.

“Such a responsive little cunt,” Lucas pronounced approvingly. “But remember, ma chère—you may not come without my permission. And I’m not ready to grant it just yet.”

He increased the pressure on my clit, rubbing tight circles that had me gasping and arching off the bed. Just as I felt the tension coiling tighter in my core, Lucas eased off, denying me release.

“Please,” I whimpered, beyond caring how needy I sounded.

Lucas chuckled darkly. “Patience, Alice. I want to savor every moment of this.”

His fingers traced along my slick folds, spreading my wetness. “Your pussy is so smooth,” he marveled. “Like silk. I can’t wait to dress it in pretty lace and satin. Perhaps a delicate pink thong, or sheer white panties that become translucent when you’re aroused.”

The image he painted with his words only heightened my arousal and brought even more heat to my face. I moaned softly as Lucas’ thumb returned to my clit, circling it with maddening slowness.

“I’m going to buy you the finest lingerie,” he continued. “Corsets that nip in your waist and push up your sweet little breasts. Stockings and garter belts to present your cunt and your bottom properly.”

I gazed at him between my spread legs, and watched him look at me, down there. My tummy flipped at the delight in his eyes, the pleasure he so evidently took in visually possessing me. He bent his head, and I realized what he would do next.

“Oh…” I protested, mortification making my body tense, my back arch. “Oh… no… please…” No one had ever done that… had…

He kissed me, licked me. Every muscle responded, my hips bucking, trying to press my pussy… my cunt… his cunt against Lucas’ face. My orgasm had almost burst inside me at the merest touch of his tongue.

But Lucas raised his head and looked into my eyes, his blue gaze full of command that made my hot, needy sheath clench with longing for his mouth’s return.

“You taste just like you should, Alice,” Lucas said. “Innocent and naughty at the very same time.”


CHAPTER 12
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Alice

“Oh, God,” I moaned. “Please…”

Lucas smiled. “Please what, ma chère? Is there something you’d like to ask your sponsor to do?”

I gazed up at Lucas, my face burning with shame and arousal. His blue eyes bored into mine, demanding an answer. I squirmed under his intense stare, acutely aware of how exposed I was—legs spread wide, my most intimate places on display.

“I… I don’t know,” I whimpered, torn between my desperate need for release and my lingering modesty.

Lucas tsked softly. “I think you do know, Alice. You just need to find the courage to ask for what you want.” His fingers traced teasing circles on my inner thighs. “Tell me what you need, ma petite salope.”

The crude term of endearment sent a jolt through me. I shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t crave his touch and his cruel words. But my body betrayed me, arching into his caress.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. “Please touch me again.”

“Touch you where?” Lucas prompted, a wicked gleam in his eyes.

I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the intensity of his gaze as I forced out the words. “My… my pussy. Please touch my pussy.”

Lucas chuckled darkly. “Good girl,” he purred. “But I think we can do better than that. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to your pretty little cunt.”

My eyes flew open in shock at his crude language: I couldn’t seem to get used to his casual, arrogant use of the c-word. But before I could protest, his thumb found my clit.

I gasped as Lucas’ thumb pressed against my sensitive bundle of nerves. Pleasure sparked through me, breaking down the last of my resistance.

“Please,” I moaned, beyond caring how wanton I sounded. “Please lick me there again. Use your mouth on my… on my cunt.”

The word felt foreign on my tongue, dirty and thrilling. Lucas rewarded me with a pleased smile.

“That’s my good girl,” he purred. “Since you asked so nicely…”

He lowered his head once more, his hot breath fanning over my most intimate places. I tensed in anticipation, my hips lifting slightly off the bed. When his tongue finally made contact, sweeping along my slick folds, I cried out in ecstasy.

Lucas growled approvingly against me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my core. His clever tongue explored every inch of me, alternating between broad strokes and teasing flicks. When he sealed his lips around my clit and sucked gently, I thought I might lose my mind.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered, my hands fisting in the bedsheets. “Please don’t stop.”

Lucas redoubled his efforts, his tongue swirling intricate patterns over my swollen bud. I could feel the tension building low in my belly, my release hovering just out of reach. My hips bucked against Lucas’ face, chasing that elusive peak.

Just as I teetered on the edge, Lucas lifted his face again.

“Is there anything else you’d like, ma chère?”

I stared at Lucas, my face burning with shame and desire. His icy blue eyes held mine, demanding an answer. My mind raced, torn between the desperate need for release and the last vestiges of my modesty.

“I… I don’t know,” I stammered, squirming under his intense gaze.

Lucas’ lips curved into a knowing smile. “Perhaps,” he murmured, his voice low and seductive, “you’d like something big and hard in this sweet little cunt of yours?”

A sob caught in my throat, mortification and arousal warring inside me. I shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t crave the degradation and possession. But my treacherous body ached for his touch, for the fullness he promised.

“Please,” I whimpered, tears of shame spilling down my cheeks. “Please… f-fuck me.”

Lucas chuckled darkly. “All in good time, ma chère,” he purred. “But first…” His hand drifted lower, fingers ghosting over my sensitive flesh. “Now, you little whore, it’s time to come.”

His skilled fingers found my clit, circling the swollen bud with expert precision. Pleasure sparked through me, hot and urgent. I gasped, my hips bucking against his hand.

“Tell me who this little cunt belongs to,” Lucas demanded, increasing the pressure. “Say it.”

“Oh, God,” I moaned, beyond caring how wanton I sounded. “Please… no…” By that point I knew I didn’t mean it, really; something inside me had already acknowledged, shameful though it was, that my pussy didn’t belong to me anymore, but to the world-famous man who had decided he wanted to buy it for his personal use. But something else in me, in some rebellious corner of my head, knew that the more I resisted, the better it would feel when my new sponsor broke me.

Lucas’ eyes flashed dangerously as he abruptly pulled his hand away. I whimpered at the loss of contact, my hips lifting desperately, seeking his touch.

“No, Alice,” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “You don’t get to come until you acknowledge who owns this pretty little cunt.”

I squirmed on the bed, torn between shame and desperate need. Lucas loomed over me, his powerful body a reminder of his dominance. His blue eyes bored into mine, demanding submission.

“Tell me,” he insisted. “Who does this cunt belong to?”

I bit my lip, tears of frustration and humiliation welling in my eyes. “Please,” I whispered.

Lucas’ hand came down sharply on my inner thigh, the sting making me yelp. “Answer me,” he demanded.

“You!” I cried out. “It belongs to you, Monsieur!”

A satisfied smile spread across Lucas’ face. “That’s right,” he purred. “This sweet little cunt is all mine.”

His fingers returned to my aching center, circling my clit with maddening precision. I gasped, pleasure sparking through me once more.

“Look at me,” Lucas commanded.

I forced my eyes open, meeting his intense gaze. The intimacy of the moment overwhelmed me—my legs spread wide, Lucas’ hand between them, his eyes locked on mine as he touched me, commanded me, unlocked the pleasure inside my… my…

My hot, wet cunt.

Lucas’ fingers worked expertly between my legs, building the tension higher and higher. I gazed up at him, transfixed by the intensity in his ice-blue eyes. My hips rocked against his hand, chasing the release that hovered just out of reach.

“That’s it,” Lucas purred. “Let go for me, ma chère. Show me how good it feels when I play with my little cunt.”

His crude words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I should have been mortified, but instead I felt a perverse thrill at being reduced to nothing more than a plaything for his pleasure.

“Please,” I whimpered. “I’m so close…”

Lucas increased the pressure, his thumb circling my clit as two fingers plunged inside me. The dual stimulation was overwhelming. I cried out, my back arching off the bed as the first waves of orgasm crashed over me.

“Look at me,” Lucas commanded. “I want to see your face as you come for me.”

With monumental effort, I forced my eyes open, meeting his gaze as pleasure pulsed through my body. Lucas watched me intently, drinking in every gasp and shudder.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Such a good girl, coming so prettily for me.”

His fingers continued to work between my legs, drawing out my climax until I was trembling and oversensitive. Only then did he withdraw his hand, bringing his glistening fingers to my lips.

“Taste this little cunt, my sweet, gorgeous whore,” he demanded.

I sobbed with shame and need. I tasted. The heady flavor made me feel even further away from my body, and yet every sensation seemed to reach me in my distant galaxy with crystal clarity.

Lucas watched with hungry eyes as I licked my own arousal from his fingers. A low growl rumbled in his chest, his gaze darkening with lust.

“Good girl,” he purred. “Now it’s time for your reward.”

He straightened up, towering over me as his hands moved to his belt buckle. I watched, transfixed, as he unfastened his trousers and pushed them down along with his boxer briefs. His cock sprang free, long and thick and proudly erect.

I couldn’t help the small gasp that escaped my lips at the sight of it. Lucas was massive, intimidatingly so. The head of his cock glistened with pre-cum, a testament to his arousal.

“Like what you see, ma chère?” Lucas asked, a hint of amusement in his tone.

I nodded mutely, unable to tear my eyes away from his impressive manhood. Lucas chuckled darkly as he stroked himself slowly.

“This is all for you,” he murmured. “All because of how deliciously fuckable you are.”

He moved between my spread legs, the blunt head of his cock nudging against my entrance. I tensed instinctively, suddenly very aware of my inexperience.

“Relax,” Lucas soothed, one large hand caressing my thigh. “I’ll make it good for you.”

He pressed forward slowly, stretching me open inch by exquisite inch. His hands gripped the backs of my knees firmly, and he spread my thighs until I thought he might break me apart.

I gasped as my sponsor’s enormous penis began to enter me, the thick head of his cock stretching me open. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pleasure and discomfort as my body adjusted to accommodate his impressive size.

“That’s it,” Lucas murmured encouragingly. “Take all of me, ma chère.”

He pushed forward slowly but steadily, filling me more completely than I’d ever imagined possible, opening me in every way to his dominance. I whimpered, my hands clutching the bedsheets as Lucas stretched me to my limits.

“So tight,” Lucas groaned, his eyes dark with lust. “Your sweet little cunt feels even better than I imagined.”

When he was finally fully sheathed inside me, he paused, allowing me a moment to adjust. I panted softly, feeling impossibly full. Lucas moved his right hand to cup my cheek, his thumb brushing away a stray tear.

“Alright?” he asked softly, a hint of genuine concern in his voice.

I nodded, unable to form words. The tender gesture, so at odds with his earlier roughness, made my heart clench in my chest.

Lucas moved his hand back to my knee, gripping me even tighter, as if in warning. Then he began to move inside me, withdrawing almost completely before thrusting back in. Each stroke sent sparks of pleasure radiating through my body. I moaned, my hips lifting to meet his thrusts instinctively.

“That’s my good girl,” Lucas purred. “Taking my cock so well. You were made for this, weren’t you? Made to be fucked.”

Lucas’ hips began to move faster, his thrusts becoming more forceful. I gasped at the intensity, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through my body. Each powerful stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward from my pussy into my legs, my chest, the tips of my fingers.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my head thrashing on the pillow. “It’s so much…”

Lucas growled low in his throat, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of my thighs as he spread me even wider. The new angle allowed him to penetrate me deeper still, hitting spots inside me I never knew existed.

“Take it all,” he commanded, his voice rough with exertion and arousal. “Every. Last. Inch.”

He punctuated each word with a sharp thrust, driving the air from my lungs. I cried out, my back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed over me. The obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with our shared moans and gasps.

Lucas’ pace became relentless, his hips pistoning against me with almost bruising force. I could feel another orgasm building rapidly, coiling tight in my lower belly.

“Please,” I whimpered, beyond coherent thought. “Please, I’m so close…”

“Come for me,” Lucas growled. “Come on my cock like the good little whore you are.”

His crude words sent me over the edge. I screamed as my climax hit, my inner walls clamping around my sponsor’s driving hardness.

Lucas growled as he felt my inner walls tighten around him. “That’s it,” he panted. “Milk my cock with that tight little cunt.”

He drove into me even harder, chasing his own release. The force of his thrusts pushed me up the bed until my head was pressed against the headboard. Lucas gripped my thighs harder, pulling me back onto his cock with each powerful stroke.

“I’m going to fill this sweet pussy,” he growled. “Mark you as mine from the inside out.”

With a final, brutal thrust, Lucas buried himself to the hilt inside me. I felt his cock pulse as he emptied himself deep in my womb. The sensation of his hot seed flooding me triggered another small orgasm, my pussy fluttering around his shaft.

Lucas collapsed on top of me, his muscular body pinning me to the mattress. We lay there for long moments, both panting heavily as we came down from our shared high. I could feel his heart pounding against my chest, his breath hot on my neck.

Finally, Lucas pushed himself up on his elbows, gazing down at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. His eyes roamed over my flushed face, taking in my surely disheveled hair and panting lips.

“Beautiful,” he whispered, almost to himself.

He pulled out of me slowly, and I whimpered at the loss. I felt empty without him inside me, my well-used pussy clenching around emptiness.

Lucas stood and began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate. I watched through half-lidded eyes as he removed his shirt, revealing his chiseled torso. Every perfectly defined muscle spoke of hours spent training on the soccer field. Scars and bruises from recent matches marked his golden skin like witnesses to his dedication and skill.

He shrugged off his trousers and boxer briefs, standing gloriously naked before me. In the soft lamplight, he looked like a Greek god come to life. I drank in the sight of him—broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, powerful thighs, and his impressive manhood, still semi-erect.

Lucas’ eyes roved over my body as well, taking in every curve and plane. His gaze felt almost physical, leaving tingles in its wake. A small smile played at the corners of his mouth.

“Scoot over, ma chère,” he murmured.

I obliged, wincing slightly as I moved. My body ached in places I’d never felt before, a delicious soreness that reminded me of our passionate coupling. Lucas slid into bed beside me, his warm skin pressing against mine.

With gentle hands, he gathered me close, tucking my head under his chin. One large hand splayed across my lower back, the other cradling the back of my head. I nestled into his embrace, breathing in his masculine scent—a heady mix of expensive cologne, clean sweat, and something uniquely Lucas. I fell asleep before I could even try to find an adjective for it.


CHAPTER 13
[image: ]


Alice

Lucas had gone when I awoke. I didn’t mind, after I got over the initial, small pang of absence. I wanted—needed—time to process on my own. Try as I might to think it all through, or even to approach the memories in my mind, my thoughts just seemed to bounce off the mental image of Lucas’ face looming over me as he held me open and drove his hardness into my desperately needy pussy.

As I drank my coffee, as I spread butter on my piece of baguette, as I chewed and swallowed and descended the stairs and walked to my very first lecture… every time I tried to instruct my brain to try to figure out how I felt about having been whipped and fucked by an internationally famous, unbelievably handsome football star, all that happened inside my mind was that I saw Lucas’ cool blue eyes looking into mine as he fucked me.

Each time, I had to turn my mental gaze away, because of what happened in my body when the memory began to unfold not just in my head but in my distractingly stiff nipples, my distressingly tingling clit, my suddenly aching pussy.

Sitting in the lecture hall, though, among other students, listening to a world-renowned scholar delivering what I knew intellectually was a fascinating presentation about the appropriation of the daily life of peasants by the nobility in the fourteenth century, I found myself unable to stop the memory from unrolling in my mind over and over.

Lucas’ commanding presence, his skilled hands, the exquisite pain and pleasure he had wrought in my body. His face at dinner, smiling above his wineglass… his face when he told me to take off my clothes… his face when he tasted me, down there…

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, acutely aware of the lingering soreness between my legs. My cheeks flushed as I recalled how thoroughly Lucas had claimed me, how he had stretched and filled me in ways I’d never imagined. The memory of his deep, growling voice calling me his ‘little whore’ sent an unwelcome jolt of arousal through me.

Shame and desire warred within me as I struggled to reconcile my scholarly aspirations with my newfound role as Lucas’ plaything. Was this really who I was now? A kept woman, existing for the pleasure of a man I barely knew? Though I should have found the lecture much more interesting than the memories of the previous night—or I told myself that, anyway—everything about Lucas Moreau seemed a million times more captivating than the life of a medieval peasant.

And yet… I couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through me at the thought of seeing Lucas again. Of feeling his strong hands on my body, hearing his commanding voice in my ear.

I startled as the students around me began to pack up their things. The lecture had ended without me absorbing a single word. Panic rose in my chest—how could I hope to succeed in my studies if I couldn’t even pay attention?

As I gathered my things, I felt an urgent pressure in my bladder. The nearest restroom was just down the hall, a small haven of privacy amidst the bustling university corridors.

I pushed open the heavy wooden door, wincing slightly at the lingering soreness between my legs. The bathroom was mercifully empty, the row of stalls stretching out before me. I chose the one furthest from the door, latching it securely behind me.

As I settled onto the cool wooden seat, I couldn’t help but become acutely aware of the tender flesh between my thighs. The slightly, naughtily sensual feeling of my pee rushing out of me into the bowl made me chew my lower lip.

I wiped myself as gently as I could, my teeth working a little more firmly and my forehead creasing as the soreness of my pussy flared at my touch. I dropped the paper into the bowl. My brain told my body to get up.

Instead, almost of their own accord, my fingers drifted back down, softly probing, tenderly exploring the still-swollen lips.

My… my…

“Cunt.” I whispered it aloud, shocking myself.

No. Not mine.

I bit my lip hard. A tiny whimper escaped as I remembered.

Not mine. His.

“Monsieur,” I breathed. “Please, Monsieur. Please… oh… oh, no.”

I gasped softly as I encountered the evidence of Lucas’ passion—my pussy felt puffy and sensitive, the entrance still slightly stretched from accommodating his impressive girth. As I explored further, I felt a warm wetness and for a moment I wondered if it might be my keeper’s seed rather than my own rampant, mortifying need. I blushed fiercely as I analyzed the thought and found that it thrilled me… that I longed to find Lucas’ semen inside me… longed for a reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed me.

My breath quickened as I recalled the sheer intensity of our encounter, the moment when he had shot his essence into me. The way Lucas had bent me over, spread me open, whipped my most intimate places. The burning sting of the martinet, followed by the exquisite pleasure of his skilled tongue and fingers.

Before I realized what I was doing, my fingers had found my clit. I circled it gently, biting my lip to stifle a moan. I knew I shouldn’t be doing this—Lucas had made it clear that he meant to keep the pleasure of my body as his private property. That thought, though… the very idea that my cunt belonged to him, and he would punish me if I stole its delights for myself…

My fingers moved faster, moving down to push inside, then up to rub the swollen bud that made my hips jerk at every new pressure. I let out a tiny whimper as I imagined Lucas catching me in the act. In my mind’s eye, I saw the bathroom stall door flying open, Lucas’ imposing figure filling the doorway. His ice-blue eyes flashed with anger and desire as he took in the sight of me, hand between my legs, face flushed with arousal.

“You naughty little slut,” fantasy Lucas growled, reaching in to grab my arm. “Touching what belongs to me.”

I whimpered as in my imagination he yanked me out of the stall, my legs wobbling beneath me. With effortless strength, he would bend me over the bathroom counter, pressing my cheek against the cold porcelain. I would catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror—eyes wide, lips parted, hair disheveled.

“I’m going to teach you a lesson you won’t soon forget,” Lucas would snarl, flipping up my skirt to expose my bare bottom.

His large hand would come down hard on my tender flesh, the sharp crack echoing in the tiled room. I would cry out, my hips jerking forward against the counter’s edge. My keeper would spank me again and again, until my bottom felt hot and swollen.

“Please,” I would sob, though of course, I wouldn’t be sure if I was begging him to stop or to continue.

“Please what?” Lucas would demand, pausing with his hand raised. “Please punish this disobedient cunt?”

Before I could object, he would answer his own question. He would start to spank my pussy. There in the stall, I let out a little sob I couldn’t have held back for all the money in the world. The fantasy shifted, suddenly: Lucas wasn’t a soccer player but rather a marquis, and I was a peasant girl… a scullery maid whose naughty cunt, so well fucked by her noble master the night before, had distracted her from her duties in the kitchen.

I had gone to the garderobe, in my marquis’ castle… I had told myself I needed to pee… but really I had wanted to touch myself in the forbidden place where he had claimed me the previous night…

The marquis, tall and strong like Lucas… a blue-eyed warrior on the battlefield just as Lucas did battle on the field at the Stade de France… he had many other duties, a whole pays to take care of, but he… he had fallen in love with the naughty scullery maid… me. He had wanted to know how I was doing, the night after my first whipping, my first fucking, my first hard ride on his massive cock…

Oh, no… please… The scullery maid whispered it on the hard seat of the castle garderobe. I whispered it in the bathroom stall of the medieval university where my own warrior had made it possible for me to study.

The marquis… he had come to the kitchen in search of me, and the cooks had told him with a sneer that he could find his little fucking piece in the garderobe… no, they would never disrespect their lord that way, would they? The cooks would tell the Marquis de Moreau, though… they would tell him he could find his petite Alice in the garderobe, and he would stride thither on those huge, purposeful, powerful thighs.

Oh, God. My fingers between my legs worked so frantically over the abused, terribly sensitive flesh of my pussy that it hurt. I couldn’t stop, though. I didn’t even want to… I wanted to make my… his cunt feel like my lord had taken it, possessed it so thoroughly that I wouldn’t walk comfortably for a week.

The marquis’ footsteps echoed through the stone corridors, growing louder as he approached the garderobe. My heart raced, knowing I would be discovered at any moment. I tried to stop, to compose myself, but my treacherous fingers kept moving, driven by an insatiable need.

The heavy wooden door burst open. I gasped, caught in the act, my hand still between my legs. The Marquis de Moreau stood there, resplendent in his fine doublet and hose, his eyes blazing with fury and desire.

“You wanton little strumpet,” he growled, crossing the small space in two long strides. “Touching what belongs to me.”

His large hand wrapped around my wrist, yanking me off the privy seat. With effortless strength, he bent me over the rough stone ledge that served as a washbasin. The cold, damp rock pressed against my cheek as he flipped up my coarse woolen skirts.

“My lord,” I whimpered, “please, I⁠—”

The first slap of his hand against my bare bottom silenced my protests. The sharp crack echoed off the stone walls, followed swiftly by another, and another. I squirmed beneath his punishing palm, my hips grinding against the unforgiving edge of the basin.

“You dare pleasure yourself without my permission?” the marquis snarled, punctuating each word with a stinging blow. “This cunt belongs to me. I thought I had made that clear enough to you last night.”

My fingers worked frantically between my legs as I lost myself in the fantasy. I completely stopped being Alice Morgan, modern university student; I was that lowly scullery maid bent over a stone basin in a medieval castle, at the mercy of her noble lord.

The Marquis de Moreau’s large hand came down again and again on my bare bottom, each stinging slap sending jolts of pain and pleasure through my body. I squirmed against the rough stone, my hips grinding desperately as I sought relief for the ache building between my thighs.

“Please, my lord,” I whimpered, my voice echoing off the garderobe’s damp walls. “I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

“Oh, you most certainly will not,” the marquis growled, his voice low and dangerous. “I’m going to make sure you never forget who this cunt belongs to.”

His punishing hand moved lower, and I cried out as he began to spank my tender pussy. The pain was exquisite, each blow sending shockwaves of sensation through my core. I sobbed and writhed, torn between trying to escape the onslaught and pressing back for more.

In the university bathroom stall, I bit my lip hard to stifle my moans as I rubbed my clit furiously. The cool wood of the toilet seat was a poor substitute for the rough stone of my fantasy, but I ground against it nonetheless, chasing my release.

I was so lost in my fantasy, my fingers moving frantically between my legs, that I barely registered the sound of the bathroom door opening. Just as the imaginary marquis delivered a particularly stinging slap to my tender pussy, a wave of pleasure crashed over me. Before I could stop myself, a cry of helpless need escaped my lips, echoing off the tiled walls of the bathroom stall.

“Tout va bien?” a concerned female voice called out, startling me back to reality.

My eyes flew open, mortification flooding through me as I realized what had just happened. I had been masturbating in a public bathroom, lost in a lurid fantasy about my sponsor, and now someone had heard me. My face burned with shame as I hastily pulled my hand away from my throbbing pussy, wiping my fingers on a wad of toilet paper.

“Oui, merci,” I called back, my voice shaky and breathless. I fumbled with my clothing, trying to straighten myself out as quickly as possible. “Pardon… ça va bien… pardon… merci…”

Each word that tumbled from my lips only seemed to compound my embarrassment. I could hear the woman shifting uncertainly outside the stall, clearly unconvinced by my flustered response.

With trembling hands, I flushed the toilet, hoping the sound would mask any further awkwardness. The rush of water seemed deafening in the small space, matching the pounding of my heart. I took a deep breath and tried to quiet my racing heart, my panting breath. I pushed the stall door open.


CHAPTER 14
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Lucas

When the alert from Selecta Arrangements arrived I had just, with regret, decided that I wouldn’t see Alice again. I would give her an extra month’s allowance, of course, out of my own pocket if necessary, but the conflict I had felt as I left her building and stepped into my limo had told me prudence was required; the dangerous urge to go back up and climb into bed and hold my naughty girl until she awoke couldn’t be allowed to grow, as I could already feel it doing when my driver pulled away from the curb.

Three hours later, during a meeting with the controlling partner of Paris Saint-Germain, my phone buzzed. I glanced down.

Alice is likely to break a rule. Tap for details.

“Obviously, Lucas, you have a good deal of input here,” the sheikh, as I always thought of him, was saying. He had flown in from his emirate, on his private jet, of course, to meet with me. It seemed the least I could do to pay attention to him.

“Obviously,” I said, as dryly as I could manage given that the sheikh had just told me they had decided either to sell me to a new Japanese club or to let me retire peacefully at the end of the season with a reduction in my pay.

The Japan prospect had intrigued me enough—and the incentives involved seemed generous enough—that I had resolved to end things with Alice. It had seemed a stroke of fate to help me make the difficult decision, given that I couldn’t stop thinking about her. My reaction to the alert from the Selecta Arrangements app should, I knew, have strengthened my determination to start the final act of my career with a headline-grabbing move to the Far East, where—as the sheikh told me, and I believed—I would be worshipped like a god.

“So,” the sheikh continued after a pause, his dark eyes glittering as he studied me, obviously having detected my momentary distraction, “we’ll expect your answer by the end of the week.”

I focused on his face. “Certainly,” I told him. “Monday, at the latest.”

The sheikh nodded. “Shall we have a drink to the future?”

I knew that whatever whiskey he offered me would sell at the Ritz bar for hundreds of euros a glass. I usually accepted and relished these moments; I took pride in how many of them I had had with the sheikh over the years, toasting the club’s successes. My phone, however, seemed to have increased in bulk and in weight in my jacket pocket so much that I couldn’t think about anything else.

“No, thank you,” I told the sheikh. “I’m afraid I have another meeting.”

He frowned at me, understandably. I wasn’t the sort of man who has a great many meetings, after all. I told myself I hadn’t lied to him—not that I cared very much. I definitely did have a meeting and I needed to get to it as soon as possible. Alice Morgan was about to break a rule, and the urgency of her need for discipline—and my need to provide it—suddenly outweighed, for me, all the wealth in France and Japan put together.
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Alice

When I saw Lucas in the corridor, waiting for me as I emerged from the bathroom with my face still blazing like the sun, I honestly thought I must be hallucinating. How could he possibly know where I was?

I froze in the doorway of the bathroom, my eyes widening in shock as I took in the imposing figure leaning against the wall opposite. His eyes locked onto mine, a dangerous glint in their depths.

“M-Monsieur,” I stammered, my face flaming even hotter. “What are you doing here?”

Lucas pushed himself off the wall, taking a step toward me. His presence seemed to fill the narrow corridor, making me feel small and vulnerable.

“I think the better question, ma chère,” he said, his voice low and menacing, “is what were you doing in there?”

My heart pounded frantically in my chest. There was no way he could know… was there? I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I was just using the restroom,” I said, aiming for nonchalance but hearing the tremor in my words.

Lucas’ eyes narrowed. “Is that so?” He took another step closer, looming over me. “Because in addition to telling me where you are, the Selecta Arrangements app tells me when you do something naughty, like playing with what doesn’t belong to you.”

I shrank back against the bathroom door, my knees suddenly weak. “I don’t know what you mean,” I whispered, suddenly very glad that I had let the other occupant of the bathroom finish and depart before emerging.

In one fluid motion, Lucas gripped my upper arm and began steering me down the hallway. “I think you know exactly what I mean,” he growled in my ear. “And I think it’s time we had a little refresher on your rules and your responsibilities.”

“But…” I said as my feet moved mechanically despite the trembling of my knees. “But how…?”

Then I remembered. The sensor. I had thought they would use it only to make sure I was… like… that…

Like this, more accurately, I realized as heat seemed to fill my whole body, concentrated in my cheeks and, worse, between my legs, where I had just misappropriated my sponsor’s pleasure… trespassed on my lord’s rights.

“I don’t know how they do it,” Lucas told me, growling his words into my ear as he took me down a back staircase. “But I could see in your eyes the moment you came out of the bathroom that the app told me nothing but the truth.”

“Oh, God,” I whispered, turning to look at him as we reached the bottom of the steps. The grim determination in his eyes as he looked ahead, guiding both of us to the exit, seemed to have in it a certain conflict—as if his dominant sexual hunger had gone to war with his common sense. I wondered suddenly if he might even have been considering ending things with me. The dread that idea sent rocketing through my nervous system, to my dismay, utterly dwarfed my fear about Lucas’ plans with regard to disciplining me.

Then I saw his face change, just as he started to push the glass door open. I turned to look ahead of us, through the door, and I realized why: a large crowd had gathered on the sidewalk, between us and Lucas’ limo.

“Lucas! Lucas!” a voice called before he could even walk me through the door, and I heard someone say, “Oh, my God, it’s really him.”

Instantly the hand on my arm moved to go around my waist. I glanced over and saw that he had put on his face the same brilliant smile I had seen on… well, everything: screens, billboards, t-shirts, even. It had always struck me as genuine before, but now I could see that it represented Lucas’ primary defense against the prying eyes of the world’s millions of football fans.

The real Lucas definitely had that brilliantly sunny side—I had seen it at dinner, and felt almost instantly that I was falling in love. I had the sudden insight, though, that the intensity of my sponsor’s light could only exist in contrast to the darkness I had seen the previous night, the dominance that had brought to me a kind of pleasure and fulfillment I had never imagined.

Oh, God, I thought. How could I possibly be in love with a man I met yesterday? Who… who’s marching me out of a building with the intent of… of punishing me for playing with myself?

Who’s facing twenty fans and…

Not just fans. I saw someone who had a professional-looking camera. He was clearly the one who had shouted Lucas’ name, to get him to look in that direction and provide a good photograph.

No—a valuable photograph. The paparazzi. How Lucas must hate them, and yet his smile hadn’t dimmed, and his arm held me even closer.

“Lucas! Lucas! Who’s this?”

I could feel the tension in Lucas’ body, the rigid set of his shoulders and the tightness in his jaw. But to the gathered crowd, I knew he seemed completely relaxed, his megawatt smile never faltering. His arm around my waist tightened almost imperceptibly, a silent message of support and of warning.

“This,” Lucas said, his voice warm and jovial, “is Alice Morgan, a brilliant young scholar I’m sponsoring.” He turned to me, his blue eyes twinkling with what looked like genuine affection. “Why don’t you tell them a bit about yourself, ma chère?”

My heart raced, pounding so hard I was sure the crowd could hear it. Sweat prickled along my hairline as I faced the sea of eager faces and flashing cameras. I swallowed hard, desperately trying to keep my voice steady.

“H-hello,” I began, wincing at the slight tremor in my voice. I took a deep breath, drawing strength from Lucas’ solid presence beside me. “As Lucas said, I’m Alice. I’m studying medieval French history here at the Sorbonne, focusing on the daily life of peasants in the fourteenth century.”

I paused, unsure what else to say. Lucas gave me an encouraging squeeze, and I found myself relaxing slightly into his touch. Despite everything—the lingering arousal from my bathroom encounter, the fear of punishment, the overwhelming crowd—I felt oddly safe with him. Suddenly I had the strangest desire to be back in my apartment, paying whatever shameful, painful penalty my sponsor decided to impose for my lewd, wayward behavior in the bathroom.

Lucas cleared his throat, drawing the crowd’s attention back to him. “While I’m always happy to meet fans,” he said, his voice carrying easily over the excited murmurs, “I must insist that the press respect Alice’s privacy.” His eyes locked onto the professional photographer, his gaze hardening slightly even as his smile remained in place. “She’s a student, not a public figure. I expect to see no unauthorized photos or speculation about her in the media.”

The crowd fell silent for a moment, absorbing Lucas’ words. Then, as if on cue, they parted, creating a path to the waiting limousine. Lucas guided me forward, his arm still firmly around my waist. I could feel the heat of his body through my clothes, a stark reminder of the intimacy we had shared the night before.

As we reached the car, Lucas opened the door for me. “After you, ma chère,” he murmured, his voice low enough that only I could hear. I slid into the plush leather seat, my heart racing as Lucas followed, closing the door behind him with a soft thud.

The limo pulled away from the curb smoothly, leaving the clamoring crowd behind. Inside the quiet cocoon of the car, I could hear my own rapid breathing. Lucas turned to me, his public persona falling away like a mask.

“I apologize for that,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “I didn’t have time to take the usual precautions when I left to come find you. Your clear need for your sponsor’s firm hand made me a little incautious.”

I gazed at Lucas, taking in the intensity in his ice-blue eyes, the firm set of his jaw. The facade he had presented to the crowd outside had vanished completely, replaced by the commanding presence I had come to both fear and crave. My body responded instantly to his dominance, a rush of heat flooding through me.

“I understand, Monsieur,” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lucas’ eyes narrowed slightly as he studied me. “Do you?” he asked, his tone low and dangerous. “Because I’m not sure you fully grasp the gravity of the situation, ma chère.”

He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear. “You disobeyed me,” he growled. “You touched what belongs to me without permission. And now, because of my haste to correct your behavior, you’ve been thrust into the public eye.”

A shiver ran down my spine at his words, equal parts fear and arousal. I squirmed in my seat, acutely aware of the growing dampness between my legs. My panties felt suddenly constricting, the fabric clinging to my heated flesh.

“The press will be relentless,” Lucas continued, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through my entire body. “They’ll dig into your past, speculate about our relationship, hound you at every turn. You must be prepared for this.”


CHAPTER 15
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Alice

I nodded mutely, my throat too tight to form words. Lucas’ hand came up to cup my chin, forcing me to meet his intense gaze.

“But first,” he said, his voice dropping to a menacing whisper, “we need to deal with your disobedience.”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding frantically in my chest. “Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered.

Lucas’ eyes gleamed with a mixture of anger and arousal. His hand moved from my chin to grip the back of my neck, fingers tangling in my hair.

“Tell me, Alice,” he growled. “What exactly were you doing in that bathroom stall?”

Heat flooded my face as I recalled my frantic self-pleasure just minutes ago. I lowered my eyes, unable to meet Lucas’ penetrating stare.

“I… I touched myself,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

Lucas’ grip tightened, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine. “And who does that little cunt belong to?” he demanded.

“You, Monsieur,” I whimpered.

“That’s right,” Lucas snarled. “It belongs to me. And you dared to play with my property without permission.” He cast his eyes toward the divider that separated us from his driver. “Jules, let’s take a tour of the Bois de Boulogne before we return to Alice’s place, to lose our pursuers.”

“Oui, monsieur,” the neutral voice came back, and I felt a new flush of mortification as I remembered that this unseen Jules of course knew a great deal about my humiliating submission to his employer. That blush couldn’t hold a candle, though, to the one I experienced when Lucas returned his attention to me and issued his next command.

“I think you need a reminder of your place, you little whore,” he said. “You’re going to kneel in front of me and suck my cock while we have our drive in the woods.”

My heart had risen, a glow of affection suffusing it, as I had thought of holding hands as we drove through the storied park where so many scenes of clandestine romance, in so many French novels, had taken place. The sudden revelation that Lucas intended a very different sort of scene made my heart jump with fright even as the arousal below my belly surged so high I had to bite my lip.

I looked into Lucas’ eyes, desperate for some indication of… I didn’t know, until I saw it there, in that searching blue gaze. Care. As simple as that, my mind went back to the other such scene I had lived, in another car with a very different sponsor, the horrid Martin. Martin’s eyes had had in them the opposite of care—a sort of amused recklessness, a will simply to make me submit in the most degrading way possible, to enjoy himself at all costs.

Lucas’ face, though, told me the opposite, or perhaps the converse, or maybe even the same message but delivered in the proper way. I couldn’t figure it out, and I wondered if I ever would because every time I looked into my sponsor’s eyes I couldn’t seem to think straight. Lucas definitely intended to use me for his pleasure; he wanted me on my knees in front of him here in his limo for precisely that reason, to enjoy himself in my mouth while he escaped the paparazzi. He meant to make the most of my body’s holes, whether I felt like yielding them or not, but his eyes nevertheless said that he cared how I felt about it.

Not just cared, either; the slight crease in his brow and the angle of his chin told me that it made all the difference in the world to him. He could see it, I knew. The little smile that played across his lips confirmed it: Lucas Moreau knew that the idea of having my face fucked as we drove through the Bois de Boulogne made me dizzy with arousal, made my hips twitch, my still sore bottom squirm on the car seat.

I shook my head at the paradox, and the tug of his hand in my hair brought a whimper of mingled discomfort and arousal. Lucas’ eyes narrowed, the little smile widening just a bit.

“Oui, ma petite salope,” he murmured. “You must. Don’t make the punishment you have coming worse with more disobedience. On your knees this instant.”

A new rush of heat flooded my cheeks as I kept gazing into those intense blue eyes. Despite the shame burning my face, I couldn’t deny the thrill of arousal that coursed through me just at his commanding tone. With trembling hands, I moved to obey, sliding off the plush leather seat onto my knees before him.

Lucas leaned back, his legs spreading wider to accommodate me between them. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding me forward as his other hand worked to unfasten his trousers. I watched, mesmerized, as he freed his already hardening cock.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, his voice low and dangerous.

I parted my lips obediently, my heart racing as Lucas guided the tip of his cock to my waiting mouth. He pressed forward slowly, filling me inch by inch until I felt the head hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

“That’s it,” Lucas murmured, his grip tightening in my hair. “Take all of me like a good little cocksucker.”

He began to move, thrusting shallowly at first before picking up speed. I hollowed my cheeks, trying my best to please him as he used my mouth for his pleasure. The car swayed gently as we drove through the park, adding to the surreal nature of the situation.

“Look at me,” Lucas commanded.

I raised my eyes to meet his, seeing the mixture of lust and dominance in his gaze. Lucas groaned softly as he looked down at me, his cock sliding in and out of my stretched lips.

“Such a pretty little mouth,” he murmured. “Made to be fucked, just like your tight cunt.”

His words sent a jolt of arousal through me, making me moan around his shaft. Lucas’ hips jerked in response, driving his cock deeper into my throat. I gagged again, tears spilling down my cheeks.

“Shh,” Lucas soothed, his thumb brushing away a tear. “Relax your throat, ma chère. Let me in.”

I tried to obey, focusing on relaxing my muscles as Lucas continued to thrust. Gradually, I felt my gag reflex easing, allowing him to push deeper. The car turned sharply, and Lucas’ cock hit the back of my throat at a new angle. I whimpered, my hands clutching at his thighs for balance.

“That’s it,” Lucas growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take it all like a good girl.”

His pace increased, fucking my face with abandon. I could feel saliva dripping down my chin, my jaw aching from the stretch. Yet despite the discomfort, I felt a perverse thrill at being used this way. My pussy clenched with need, dampening my panties further.

Lucas’ breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. I could tell he was getting close to his release. Suddenly, the car accelerated, and I realized we must be leaving the park and re-entering the busy streets of Paris.

Lucas’ hand tightened in my hair, holding me steady as the vehicle swerved through traffic. “Put your hand in your panties,” he demanded. “Show me how you touched yourself in that bathroom stall.”

I whimpered around his cock, my eyes widening at his command. But I knew better than to disobey. With trembling fingers, I reached beneath my skirt, pushing aside my soaked panties to touch my aching clit.

“That’s it,” Lucas purred, his voice husky with arousal. “Show me how you pleasure yourself when you think of me.”

My cheeks burned with shame, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at his words. I began to circle my clit, mimicking the frantic movements from earlier. The dual sensations of Lucas’ cock in my mouth and my own fingers on my sensitive flesh were overwhelming.

A muffled cry escaped me as a particularly sharp turn sent Lucas’ cock deeper into my throat. My hips bucked against my hand, chasing the pleasure building within me.

“Such a naughty little slut,” Lucas groaned, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Getting off while sucking your sponsor’s cock in the back of a car.”

I moaned around him, my fingers working frantically between my legs as Lucas used my mouth. The car swerved again, and I nearly lost my balance, but Lucas’ firm grip on my hair held me in place.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice strained with his approaching climax. “Show me how badly you need to come.”

I whimpered, my hips jerking erratically as I rubbed my clit. The vibrations of the moving car, combined with the fullness of Lucas’ cock in my mouth and my own desperate touches, had me teetering on the edge.

Suddenly, Lucas’ hand tightened in my hair, holding me still as he thrust deep into my throat. “I’m going to come,” he snarled. “And you’re going to swallow every drop like a good little whore.”

His hips jerked forward, and I felt his cock pulse as he emptied himself down my throat. I struggled to swallow, tears streaming down my face as I fought against my gag reflex. Lucas held me in place until he had finished, only then slowly withdrawing from my mouth.

I gasped for air, my chest heaving as I looked up at him with watery eyes. Lucas gazed down at me, his expression a mix of satisfaction and something softer, almost tender.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over my swollen lips. “You took that so well.”

I preened slightly at the praise, but I could see in Lucas’ face that that feeling would be short-lived. His eyes gleamed as he tucked himself back into his trousers. His large hand cupped my cheek, thumb brushing over my swollen lips.

“You did well, ma chère,” he murmured. “But don’t think this means you’ve escaped punishment for your earlier transgression.”

I swallowed hard, a shiver running through me at his words. Lucas pulled me back onto the seat beside him, his arm wrapping possessively around my waist.

“When we return to your apartment,” he continued, his voice low and dangerous in my ear, “I’m going to punish you properly. And to ensure you don’t forget your lesson, you’ll be wearing a reminder of your place.”

My eyes widened as Lucas reached into his jacket pocket, producing a small velvet bag. With deliberate slowness, he loosened the drawstring and tipped the contents into his palm.

I gasped as I saw what lay there—a gleaming metal plug, its tapered end curving to a thick bulb before narrowing again to a flared base. The metal caught the light filtering through the tinted windows, winking at me ominously.

“This,” Lucas purred, “will go in that tight little ass of yours. You’ll wear it every day when you go to class, feeling it with every step, every movement. It will remind you that your body belongs to me, to use as I see fit.”

Heat flooded my face as I stared at the plug. Lucas’ fingers caressed its gleaming surface, his eyes dark with desire as he gazed at me. “This isn’t just for punishment, ma chère,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. “It’s also preparation.”

My heart raced, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through me. “Preparation?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the soft hum of the car’s engine.

Lucas nodded, a wicked smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Yes, Alice. This plug will slowly stretch and train your tight little asshole, preparing it for my cock.”

Heat flooded my face, spreading down my neck and chest. I squirmed in my seat, acutely aware of the dampness between my thighs.

“Tell me, ma petite salope,” Lucas continued, his eyes boring into mine. “Has anyone ever fucked that pretty ass of yours before?”

I bit my lip, dropping my gaze to my lap. “N-no, Monsieur,” I admitted, my voice trembling. “Never.”

Lucas’ hand came up to cup my chin, forcing me to meet his intense stare. “Look at me when you answer, Alice,” he commanded softly.

I raised my eyes, feeling as though I might combust from the heat of my blush. “No, Monsieur,” I repeated, more firmly this time. “I’ve never been… taken… there.”


CHAPTER 16
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Alice

A low growl rumbled in Lucas’ chest, his eyes darkening with desire. “That will change very soon, ma chère,” he murmured, his voice thick with promise.

The limo glided to a stop outside my apartment building. Lucas tucked the plug back into its velvet bag and slipped it into his pocket before guiding me out of the car with a firm hand on the small of my back. My legs trembled as we walked through the lobby, my mind racing with thoughts of what was to come.

As soon as we entered my apartment, Lucas’ demeanor shifted. His gentle guidance became commanding, his touch more possessive. “Go to your bedroom,” he ordered, his voice low and authoritative. “Take off all your clothes and lie face down on the bed. Do not look back at me.”

I nodded mutely, my heart pounding as I made my way to my room on unsteady legs. I could feel Lucas’ presence behind me, his gaze burning into my back as I stood before my bed. With trembling fingers, I began to undress.

First, I slipped off my shoes, the soft thud as they hit the floor seeming impossibly loud in the quiet room. Then I reached for the zipper of my skirt, slowly pulling it down. The whisper of fabric as it fell to the floor sent a shiver down my spine.

My fingers trembled as I unbuttoned my blouse, letting it slide off my shoulders to pool on the floor. I unhooked my bra, feeling my breasts sway slightly as they were freed. Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my panties, I hesitated for just a moment before pushing them down my legs and stepping out of them.

Now fully naked, I could feel the weight of Lucas’ gaze on my bare skin. A shiver ran through me as I imagined his eyes roaming over the curve of my bottom, perhaps lingering on the place he intended to claim. Heat flooded my cheeks as I recalled his words in the car—that he would soon be fucking my virgin ass.

My heart pounded as I lowered myself onto the bed, settling face down on the cool sheets. I resisted the urge to look back at Lucas, keeping my eyes fixed straight ahead as he had commanded. But I was acutely aware of his presence behind me, could almost feel the heat radiating from his body.

I heard the soft rustle of fabric as Lucas moved, followed by a few taps on what must have been his phone. There was a mechanical whirring sound, and then the scrape of a drawer opening beneath the bed.

“Lift your hips,” Lucas instructed, his voice low and commanding.

I obeyed, raising my bottom slightly off the mattress. I felt something firm being slid beneath me—a wedge-shaped cushion Lucas must have retrieved from the hidden drawer, available only to my sponsor.

I heard Lucas’ footsteps moving across the room, followed by the soft click of something else opening. The toy cabinet, I realized with a mixture of trepidation and arousal. My fingers clutched at the sheets as I waited, every nerve in my body on high alert.

“I’m taking out the lube,” Lucas informed me, his voice low and controlled. “You’re going to need it for what comes next.”

I shivered at his words, my imagination running wild with possibilities. The sound of his approaching footsteps made my heart race even faster.

“Reach back and spread your cheeks for me,” Lucas commanded. “Show me the tight little hole I’m going to claim when I think it’s ready for fucking.”

Heat flooded my face at his crude words, but I found myself obeying without hesitation. My hands trembled as I reached back, grasping the soft flesh of my bottom and pulling my cheeks apart. The cool air of the room whispered across my most intimate places, making me acutely aware of how exposed I was. A thrill of need at the sheer degradation of the scene shot through me, and I had to bite my lip to keep from whimpering.

I heard the snap of the lube bottle opening, and then Lucas’ warm hand was on my lower back, steadying me. “Relax,” he urged. “That will make it easier to get this hole as open and available as I want it, so that I can train you properly.”

Something cool and slick pressed against my puckered entrance, making me gasp. Lucas’ finger circled my hole slowly, spreading the lube and gently massaging the tight ring of muscle. I whimpered softly as he urged a fingertip inside the place he had told me he meant to put his massive, rigid penis.

Lucas’ finger pressed deeper, breaching the tight ring of muscle. I gasped at the intrusion, my body tensing instinctively.

“Shh,” Lucas soothed, his other hand stroking my lower back. “Hush, my little whore. Relax. Take what I choose to give you. Let me in.”

I took a shuddering breath, trying to force my muscles to unclench. Lucas worked his finger slowly in and out, gradually stretching me open.

“That’s it,” he murmured approvingly. “Such a tight little hole. I can’t wait to feel it gripping my cock.”

Heat flooded my face at his words, a mix of embarrassment and arousal coursing through me. Lucas added more lube, the cool gel making me shiver as it dripped down my sensitive flesh.

“I’m going to train this pretty bottom so thoroughly,” Lucas continued, working a second finger alongside the first. “It will be uncomfortable, especially at first, but you’ll learn that you need it, that the pain teaches you to obey me even more thoroughly. You’ll offer me your anus without hesitation, or you’ll be whipped.”

I whimpered as he scissored his fingers, the stretch burning slightly. Lucas’ other hand moved to cup my sex, his fingers ghosting over my swollen lips.

“So wet already,” he observed, his voice thick with desire. “Does the idea of me fucking this tight little hole turn you on, ma petite salope?”

“Y-yes, Monsieur,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lucas growled approvingly, curling his fingers a little to impart a teasing caress to my tingling clit. In back, his fingers worked deeper inside me, still stretching and preparing my virgin anus. I gasped and whimpered at the unfamiliar sensations, torn between discomfort and a strange, burning need.

“That’s it,” Lucas murmured. “Open up for me, ma chère. Let your sponsor in.”

I felt the cool metal of the plug pressing against my entrance, replacing Lucas’ fingers. My body tensed instinctively again, resisting the intrusion.

“Relax,” Lucas commanded, his voice low and authoritative. “Take it like a good girl.”

I took a deep breath, willing my muscles to unclench. Lucas applied steady pressure, slowly working the plug into my resistant hole. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful as the widest part of the plug breached me.

“Oh, God,” I whimpered, my fingers clutching desperately at my bottom cheeks, still sore from the martinet.

“Breathe through it,” Lucas instructed, his hand rubbing soothing circles on my lower back. “You’re going to take the plug whether you like it or not, so make up your mind to obey.”

With a final push, the plug slipped fully inside me. I gasped at the sensation of fullness, my inner muscles clenching around the unfamiliar intrusion. Lucas’ fingers traced the flared base, sending shivers through my body.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “You look so pretty with your bottom stuffed full.”

Heat flooded my face at his words. I squirmed slightly, acutely aware of the plug’s presence with every movement.

Lucas’ hand came to rest on my lower back, his touch possessive rather than soothing. “Now, naughty Alice,” he said, his voice low and commanding, “I want you to remember why this plug is inside you. Tell me.”

I swallowed hard, and somehow even the slight movement of my throat muscles seemed to make my bottom tighten around the plug. “Because… because I touched myself without permission, Monsieur,” I whispered, heat flooding my cheeks.

“That’s right,” Lucas purred. “You played with what belongs to me. This plug is a reminder that your body—every part of it—is mine to use as I see fit.” His fingers traced the curve of my bottom, sending shivers through my body. “If you disobey me again, if you dare to pleasure yourself without my explicit permission, I’ll have no choice but to whip you severely.”

I whimpered softly, both aroused and frightened by his words. Lucas leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. “I’d have to whip this pretty little bottom until it’s bright red and burning. Every stroke would remind you of your place, of who you belong to.”

His hand moved lower, fingers ghosting over my still-sensitive pussy. “But for now, I’m curious to see how this affects you. How having your tight little hole stuffed full makes you feel.” He chuckled darkly. “And of course, it’s preparing you for when I decide to claim your virgin ass.”

I gasped at his crude words, a shiver running through me at the thought of Lucas taking my anal virginity. The plug shifted inside me as I squirmed, sending jolts of sensation through my body.

Lucas’ hand moved to grip my hair, tugging gently to make me look up at him. His blue eyes burned with intensity as he gazed down at me.

“Tomorrow,” he said, his voice low and commanding, “you will go to your classes wearing this plug. And you will not wear any panties beneath your skirt.”

My eyes widened in shock and dismay. “No,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Please, Monsieur. I can’t… I couldn’t possibly…”

“You can and you will,” Lucas replied firmly. “This is part of your punishment, ma chère. A reminder of your place and who you belong to.”

I squirmed, acutely aware of the plug filling me. The idea of wearing it all day, of sitting through lectures with that constant reminder of my submission, made me dizzy with a mixture of arousal and mortification.

“Please,” I begged again. “At least let me wear panties. What if someone sees?”

Lucas’ eyes narrowed dangerously. “Are you questioning my orders, Alice?”

I bit my lip, recognizing the warning in his tone. But I couldn’t stop myself from making one last plea. “Monsieur, please. I’ll be so distracted. How can I focus on my studies?”

In one fluid motion, Lucas stood and strode to the toy cabinet. My heart raced as I watched him retrieve the dreaded martinet. He turned back to me, the leather strands dangling in front of him.

“Would you prefer more of this?” he asked.

My lips parted and my breath came raggedly between them.

“Well?” Lucas demanded.

“Non, Monsieur,” I whispered.

“Very well,” Lucas said, his icy blue eyes burning with a paradoxical fire. “To show your obedience I want you to touch yourself now, show me how you pleasured yourself in that bathroom stall. But this time, you’ll do it with my plug filling your ass, reminding you who you belong to with every movement.”

Heat flooded my face at his words, but I couldn’t deny the thrill of arousal that shot through me. Slowly, I slid one hand beneath my body, my fingers finding my swollen clit. I circled it gently, gasping at how sensitive I was.

“That’s it,” Lucas purred, his grip tightening in my hair. “Show me how desperately you need to come.”

I whimpered as I increased the pressure on my clit, my hips rocking against my hand. The movement caused the plug to shift inside me, the unfamiliar fullness adding a new dimension to my pleasure.

“Does it feel good, you little whore?” Lucas asked, his voice so thick with arousal, it made me clench at the very sound, how it implied the hardness of his huge cock in his trousers, the readiness of that thrusting, driving erection to use me once again.

“Y-yes,” I gasped, my fingers working frantically between my legs. “Oh, God, yes.”

Lucas’ hand tightened in my hair, tilting my head back. “Look at me,” he commanded. “I want to see your face as you come with my plug in your ass.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting Lucas’ intense gaze. His blue eyes burned with lust and dominance as he watched me pleasure myself. The plug shifted inside me with each movement of my hips, sending jolts of sensation through my body.

“That’s it,” Lucas purred. “Show me how much you love being filled, how badly you need to come for your sponsor.”

His words sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I circled my clit faster, my hips bucking against my hand. The dual sensations of my fingers on my sensitive bud and the plug stretching me open were overwhelming.

“Please,” I whimpered, teetering on the edge of release. “Please, may I come, Monsieur?”

Lucas’ eyes flashed with approval. “Good girl, asking permission,” he murmured. “Yes, you may come. But remember, from now on, you only come when I allow it.”

With a cry of relief, I let myself fall over the edge. Pleasure crashed over me in waves as I came, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm. My inner muscles clenched around the plug, heightening the sensation.

Lucas turned my head back toward the mattress and pressed my face downward. I cried out at the sudden humiliation. “Eyes down, whore,” he commanded. “And keep yourself coming.”

I gasped as I felt the first whisper-soft lash of the martinet against my tender bottom. The leather strands kissed my skin with exquisite gentleness, sending tingles of sensation radiating outward. I squirmed, torn between wanting to escape the sting and craving more.

Another feather-light stroke landed, this time catching the sensitive crease where bottom met thigh. I whimpered, my hands instinctively flying back to protect my vulnerable flesh.

“Ah ah,” Lucas chided. “Hands away, ma chère. Put one on the mattress and the other between your legs.”

I obeyed with trembling limbs, pressing my left palm into the soft sheets while my right hand dipped between my thighs. My fingers found my swollen clit, still sensitive from my recent orgasm.

“That’s it,” Lucas purred. “Keep touching yourself while I remind you who this body belongs to.”

The martinet whispered through the air again, landing with gossamer softness across both cheeks. I gasped, my hips jerking at the dual sensations of the gentle sting and my own exploring fingers.

“Does it feel good?” Lucas asked, his voice low and thick with arousal. “Having your naughty bottom whipped while you play with your needy little cunt?”

Heat flooded my face at his crude words, but I couldn’t deny the effect they had on me. “Y-yes, Monsieur,” I stammered.

Lucas continued to rain down feather-light strokes with the martinet, each one sending sparks of sensation across my sensitized skin. I whimpered and squirmed, my fingers working frantically between my legs as the dual stimuli overwhelmed me. The plug in my bottom shifted with each movement, adding another layer of stimulation that left me gasping.

“Look at you,” Lucas growled, his voice thick with lust. “So desperate for it. Such a needy little whore.”

I heard the rasp of his zipper, and my heart began to race. The bed dipped as Lucas climbed on, his powerful thighs straddling my hips. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, the brush of fabric against my tender flesh as he positioned himself.

Without warning, Lucas thrust into me hard, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. I cried out, my body stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. The angle was deep and intense, made even more so by the plug still nestled in my bottom.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, overwhelmed by the fullness, the slight burn of the stretch.

Lucas didn’t give me time to adjust. He began to move, his hips pistoning against me with bruising force. Each powerful thrust drove me into the mattress, the friction against my still-circling fingers sending jolts of pleasure through my overstimulated body.

“This is what you needed, isn’t it?” Lucas snarled, his hips snapping against my tender bottom with each powerful thrust. “To be used like the filthy little slut you are.”

I whimpered, unable to form coherent words as Lucas pounded into me relentlessly. My fingers worked frantically over my swollen clit, desperate for more stimulation even as the overwhelming sensations threatened to consume me. The plug in my bottom shifted with each brutal thrust, the unfamiliar fullness heightening every sensation.

“Yes,” I finally managed to gasp out. “Oh, God, yes!”

Lucas’ hand tangled in my hair, yanking my head back. “Look at yourself in the mirror,” he growled. “See how desperate you look, how needy.”

I forced my eyes open, catching sight of our reflection in the full-length mirror across the room. The image seared itself into my brain—my flushed face contorted with pleasure and desperation, my body writhing beneath Lucas’ powerful form. His muscles rippled with each thrust, his face a mask of dominant concentration.

“See how well you take my cock?” Lucas goaded, his voice rough with exertion. “How eagerly your tight little cunt grips me?”

I moaned at his crude words, my inner walls clenching around him involuntarily. The added pressure made the plug shift inside me, sending jolts of need radiating outward. My fingers moved faster over my clit, chasing the building tension deep inside my womb.

Lucas’ pace became punishing, his hips slamming against me with bruising force. Each powerful thrust drove the air from my lungs, leaving me gasping and whimpering beneath him. My fingers worked frantically over my swollen clit, desperate for release even as the overwhelming pleasure threatened to consume me.

“That’s it,” Lucas growled. “Keep touching yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

The dual stimulation of Lucas’ relentless pounding and my own frantic touches sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. The plug in my bottom shifted with each brutal thrust, the unfamiliar fullness heightening every sensation. I could feel my inner walls beginning to flutter, my release hovering just out of reach.

“Please,” I sobbed, my voice barely recognizable. “Oh, God, please!”

Lucas’ hand tightened in my hair, yanking my head back at an almost painful angle. “Come for me,” he snarled. “Now.”

As if my body had been waiting for his command, I felt myself go over the edge. Pleasure exploded through me, radiating outward from my core in pulsing waves. My inner muscles clenched rhythmically around Lucas’ thick shaft, milking him as I cried out in ecstasy.

“Fuck,” Lucas groaned, his hips stuttering against me. “Take it all, you little slut.”

With a final, brutal thrust, Lucas buried himself fully, his lap against my punished bottom pressing his plug deeper into my anus. I felt his essence spurt into me, and then I felt his hand in my hair again, turning my face so he could kiss me, with a softness that seemed to soothe away every bit of discomfort.

“Alice,” he murmured, once he had broken the kiss. “What are you doing to me, you marvelous creature?”


CHAPTER 17
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Lucas

I was in the training room in the bowels of Parc des Princes the morning after I had punished Alice with the butt plug, getting a massage. I had done my best to keep myself from thinking about my naughty little slut’s gorgeous backside more than once every five minutes in the intervening hours, but even in sleep I had seen the bewitching sight of the lovely Alice helplessly coming with the plug in her bottom over and over.

Today’s practice would help, I told myself—I had never yet had a girl who had distracted me from the game I loved. On the other hand, I couldn’t say I felt completely certain; I had also never felt such mingled tenderness and sheer sexual aggression toward another girl.

I lay face down on the massage table, Hervé’s strong hands working the knots out of my shoulders. The familiar scent of liniment and sweaty athletic gear filled my nostrils, grounding me in the present moment. I tried to focus on the sensation of tense muscles loosening under Hervé’s expert touch, pushing thoughts of Alice to the back of my mind.

The door to the training room swung open, and I heard the familiar voices of Leo and Tomas enter, their footsteps echoing on the tiled floor. From my position on the table, partially obscured by a privacy screen, they didn’t notice me.

“Did you see the article in Le Parisien this morning?” Leo asked, his voice tinged with excitement. “About Lucas and that girl?”

I tensed slightly, but Hervé’s hands continued their steady rhythm on my back.

“Of course I saw it,” Tomas replied. “It’s all anyone’s talking about. Who do you think she is?”

“Some university student, apparently,” Leo said. “The article said Lucas is sponsoring her studies or something.”

I could hear the skepticism in Tomas’s voice. “Right, ‘sponsoring.’ Is that what they’re calling it these days?”

Leo chuckled. “Come on, you know how Lucas is. Remember that model from last year? The one he had eating out of his hand after just a week?”

Leo laughed, a knowing glint in his eye. “Oh, I remember her. What was her name? Chloé? Camille?”

“Claire,” Tomas supplied, shaking his head with a wry smile. “And she was absolutely smitten. Followed Lucas around like a lovesick puppy for weeks.”

“Until he got bored and moved on,” Leo added, his tone a mix of admiration and disbelief. “I swear, I don’t know how he does it. The women just fall at his feet.”

Tomas nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. “But this one seems different, doesn’t she? I mean, a university student? That’s not his usual type.”

Leo’s eyes lit up with mischief. “Maybe our Lucas is looking to expand his horizons. Broaden his intellectual pursuits, if you know what I mean.” He waggled his eyebrows suggestively.

Tomas rolled his eyes but couldn’t suppress a chuckle. “You’re terrible, you know that?”

“I’m just saying what we’re all thinking,” Leo defended, holding up his hands. “Come on, you can’t tell me you’re not curious about what she’s like in bed.”

“Leo!” Tomas hissed, glancing around as if worried someone might overhear. But his expression betrayed his own curiosity.

Leo leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I bet she’s a wildcat in the sack. Those quiet, bookish types always are. Probably lets Lucas do all sorts of kinky shit to her.”

Tomas shifted uncomfortably, but his eyes betrayed his interest. “You think? I mean, she looked so… innocent in that photo.”

“That’s exactly it,” Leo insisted, warming to his topic. “She’s probably never been with a guy like Lucas before. Can you imagine? Going from shy little university student to being fucked six ways from Sunday by Lucas fucking Moreau?”

“Jesus, Leo,” Tomas muttered, but he was grinning now. “You’ve put way too much thought into this.”

Leo shrugged, unrepentant. “What can I say? I’m a romantic at heart.” He paused, a wicked glint in his eye. “Besides, you know how Lucas is. Remember that time in Ibiza, when we walked in on him with those two Swedish twins?”

Tomas groaned, covering his face with his hands. “God, don’t remind me. I still can’t look at handcuffs the same way.”

“Exactly,” Leo said triumphantly. “So you know he’s probably got that poor girl tied up right now, begging for his cock.”

“Or his whip,” Tomas added, then immediately looked shocked at his own boldness.

I cleared my throat.

Leo and Tomas whirled around at the sound, their faces draining of color as they caught sight of me on the massage table. Hervé, still working on my shoulders, chuckled softly.

“Oh, shit,” Leo breathed, his eyes wide with horror. “Lucas, we didn’t… I mean, we weren’t…”

Tomas jumped in, his words tumbling out in a rush. “We’re so sorry, Lucas. We had no idea you were here. That was completely inappropriate and disrespectful.”

I slowly sat up, swinging my legs over the side of the table. Hervé handed me a towel, which I draped across my lap. I fixed Leo and Tomas with a steady gaze, enjoying their discomfort for a moment before speaking.

“You know,” I said, my voice deceptively calm, “my mother always told me that eavesdroppers never hear anything good about themselves.”

Leo’s face flushed a deep red. “God, Lucas, I’m such an idiot. I didn’t mean any of that. Well, I mean, I did, but I shouldn’t have said it. It’s none of our business.”

Tomas nodded vigorously. “Absolutely. We were way out of line. It won’t happen again, I swear.”

I held up a hand, silencing their frantic apologies. “Relax, boys. I’m not angry.” I felt a small smile play at the corners of my mouth.

I leaned back on the massage table, studying my teammates’ anxious faces. The air in the training room felt thick with tension, the scent of liniment and sweat mingling with the nervous energy radiating from Leo and Tomas.

“Come here,” I said, gesturing for them to approach. They shuffled forward hesitantly, exchanging wary glances. I could see the muscles in their jaws working as they clenched their teeth, bracing for whatever punishment they imagined was coming.

“You’re right, you know,” I said softly, my eyes flickering between them. “Alice is… different.”

Leo’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, while Tomas tilted his head curiously. Even Hervé, who had been pretending to busy himself with arranging massage oils, paused to listen.

“Different how?” Leo ventured, his natural curiosity overcoming his caution.

I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing Alice’s face. The way her cheeks flushed when I praised her, the defiant spark in her eyes just before she submitted to my will. The soft curve of her lips, the delicate arch of her neck. When I opened my eyes again, I found all three men watching me intently.

“She’s intelligent,” I began, my voice taking on a warmth I rarely allowed others to hear. “Not just book-smart, though she certainly is that. She has a quick wit, a sharp mind. She challenges me in ways I didn’t expect.”

Leo glanced at the other two, then back at me.

“It’s… serious, then?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

“It may be,” I told them.
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Alice

I sat in the seminar room, my wavy chestnut hair pulled back in a messy bun. The soft fabric of my skirt brushed against my thighs, a constant reminder of the plug nestled in my sensitive bottom. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to find a position that didn’t send jolts of sensation through my body with every movement. The cool wood of the chair pressed against my bare skin, Lucas’ command to forgo panties echoing in my mind.

Professor Durand’s voice droned on about the social hierarchy of fourteenth-century peasant communities, but I found it nearly impossible to focus. Lucas Moreau had shattered my usual determined concentration, replacing it with an acute awareness of every sensation in my body. The plug seemed to throb in time with my heartbeat, a constant reminder of my submission to the man who kept me.

I bit my lip, desperately trying to keep my expression neutral as another wave of arousal washed over me. My thighs clenched involuntarily, and I had to stifle a gasp as the movement caused the plug to shift inside me. Heat flooded my cheeks as I imagined what my classmates would think if they knew what was hidden beneath my demure exterior.

A sudden movement to my left caught my attention. Louise Montreuil, one of my fellow students, was staring at me intently, her dark eyes narrowed in concentration. Her sleek bob framed her angular face, giving her a sharp, sophisticated look that always made me feel slightly frumpy in comparison.

Professor Durand called for la pause—the mid-seminar break. As I reached into my bag for the end of a baguette I’d brought for a snack, I saw that Louise’s eyes had remained fixed on me.

I tried to avoid that dark gaze as I pulled out my piece of beloved, perfect Parisian bread, but I could feel her eyes boring into me. The crackle of the paper bag seemed deafening in the quiet room as students began to file out for the break. I took a small bite, the usually delicious bread tasting like sawdust in my dry mouth.

“So.” Louise’s crisp voice cut through the air, making me jump slightly. “You’re the one.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet her piercing gaze. “I’m sorry?” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

Louise’s lips curled into a sardonic smile. “Don’t play coy, Alice. I saw the photos in Le Parisien this morning. You and Lucas Moreau, looking quite cozy for the cameras.”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I recalled the encounter with the paparazzi. I shifted in my seat, acutely aware of the plug inside me, a secret reminder of just how ‘cozy’ Lucas and I had become.

“It’s not… We’re not…” I stammered, unsure how to explain my complicated relationship with Lucas.

Louise leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Listen, I know it must be exciting. A famous footballer, all that money and attention. But trust me, you’re making a huge mistake.”

I blinked, taken aback by her blunt assessment. “What do you mean?”

Louise’s dark eyes flashed with an odd mixture of emotions—concern and disdain somehow keeping company in a single glance. She leaned in closer, her sleek bob swinging forward as she lowered her voice. “Alice, you can’t be serious. Everyone knows that of all the chauvinistic male athletes out there, Lucas Moreau is the worst.”

I felt my cheeks flush, a prickle of defensiveness rising in my chest. “That’s not true,” I protested weakly, even as I realized how little I actually knew about Lucas’ public persona. Football news was hard to come by in America, and I’d been far more focused on my studies than on following European sports stars.

Louise’s perfectly arched eyebrow rose skeptically. “Oh? And I suppose you know him so well after what, a few days?” She shook her head, her voice taking on a tone of exasperated concern. “He’s well known for his archaic views on gender roles. The man practically thinks women should be barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen.”

I squirmed in my seat, the plug shifting inside me as I moved. The physical reminder of my submission to Lucas sent a confusing mixture of arousal and shame coursing through me. “That’s not fair,” I argued, my voice sounding weak even to my own ears. “Lucas is… he’s…” I trailed off, unsure how to defend a man I was still getting to know.

Louise’s lips curled into a sneer. “He’s what? Charming? Handsome?” She switched to English to drive her point home. “Drrrreamy?”

She reached into her bag and pulled out her sleek smartphone, its glossy screen reflecting the fluorescent lights of the seminar room. With quick, decisive movements, she tapped and swiped until she found what she was looking for.

“Here,” she said, thrusting the phone in front of my face. “Read this and tell me again how ‘unfair’ I’m being.”

I blinked, trying to focus on the screen that was suddenly inches from my nose. The headline of the article blazed across the top: Lucas Moreau: Football’s Last True Gentleman?

Beneath it was a photo of Lucas, looking devastatingly handsome in a tailored suit, his ice-blue eyes piercing even through the digital image.

As I began to read, I felt a sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. The article was a profile of Lucas, discussing his career, his charity work, and his personal life. But it was a quote about halfway down the page that made my breath catch in my throat:

“I’m old-fashioned when it comes to relationships,” Lucas had, it seemed, told the reporter. “I look forward to a traditional marriage one day, where my wife follows my lead, and I can care for her the way a husband should care for a wife. In today’s world, I think we’ve lost sight of the natural order of things.”


CHAPTER 18
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Alice

I spent the rest of the seminar, of course, thinking not about fourteenth-century peasant life but about Lucas. The oppressed condition of women in medieval France didn’t help at all. Every time I tried to focus on the discussion I just kept thinking about whether Lucas would, for example, sequester me—even starve me—the way young wives could easily find themselves isolated and starved if they didn’t comply with this or that burdensome idea of Christian feminine virtue.

The fate of unmarried women—the kind of scullery maid, for example, I had so lewdly fantasized about—was even worse. And apparently Lucas Moreau, the man who seemed so perfect for me, thought we should go back to the old ways.

By the time I got back to my apartment, I knew I had to confront him, at least. The afternoon stretched endlessly before me as I paced my small apartment, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts and emotions. The gentle autumn sunlight streaming through the windows seemed to mock my inner turmoil, its warmth at odds with the chill of doubt that had settled in my chest.

I found myself drawn to the full-length mirror in my bedroom, studying my reflection with critical eyes. The girl who stared back at me looked outwardly unchanged—same wavy chestnut hair, same green eyes, same slender build. But beneath the surface, I knew he had fundamentally altered me. The plug nestled in my bottom was a constant, undeniable reminder of that fact.

My fingers toyed with the hem of my skirt, itching to reach beneath and remove the source of my physical and emotional discomfort. It would be so easy to disobey, to assert some small measure of control over my body and my choices. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for the act of rebellion.

But as my hand moved toward the plug, I found myself hesitating. The memory of Lucas’ commanding voice, his piercing blue eyes, the way he made me feel simultaneously cherished and owned, washed over me. My fingers trembled, then fell away from my skirt.

I couldn’t do it. The realization hit me like a physical blow, leaving me breathless and weak-kneed. I sank onto the edge of my bed, burying my face in my hands as hot tears of shame fell from my eyes.

I told myself it was fear that kept me from removing the plug. Fear of punishment, fear of disappointing Lucas. But as I sat there on the edge of my bed, tears drying on my cheeks, a deeper truth began to emerge from the fog of my confusion.

It wasn’t fear that stayed my hand. It was need. A primal, urgent need for Lucas’ dominance that had taken root in my very core. The realization both thrilled and terrified me.

I moved to the kitchen in a daze, mechanically pulling ingredients from the fridge to assemble a salad. The crisp lettuce, ripe tomatoes, and tangy vinaigrette barely registered on my palate as I ate, my mind consumed with thoughts of Lucas and the conflicting emotions he stirred within me.

As evening settled over Paris, I found myself curled up on the sofa in my living room, staring blankly at the dark TV screen. The remote lay untouched on the coffee table, a silent testament to my inner turmoil. I couldn’t bear the thought of mindless entertainment, not when my world had been turned upside down.

The soft golden glow of the lamp cast long shadows across the room, mirroring the light and dark warring within me. I shifted slightly, the movement causing the plug to press against sensitive flesh. A shiver ran through me, equal parts discomfort and arousal.

My fingers toyed absently with the hem of my skirt as I debated whether to give in to any of the utterly conflicting impulses that throbbed inside me, almost literally. I wanted to take the horrid, shameful, much-too-pleasurable thing out of my most private place—throw it from my window and hope it would land in the Seine. I wanted to raise my skirt and touch my tingling clit, make myself come for the camera knowing that Lucas would see… knowing that he would whip me until I couldn’t sit down. I wanted to take off all my clothes and kneel on the floor to await the moment he would arrive, so that he could fuck my face and come down my throat the instant he came in the door.

The soft click of the door opening startled me from my reverie. I turned, my heart leaping into my throat as I saw Lucas stride into the apartment. His tall, athletic frame filled the doorway, exuding an aura of confidence and authority that made my pulse quicken. In his hands, he carried a long, slim gift box that I instantly recognized as the type used for lingerie.

Lucas’ ice-blue eyes locked onto mine, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “Bonsoir, ma chère,” he said, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

I stood, smoothing my skirt nervously. “Bonsoir, Monsieur,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lucas crossed the room in a few long strides, closing the distance between us. He held out the box, an expectant look on his face. “A little gift for you,” he murmured.

I took the box with trembling hands, feeling the weight of it—and all it represented—settle in my palms. The smooth, cool surface of the box seemed to burn against my skin, a tangible reminder of Lucas’ control over me.

As I looked up from the box, I caught Lucas studying my face intently. His brow furrowed slightly, a flicker of concern passing through his eyes. “What’s wrong, Alice?” he asked, his voice softening. “You seem troubled.”

I bit my lip, averting my eyes for a moment. When I met his gaze again, I swallowed hard, struggling to find the right words. “It’s nothing, Monsieur,” I murmured, my eyes still fixed on the gift box in my hands. “I’m just… tired from a long day of classes.” The lie tasted bitter on my tongue, but I couldn’t bring myself to confront him about the article, not yet. Not when he was looking at me with such tenderness in his eyes.

Lucas studied me for a long moment, his piercing blue gaze seeming to see right through my feeble excuse. I held my breath, certain he would press the issue. But to my surprise, he simply nodded, accepting my explanation with a small smile.

“Very well, ma chère,” he said softly. “Perhaps opening your gift will lift your spirits.”

His large hand came to rest on the small of my back, gently guiding me toward the sofa. I sank down onto the soft cushions, acutely aware of the plug shifting inside me as I sat. Lucas settled beside me, his thigh pressing against mine, radiating warmth through the thin fabric of my skirt.

“Go on,” he urged, nodding toward the box in my lap. “Open it.”

With trembling fingers, I lifted the lid of the box. A whisper of tissue paper greeted me, concealing the contents within. I pushed it aside, my breath catching in my throat as I revealed the most exquisite lingerie I had ever seen.

I gasped softly as I lifted the delicate garments from their nest of tissue paper. The bra was a marvel of intricate white lace, so sheer I could see my hand through the delicate cups. Tiny pearls adorned the straps and edging, gleaming softly in the lamplight. The garter belt matched perfectly, a wisp of lace and satin that would encircle my waist, holding up sheer white stockings with lace tops.

My fingers trembled as I ran them over the impossibly soft nylon, imagining how it would feel against my skin. The stockings seemed to shimmer, promising to make my legs look long and elegant. I could almost feel the sensual whisper of the fabric as I would walk, the slight constriction of the garters reminding me with each step of my submission to Lucas.

As I set aside the bra, garter belt, and stockings, my breath caught in my throat. Nestled at the bottom of the box were the panties—if they could even be called that. They were little more than a scrap of lace, held together by satin ribbons. But it was what was missing that made my cheeks flame with heat.

The entire seat of the panties had been cut away, leaving a wide, circular opening. I stared at the garment, my mind racing as I realized the implications. Wearing these, my most intimate places would be completely exposed, available for Lucas’ use at any moment. He could fuck my bottom hole without even taking off my underwear.

Lucas’ eyes gleamed as he watched me examine the panties, a knowing smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “Do you like them, ma chère?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

I swallowed hard, struggling to find my voice. “They’re… beautiful, Monsieur,” I managed to whisper, my cheeks burning. “But I… I don’t understand.”

Lucas leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear. “They’re designed to allow me access to what’s mine,” he murmured, his hand coming to rest possessively on my thigh. “While still keeping you properly attired. And they’re white, of course, because I’m going to take your final virginity tonight.”

A shiver ran through me at his words, equal parts arousal and apprehension. I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at the thought of wearing such revealing lingerie, of being so exposed and available to Lucas’ touch. But at the same time, Louise’s warning echoed in my mind, reminding me of the article and Lucas’ supposedly traditional views.

As I gazed at the exquisite lingerie, a surge of arousal coursed through me. I imagined how the delicate lace would feel against my skin and how the garters would frame my thighs. The thought of wearing something so beautiful, so feminine, made me feel desirable in a way I never had before.

But then Louise’s voice echoed in my mind, speaking a line I remembered overhearing in my college dining hall, that had unaccountably stuck in my head: “Lingerie is a gift men give to themselves.” The phrase hit me like a splash of cold water, dousing the warmth that had been building inside me.

I looked at the lingerie with new eyes, seeing beyond the delicate lace and shimmering satin. The bra, with its sheer cups, would display my breasts without actually covering them. The garter belt would draw attention to my hips, emphasizing my feminine curves. And those panties… my cheeks burned as I considered again how exposed, how available they would leave me.

This wasn’t a gift for me at all, I realized. This was Lucas dressing me up like a doll, adorning me for his own visual and physical pleasure. The cut-out in the panties made that abundantly clear—I would be constantly accessible, ready for him to use at his whim.

A wave of shame washed over me, mingling confusingly with the lingering arousal. Part of me still yearned to slip into the garments, to see myself transformed into the object of Lucas’ dominant sexual hunger. Another knew I had to put a stop to it all.

“Monsieur,” I began hesitantly, setting the box aside. “I… There’s something I need to ask you.”

Lucas’ brow furrowed slightly, but he nodded for me to continue. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say.

“I saw an article today,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. “About your views on relationships and gender roles. It said… It said you believe in a ‘traditional marriage’ where the wife follows the husband’s lead. Is that true?”

Lucas’ expression softened, a hint of understanding dawning in his eyes. He reached out, taking my hand in his larger one. “Ah, I see,” he murmured. “You’re worried about what that might mean for us.”

I nodded, unable to find the words to express the tumult of emotions swirling inside me. Lucas was silent for a long moment, his thumb tracing gentle circles on the back of my hand. When he spoke again, his voice was low and measured.

“Alice, ma chère, I won’t deny that I have traditional values when it comes to relationships. But perhaps I should explain what that means to me.” He paused, his eyes searching my face. “When I speak of a traditional marriage, I’m not talking about oppression or inequality. I’m talking about a partnership where each person has their role, where we complement and support each other.”

I frowned, still uncertain. “But you said the wife should follow her husband’s lead.”

Lucas sighed softly, his brow furrowing as he considered his words carefully. “In some matters, yes,” he admitted. “But that doesn’t mean the wife’s thoughts and feelings are disregarded. It’s about having a clear decision-maker when needed, not about dictating every aspect of her life.”

He paused, his eyes searching my face intently. “Alice, I would never want to stifle your intelligence or your ambitions. Your passion for history, your drive to succeed academically—these are things I admire greatly about you. I want to support your goals, not hinder them.”

I bit my lip, still feeling conflicted. “But then why…” I gestured helplessly at the lingerie box. “Why this? Why make me wear a plug all day, forbid me from wearing panties? It feels like you’re trying to control me, to make me into some kind of… sex object.”

My heart skipped a beat as I saw how Lucas’ eyes darkened at that.

“Well, ma chère,” he said, his voice just above a growl, “I suppose I refuse to deny that. I’ve paid a good deal of money in order that, yes, you be my lovely, intelligent fuck toy. Now I think you’d better act like it, or face the consequences. Stand up and take off all your clothes. I want to watch you put on your present.”


CHAPTER 19
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Alice

My heart pounded in my chest as I stared at Lucas, his words echoing in my ears. Strip. Put on the lingerie. Be his fuck toy. My cheeks burned with shame even as a treacherous warmth gathered between my thighs.

I stood on trembling legs, my fingers moving to the buttons of my blouse. As I slowly undid each one, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from Lucas’ intense gaze. His eyes raked over me, drinking in every inch of exposed skin.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. “Show me what belongs to me.”

My fingers froze on the third button of my blouse. I stared at Lucas, his words echoing in my mind. His fuck toy. The property he’d paid for. Shame and arousal warred within me, my cheeks burning hot even as wetness gathered between my thighs.

“I… I can’t,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “This isn’t right.”

I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling exposed despite still being mostly clothed. “I’m grateful for the subsidy, truly I am,” I continued, the words tumbling out in a rush. “But I can’t go on like this. It’s degrading. I’m not just some… some object for your pleasure.”

Lucas’ eyes narrowed, his jaw tightening. He stood slowly, his imposing height making me feel small and vulnerable. “Is that so?” he asked, his voice dangerously soft. “You find no pleasure in this yourself?”

He took a step closer, and I instinctively backed away. My legs hit the edge of the sofa, and I sank down onto it, looking up at Lucas with wide eyes.

“Look inside yourself, Alice,” he commanded, looming over me. “Examine your reaction when I tell you that you’re my fuck toy. That I own every inch of your body, to use as I see fit.”

I shook my head frantically, even as heat pooled low in my belly. “No,” I protested weakly. “I… it doesn’t… it just… just needs to stop.”

Lucas’ eyes flashed with a mixture of anger and desire. He reached out, his large hand cupping my chin firmly. “Look at me, Alice,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. “Look me in the eyes and tell me you don’t crave this. Tell me your body doesn’t ache for my touch, for my control.”

I tried to look away, but his grip tightened, forcing me to meet his intense gaze. My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I struggled with the conflicting emotions roiling within me.

“I… I don’t…” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Don’t lie to me,” Lucas growled. “I can see the truth in your eyes, in the flush of your cheeks, in the way your body trembles at my touch.” His free hand trailed down my neck, fingers ghosting over my collarbone. “Your nipples are hard, straining against your bra. I bet if I slipped my hand between your legs right now, I’d find you soaking wet.”

I whimpered softly, my thighs clenching involuntarily at his words. The plug inside me seemed to throb, a constant reminder of my submission.

“This is who you are, Alice,” Lucas continued, his voice softening slightly. “This dynamic, this exchange of power—it’s not just what I want. It’s what you need, whether you’re ready to admit it or not.”

He released my chin, stepped away, sat back down. He looked steadily into my eyes, my heart pounding at the intensity of his gaze.

“Do as you’re told, you little whore. Take off your clothes and put on your presents.”

Every breath came with a little whining whimper. My lips were parted, but no words came out: no protest, no objection. My brow creased hard as I felt my fingers, apparently of their own accord, beginning to work the buttons again.

Unable to break eye contact with Lucas despite the furnace-like heat in my face, I shrugged off my blouse, letting it fall to the floor. The cool air of the apartment raised goosebumps on my bare arms. I reached behind my back to unhook my bra, hesitating for just a moment before letting it join my blouse on the floor. My breasts felt heavy and exposed, my nipples hardening under Lucas’ scrutiny.

“Beautiful,” he breathed, leaning back on the sofa to better appreciate the view.

My hands shook as I unzipped my skirt, pushing it down over my hips. I stepped out of it, acutely aware of how vulnerable I was, standing before Lucas in nothing but the shameful, degrading plug he had commanded me to wear all day.

“Put your hands on your head, Alice,” he said matter-of-factly, as if he were telling me to pass the salt.

I swallowed hard as I obeyed.

“Good girl. I’m going to tell you something more about yourself, now.”

I felt my eyes go wide. Lucas lowered his chin, and continued, his voice low and brutal.

“You don’t just need the power exchange, ma chère,” he told me. “You need real discipline. Harsh training. Stern guidance. The whip when you deserve it, and your master’s hardness whenever he chooses, however he chooses, wherever he chooses.”

My body betrayed me as Lucas’ words washed over me. A shudder ran through me, starting at the base of my spine and radiating outward. My hips jerked involuntarily, the movement causing the plug inside me to shift. A soft moan escaped my lips as I felt my inner walls clench around nothing, aching to be filled.

Heat bloomed across my skin, flushing my chest and neck. My breasts felt heavy, my nipples tightening to hard peaks in the cool air of the apartment. Between my legs, I felt a rush of wetness. My thighs trembled as I felt a droplet of my arousal slowly trickle down, leaving a glistening trail on my inner thigh.

“Look at you,” Lucas murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Your body knows the truth, even if your mind is still catching up. You’re dripping for me, ma chère. Your pussy is weeping for my cock, begging to be filled and used.”

I whimpered, shame and arousal warring within me. My bottom squirmed, the plug a constant, undeniable presence. Each tiny movement sent jolts of sensation through my core, stoking the fire building low in my belly.

“Put on the lingerie, Alice,” Lucas commanded again. “I want you to dress those perfect tits, that needy cunt, and that tight little ass in pretty white wrapping. Then I’m going to open my own presents and enjoy them the way I’ve paid to do.”

I couldn’t meet Lucas’ eyes as I reached for the lingerie box with trembling hands. My cheeks burned with shame, but I couldn’t deny the ache between my thighs or the way my nipples had hardened to stiff peaks. Part of me hated how my body was betraying me, responding so eagerly to Lucas’ crude words and commanding tone.

I lifted the delicate white bra from the box, the lace feeling impossibly soft against my fingers. As I slipped my arms through the straps and fastened it behind my back, I felt a confusing mix of emotions wash over me. Part of me thrilled at how beautiful and feminine the garment made me feel. Another part recoiled at the idea of being dressed up like a doll for Lucas’ pleasure.

The garter belt came next. I hesitated, unsure how to proceed.

“Monsieur,” I said softly, keeping my eyes lowered. “Should I put on the panties or the garter belt first?”

“The garter belt,” Lucas replied, his voice thick with arousal. “Then the stockings. Panties go on last, over the garter straps.”

My breath caught as I realized the implications. With the panties over the garter belt, Lucas would be able to remove them without having to take off my stockings. I’d be left in just the bra, garter belt, and stockings—exposed and available for his use. An idiotic voice in my head tried to object that with these horrid, lovely panties it didn’t matter at all, but something deep down inside me, about having a man know he could take off my underwear without inconvenience, still sent a thrill of mortification through me.

I fastened the garter belt around my waist with shaking hands, the delicate lace and satin caressing my skin. The weight of the garter straps hanging down my thighs made me acutely aware of my nakedness, of how exposed I was before Lucas’ hungry gaze. I sat on the edge of the couch to roll on the sheer white stockings, feeling utterly wanton as I slowly drew the silky nylon up my legs. The whisper of fabric against my skin sent shivers through me, and I had to bite back a moan as I attached the stockings to the garter clips.

My fingers trembled as I lifted the scandalous panties, the cut-out back taunting me. I stepped into them, drawing them up my legs with agonizing slowness. As the satin settled against my skin, framing my most intimate places, I felt a rush of conflicting emotions—shame at being so exposed, arousal at the thought of Lucas using me, and a deeper, more unsettling feeling of rightness that I didn’t want to examine too closely.

“Turn around,” Lucas commanded, his voice husky with desire. “Let me see my handiwork. Hands on your head.”

I obeyed, turning slowly to face him. His ice-blue eyes raked over me, drinking in every detail of my lingerie-clad form. The heat of his gaze made me feel simultaneously cherished and objectified, desired and owned.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Now, come here and get on your knees.”

I trembled as I approached Lucas, sinking to my knees before him. My heart pounded as I gazed up at his imposing form on the couch. His eyes burned with intensity as he slowly unzipped his trousers, freeing his rigid cock.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered.

I parted my lips obediently, my breath catching as Lucas gripped my hair and guided me forward. The thick head of his cock pressed against my lips, and I opened wider, taking him into the wet heat of my mouth. Lucas groaned as I swirled my tongue around his shaft, tasting the salty musk of his skin.

“That’s it,” he urged. “Show me how much you want to please your master.”

I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder as I took more of his impressive length. My jaw ached as I struggled to accommodate his girth. Lucas’ hips began to move, thrusting deeper into my throat. I gagged slightly, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes.

“Relax,” Lucas instructed, his grip tightening in my hair. “Breathe through your nose.”

I focused on relaxing my throat, suppressing my gag reflex as Lucas fucked my mouth with increasing vigor. The silky stockings whispered against my skin as I shifted on my knees, seeking friction against my aching clit.

After several minutes of using my mouth, Lucas pulled me off his cock. “Stand up,” he told me gruffly. “Go to the end of the couch and face it.”

Lucas stood himself, then walked around behind me. I bit my lip as he bent me over the couch, my hands gripping the soft fabric of the cushions. The cool air caressed my exposed flesh through the opening in the panties, making me aware once again of my vulnerability, my degradation, my availability to the man who had bought me and paid for me. I felt the heat of Lucas’ body as he positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips possessively.

“Such a pretty little cunt,” Lucas mused, running a finger along my slick folds. “So wet and ready for me.”

I whimpered softly, shame and arousal warring within me as my body responded eagerly to his touch. I knew I should resist, should tell him to stop, but the ache between my thighs was overwhelming.

Lucas lined himself up and thrust forward in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt inside me, employing the shameful panties in the way clearly intended. I cried out at the sudden fullness, my inner walls stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. In my bottom, the butt plug moved, increasing the sensation so much I felt faint.

“So tight,” Lucas groaned, his fingers digging into my hips. “Your pussy feels like it was made for my cock.”

He began to move, setting a punishing pace that had me gasping with each thrust. The obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with my muffled moans and Lucas’ grunts of pleasure.

“That’s it,” he growled as he used me. “That feels good, you little whore.”

Abruptly, he stopped, pulled out.

“But it’s time for an even tighter ride for my cock, ma chère. You’re going to crawl to the bedroom on your hands and knees, and then climb up onto your bed and kneel there. You’re going to bend over, and you’re going to offer me the adorable little anus I’m going to fuck.”


CHAPTER 20
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Lucas

I studied Alice’s face as I issued my instructions, and then I watched her eyes intently as my words sank in, drinking in every nuance of her expression. Her green orbs widened, a mixture of shock, arousal, and shame flickering across her delicate features. A deep crimson blush bloomed on her cheeks, spreading down her neck to stain her chest a lovely pink. Her full lips parted slightly, trembling as if she wanted to protest but couldn’t quite form the words.

I could see the war raging behind those expressive eyes—the part of her that craved my dominance battling with her more rational mind that insisted this was wrong, degrading, anti-feminist. Her brow furrowed, creating a little crease between her eyebrows that I found utterly charming. She bit her lower lip, worrying it between her teeth in a gesture I’d come to recognize as a sign of her internal conflict.

For a moment, I almost relented. The urge to gather her in my arms, to soothe away her doubts and fears with gentle words and tender caresses, was nearly overwhelming. I could ease her into this lifestyle more slowly, take more time to help her reconcile her submissive desires with her intellectual beliefs.

But as I studied her face, I saw something else beneath the confusion and shame—a flicker of excitement, a spark of arousal that she couldn’t quite hide. Her pupils were dilated, her breathing quick and shallow. Despite her hesitation, her body was responding to my commands, to the promise of what was to come.

My resolve hardened. If Alice and I were to have any future together, I needed to be absolutely certain she could truly submit to me, embrace her deepest desires without reservation.

I knew, with bone-deep certainty, that Alice craved this level of dominance. Her body’s reactions, the way she melted under my touch, the soft whimpers that escaped her lips when I issued a command—all of it pointed to a profound need for submission. But her mind still fought it, clinging to notions of independence and equality that, while admirable in many contexts, had no place in our bedroom.

I had to go all in. I had to push her past her comfort zone, force her to confront the truth of her desires. Only then could we build something real, something lasting. A partnership where we both understood and embraced our roles fully.

My voice took on a dangerous edge as I repeated my order. “I won’t tell you again, Alice. On your hands and knees. Now.”

I watched intently as Alice’s internal struggle played out anew across her face. Her teeth worried at her lower lip, her brow furrowed in consternation. I had to push harder, if I meant to give her what she truly needed.

“Alice,” I said, my voice dropping to a perilous growl, “if you don’t obey me this instant, I’m going to take you over my knee and whip that pretty little bottom of yours until you can hardly walk. And then I’ll fuck your ass anyway, while it’s still burning from my punishment.”

My cock throbbed almost painfully as I issued the threat, swelling to what felt like impossible hardness. Images flashed through my mind—Alice’s soft flesh reddening under the lash of my martinet, her delicate bottom bouncing as I spanked her over and over, her tight virgin asshole clenching around my thick shaft as I claimed her most intimate place.

But even as lust and dominance surged through me, I felt an overwhelming wave of tenderness. My heart swelled with an emotion I could only describe as love, though I hardly dared admit it to myself. Alice’s submissive nature called to something primal within me, awakening a protective instinct I’d never experienced before. I wanted to possess her utterly, to dominate and use her body for my pleasure—but I also wanted to cherish her, to keep her safe and cared for.

The internal struggle kept playing out across her expressive face. Her teeth worried at her plump lower lip, her brow furrowed in consternation. I felt my eyes narrow, my chin dip, unconscious warnings straight from the hunger in my loins to the submission in hers.

With a little murmuring whimper, she dropped to her knees, then fell to support herself on her hands, looking up at me all the while. Wordlessly, my eyes narrowing still a bit further, I pointed to the bedroom.

I watched, transfixed, as Alice began to crawl toward the bedroom. The sight of her on her hands and knees, clad in the exquisite white lingerie I had chosen for her, sent a fresh surge of arousal coursing through my body. My cock, still jutting from my fly, glistening with Alice’s copious need, throbbed almost painfully.

The delicate lace of her bra hugged the curves of her breasts, the sheer cups offering tantalizing glimpses of her rosy nipples as they brushed against the fabric with each movement. The garter belt cinched her slender waist, emphasizing the feminine flare of her hips. My eyes traced the path of the garter straps down her thighs, admiring how they framed her shapely legs encased in sheer white stockings.

But it was the view from behind that truly captivated me. The cut-out seat of the panties framed her most intimate places perfectly, the lacy border drawing my gaze to the treasures within. Her pussy glistened with arousal, the delicate folds pink and swollen, begging for my touch. And there, nestled between her pert bottom cheeks, was the jeweled base of the butt plug.

I had to suppress a groan of lust as I watched it shift with each movement of her hips, imagining how it must feel inside her. The plug was preparing her tight little hole for my cock, stretching her gradually to accommodate my girth. Soon, I would take her there, just as we both so urgently needed. I would claim Alice Morgan’s bottom so thoroughly she would never forget what kind of man she belonged to.
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Alice

Somehow I reached the end of the bed, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. With trembling hands, I gripped the edge of the mattress, pulling myself up onto the soft surface. The silky sheets whispered against my stockinged knees as I crawled to the center, positioning myself as Lucas had commanded.

My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I lowered my chest to the bed, pressing my burning face into the cool fabric. The position left my bottom high in the air, exposed and vulnerable. I could feel the cool air of the room caressing my bare private lips through the shameful cut-out in the panties.

As I waited for Lucas to enter the room, my mind raced. I told myself I had no choice but to obey, that the consequences of disobedience were too severe to risk. The memory of my last punishment flashed through my mind—the sharp crack of the martinet against my tender flesh, the fiery sting that lingered for days. I shuddered, clenching involuntarily around the plug in my bottom.

But even as fear rose in my belly, I couldn’t deny the molten heat growing between my thighs. My nipples strained against the delicate lace of the bra, aching to be touched. Each tiny movement sent jolts of sensation through my core as the plug shifted inside me. I was so aroused I could barely think straight, my body screaming for release even as my mind recoiled at my helpless response to my keeper’s brutal dominance.

I heard Lucas’ footsteps approaching, the soft thud of each step sending shivers down my spine. My heart raced, pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I knew he was watching me, drinking in the sight of my exposed and vulnerable form.

Heat bloomed across my skin as I imagined his hungry gaze roaming over my body. In my mind’s eye, I could see him standing in the doorway, his eyes dark with lust. I pictured his large hand wrapped around his thick shaft, slowly stroking as he admired his conquest.

The image sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me, and I had to bite back a moan. My inner walls clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. The plug in my bottom seemed to throb in time with my racing pulse, a constant reminder of my submission.

I tried to push away the unsettling realization of how right Lucas had been. His words echoed in my mind: “You need real discipline. Harsh training. Stern guidance.” My body’s eager response to his dominance was undeniable proof of the truth in his assessment.

But acknowledging that truth felt like a betrayal of everything I believed in. How could I reconcile my feminist ideals with this desperate need to submit? I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block out the conflicting thoughts.

“Spread yourself for me, Alice,” Lucas commanded, his voice hard as stone—hard as his rigid penis, I knew with a blush.

With trembling hands, I reached back, grasping the soft flesh of my bottom cheeks. I pulled them apart, exposing my dark secret, my master’s reminder of my sexual subservience, to his hungry gaze. The cool air of the bedroom whispered across my sensitive skin, making me shiver.

Heat bloomed across my face as I imagined how I must look to Lucas—bent over, legs spread, offering up my virgin bottom like some kind of shameless harlot, bought and paid for. The delicate white lace of the lingerie only served to emphasize my wanton display, framing my exposed flesh in a mockery of innocence.

I could feel Lucas’ eyes on me, burning with intensity. His gaze seemed to caress every inch of my bared skin, leaving tingles in its wake. I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the weight of his scrutiny. But even with my eyes closed, I remained acutely aware of his presence, of the raw hunger radiating from him.

A whimper escaped my lips as I felt a trickle of moisture seep from my aching core, slowly trailing down into the gusset of the mortifying panties. I knew Lucas must be able to see it, to smell the heady scent of my arousal. The thought sent another surge of wetness flooding my already sodden folds.

I heard Lucas’ sharp intake of breath, followed by the soft rustle of fabric as he moved closer. The mattress dipped slightly as he knelt behind me on the bed.

I felt Lucas’ fingers brush against my sensitive flesh as he took hold of the base of the butt plug. My breath caught in my throat, a whimper of mingled arousal and shame escaping my lips.

“Shh, ma chère,” Lucas murmured, his voice unexpectedly gentle. “Just relax. Push out for me, nice and slow.”

His words, so soothing and encouraging, caught me off guard. I had expected roughness, demands, perhaps even mockery of my embarrassment. Instead, Lucas’ tone was almost tender, guiding me through this intensely intimate act.

I took a shuddering breath, trying to follow his instructions. As I bore down slightly, I felt the plug begin to move. The sensation was indescribable—a slow, inexorable stretch that made me acutely aware of every nerve ending in that most private place.

“That’s it,” Lucas praised softly. “You’re doing so well, Alice. Keep pushing.”

Heat flooded my face as I continued to expel the plug. I could feel it stretching me wider as the thickest part approached my opening. A small, desperate sound escaped me—half moan, half whimper.

“Almost there,” Lucas encouraged. “Just a little more.”

With a final push, I felt the plug slip free. The sudden emptiness was shocking, leaving me feeling strangely bereft. My anus clenched and relaxed rhythmically, adjusting to the acute absence I felt there.

“Now,” Lucas said in the same soft voice, “let’s get this little asshole ready for its master’s cock.”


CHAPTER 21
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Alice

I heard the snap of a top opening, and I knew with a flare of heat in my cheeks that it must be the cap on a bottle of lube. I shivered as I felt the cool lube drip onto my exposed anus. Lucas’ fingers spread it around gently, massaging the sensitive ring of muscle. My breath caught in my throat as he slowly pressed a finger inside, stretching me open.

“Such a tight little hole,” Lucas murmured, his voice low and husky. “I’m going to enjoy feeling it grip my cock.”

Heat flooded my face at his crude words, but I couldn’t deny the way my body responded. My inner walls clenched around nothing, aching to be filled. I pressed my burning cheek against the cool sheets, trying to ground myself as Lucas worked a second finger inside me. I felt my fingers tremble as I held the little cheeks that still felt sore from my whipping two nights ago.

“It’s going to hurt at first, ma chère,” he continued, scissoring his fingers to stretch me further. “But you’ll get used to it. I’m going to train this pretty bottom so thoroughly, you’ll be begging for my cock in your ass before long.”

A whimper escaped me, equal parts shame and arousal. I squeezed my eyes shut and clutched my bottom more firmly, almost overwhelmed by the conflicting emotions swirling within me. Part of me wanted to protest, to tell Lucas this was too much, too fast. But a deeper, more primal part of me craved exactly what he was promising—to be used, trained, and molded into the perfect submissive for my dominant keeper.

As Lucas continued to prepare me, I became acutely aware of the delicate lace encasing my body. The bra cups pressed against my sensitive breasts, the sheer fabric allowing my hardened nipples to show through. The garter belt cinched my waist, emphasizing the curve of my hips. The stockings clung to my legs, their silky texture a sensual whisper against my skin with every tiny movement.

The lingerie made me feel simultaneously beautiful and utterly debauched. The pure white color spoke of innocence, of virginal purity. Yet the design was anything but innocent—the sheer cups barely containing my breasts, the garter straps that I could feel under my wrists framing my thighs, drawing attention to what lay between them. And those lovely, obscene panties, with their lewd cut-out, leaving me more exposed than if I’d been completely naked.

I felt like a virgin sacrifice, adorned in white lace for the pleasure of the man who owned me. The lingerie transformed me into a living fantasy—the blushing ingénue and the experienced courtesan rolled into one. I was Lucas’ perfect little fuck toy, dressed up in pretty wrapping for him to use as he saw fit.

A gasp escaped my lips as I felt the blunt head of Lucas’ cock pressing against my prepared entrance. Despite his careful stretching, I wasn’t sure I could take him. He felt impossibly huge, the pressure already intense before he’d even breached me.

“Relax, ma chère,” Lucas commanded, his voice stern and demanding. His large hands took hold of my little ones and bent my arms behind me. The feeling of restraint sent shockwaves of arousal through my whole body. He imprisoned both wrists behind my back, in his right hand, while with his left he continued to guide his enormous manhood as he pressed its tip against my virgin anus.

I tried to obey, to relax my muscles as Lucas began to push inside me. But the stretch was overwhelming, a burning pressure that made me gasp and whimper. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as the thick head of his cock breached my untried entrance.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, my voice muffled by the bedsheets. “It’s too much. I can’t…”

“You can and you will,” Lucas growled, his grip tightening on my wrists. “Take it like a good girl.”

He pressed forward inexorably, stretching me wider than I thought possible. The burn intensified, a sharp ache that radiated outward from my core. I bit my lip hard, trying to stifle my cries as Lucas slowly buried himself inside me.

And yet, even as discomfort bordering on pain flooded my senses, I felt an undeniable thrill of arousal. My pussy clenched and fluttered, desperate for stimulation. The fullness in my bottom was overwhelming, making me acutely aware of every nerve ending in that sensitive area.

Lucas paused when he was fully seated inside me, perhaps giving me a moment to adjust—more likely simply enjoying the feeling of having his cock buried in my no-longer-virgin backside. I could feel him throbbing within me, the heat of his rigid shaft searing my insides. My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I struggled to process the intense sensations.

Lucas began to move, slowly withdrawing before pushing back in. Each thrust sent a tsunami of sensation through my body. The burn had faded to a dull ache, giving way to an indescribable fullness that left me gasping.

As Lucas picked up his pace, I became acutely aware of the throbbing need between my legs. My clit pulsed with every thrust, begging for attention. I longed to slip a hand between my thighs, to circle that sensitive bud and chase the pleasure I knew was just out of reach. But I couldn’t bring myself to ask, shame and pride warring within me.

Lucas’ grip on my wrists tightened as he pounded into me harder. The lewd sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with my muffled cries and Lucas’ grunts of pleasure. I could feel my breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust, the delicate lace of the bra rubbing against my sensitive nipples.

“You love this, don’t you?” Lucas growled, his voice rough with exertion. “Having your tight little ass fucked like the whore you are.”

I whimpered, unable to deny the truth in his words. My body was on fire, every nerve ending singing with a mixture of pain and pleasure. I could feel my inner walls clenching rhythmically, desperate for stimulation.

The ache in my clit was becoming unbearable. I squirmed beneath Lucas, desperate for friction against my throbbing clit. The movement caused him to sink even deeper inside me, drawing a strangled moan from my lips.

“Please,” I whimpered, my voice barely audible. “I need… I need…”

“What do you need, ma chère?” Lucas asked, his voice startlingly gentle. “Tell me.”

Heat flooded my face as I struggled to form the words. “I need… to touch myself,” I finally managed, shame and arousal warring within me. “Please, Monsieur. My clit… it aches.”

Lucas chuckled darkly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. “Oh, does it now?” he purred. “And why should I allow that? You haven’t earned the right to pleasure yourself.”

A sob of frustration escaped me. “Please,” I begged again. “I’ll do anything. Just let me… let me come.”

“Anything?” Lucas echoed, his hips stilling. I could feel him throbbing inside me, impossibly hard. “Be careful what you offer, little one. I might just take you up on it.”

I nodded frantically, beyond caring about the consequences. “Yes, anything. Please, Monsieur. I need it so badly.”

Lucas resumed his thrusting, each powerful stroke sending jolts of sensation through my core. “Very well,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You may touch yourself. But you will not come without my permission. And when I do allow it, you will thank me for the privilege of orgasming while I fuck your tight little ass.”

He released my wrists, and I immediately slipped a hand between my thighs. My fingers found my swollen clit, and I gasped at the intensity of the sensation. I began to circle the sensitive bud frantically, desperate for release.

Lucas increased his pace, pounding into me with bruising force. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—his thick cock stretching my anus impossibly wide, my own fingers working my aching clit. I could feel my orgasm building rapidly, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to crash over me.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my voice high and breathy. “I’m so close. Please, Monsieur. Please let me come.”

“Not yet,” Lucas growled, his hips snapping against my tender bottom. “You come when I say you can, not before.”

I whimpered in frustration, slowing my fingers even as my body screamed for release. Lucas’ thrusts became erratic, and I knew he was nearing his own climax.

“Please,” I begged again, beyond shame or pride. “I need it so badly. Please let me come, Monsieur… please…”

I felt Lucas’ hips stutter, his rhythm faltering as he neared his peak. His grip on my hips tightened, fingers digging into my flesh hard enough to leave bruises.

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “Come now, you little slut.”

As if my body had been waiting for his command, pleasure exploded through me. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me as I came, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around nothing while my anus spasmed around Lucas’ thick shaft. I cried out, beyond caring how wanton I sounded.

“Oh God, oh God, thank you, Monsieur!” I sobbed, remembering his instructions even through the haze of my climax. “Thank you for letting me come!”

Lucas groaned, burying himself to the hilt inside me. I felt the hot splash of his release, filling me in a way I’d never experienced before. The sensation was so intensely intimate, so utterly degrading, that it triggered another small orgasm, leaving me trembling and gasping beneath him.

For several long moments, we stayed frozen in that position—Lucas buried deep inside me, my face pressed into the mattress, both of us panting heavily. Slowly, gently, Lucas withdrew from my tender bottom. I whimpered at the loss, feeling strangely empty without his cock filling me.

Lucas’ hands moved to my hips, easing me onto my side. I winced slightly as my tender bottom made contact with the sheets, but the discomfort was overshadowed by a deep sense of satisfaction.

Lucas stretched out beside me, pulling me against his chest. His fingers traced lazy patterns on my skin as we lay there in silence, our breathing gradually slowing. I felt utterly spent, my body limp and pliant in his arms.

“Are you alright, ma chère?” Lucas murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my temple.

I nodded, not trusting my voice just yet. My mind was reeling, trying to process everything that had just happened. The intensity of the experience, both physically and emotionally, left me feeling raw and exposed.

Lucas’ hand moved to cup my face, tilting my chin up so I had to meet his eyes. His ice-blue gaze was surprisingly tender as he studied me. “Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said softly.

I swallowed hard, struggling to find the words. “I… I don’t know,” I whispered. “It was so intense. I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

A small smile played at the corners of Lucas’ mouth. “But did you enjoy it?” he pressed.

Heat flooded my cheeks as I nodded. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice barely audible. “God help me, but I did.”

Lucas’ smile widened, a hint of smugness in his eyes. Suddenly my mental state seemed to turn completely around, and I saw his picture in the profile Louise had shown me, heard him saying those things about traditional marriage.

And he just showed you that he believes in just that, didn’t he?

Lucas’ arms held me close, and it felt too good. My mind reeled. The intensity of what had just happened left me breathless, my body still tingling with aftershocks of pleasure. But as the haze of arousal began to clear, shame and doubt crept in.

I shifted slightly, wincing at the tenderness in my bottom. The physical reminder of what we’d done sent a confusing mix of arousal and revulsion through me. How could I have enjoyed something so degrading, so utterly submissive?

Louise’s words echoed in my mind, cutting through the fog of lingering pleasure.

“He’s well known for his archaic views on gender roles. The man practically thinks women should be barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to reconcile the man who had just given me earth-shattering pleasure with the chauvinistic brute Louise had described. But weren’t they one and the same? Hadn’t Lucas just proven how little he respected me as an equal by using my body so thoroughly for his own pleasure?

The lingerie I still wore seemed to mock me. The delicate white lace, once so alluring, now felt even more like a costume—a degrading outfit designed to present me as nothing more than a sexual object for Lucas’ enjoyment. I was acutely aware of the garter straps framing my thighs, the sheer stockings clinging to my legs. The cut-out panties left me feeling more exposed than if I’d been completely naked.

I took a deep, shuddering breath, trying to gather my scattered thoughts. The lingering scent of sex hung heavy in the air, a visceral reminder of what had just transpired between us. My body still thrummed with residual pleasure, but a creeping sense of shame was rapidly overtaking the afterglow.

“Lucas,” I began hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper. “I… I think we need to talk.”

He propped himself up on one elbow, his eyes studying me intently. “What is it, ma chère?” he asked, a hint of concern in his tone.

I sat up slowly, wincing again at the discomfort in my bottom. The movement caused the delicate lace of my bra to shift against my sensitive nipples, sending an unwelcome jolt of arousal through me. I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly feeling terribly exposed despite—no, because of—the lingerie.

“This… whatever this is between us,” I said, gesturing vaguely. “It can’t continue.”

Lucas’ brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

I took another deep breath, steeling myself. “What we just did… it was intense. And yes, physically pleasurable. But it’s wrong, Lucas. It goes against everything I believe in.”

“Alice,” he began, reaching out to touch my arm. I flinched away, and he withdrew his hand, hurt flashing in his eyes.

“No, please,” I said, holding up a hand to stop Lucas from interrupting. “I need to say this.”

I took a deep breath, trying to organize my chaotic thoughts. The silky sheets beneath me felt too soft, too luxurious—another reminder of how Lucas had tried to buy my submission. I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the state of my backside and the wetness between my thighs.

I gestured at the lingerie. “This isn’t me. I’m not some… some submissive doll for you to dress up and play with.”

Lucas opened his mouth to speak, but I pressed on, afraid that if I stopped, I’d lose my nerve. “I know my body responded. I can’t deny that. But it’s just a physical reaction. It doesn’t mean anything deeper.”

Even as I said the words, I felt a pang in my chest. Was I trying to convince Lucas, or myself? I pushed the thought aside, focusing on the physical sensations to ground myself. The ache in my stretched muscles, the slight burn in my recently claimed bottom—these were real, tangible things I could point to. Evidence that this was purely physical, that it had nothing to do with real emotion, let alone the intellectual bond I had always told myself I would seek out in a lover.

I took another deep, shuddering breath, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. “Lucas, I… I can’t do this anymore. I don’t want to see you again.” The words felt like shards of glass in my throat, but I forced them out. “You can take back all the money. I’ll find another way to pay for my studies.”

Lucas’ face fell, a deep sadness clouding his eyes. For a moment, he looked utterly lost, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen before. It made my heart clench painfully, but I steeled myself against the urge to take back my words, to throw myself into his arms and beg forgiveness.

“Alice,” he said softly, his voice rough with emotion. “Are you certain this is what you want?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Lucas was silent for a long moment, his gaze searching my face as if memorizing every detail. Finally, he sighed, a sound of deep resignation.

“Very well,” he murmured. “If that’s truly your wish, I won’t try to change your mind.” He paused, then added, “But please, keep next month’s subsidy. Consider it… a parting gift, if you will.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Lucas held up a hand to stop me. “I insist,” he said firmly. “Use it to get settled, to find your footing without… without this arrangement weighing on you.”

Lucas’ eyes softened, a mix of sadness and resignation settling over his features. He reached out as if to touch my cheek, but stopped himself, his hand hovering in the air between us for a moment before falling back to his side.

“I hope you have a good life, Alice,” he murmured hoarsely. “And I truly hope you find someone worthy of you.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken sentiment. I could see the struggle playing out behind Lucas’ ice-blue eyes—the desire to argue, to persuade me to stay, warring with his respect for my decision. His jaw clenched and unclenched, the muscles working beneath his skin as he visibly fought to maintain his composure.

Lucas stood slowly, the mattress shifting beneath his weight. The late afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows painted golden highlights on his muscular form, softening the hard planes of his body. For a moment, he looked almost vulnerable, stripped of his usual commanding presence.

He moved with deliberate grace as he gathered his clothes, each movement precise and controlled. I watched silently as he dressed, unable to tear my eyes away from the man who had awakened such conflicting emotions within me. The rustle of fabric seemed unnaturally loud in the heavy silence of the room.

As Lucas buttoned his shirt, his fingers fumbled slightly on the small buttons. It was such a human moment, so at odds with his usual confident demeanor, that I felt my heart clench painfully. I almost told him to stop, to ignore everything I had just said… and then he was gone.
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Alice

A week went by. I knew I should be trying to figure out how to get a student visa that didn’t depend on the mercies of the Selecta Scholarship program, but instead I plunged as deeply into my coursework as I could, and to the exclusion of almost all else, including food and sleep.

Except that I also followed the news about Paris Saint Germain, and Lucas Moreau, obsessively. I found myself constantly refreshing sports news websites, my eyes scanning for any mention of Lucas. The rumors about his potential transfer to a Japanese club swirled, growing more insistent with each passing day. I devoured every article, every speculative social media post, searching for some hidden insight into his state of mind.

One evening, as I huddled over my laptop in my tiny apartment, I came across a photo that made my heart skip a beat. Lucas, leaving practice, his chiseled features set in a grim expression. His eyes seemed to stare right through the camera, filled with an intensity that made my breath catch. I zoomed in, studying every pixel, searching for some sign of how he was coping with our separation.

That’s a rather grandiose way to think of it, n’est-ce pas? I chided myself, but it felt that way to me.

Yes, I’d been with the most famous footballer in the world for only a few days, but in my mind we had, well, been together. I blushed, thinking about everything that being together had meant, when it came to Lucas and me.

Was that a new line around his eyes? Did the set of his jaw betray tension, stress? I shook my head, disgusted with myself. What did it matter? I had ended things. I had no right to care about his emotional state.

Yet I couldn’t stop myself from poring over every scrap of information. The upcoming match against Lyon loomed large in the football world, and questions about Lucas’ conditioning dominated the sports pages. Pundits debated whether the transfer rumors were affecting his performance, dissecting every minute of his recent games and even his practices.

I read their analyses with a mixture of fascination and frustration. None of them knew Lucas like I did. None of them understood the complexity of the man behind the footballer. I wanted to scream at the screen, to tell them they were all missing the point—the point was…

The point was me. The point should be me. Such a stupid thing to think, but I couldn’t help it.

As I scrolled through yet another article speculating about Lucas’ future, a realization hit me like a punch to the gut. The paparazzi seemed to have forgotten about me entirely. There were no more grainy photos of us together, no breathless speculation about the mysterious student who had captured the heart of Paris’ most eligible bachelor. It was as if I had never existed in Lucas’ world at all.

The hurt that washed over me at this realization was both unexpected and overwhelming. I found myself staring at my reflection in the darkened computer screen, searching for some trace of the woman who had been deemed worthy of Lucas Moreau’s attention. Had I imagined it all? The intensity of his gaze, the possessive touch of his hands, the way he had made me feel simultaneously cherished and owned?

I ran my fingers through my tangled hair, wincing as they caught on knots. Dark circles shadowed my eyes, a testament to too many late nights spent obsessing over football news and neglecting my studies. My skin looked pale and drawn in the harsh glow of the computer screen.

With a frustrated groan, I slammed the laptop shut and flopped back onto my too-big bed. The luxurious linens, provided for the comfort of my wealthy sponsors, only reminded me of Lucas, of the brutal, degrading, but overwhelmingly pleasurable way he had fucked me here. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to banish the memories of how it felt to be wrapped in his arms, cocooned in silk and warmth and the intoxicating scent of his skin.

Even the seminar room didn’t really provide a respite. Louise Montreuil had of course noticed that I hadn’t made the news recently. As I tried to focus on Professor Durand’s lecture about fifteenth-century peasant revolts, I felt her eyes on me. Her gaze seemed to burn into the side of my face, a mixture of curiosity and something else I couldn’t quite identify. When la pause came, I braced myself for the inevitable conversation.

“So,” Louise said, sliding into the seat next to me. “I see you’ve come to your senses about Lucas Moreau.”

I looked up from my notes, my heart skipping a beat at the mention of his name. Louise’s dark eyes studied me intently, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“I’m glad you ended things with him,” she continued, her voice low and conspiratorial. “I was worried he might have gotten his hooks into you too deeply.”

A wave of conflicting emotions washed over me. Part of me wanted to defend Lucas, to tell Louise she didn’t know him like I did. But another part preened under her approval, grateful for the validation from this brilliant, fiercely independent woman I couldn’t help admiring.

“It wasn’t… It wasn’t quite like that,” I mumbled, fiddling with my pen.

Louise raised an eyebrow. “Oh? Do tell.”

I struggled to find the right words, my mind a jumble of conflicting thoughts and emotions. “It’s complicated,” I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper. “Lucas isn’t… he’s not what everyone thinks he is.”

Louise leaned in closer, her dark eyes gleaming with interest. “Oh? Definitely do tell,” she urged, her voice low and conspiratorial.

I bit my lip, desperately trying to articulate the complexity of my feelings for Lucas without revealing too much. “He’s… he’s not just some mindless jock,” I began hesitantly. “He’s intelligent in his own way, and he can be surprisingly gentle and considerate.”

Even as the words left my mouth, I felt a pang of guilt. Was I betraying Lucas by discussing him like this? Or was I betraying my own principles by defending him?

Louise’s eyebrow arched skeptically. “Gentle and considerate? The man who thinks women should be subservient to their husbands?”

I flinched at her words, remembering the article that had caused me so much turmoil. “It’s not that simple,” I protested weakly. “He has traditional values, yes, but he’s not… he doesn’t want to oppress women.”

As I spoke, I felt a familiar warmth blooming in my core. My body seemed to come alive at the mere thought of Lucas, yearning for his touch, his dominance. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, acutely aware of my body in a way I had tried to keep at bay since that last night with Lucas.

Thankfully another student distracted Louise at that moment, so I was left to do my best to quiet the tension in my body. I thought I had succeeded too; I was actually thinking about the outline for my seminar paper when I saw the poster about the discount student tickets for Paris Saint Germain matches.

I couldn’t have said exactly what really made me scan the code on the poster, or what made me buy the ticket. I told myself it was only fair to Lucas that he should get back some of his money, but even as I formed the thought I knew it made no sense at all.

The match was the next night, ten days after Lucas had taken my anal virginity and I had broken up with him. As I entered the Parc des Princes, I found myself swept along with the sea of excited fans flooding into the gate. The energy in the air was electric, a palpable buzz of anticipation that set my nerves on edge. As I made my way to my seat, I couldn’t help but feel like an imposter. What was I doing here, pretending to be just another supporter when my connection to Lucas ran so much deeper?

My seat was high up in the stands, offering a panoramic view of the pitch below. The pristine green turf seemed to glow under the bright stadium lights, a stark contrast to the sea of blue and red jerseys filling the seats around me. The smell of beer and tobacco wafted through the air, mingling with the sharp scent of excitement and nervous sweat.

As the teams took the field for warm-ups, my eyes were instantly drawn to Lucas. Even from this distance, I could see the fluid grace of his movements as he jogged and stretched. His trademark intensity was evident in every motion, his focus laser-sharp as he prepared for the match. I felt my heart rate quicken, my palms growing damp with nervous sweat.

The fans around me chattered excitedly, their voices rising and falling in animated waves of conversation. I couldn’t help but eavesdrop, desperate for any morsel of information about Lucas.

“Did you hear about the offer from Yokohama?” a young man in a PSG jersey asked his friend.

I leaned in slightly, straining to hear more of their conversation over the roar of the crowd.

“Yeah, apparently it’s a massive offer,” his friend replied, shaking his head in disbelief. “But I heard Lucas is hesitating. Some say he’s considering retirement instead.”

My heart clenched painfully at the words. Retirement? I had known Lucas had reached the late stages of his career, but the word was that he would play forever. The thought of him leaving football seemed impossible, like the sun deciding to stop shining.

“No way,” another fan chimed in, her voice incredulous. “Lucas Moreau, retire? He lives and breathes football. He’ll play until he can’t walk.”

“Well,” the first man lowered his voice conspiratorially, “I read online that he’s been distracted lately. Some say he had his heart broken by that mystery girl from a few weeks back.”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I realized they were talking about me. I slouched down in my seat, irrationally afraid they might somehow recognize me.

“Oh, please,” a woman in front of us scoffed. “Lucas Moreau, heartbroken? That man goes through women like tissues. I’m sure he’s already moved on to his next conquest.”

Her words stung more than I cared to admit. Was that all I had been to Lucas? Just another in a long line of disposable women? I shook my head, trying to banish the thought. I knew better. I had seen a side of him I felt certain no one else had.

As the match began, I found myself utterly captivated by Lucas’ performance. From the moment he took the field, it was clear he was playing with a ferocious intensity I had never seen before. His movements were fluid and precise, each pass perfectly placed, each run timed to perfection.

Lucas seemed to be everywhere at once, orchestrating the PSG attack with masterful skill. When he received the ball, time seemed to slow down. He danced around defenders as if they were standing still, his footwork so intricate and beautiful it was like watching a ballet. The crowd gasped and cheered with each deft touch, each clever feint.

In the thirty-seventh minute, Lucas received the ball just outside the penalty area. With a burst of speed, he cut inside, leaving two Lyon defenders stumbling in his wake. The goalkeeper rushed out to close down the angle, but Lucas remained calm. With exquisite technique, he chipped the ball over the keeper’s outstretched arms. Time seemed to stand still as the ball hung in the air, before nestling perfectly in the top corner of the net.

The stadium erupted in jubilant celebration. All around me, fans leapt to their feet, screaming Lucas’ name. But I remained frozen in my seat, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst from my chest. As Lucas wheeled away in celebration, pumping his fist and roaring with triumph, I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes.

As the final whistle blew, sealing PSG’s three-to-one victory over Lyon, I found myself swept up in the tide of jubilant fans exiting the stadium. The crisp night air hit my flushed cheeks as I emerged onto the crowded street, my mind still reeling from the intensity of the match and Lucas’ breathtaking performance.

I was so lost in thought that I didn’t notice the man approaching me until he was right at my side. “Excuse me,” he said, his voice barely audible over the roar of the crowd. “You’re Alice Morgan, aren’t you?”

I froze, my heart leaping into my throat. How did he know my name? I turned to face him, taking in his eager expression and the expensive camera hanging around his neck. A paparazzo. I should have known.

“I’m sorry,” I stammered, already backing away. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”

But the photographer’s eyes lit up, confirming that he’d found his target. “No, no, I’m certain it’s you,” he insisted, falling into step beside me. “Listen, I have a message from Lucas Moreau. He wants to see you.”

My breath caught in my throat. Lucas wanted to see me? Despite my better judgment, I felt a flutter of hope in my chest. “He… he does?”

The photographer nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, he asked me to bring you to the post-game press conference.”

My heart raced as I followed the photographer through the crowded streets surrounding the stadium. The roar of jubilant fans faded to a distant hum as we made our way to a more secluded area. I knew I should turn back, that nothing good could come from this encounter. But the pull of possibly seeing Lucas again was too strong to resist.

We reached a nondescript side entrance, guarded by a burly security officer. The photographer flashed his press credentials, gesturing for me to follow. As we stepped into the fluorescent-lit hallway, I felt a sense of unreality wash over me. How had I ended up here, in the bowels of the Parc des Princes, about to face the man who had turned my world upside down?

The press conference room was a hive of activity. Journalists jostled for position, their voices a cacophony of different languages as they prepared their questions. Camera flashes popped intermittently, creating a strobe-like effect that left me feeling disoriented. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and anticipation.

The photographer guided me to a spot near the front, his hand on my elbow steering me through the crowd. I felt exposed, vulnerable, acutely aware of the curious glances thrown my way. My simple jeans and sweater felt woefully inadequate in this sea of sharp suits and press badges.

Suddenly, a hush fell over the room. My breath caught in my throat as Lucas strode in, flanked by the club manager and another teammate.

As Lucas took his seat at the table, his eyes scanned the room. For a brief moment, our gazes locked. I saw a flicker of surprise cross his face, quickly masked by his usual composed expression. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure everyone in the room must hear it.

The press conference began, with journalists peppering Lucas and his teammates with questions about the match. Lucas answered with his trademark poise, his deep voice carrying easily through the room. I found myself mesmerized by the way his lips moved as he spoke, memories of those lips on my skin sending shivers down my spine.

Suddenly, the photographer who had brought me here raised his hand. “Lucas,” he called out, his voice cutting through the din. “Your performance tonight was particularly impressive. Some might say you played like a man with something to prove. Perhaps to a certain someone?”

The room fell silent, all eyes turning to Lucas. I felt the blood drain from my face as I realized what was happening. The photographer wasn’t done, however. He gestured toward me, drawing everyone’s attention. “I couldn’t help but notice that Alice Morgan is here tonight. Care to comment on her presence and how it might have affected your game?”

A wave of murmurs swept through the crowd as journalists turned to look at me. Camera flashes exploded in my face, momentarily blinding me. I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment and anger. How could I have been so stupid as to fall for this trap?

Lucas’ expression remained impassive. “I’m afraid Mademoiselle Morgan and I have parted ways,” he said, with a little smile that gave nothing away. “Next question.”

His eyes returned to me for just a moment, and the look in them made my blood run cold. It took me a heart-pounding, tummy-dropping moment to figure out why. Lucas’ face didn’t say, “I don’t want to see you here again,” which was what I had felt sure he would think once he had realized the trick the photographer had played.

No: Lucas’ eyes’ private message to me—I felt absolutely sure, though I also knew no one else in the room could understand it—said, “You have serious consequences coming, you naughty little whore.”
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Lucas

I almost decided to do nothing at all. The photographer had clearly tricked Alice into coming to the press conference. I didn’t even really feel much anger at the embarrassment her presence had caused: Alice would undoubtedly get all the attention from the paparazzi she needed to learn once and for all never to go near another celebrity.

But my mind refused to let go of one lingering question: Alice had said she never wanted to see me again. Why had she come to the match at all, let alone allowed herself to be tricked into coming to the press conference?

I’d been on the point of accepting the transfer to Yokohama. I’d told myself that if nothing else, my few days’ relationship with Alice at least had helped me make my mind up about that—I needed to leave Paris and not return until the memory of Alice Morgan had faded sufficiently that I could walk the streets of the Left Bank without feeling as if my heart had been ripped out of my body.

And now… I didn’t know.

One thing seemed absolutely clear, though: Alice needed to be disciplined for the embarrassment she had caused—not on my behalf anywhere near as much as on behalf of my teammates, whose glorious victory against Lyon had gone almost unnoticed under the flood of speculation Alice’s appearance had caused.

And of course on Alice’s behalf, because I had seen in her eyes, when I had fixed her with my own gaze, just how badly she needed to have consequences imposed for her foolishness.

So as I left the press conference, my mind churned with conflicting emotions. The thrill of victory against Lyon had been overshadowed by Alice’s unexpected appearance. Her presence had stirred up feelings I thought I’d managed to bury—desire, possessiveness, and a burning need to assert my dominance over her once more.

I made my way through the winding corridors of the Parc des Princes, the fluorescent lights casting harsh shadows on the concrete walls. The air was thick with the mingled scents of sweat, grass, and victory—a heady combination that usually filled me with satisfaction. Tonight, however, my thoughts were consumed by Alice.

As I pushed open the heavy door to the locker room, I was greeted by the raucous celebration of my teammates. Bottles of champagne popped, their contents spraying across the room in glittering arcs. The air was filled with laughter and shouted congratulations in a dozen different languages.

I plastered on a smile, accepting back slaps and high fives as I made my way through the crowd. My eyes sought out Tomas and Leo, finding them in a quieter corner of the room. They looked up as I approached, concern evident in their expressions.

“That was quite a scene in there,” Tomas said, his voice low enough that only Leo and I could hear.

I nodded, running a hand through my sweat-dampened hair. “It was unexpected,” I admitted. “But it’s given me some clarity.”

I leaned in closer to Tomas and Leo, lowering my voice. “Listen, I need a favor. Can you get the team together in the locker room tomorrow afternoon? Say around four?”

Tomas raised an eyebrow, curiosity sparking in his dark eyes. “Sure, but what’s this about, Lucas?”

I glanced around, ensuring no one else was within earshot. The locker room was a cacophony of celebration.

“I need to address the team about… recent events,” I said carefully. “And about my future with PSG.”

Leo’s eyes widened slightly. “You’ve made a decision about the Yokohama offer?”

I nodded, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders. “I have. But I want the team to hear it first, before the press gets wind of it.”

My teammates exchanged a look, concern etched on their faces. Tomas clapped a hand on my shoulder, his grip firm and reassuring. “We’ll make it happen, mon ami. You can count on us.”

With that settled, I made my way to my locker, my mind already racing ahead to my next move. I pulled out my phone, my fingers hovering over the screen for a moment before I began to type:

Alice, be in your apartment tomorrow afternoon at 3:30. You have a whipping coming.
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Alice

My blood ran cold when I read Lucas’ message.

My hands wouldn’t stop trembling as I read it again and again, my heart pounding so loudly I could hear it in my ears. A whipping. The words sent a shiver down my spine, equal parts terror and arousal coursing through my veins.

I paced the length of my small apartment, the plush carpet muffling my footsteps. Outside, I could hear the constant chatter and occasional shout of the paparazzi camped on my doorstep. Their presence was a stark reminder of my foolishness in falling for the photographer’s trick.

As the hours ticked by, I found myself unable to focus on anything. I tried to distract myself with schoolwork, but the words on the page blurred together, my mind constantly drifting back to Lucas’ message. The thought of his strong hands wielding the martinet, the sharp sting of leather against my skin, sent jolts of heat straight to my helplessly warm pussy.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and nearly gasped at the reflection. My cheeks were flushed, eyes bright with a mixture of fear and anticipation. My nipples strained against the thin fabric of my t-shirt, betraying my body’s eager response to the promise of punishment.

As afternoon faded into evening, I found myself drawn to the window. Peeking through the curtains, I could see the small crowd of photographers still huddled on the sidewalk.

The hours passed as I found myself trapped in a prison of my own making. The paparazzi outside my apartment building were relentless, shouting at even the slightest movement behind my curtains. I paced restlessly, feeling like a caged animal.

The thought of messaging Lucas, begging him not to come, crossed my mind a hundred times. My fingers hovered over my phone, trembling as I imagined typing out the words that might put an end to this exquisite torment. But each time, I found myself unable to follow through. The mere idea of denying Lucas, of disappointing him further, made my chest ache with a pain I couldn’t quite understand—fear was there, but it didn’t represent the core of the emotion.

As night fell, I seriously considered fleeing Paris altogether. I could pack a bag, slip out the back entrance, and disappear into the night. I even went so far as to pull my suitcase from the closet, the sound of the zipper unnaturally loud in the quiet apartment. But as I stood there, staring at the empty bag, I realized I had nowhere to go. More important, I didn’t want to go anywhere. Despite my fear, despite my better judgment, I wanted—no, needed—to face whatever consequences Lucas had in store for me.

The thought of the impending whipping filled me with an impossibly complex mixture of thoughts and feelings. Terror gripped my heart, making it race and my palms sweat. I remembered the sharp sting of the martinet, but I also remembered my keeper’s tender touch between my thighs.

As dawn broke, casting a pale golden light through my curtains, I found myself curled up on the sofa, having barely slept. My mind raced with conflicting emotions, each battling for dominance in my exhausted psyche.

The thought of Lucas’ impending arrival filled me with a terror so profound it left me breathless. I could almost feel the whip against my tender flesh, the sharp crack of leather meeting skin echoing in my ears. My bottom clenched involuntarily, remembering the searing pain of my last punishment.

And yet… beneath the fear, a small voice whispered that I deserved this. That I needed it. The shame of my foolish actions at the press conference burned hot in my chest. I had embarrassed Lucas, potentially jeopardized his career, all because I couldn’t stay away. The weight of my transgression pressed down on me, an invisible burden I longed to be free of.

As I hugged my knees to my chest, I realized with startling clarity that I craved the absolution only Lucas could provide. The idea of submitting to his discipline, of accepting the consequences of my actions, filled me with a sense of rightness I couldn’t deny. My body tingled with a mixture of fear and anticipation, my nipples hardening against the soft fabric of my sleep shirt.

I stood on shaky legs, moving to the full-length mirror in my bedroom, unable to help taking another look to see if I could recognize myself this time. The woman who stared back at me looked wild-eyed and disheveled. My chestnut hair was a tangled mess, my green eyes wide and frantic. Dark circles shadowed my gaze, testament to the sleepless night I’d endured. My skin looked pale and drawn, save for two bright spots of color high on my cheekbones.

As I studied myself, a strange calm began to settle over me. The wild, panicked look in my eyes slowly faded, replaced by something else—a kind of clarity I hadn’t felt in days. My racing thoughts stilled, and in the quiet of my mind, a truth I’d been desperately trying to ignore finally surfaced.

I needed Lucas.

Not just his touch, his kisses, or even the mind-blowing sex. I needed his guidance, his firm hand, his unwavering authority. The realization hit me like a physical blow, leaving me breathless.

My eyes widened as I confronted this truth. I thought of how lost I’d felt these past days without Lucas’ steady presence. How adrift I’d been without his commands, his expectations to meet. Even my studies, usually a source of comfort and purpose, had felt hollow and meaningless.

A memory flashed through my mind—Lucas praising me for the way I’d explained my interest in peasant life in the medieval period. The warmth that had blossomed in my chest at his approval, the deep sense of satisfaction I’d felt at pleasing him.

Pondering my reflection and the truth of my feelings, another realization struck me. The idea of a traditional marriage, which had seemed so oppressive and antiquated before, suddenly took on a new light.

I imagined myself as Lucas’ wife, not as some subservient doormat, but as his cherished partner. I saw myself pursuing my academic passions with his full support and encouragement. But I also saw myself submitting to his authority in the bedroom, reveling in the exquisite pleasure-pain of his discipline. I imagined cooking dinner for him after a long day of research, then kneeling at his feet as he fed me bites from his plate.

The image sent a shiver of desire through me, my core clenching with need. I realized that this was what I truly wanted—to be Lucas’ well-disciplined, thoroughly fucked, and deeply loved wife.

My eyes widened at the thought. It went against everything I’d been taught to believe about relationships and gender roles. And yet… it felt right in a way nothing else ever had.

I glanced at the clock, my heart rate picking up as I saw it was nearly time for Lucas to arrive. Despite my newfound clarity, fear still coiled in my belly at the thought of the punishment to come. I knew it would hurt—Lucas never did anything by halves. But I also knew I needed it, craved it even.

I heard a commotion, down below: pleading shouts whose words I couldn’t quite make out, except “Lucas! Lucas!”, which was common to every voice.

My heart began to race as I heard them getting louder, more frantic. Lucas had arrived, and he must not have simply driven by when he saw the press… he must have stopped, must have gotten out of his limo. I moved to the window, peering cautiously through the curtains. My breath caught in my throat as I saw him striding purposefully through the crowd of paparazzi, his face set in a mask of stern determination.


CHAPTER 24
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Alice

The photographers swarmed around him, shouting questions and jostling for position. But Lucas moved through them as if they were little more than an inconvenience, his ice-blue eyes fixed on the entrance to my building. I saw him reach for his phone, and a moment later I heard the soft chime of the SA app unlocking my front door.

I backed away from the window, my legs trembling beneath me. My mind raced with conflicting impulses—part of me wanted to run, to hide, to escape the punishment I knew was coming. But a stronger part, the part that had finally acknowledged my true desires, kept me rooted to the spot.

The sound of footsteps in the hallway outside my apartment sent a shiver down my spine. Then, the soft beep of the electronic lock disengaging. The door swung open, and there he was.

Lucas filled the doorway, his broad shoulders blocking out the light from the hallway. His eyes found mine immediately, piercing and intense. I felt pinned in place by his gaze, unable to move or speak.

“Alice,” he said, his voice low and controlled. “Are you ready to accept your punishment?”

My heart raced as I gazed at him. Despite the turmoil of emotions swirling within me, I found my voice.

“Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered, my words barely audible. “I’m ready.”

Lucas nodded curtly, stepping into the apartment and closing the door behind him. The soft click of the lock engaging seemed to echo in the silence between us.

“Strip,” he commanded, his voice brooking no argument. “Everything off.”

My fingers trembled as I reached for the hem of my shirt. I pulled it over my head, letting it fall to the floor. My bra followed, then my yoga pants.

I hesitated for a moment, my fingers hooked in the waistband of my panties. Lucas’ eyes narrowed slightly, a silent warning. Taking a deep breath, I slowly pushed the lacy fabric down my thighs, letting them pool at my feet before stepping out of them.

“Bring them to me,” Lucas ordered, his voice low and husky.

My cheeks burned as I bent to retrieve the delicate scrap of fabric. I could feel the dampness of my arousal as I grasped them, mortified by the evidence of my body’s betrayal. On shaky legs, I approached Lucas, holding out the panties like an offering.

Lucas took them from me, his fingers brushing against mine in a touch that sent electricity coursing through my body. He held the panties up, examining them in the soft light filtering through the curtains. Then, to my utter embarrassment, he brought them to his face and inhaled deeply.

“My, my,” he murmured, his eyes locked on mine. “You’re quite wet, aren’t you, ma chère?”

I wanted to look away, to hide from his penetrating gaze, but I found myself captivated. My breath caught in my throat as Lucas slowly ran his fingers along the damp crotch of my panties, his touch achingly close to where I ached for him.

“I… I’m sorry,” I stammered, though I wasn’t entirely sure what I was apologizing for.

Lucas smiled, though the expression didn’t have much warmth in it—as if the sun were trying to break through clouds of conflict.

“No need to apologize, you little whore. It’s only what I expected.”

My jaw went slack at the wave of need that shot through me at those coarse, now-familiar words. Then I bit my lip, my brow creasing hard, as I watched him put my panties in the inside breast pocket of his blazer.

I fought the urge to cover myself as Lucas’ eyes raked over my body, drinking in every curve and plane. I felt my nipples harden under his scrutiny, a flush of heat spreading across my chest. Despite my fear, I couldn’t deny the arousal still building within me.

“Turn around,” Lucas ordered. “Hands on the wall, legs spread.”

I obeyed, pressing my palms against the cool plaster. I widened my stance, acutely aware of how exposed and vulnerable I was in this position. I heard Lucas moving behind me, then the soft rustle of fabric as he removed his jacket.

“You’ve been very naughty, Alice,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “Coming to the match, allowing yourself to be used that way by the press.”

Lucas moved closer, his breath hot against my ear. “I’m afraid this apartment isn’t suitable for the discipline you need, ma chère. I’m going to take you somewhere more… appropriate.”

My heart raced at his words. “Where?” I whispered, a tremor in my voice.

“You’ll see,” Lucas replied, his tone leaving no room for argument. “Now, put on your raincoat. Nothing else but your shoes.”

I turned to face him, eyes wide. “But Monsieur, the paparazzi…”

“Exactly,” he said, a dangerous glint in his eyes. “Let them see that you’re going to receive the consequences of your foolish actions.”

With trembling hands, I retrieved my lightweight, pale pink raincoat from the closet. The silky lining whispered against my bare skin as I slipped it on, acutely aware of my nakedness underneath. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, leaving my legs exposed.

Lucas watched intently as I fastened the buttons, his gaze burning into me. When I finished, he stepped forward, running his hands down my sides. I shivered at his touch, even through the thin material.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. “Now, let’s go.”

He took my arm, guiding me firmly toward the door. As we stepped into the hallway, I felt a rush of conflicting emotions. Shame burned hot in my cheeks at the thought of facing the paparazzi in nothing but the raincoat.

Lucas’ hand on my arm was firm and unyielding as he guided me down the hallway toward the stairs. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure he must hear it, the rush of blood in my ears almost drowning out the sound of our feet on the old stone steps.

As we stepped into the lobby, I caught a glimpse of myself in the antique mirror on the wall. My cheeks were flushed, eyes wide and bright with a mixture of fear and arousal. The pale pink raincoat clung to my curves, the thin fabric not doing much to hide the fact that I was completely naked underneath. My nipples strained against the silky lining, betraying my body’s eager response to Lucas’ dominance.

He marched me calmly toward the door, each step bringing us closer to the waiting paparazzi. I shifted nervously, acutely aware of the cool air caressing my bare thighs below the hem of the raincoat. Lucas’ grip on my arm tightened slightly, a silent command to be still.

“Remember, Alice,” he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. “You brought this on yourself. Now you must face the consequences.”

Through the glass doors I could see the flash of cameras already, hear the muffled shouts of the paparazzi outside. My legs felt like jelly as Lucas led me forward, his stride purposeful and unhurried.

As we pushed through the doors, the cacophony of voices rose to a roar. The moment we stepped outside, a wall of sound hit us. Dozens of voices shouted questions, their words blending into an incomprehensible din. Camera flashes exploded around us, momentarily blinding me. I blinked rapidly, trying to adjust to the assault on my senses.

Lucas’ hand on my arm was firm as he guided me through the crowd. His face was set in a mask of stern determination, ignoring the shouted questions and pleas for comment. I tried to mirror his composure, but my cheeks burned with embarrassment as I felt the gentle breeze caress my bare legs.

“Lucas! Is it true you’re leaving PSG?”

“Alice! Are you and Lucas back together?”

“What’s going on? Where are you taking her?”

The questions came from all sides, each more intrusive than the last. I kept my eyes fixed on the ground, watching my feet take one trembling step after another. The thin soles of my shoes did little to protect me from the rough texture of the sidewalk, each step a reminder of my vulnerable state.

As we moved through the throng, I became acutely aware of the fabric of the raincoat brushing against my naked skin. My nipples, already hard from arousal and the cool air, rubbed against the lining with each step. The sensation sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core, and I felt a rush of wetness between my thighs.

I felt my face burn with shame as we approached Lucas’ waiting limousine. Every step seemed like exquisite torment. The air moved along my bare thighs, a constant reminded of how exposed Lucas had commanded I be. Yet even as embarrassment flooded through me, I couldn’t deny the thrill of arousal that coursed through my veins.

Lucas’ grip was firm and possessive as he guided me through the sea of cameras. His touch sent shivers down my spine, igniting a warmth low in my belly that contrasted sharply with my outward discomfort. I cast a sidelong glance at him, taking in his stern profile. The set of his jaw, the intensity in his eyes—it all spoke of his unwavering dominance. And God help me, it made me weak at the knees.

As we reached the car, Lucas opened the door and ushered me inside. The leather seat was cool against my bare bottom, and I squirmed slightly, acutely aware of how wet I had become. Lucas slid in beside me, his thigh pressing against mine. The heat of his body seemed to sear through the thin fabric of the raincoat.

“You’ve been very naughty, Alice,” Lucas murmured as the car pulled away from the curb, sending a shiver of anticipation through me. “Now you’re going to learn exactly how far I’ll go to give a naughty girl what she needs, when I’ve fallen in love with her.”

My breath caught in my throat at Lucas’ words. Love? Had he really said that? I wanted to ask him, to demand clarification, but the stern look in his eyes told me now was not the time for questions.

“Where are we going?” I asked instead, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Somewhere you can be properly disciplined,” Lucas replied, his tone matter-of-fact. “The stadium.”

My eyes widened in shock. “The stadium? But… why?”

Lucas’ hand came to rest on my bare thigh, his touch both comforting and possessive. “Because, ma chère, you need to understand the consequences of your actions. Your little stunt at the press conference didn’t just affect me. It affected my teammates, the club. You’re going to apologize to them.”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I realized what he meant. “You don’t mean… in front of the team?”

“That’s exactly what I mean,” Lucas confirmed, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin. “They’re going to watch as I discipline you. And then, if you take your punishment well, they’ll see how thoroughly I reward you.”

A whimper escaped my lips, equal parts mortification and arousal. The thought of being exposed, punished, and then taken in front of Lucas’ teammates sent a confusing mix of emotions coursing through me. Shame burned hot in my chest, but it was quickly overtaken by a surge of desire so strong it left me breathless.

The ride to the stadium felt like an eternity. Lucas’ hand remained on my thigh the entire time, his fingers tracing maddening patterns on my sensitive skin. I squirmed in my seat, torn between pressing my legs together to alleviate the ache between them and spreading them wider, silently begging for more of Lucas’ touch.

As we pulled up to the private entrance of the Parc des Princes, my heart began to race. This was really happening. In just moments, I would be facing Lucas’ teammates, exposed and vulnerable, ready to accept my punishment.

Lucas helped me out of the car, his hand firm on my lower back as he guided me into the building. The cool air conditioning raised goosebumps on my skin as we walked through the winding corridors. The smell of sweat and grass lingered in the air, reminding me acutely of where we were and what was about to happen.

We paused outside a door marked ‘PSG.’ Lucas turned to me, his ice-blue eyes intense as they bored into mine. “Are you ready, Alice?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “Yes, Monsieur,” I whispered, though my voice trembled slightly.

Lucas nodded, a hint of approval in his eyes. “Remember, you brought this on yourself. But if you take your punishment well, you’ll be rewarded.” With that, he pushed open the door.


CHAPTER 25
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Alice

The locker room fell silent as we entered. My eyes widened as I took in the scene before me. The entire team was there, each man dressed in nothing but a fluffy blue bathrobe. The air was thick with the scent of soap and aftershave, mingling with the underlying musk of male bodies.

My breath caught in my throat as I gazed at the sea of athletic masculinity before me. Broad shoulders, muscular arms, and powerful thighs were on display, barely concealed by the thin terrycloth. I felt a rush of heat flood my body, my nipples hardening painfully against the silky lining of my raincoat.

Lucas’ hand on my lower back guided me forward, and I stumbled slightly, my legs suddenly weak. The team’s eyes followed our every move, a mixture of curiosity, shock, and something darker, more primal, in their gazes.

“Gentlemen,” Lucas addressed the team, his voice steady and authoritative. “As you know, Alice here caused quite a stir at our press conference. She’s here to apologize and accept the consequences of her actions.”

With that, Lucas turned to me. “Take off your coat, Alice,” he commanded.

My hands trembled as I reached for the buttons. I could feel the weight of every gaze in the room on me as I slowly unfastened each one. The coat slipped from my shoulders, pooling at my feet and leaving me completely naked before the team.

My skin flushed with heat as I felt their eyes roaming over my exposed body, my smooth pussy, bared for Lucas’ enjoyment. Shame and arousal warred within me, making my breath come in short, shallow gasps. I wanted to cover myself, to hide from their hungry gazes, but I knew better than to disobey Lucas.

“On the bench,” Lucas commanded, gesturing to a sturdy structure of white plastic and metal framing that looked like it had come from the training room—something a footballer would sit on to have his ankles taped.

On shaky legs, I walked to the thing, acutely aware of the way my breasts bounced slightly with each step. The plastic was cool against my skin as I lay face down, the legs squeaking softly as I shifted.

Lucas moved to stand beside me, a roll of white athletic tape in his hands. “Put your hands down along the legs,” he ordered.

I obeyed, reaching my hands downward. My heart raced as Lucas began wrapping the tape around my wrists, securing them to the metal legs of the bench. He worked methodically, moving to my ankles next. The tape was snug but not painfully tight, holding me firmly in place.

When he finished, I tested my bonds, finding myself completely immobilized. The position left me utterly exposed, my bottom protruding over the end of the bench slightly and my legs spread wide. I could feel the air on my most intimate places, knowing the team had an unobstructed view of my pussy and anus.

“Open,” Lucas said, his voice low and dangerous. I turned to see him standing over me, just to my left.

I opened my mouth obediently, my cheeks burning with shame as Lucas reached into his pocket and pulled out my panties. The delicate lace dangled from his fingers, a damning reminder of my arousal. I could see the damp spot on the crotch, evidence of how my body had betrayed me.

Lucas bunched up the panties, his eyes locked on mine as he brought them to my lips. The musky scent of my own arousal filled my nostrils as he pushed the fabric into my mouth. The taste of myself on my tongue sent a jolt of confused pleasure through me, even as mortification threatened to overwhelm me.

I heard a few low chuckles from the team, the sound cutting through the haze of my embarrassment. Whispers and murmurs reached my ears, though I couldn’t make out the words. My face burned hotter, knowing they were discussing my predicament, perhaps commenting on my exposed body or the sight of their captain gagging me with my own underwear.

“Gentlemen,” Lucas addressed the team, his voice carrying easily through the locker room. “Alice here seems to enjoy being the center of attention. So let’s indulge her, shall we? Feel free to share your thoughts. After all, she embarrassed us all with her little stunt at the press conference.”

There was a moment of silence, then someone spoke up. “Bonjour, Alice,” the voice said, his tone mocking, “I’m Tomas—I’m a midfielder. I must say you look like a very naughty girl who needs a good whipping.”

I whimpered softly around the gag, my face burning with shame. The clinical white bench beneath me suddenly felt like a stage, with me as the reluctant performer.

“Oui,” another voice chimed in. “Perhaps she needs to learn what happens to little sluts who cause trouble for the team.”

Lucas’ hand came to rest on my lower back, his touch both comforting and possessive. “Indeed she does,” he agreed. “And you’re all going to help teach her that lesson.”

I heard the soft whisper of leather through the air, and my heart began to race. I knew that sound—it was Lucas’ martinet. The polished wooden handle gleamed in the harsh fluorescent lighting of the locker room as Lucas held it up for the team to see.

“Ten lashes,” Lucas announced. “One for each of you. If you’d indulge me, my friends, I’d invite you to count Alice’s lashes out loud.”

I tensed, anticipating the first strike. But instead of the sharp sting of leather, I felt Lucas’ hand caressing my bottom, his touch surprisingly gentle.

“Such a pretty little ass,” he murmured. “It’s a shame to mark it up. But you need this, don’t you, ma chère?”

Unable to speak around the gag, I could only nod, my cheeks burning hot.

The first strike came without warning, the leather tails of the martinet biting into my tender flesh. I cried out around the gag, the sound muffled but still audible in the quiet locker room.

“One,” Tomas called out, his voice tinged with a mixture of excitement and awe.

I barely had time to process the burning sting before the second lash fell, slightly lower on my bottom. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as the pain bloomed across my skin.

“Two,” another voice announced.

Lucas’ rhythm was relentless, each strike coming just as the pain from the previous one began to peak. I writhed against my bonds, the tape holding firm as I struggled. My muffled cries filled the air, mingling with the sharp crack of leather against flesh and the steady count from the team.

“Three,” another voice called out, as the martinet struck my tender flesh once more. The pain was intense, radiating outward from the point of impact. I squeezed my eyes shut, tears leaking from the corners to trail down my cheeks.

“Four,” came the next count, this voice deeper and accented.

As the fifth lash fell, I forced my eyes open, blinking away the tears that blurred my vision. What I saw made my breath catch in my throat. The team had shed their robes, standing naked around the bench where I lay, bound and exposed. Their muscular bodies gleamed under the harsh fluorescent lights, a sea of tanned skin and rippling muscle.

“Five,” one of them called out, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock.

My eyes widened as I realized what was happening. They were touching themselves, stroking their shafts as they watched Lucas discipline me. The sight sent a confusing mix of shame and arousal coursing through my body.

“Six,” another voice announced, slightly breathless.

I could hear the soft sounds of flesh on flesh as the team pleasured their massive cocks, punctuated by occasional grunts and sighs of growing arousal. The knowledge that these elite athletes were becoming aroused by my punishment was both mortifying and intensely erotic.

“Seven,” came the next count, followed by a particularly hard strike that made me cry out around the gag.

I sobbed openly, my face wet with tears. The pain was overwhelming, each lash feeling like fire across my tender skin. And yet, beneath the agony, I felt something else stirring—a deep, primal arousal that left me breathless. The sight of all those hard penises, those moving hands… the thought of what the team might do to me… what Lucas might invite them to do… it made me so lightheaded I thought I might pass out.

“Eight,” another voice called out, sounding breathless with arousal.

The martinet cracked against my flesh once more, sending shockwaves of pain radiating through my body. I writhed against my bonds, the tape holding firm as I struggled. My muffled cries filled the air, mingling with the sound of flesh on flesh as the team continued to stroke themselves.

“Nine,” came the next count, the voice thick with lust.

I forced my eyes open, blinking away the tears that blurred my vision. The sight before me was overwhelming—a sea of muscular bodies, hands moving rhythmically over impressive erections. Some of the men were openly leering at me, while others seemed almost reluctant, their eyes darting between my exposed form and their teammates.

“Ten,” the final count rang out, followed by the sharpest strike yet.

I screamed around the gag as the martinet bit into my tender flesh one last time. The pain was excruciating, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. And yet, beneath the agony, I felt an undeniable throb of arousal. My inner walls clenched around nothing, desperate to be filled.

“Good girl,” Lucas murmured, his hand coming to rest on my burning bottom. The heat of his palm against my abused skin sent shivers down my spine. “You took your punishment well.”

I whimpered softly, a mix of pain and relief washing over me. It was over. I had gotten through it. But what came next?

Lucas’ hand caressed my bottom, his touch both soothing and electrifying. I whimpered softly around the gag, torn between pressing into his palm for comfort and pulling away from the pain.

“You did very well indeed, ma chère,” Lucas crooned, his voice low and husky. “Now it’s time for your reward.”

I felt Lucas move behind me, his hands grasping my hips firmly. “Gentlemen,” he addressed the team, “I think our naughty little Alice here deserves to feel how much her punishment affected us all, don’t you?”

A chorus of agreement filled the air, making me shiver with a mixture of fear and anticipation. What did he mean?

Lucas’ hands moved to my bottom, gently spreading my cheeks. I whimpered around the gag as I felt cool air caress my most intimate places.

“Look how wet she is,” Lucas said, his voice thick with desire. “Our naughty girl enjoyed her punishment, didn’t she?”

I heard murmurs of agreement from the team, followed by the sound of footsteps approaching. My heart raced as I felt someone’s presence behind me.

“Go ahead, Tomas,” Lucas encouraged. “See for yourself.”

I gasped as I felt fingers probing my slick folds. Tomas let out a low whistle. “Mon dieu, she’s soaked,” he marveled.

His fingers explored further, circling my aching clit before dipping inside me. I couldn’t help but moan, my hips shifting restlessly against my bonds.

“Such a responsive little slut,” Tomas chuckled. His fingers curled inside me, finding that spot that made me see stars. I cried out around the gag, my inner walls clenching around his digits.

“My turn,” another voice said eagerly. Tomas’ fingers withdrew, quickly replaced by someone else’s. These were thicker, rougher, stretching me in the most delicious way.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” the new player groaned. “Lucas, how do you ever leave the bedroom?”

Lucas chuckled darkly. “With great difficulty,” he replied, “at least when we were truly together. Now we must see if my little Alice is going to realize what she truly needs.”


CHAPTER 26
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Lucas

I had watched Alice very carefully as my teammates had shed their robes. Everything I knew about her and everything in the meticulous analysis provided by Selecta told me that her buried fantasies of group sex, when brought to life, could help her achieve a breakthrough. I had also, of course, meant every word I said about punishing her for the stunt the photographer had tricked Alice into playing. Whether or not this girl of my dreams decided to return to me, the punishment fit the crime, and it would teach her the lesson she had earned.

Alice’s sheer physical response when she had grasped what she saw—that the team was jerking off at the sight of her being soundly whipped for her misbehavior—had exceeded all my expectations. The shudder of sheer need that had gone through her adorable little body atop the bench, the way her sweet, bare pussy, between her spread thighs, had visibly clenched, and the squirming of her already pink bottom… all of it had demonstrated that my wonderful, brilliant little whore might indeed be discovering the depth of her submissive needs—not to mention my own skill at meeting them.

Almost as gratifying was the response from my teammates. I knew a few of them to be dedicated dominants like me, but I also understood that some of them hadn’t felt entirely comfortable with the idea of watching Alice’s whipping. The absolutely obvious arousal she felt at the sight of their powerful bodies and their rigid cocks, though, had converted the more vanilla members of the squad instantly.

Even young Colin Corday, who had seemed the most diffident of them, had the expression of a true dominant as he used his strong fingers to demonstrate his mastery of a naughty, submissive pussy’s hidden pleasure. Alice cried out through her wadded panties, her hips jerking desperately, lifting her backside to beg her youthful trainer of the moment for more.

“That’s it, Colin,” Leo said, encouraging the swift-footed, rock-abbed striker. “Like that. See how bad she needs it?”

I got undressed myself as I watched. Standing behind Alice, I tossed aside my loafers, then quickly stripped off my blazer, my pants, my shirt, my briefs. Alice’s head rose, then bowed, first lifting her chin as if she couldn’t bear not to look at the men stroking their huge, hard cocks in front of her and when she did she found she couldn’t bear the obscene sight. She whimpered around the underwear she had gotten so wet with her need, and looked again.

As naked as my teammates, now, I walked all the way around until Leo and Tomas, standing just in front of Alice, separated to let me through. She cried out, her eyes wide, her tearstained cheeks bright red, when she caught sight of me. In her eyes I saw a plea and my heart rose as I recognized it as beseeching me not to stop, but to give her even more.

“I’m going to fuck this little whore’s face,” I told the team. “If you gentlemen would take turns keeping her cunt nice and wet, as a way to teach her obedience, I’d be very grateful.”
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Alice

I could barely believe I had heard Lucas’ words correctly. Then I saw him take a step forward, his free hand reaching toward my face.

My heart raced as his fingers grasped the edge of my panties, still wadded in my mouth. Slowly, almost tenderly, he pulled them free. I gasped, gulping in air, my jaw aching from being held open for so long.

“Open,” Lucas commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my lips parting eagerly. Lucas gripped his thick shaft, guiding it toward my waiting mouth. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils as the smooth head of his cock brushed against my lips.

“That’s it, ma chère,” Lucas murmured as he pushed inside. “Take it all.”

I moaned around his length as he filled my mouth, the taste of him exploding on my tongue. Lucas began to move, thrusting slowly at first, then picking up speed. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking eagerly as he fucked my face.

Behind me, I felt hands on my hips, fingers probing my dripping folds. I couldn’t tell who it was—Tomas? Leo? Colin? It didn’t matter. All that mattered was the exquisite sensation of being filled at both ends, used for the pleasure of these powerful men.

“Fuck, she’s so wet,” a deep voice commented with a chuckle. Thick fingers plunged inside me.

“Do me a favor,” I heard Lucas say, his voice sounding miles away and above me. “Use her cunt juice to get that asshole nice and slippery. I’m going to use all her holes today.”

I whimpered around Lucas’ cock as I felt fingers probing my most intimate opening. The touch was gentle but insistent, spreading the abundant wetness from my pussy to the tight button Lucas had just begun to train before I had pushed him away. I squirmed against my bonds, equal parts nervous and aroused at the thought of being taken there again.

“That’s it,” Lucas encouraged, his hips never stopping their steady rhythm as he fucked my mouth. “Get her nice and ready. I’ve had her there, but only once.”

I felt a finger breach the tight ring of muscle, sliding in slowly but steadily. The stretch burned slightly, but the pain was quickly overtaken by a wave of pleasure as whoever was behind me curled their finger, hitting a spot inside me that made me see stars.

“Mon dieu, she’s tight back here,” the voice behind me marveled.

“Not for long,” Lucas chuckled darkly.

I moaned around Lucas’ cock, the vibrations making him groan in pleasure. His hands tangled in my hair, holding me steady as he picked up his pace.

“You love this, don’t you?” Lucas growled, his blue eyes boring into mine. “Being used by all these men, treated like the little whore you are.”

I could only whimper in response, tears of shame and arousal streaming down my cheeks. But I couldn’t deny the truth in his words. My body was on fire, every nerve ending singing with pleasure. The fingers in my ass—two now, I realized with a jolt—were stretching me to my limit, but it felt somehow terribly right as well as terribly degrading.

I heard Tomas’ voice from behind me. “She’s ready, Lucas. This tight little asshole is as prepared as it’s going to be.”

Lucas gave a few final, deep thrusts into my mouth before slowly withdrawing. I gasped for air as he pulled out, a mixture of saliva and pre-cum trailing from my lips to the tip of his cock. He ran a thumb over my lower lip, his eyes dark with desire.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now it’s time for your real training to begin.”

I whimpered softly as Lucas moved around behind me, his absence leaving me feeling strangely bereft. But I didn’t have long to dwell on the feeling. The team shifted, moving to stand in front of me. My eyes widened as I took in the sight of their impressive erections, each one hard and straining, mere inches from my face.

I felt Lucas’ hands on my hips, his grip firm and possessive. “This little slut isn’t permitted to come without permission,” he told the team. “Isn’t that right, ma petite salope?”

I nodded frantically, my voice barely above a whisper as I replied, “Oui, Monsieur.”

Without further warning, Lucas thrust into me, burying himself to the hilt in one smooth motion. I cried out at the sudden fullness, my inner walls clenching around his thick shaft. He set a punishing pace, fucking hard and fast, using me brutally for his cock’s enjoyment.

Lucas’ powerful thrusts shook my entire body, the bench creaking beneath us. Each stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating through me, my sensitive walls clinging to his thick shaft as he withdrew only to be stretched wide again as he plunged back in. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the air, punctuated by my desperate moans and Lucas’ grunts of exertion.

“Look at how eagerly she takes my cock,” Lucas growled to the team. “Such a greedy little cunt.”

I flushed with shame at his crude words, but I couldn’t deny their truth. My body was on fire, every nerve ending singing with pleasure. I could feel my arousal dripping down my thighs, my inner walls fluttering and clenching around Lucas’ rigid length.

“Remember, little slut,” Lucas panted, never slowing his relentless pace, “no coming without permission.”

The team murmured their appreciation, their hands moving faster over their straining erections as they watched Lucas use me so thoroughly. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, the atmosphere electric with lust and anticipation.

I could feel my orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to crash over me. I bit my lip hard, trying desperately to hold back the flood. But Lucas seemed determined to push me to my limits. His fingers found my clit, circling the sensitive bud with practiced skill.

“Please,” I whimpered, my voice high and desperate. “Please, Monsieur, I need to come. Please let me come!”

Lucas’ fingers continued their merciless assault on my clit as he pounded into me. “Not yet, ma chère,” he growled. “You haven’t earned it.”

I sobbed in frustration, my body trembling on the edge of release. Every thrust sent jolts of pleasure through me, building and building with nowhere to go. I could feel sweat beading on my skin, my muscles clenching and unclenching as I fought against my impending orgasm.

“Please,” I begged again, tears streaming down my face. “I’ll do anything. Just let me come. Please, Monsieur!”

Lucas’ rhythm faltered for a moment, and I sensed him looking at the team. “What do you think, gentlemen? Has our naughty girl earned her release?”

A chorus of agreement filled the air, making me moan with need even as my cheeks flushed with humiliation.

“Very well,” Lucas said, his voice husky with arousal. “Come for me, Alice. Come now.”

As if my body had been waiting for his command, pleasure exploded through me. Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me as I came, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Lucas’ thick shaft. I cried out, beyond caring how wanton I sounded.

“Oh God, oh God, thank you, Monsieur,” I half whispered, half moaned. “Thank you… thank you…”

Lucas’ grip on my hips tightened as he rode out my orgasm, his thrusts becoming erratic. Just as the last aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me, he suddenly withdrew, leaving me feeling achingly empty.

“Now for the final lesson,” Lucas growled, his voice thick with lust.

I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against the prepared entrance of my whipped bottom. Despite the careful stretching, I wasn’t sure I could take him. He felt impossibly huge, the pressure already intense before he’d even breached me.

“Relax, ma chère,” Lucas commanded, his voice stern and demanding.

I tried to obey, to relax my muscles as Lucas began to push inside me. But the stretch was overwhelming, a burning pressure that made me gasp and whimper. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as the thick head of his cock began to impale my still nearly virgin bottom.

“Oh, God,” I sobbed, my voice muffled by the bench. “It’s too much. I can’t…”

“You can and you will,” Lucas growled, his grip tightening on my hips. “Take it like a good girl.”

He pressed forward inexorably, stretching me wider than I thought possible. The burn intensified, a sharp ache that radiated outward from my core. I bit my lip hard, trying to stifle my cries as Lucas slowly buried himself inside me.

I felt mastered, dominated, punished in a way I had never imagined—and above all never imagined I might find so… if not pleasurable, truly, then right. Necessary. My keeper’s enormous erection had a painful but just lesson to teach me—one I had earned, had shown with my misbehavior that I desperately needed.

And yet, even as discomfort bordering on pain flooded my senses, I felt an undeniable thrill of arousal. My pussy clenched and fluttered, desperate for stimulation. The fullness in my bottom was overwhelming, making me acutely aware of every nerve ending in that sensitive area.

Lucas paused when he was fully seated inside me, perhaps giving me a moment to adjust—more likely simply enjoying the feeling of having his cock buried in the backside he had claimed for himself. I could feel him throbbing within me, the heat of his rigid shaft searing my insides. My breath came in short, ragged gasps as I struggled to process the intense sensations.

“So tight,” Lucas groaned, his voice thick with pleasure. “Your ass feels even sweeter than your cunt, ma petite salope.”

Lucas began to move, slowly withdrawing before pushing back in. Each thrust sent a tsunami of sensation through my body. The burn had faded to a dull ache, giving way to an indescribable fullness that left me gasping.

I had bowed my head as my keeper began to impale me, but now I threw it back at the sheer intensity of the sensation, and I caught sight again of the huge, naked men in front of me, each of them with his rigid penis in his hand.

I felt like Lucas should fuck me harder, should whip me again for the way those cocks affected me. They made me faint with desire even as I felt utterly objectified. My eyes rose to look at Tomas, at Colin, only to see how their gazes were fixed further back, at the obscene joining of Lucas’ hardness with my most private opening.

As Lucas picked up his pace, I became acutely aware of the throbbing need between my legs. My clit pulsed with every thrust, begging for attention. I longed to slip a hand between my thighs, to circle that sensitive bud and chase the pleasure I knew was just out of reach. But my wrists were bound to the legs of the bench.

Lucas’ grip on my hips tightened as he pounded into me harder. The lewd sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with my muffled cries and Lucas’ grunts of pleasure. I could feel my breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust, my sensitive nipples rubbing against the plastic of the bench.

My body was on fire, every nerve ending singing with a mixture of pain and pleasure. I could feel my inner walls clenching rhythmically, desperate for stimulation.

The ache in my clit was becoming unbearable. I squirmed beneath Lucas, desperate for friction against my throbbing clit. The movement caused him to sink even deeper inside me, drawing a strangled moan from my lips.

Lucas’ thrusts became more erratic, his breathing ragged. I could feel him swelling inside me, stretching me even further. The sensation was overwhelming, a mixture of pain and pleasure that left me gasping.

“I’m close,” Lucas growled, his voice thick with lust. “But I think our little slut deserves a proper reward for taking her punishment so well, don’t you agree, gentlemen?”

A chorus of agreement filled the air, making me shiver with anticipation and shame. I heard the sounds of flesh on flesh intensify as the team stroked themselves faster.

“That’s it,” Lucas panted, his hips snapping against my tender bottom. “Cover her. Mark her as the team’s little whore.”

I felt the first splash of warm seed on my back, followed quickly by another on my shoulder. Soon, my skin was being painted with the team’s release. I could feel it dripping down my sides, pooling in the small of my back. The musky scent of sex filled the air, making my head spin.

Someone moved closer, and I felt the hot splash of semen on my cheek. I gasped, my eyes flying open just in time to see Tomas finish stroking himself, the last few drops of his seed landing on my parted lips.

“Fuck,” Lucas groaned, his thrusts becoming wild and uncontrolled. “I’m going to fill this tight little ass.”

With a final, powerful thrust, Lucas buried himself in my punished bottom, his lap pressed against my little cheeks. I felt his hot seed pulse into me and a wave of exhaustion overtook me; I seemed to travel far away as I heard him deliver his final message to the team.

“I’m retiring after this season,” Lucas told them. “I need to spend more time in Paris, taking care of ma chère Alice, if she’ll let me.”

“I’ll…” I tried to say, as he pulled his hardness out of me. My lips moved, but I didn’t hear any sound come out.

I’ll let you, I kept trying to say, without success, as I grew dimly aware of the team dressing and departing. Of Lucas freeing me from the bench and carrying me to the showers as if I weighed nothing at all. Of him washing me clean, as I whimpered at the touch of the soapy towel against my bruised pussy, my whipped, then brutally fucked bottom.

Of how he stood behind me, both of us naked in the shower, and with his enormous hand gently, gently brought me to a final orgasm as I sobbed in release and discomfort and love.

“I’ll… I’ll…” I cried out, as Lucas’ hand moved over the place that belonged to him.

“Yes, ma chère?” he murmured into my ear.

“I’ll let you,” I whimpered. “Please… I’ll let you take care of me.”

The End


AFTERWORD


Stormy Night Publications would like to thank you for your interest in our books.

If you liked this book (or even if you didn’t), we would really appreciate you leaving a review on the site where you purchased it. Reviews provide useful feedback for us and our authors, and this feedback (both positive comments and constructive criticism) allows us to work even harder to make sure we provide the content our customers want to read.

If you would like to check out more books from Stormy Night Publications, if you want to learn more about our company, or if you would like to join our mailing list, please visit our website at:

http://www.stormynightpublications.com


BOUND FOR SERVICE SERIES


Bound and Initiated

Trained by the Trillionaire

Shameful Surrender

A Shameful Punishment

Shared and Punished

The Shame Gambit

Shameful Influence

Harsh Training

Broken for Him

Begging to be Broken

Shamefully Mastered

Sold at Auction


CORPORATE CORRECTION SERIES


Shared by the Billionaires

Theirs to Use

A Shameful Experiment

His Blushing Plaything

His Blushing Toy

Her Shameful Education

His Naughty Secretary


SHAMEFULLY COURTED SERIES


His Blushing Bride

Claimed as His Bride

Her Shameful Lesson

Her Shameful Wedding Night

The Doctor’s Girl

Her Marriage Lessons

Shameful Reformation


THE INSTITUTE SERIES


Bought and Trained

An Extreme Marriage

Breaking Abigail

At Leo’s Command

Controlling Caitlin

Thoroughly Trained

Begging to Be Owned

Reformed for the Senator

Drastic Measures

A Concubine for the Trillionaire

Tamed by the Sheikh

Sold to the Billionaire

A Punishment Exam for Jane


THE INSTITUTE: BAD GIRLS SERIES


Where Bad Girls Go

What Bad Girls Need

What Bad Girls Get

How Bad Girls Learn

When Bad Girls Need More

What Bad Girls Fear

A Bad Girl’s Reckoning

A Bad Girl's Lesson


THE INSTITUTE: SHAMEFUL ARRANGEMENTS SERIES


Her Shameful Arrangement

Her Billionaire’s Demands

His New Plaything

The Billionaire’s Wayward Virgin


THE INSTITUTE: NAUGHTY LITTLE GIRLS SERIES


The Oak Street Method: Wendy

The Oak Street Method: Ginnie

The Oak Street Method: Frankie and Mary

The Oak Street Method: Heather

The Oak Street Method: Renee

Beyond Oak Street: Their Billionaire Daddies


BEYOND THE INSTITUTE: THE FUTURE OF CORRECTION SERIES


Shamed

Subjugated

The Sergeant’s Claim

Buying His Mate

Bought by the Doctor

A Punishment Marriage

Governing His Bride

A Wife’s Correction

Stolen by Her Master

Claimed by the Machine

The Most Shameful Game

Serving in Shame


GALACTIC DISCIPLINE SERIES


War Bride

Training Planet

Given to the Daddies

Given to the Club

Given to the Major

Her Shameful Service


VICTORIAN CORRECTION SERIES


Innocence Examined

The Duke’s School for Young Ladies

The Lord’s Scandalous Bride

The Modesty Cure

His Blushing Rose

Examined and Corrected

Reforming Rebecca

Kept for Training

His Bride’s Shameful Training

Properly Theirs

Her Shameful Training

The Duke’s Shameful Demands

The Duke’s Shameful Game


MORE STORMY NIGHT BOOKS BY EMILY TILTON


The Count’s Discipline

Geoffrey’s Rules

Tamed by the Highlander

Their Firm Men

Bred by the Spartans

Her Doctor’s Orders

Her Daddy, Her Dom, and Her Doctor

Her True Lord’s Claim

The Emperor’s New Pony

The Rancher’s Little Girl

The Outlaw’s Daughter

Assigned a Guardian

Old-Fashioned Values

Under His Watch

Trained at the Castle

Her Shameful Audition

An Indecent Awakening

Saved by the Highlander

An Indecent Voyage

A Legacy of Dominance

Assigned a Daddy

Shared by the Barbarians

His City Girl

His Little Runaway

In Loco Parentis

Their Wayward Wives

His Little Troublemaker

Five Naughty Little Girls

The Immortal’s Pet

The Correctional Program

Taken from School

His Old-Fashioned World

The Billionaire and the Wedding Planner

Her Old-Fashioned Husbands

The Mercenary’s Girl

In Need of a Master

Under Alien Influence

His Naughty Little Superhero

Her Shameful Confession

Shared by the Pirates


EMILY TILTON LINKS


You can keep up with Emily Tilton via her newsletter, her Facebook page, and her Goodreads profile, using the following links:

https://landing.mailerlite.com/webforms/landing/k8d6a9

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Explorations-by-Emily-Tilton/524106554315976

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emily-Tilton/author/B00CB4VHVY

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7048431.Emily_Tilton

[image: Facebook icon] [image: Goodreads icon] [image: Amazon icon]

OEBPS/image_rsrc2N9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2N8.jpg







OEBPS/image_rsrc2N7.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2N6.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2NA.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc2NB.jpg





