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The first time I saw her, I was trying to capture the way light fell through the stained-glass window of "The Gilded Leaf," my favorite tea shop. It was a quiet Tuesday afternoon, the air thick with the scent of oolong and old paper. I was hunched over my sketchbook, my charcoal stick a smudgy extension of my hand, when a presence disturbed the carefully curated stillness of the room.

I looked up and forgot what I’d been trying to draw.

She stood near the counter, a study in controlled grace. Her hair was a dark, sleek cascade falling over the shoulders of a charcoal-grey coat that looked like it cost more than my laptop. She wasn't just beautiful; she was composed. Every line of her, from the sharp angle of her jaw to the elegant fingers curled around her porcelain teacup, spoke of a profound and unshakeable self-assurance. She surveyed the room with eyes seeing what others missed, and when those eyes landed on me, I felt a jolt, like a live wire touching damp skin.

I quickly looked down at my sketchbook, my heart hammering against my ribs. I could feel her gaze still on me, assessing. I was acutely aware of my own appearance—the faded lavender sweater, the smudge of charcoal on my cheek, the way my legs were crossed, trying to take up as little space as possible on the overstuffed armchair.

"May I?" Her voice was low, smooth, like honey poured over velvet. It was closer than I expected.

I blinked up at her. She was standing beside my chair, looking down at my open sketchbook. I must have mumbled something that sounded like permission because she gracefully lowered herself into the chair opposite mine, crossing one long leg over the other. The movement was fluid, deliberate.

"You have a good eye," she said, her gaze tracing the lines I'd drawn. "You capture the light well."

"Thank you," I managed, my voice barely a whisper. I was usually shy, but this was something else entirely. This was a complete system shutdown in the presence of someone so bold.

"I'm Elara," she said, extending a hand. Her nails were perfectly manicured, painted a deep, unapologetic red.

"Leo," I replied, taking her hand. Her grip was firm, warm, and she held on for a fraction of a second longer than was necessary.

"What are you working on, Leo?" she asked, leaning back in her chair.

"Just... trying to get the colors right," I said, gesturing vaguely at the window. "The way the reds and golds bleed into each other."

She nodded, her eyes never leaving my face. "It's a worthy pursuit. Finding beauty in the chaos." There was a weight to her words, a double meaning that hung in the air between us.

I wasn't used to getting this kind of attention. The only reason I left the house at all was because I worked from there. At a certain point, it was difficult to feel like anything other than a ghost.

And yet, here she was, talking to me. A stranger. Like she cared?

We talked for what felt like hours, but was probably only twenty minutes. We discussed art, and the philosophy of minimalism versus maximalism, and the way a city can feel both suffocating and liberating. She listened with an intensity that made me feel like the most interesting person in the world. She asked questions that probed, but never felt invasive.

She was mapping me, I realized. Learning my contours.

When she finally stood to leave, a pang of disappointment hit me so hard it almost made me gasp. She reached into her coat and pulled out a simple, cream-colored business card. It held only a name and a phone number, in a clean, elegant font.

"Call me," she said, her voice soft but imbued with an authority that brooked no argument. "If you'd like to continue our conversation."

She didn't wait for a reply. She simply turned and walked out of the tea shop, the door chiming softly behind her. I sat there, staring at the card in my trembling hand, the scent of her perfume—something like sandalwood and amber—lingering in the air where she'd been. My sketch was forgotten. The light from the stained glass had shifted. Everything had shifted.

Three days later, I was still clutching that card like a talisman. I'd run my thumb over the raised print so many times the ink was starting to smudge. Friday night found me alone in my small apartment, surrounded by monitors glowing with code I was no longer reading. My heart was thumping a nervous rhythm against my ribs. I picked up my phone, my fingers hovering over the keypad. What would I even say?

Hi, this is the guy from the tea shop, I was wondering if you'd like to... what? Discuss post-impressionism over coffee?

I took a deep breath, the kind that's supposed to calm you down but just makes you more aware of how tightly wound you are.

"You're being ridiculous," I muttered to myself. "She gave you the card. She wants you to call."

I dialed before I could second-guess myself. It rang twice.

"Hello?" Her voice was the same, that smooth, confident purr that I'd been hearing in my dreams for three days.

"Elara? Hi. It's... it's Leo. From the tea shop."

"I know who it is, Leo," she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "I was wondering if you were going to call."

"I... yeah. Sorry it took a while. I was just..."

"Nervous?"

I swallowed. "Yeah."

"Don't be," she said, her tone gentle but firm. "I'm glad you did. I'd like to see you again. Are you free tomorrow evening?"

Tomorrow? That was fast. My stomach did a little flip. "Yes. I'm free."

"Good. Come to my place. Seven o'clock. I'll text you the address." It wasn't a question.

"Okay," I breathed.

"And Leo?" she added, just before she hung up.

"Yes?"

"Wear something that makes you feel beautiful."

The line went dead. I stared at my phone, my mind reeling. Something that makes you feel beautiful. No one had ever said anything like that to me. Most people saw the soft sweaters and the painted nails and just... looked away. Or they looked too long, with a kind of crude curiosity I hated. Elara saw something else.

The next day was a blur of frantic energy. I cleaned my apartment twice, not that she was coming here, but what else was I supposed to do to distract from the anxiety?

I showered, shaved my legs until they were perfectly smooth, and agonized over my wardrobe. What did I wear to the home of a woman who commanded a room just by breathing? I pushed aside my usual jeans and hoodies and dove into the back of my closet, to the clothes I saved for special occasions, for the rare moments I felt brave enough to fully express myself. Like the ones I only let myself wear when no one else was around.

I settled on a pair of high-waisted, black shorts that hugged my hips and showed off my slender legs. I paired it with a loose, cream-colored silk blouse that was soft against my skin and slightly see-through if the light hit it just right. I painted my nails a matching pearl white and spent too long on my eyeliner, aiming for a smoky, delicate look. When I finally looked in the mirror, I didn't see the nervous programmer who spent his days talking to a screen. I saw the side of me I kept hidden away.

And I felt beautiful, just like she'd asked.

Her address led me to a sleek, modern building in a part of the city I rarely ventured into. The doorman gave me a polite nod and directed me to the penthouse elevator. My palms were sweating by the time I pressed the button for the top floor. The elevator ride was silent, my reflection in the polished chrome doors looking back at me with wide, anxious eyes.

The doors opened directly into a foyer that was less an apartment entryway and more an art gallery. Polished concrete floors, a single, dramatic sculpture of twisted metal, and a wall of windows that offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline as it blushed with the last light of sunset.

Elara was standing in the middle of the space, waiting for me. She'd changed from her coat into a simple, black sheath dress that hugged her figure in a way that should have been illegal. Her hair was down, a dark waterfall against her bare shoulders. She smiled when she saw me, a slow, genuine smile that reached her eyes.

"Leo," she said, her voice a warm caress. "You look astounding."

"You... you said to," I replied, my own voice sounding small in the grand space. I felt like I'd stepped into another world, one where I was completely out of my depth.

"And you listened beautifully," she said, closing the distance between us. She didn't hug me, but she reached out and ran a single finger down the silk of my sleeve. The touch was electric, sending a shiver through my entire body. "Come in. Let me get you a drink."

She turned and walked towards the open-plan living area, and I followed, my feet moving on their own accord. The apartment was a masterpiece of design—every piece of furniture looked like it had been chosen for both form and function, the color palette a soothing mix of greys, whites, and blacks with warm wood accents.

She handed me a glass of deep red wine. "To new beginnings," she said, clinking her glass against mine.

I took a sip, the rich flavor coating my tongue. "Your place is... incredible," I managed, gesturing vaguely.

"Thank you," she said, settling onto a pristine white couch. "I'm an interior designer, feels a bit off to give my clients special treatment but leave myself out."

"It's perfect," I said, and I meant it. It was a reflection of her: controlled, elegant, and stunningly beautiful.

"So are you," she said, her gaze holding mine.

I nearly choked on my wine. "I—"

"Sit, Leo," she said, patting the cushion beside her. It wasn't a suggestion.

I sat, perching on the edge of the couch, my body thrumming with a nervous energy I didn't know what to do with.

She turned slightly toward me, one leg tucked beneath her, her posture relaxed in a way that somehow made me more aware of my own.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less deliberate, “why do you hide this version of yourself?”

The question caught me off guard. It was too direct, too close to something I didn’t usually let people see.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, my voice faltering slightly. “It’s just… easier, I guess. To not draw attention.”

Her gaze didn’t leave mine.

“Sit back,” she said.

I blinked. “What?”

“You’re sitting like you’re about to apologize for being here,” she said, not unkindly. “Sit back.”

I hesitated for half a second before shifting, easing further into the couch. The movement felt small, but it changed something. My shoulders straightened without me meaning to, my posture opening just enough that I suddenly felt… visible.

“There,” she murmured.

Her eyes moved over me again, slower this time, taking in the change like it was something she’d expected.

“Now look at me.”

I already was. Or I thought I was.

But something in the way she said it made me adjust, lifting my chin slightly, meeting her gaze more directly. Holding it.

The shift was immediate. My breath caught, my chest tightening in a way that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with being seen.

“You disappear when you’re unsure,” she said quietly. “Did you know that?”

I shook my head.

“You soften your voice. Your posture folds in. You make yourself smaller.”

There was no judgment in her tone. Just observation.

“Why?”

“I don’t know,” I said again, though this time it sounded weaker, less convincing even to me.

“That’s not true.”

The words landed softly, but they stayed.

I swallowed, my fingers curling slightly against the fabric of the couch. “It’s just… easier.”

“For who?”

I hesitated.

She leaned forward slightly, closing the space between us without touching me. The shift was subtle, but it pulled something tight in my chest.

“For who, Leo?” she repeated.

“…everyone,” I said, quieter now.

Her expression didn’t change.

“And what about you?”

I didn’t have an answer.

Not one I could say out loud.

She watched me for a moment longer, then nodded faintly, like she’d confirmed something she already suspected.

“Say that again,” she said.

I frowned slightly. “What?”

“It’s easier for everyone.”

“I just said that.”

“You did,” she agreed. “But you didn’t mean it.”

Something in my chest tightened at that.

“I was being honest,” I said.

“You were being safe,” she corrected gently.

The distinction hit harder than it should have.

“Say it again,” she said, her voice calm, patient. “But don’t hide from it.”

I took a slow breath, trying to steady something that had started to shift under the surface.

“It’s easier… for everyone.”

“Again.”

This time, I didn’t hesitate.

“It’s easier for everyone.”

My voice was quieter, but steadier. It didn’t waver the way it had before.

She nodded once.

“Good.”

The word settled somewhere deeper than I expected.

I realized, distantly, that I was sitting differently now. Straighter. More present. I hadn’t noticed when that changed.

“You respond well to direction,” she said, almost to herself.

My pulse quickened.

“I just… did what you asked.”

“Yes,” she said, meeting my eyes again. “You did.”

There was a pause, the kind that didn’t feel empty so much as intentional, like she was letting something take root before moving forward.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

My breath caught slightly. “Like what?”

“Being guided.”

The question felt simple.

It wasn’t.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

Her lips curved faintly, something softer passing through her expression before it settled again.

“That’s alright,” she said. “You will.”

My face felt hot. "I just... I've never met anyone like you," I admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush. "Someone who... sees me."

I didn’t realize I’d leaned closer until I was already there, caught somewhere between hesitation and something stronger.

She noticed.

Of course she did.

"I see you," she confirmed, her voice a low hum. She set her wine glass down on the coffee table and reached out, her fingers gently tilting my chin up. I froze, my breath catching in my throat as her thumb brushed my lower lip. "And I think you want to be seen. Truly seen."

I couldn't look away from her dark eyes. There was a promise in them, a depth of understanding that scared and thrilled me in equal measure. My heart was beating so fast I was sure she could hear it.

"What... what are you doing?" I whispered.

"Testing." Her thumb moved, tracing the line of my jaw. "Exploring. You're so tense, Leo. You carry all this beautiful energy and you lock it away."

"I don't know how to let it out," I confessed, my voice barely audible.

“Carefully, then,” she murmured, not moving away. Her hand moved to the back of my neck, her fingers tangling in my hair. She didn't pull, just held me there, a firm, grounding pressure. "But I could also show you," she breathed.

And then she kissed me.

It wasn't a gentle, questioning kiss. It was a claim. Her lips were soft, but the movement was confident, possessive. She parted my lips with her own, her tongue sliding against mine with a deliberate slowness that made my head spin. A soft, involuntary sound escaped my throat, a whimper of surprise and surrender. My hands, which had been clenched in my lap, flew up to grasp her shoulders, holding on as the world tilted on its axis.

She broke the kiss, leaving me breathless and dazed. She smiled, a look of dark satisfaction in her eyes. "Good," she murmured. "So responsive."

I stared at her, my lips tingling, my body feeling like it was made of molten glass. I had no frame of reference for this. For the sheer, unadulterated power she exuded, or the way my body was reacting to it.

"Stand up," she said, her voice still soft but now edged with a command that vibrated through me.

I obeyed without thinking, my legs unsteady as I rose to my feet in front of her. She remained seated, looking up at me, her gaze a physical touch as it traveled from my face, down the column of my throat, over the silk of my blouse.

"Turn around," she commanded.

I turned, slowly, my back to her. I could feel her eyes on me, tracing the curve of my spine, the shape of my ass in the tight shorts. I felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet, paradoxically, safer than I had in years.

"Perfect," she whispered. I heard her move, the rustle of her dress, and then her hands were on my hips. She pulled me back gently, until I was standing between her knees. Her hands slid up my sides, over my ribs, her touch searing through the thin silk. She pressed a kiss to the small of my back, right where my blouse met the waistband of my shorts. I gasped, my hands clenching at my sides.

"You have no idea what you do to me, do you?" she murmured against my skin, her breath hot. "This delicate strength... this beautiful surrender. It's intoxicating."

Her hands moved around to my front, one hand splaying flat against my stomach, the other drifting lower, until her fingers were brushing the front of my shorts. I was already hard, my arousal a desperate, aching pulse. I bit my lip to stifle a moan.

"Shh," she soothed, her lips now at the base of my neck. "Don't hold back your sounds from me. I want to hear them all."

She cupped me through the fabric, her palm pressing against my straining erection. A broken sound escaped me, a mix of a gasp and a groan. She chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

"So eager," she purred, her hand beginning to move in slow, maddening circles. "Is this for me, Leo?"

"Yes," I breathed, the word torn from me. "God, yes."

"Good boy," she whispered, and the praise, those two simple words, nearly undid me. My knees buckled slightly, and her arm tightened around my waist, holding me up against her.

She released me, and I whimpered at the loss of contact. But her hands were soon on my hips again, turning me to face her once more.

"Kneel," she said, her eyes locking with mine.

The word hit me like a physical force. It wasn't a request. It was an order, delivered with the quiet certainty that I would obey. And I wanted to. God, how I wanted to. My legs felt like jelly as I lowered myself to my knees on the plush rug in front of her. The new perspective—looking up at her from below, her form towering over me—sent a dizzying rush through my head. It felt right. It felt like coming home to a place I'd never known I was missing.

She reached out and cupped my face in her hands, her thumbs stroking my cheeks. "There you are," she said, her voice filled with a warmth that was at odds with the dominant position she held. "This is where you belong, isn't it?"

I nodded, unable to speak, my eyes wide and fixed on her.

"Use your words, Leo."

"Yes," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. "Yes, it feels... right."

"Good." She smiled, her expression softening for a moment before her gaze sharpened with a new intent. She stood up, and I had to tilt my head back to keep looking at her. "Stay there," she instructed.

She walked away, her heels clicking softly on the concrete floor, disappearing down a hallway. I knelt there, my heart pounding, my body thrumming with anticipation. I was completely at her mercy, in the middle of her immaculate living room, and I had never felt more powerful. She trusted me to wait for her. She wanted me here.

When she returned, she was holding a length of black silk. My breath hitched.

"Close your eyes," she commanded.

I did, my eyelids fluttering shut. I felt her move behind me, and then the soft, cool fabric was being draped over my eyes. She tied it gently but securely at the back of my head, plunging me into darkness.

"You're not afraid of cock, are you, sweetie?" she purred in my ear.

I felt a surge of lust pool in my belly at the words. Of course I wasn't, but the question didn't make a lot of sense to me.

"N-No?"

"Good boy," she hummed, the pet name sending a shiver down my spine. "Because I'm going to let you suck mine."

She was going to let me? I'd never had a woman say such a thing to me before. It took me a second to process what she'd just said.

"You have...?" I trailed off. My brain tried to catch up with what she’d said, to slot it into something familiar. It didn’t.

"Yes, sweetie, I have a cock. It's so cute you didn't know." I could hear the amusement in her voice. "And it's going to slide into your pretty mouth very soon."

She moved in front of me, and I heard the rustle of her dress again, the soft sound of a zipper being lowered. My imagination ran wild, painting a picture of her smooth skin, the curve of her hips. Then I felt it. The unmistakable, hot, heavy pressure of her against my cheek.

I let out a shaky breath. "Oh god..."

"Shh," she cooed, one hand resting on the top of my head, her fingers threading through my hair. "Just open up for me, Leo. Be a good boy and take what I give you."

I parted my lips, my tongue darting out to meet her. I felt the broad head of her cock press against my mouth, and I opened wider, welcoming her inside. A groan rumbled in her chest as my lips sealed around the thick shaft, the weight of her on my tongue a new and overwhelming sensation.

I'd never felt anything like this. The power dynamic, the loss of sight, the sheer intimacy of the act. I was on my knees for her, blindfolded, with her cock in my mouth, and it was the most liberated I had ever felt.

For a woman I barely knew? It made my cock ache painfully, twitching angrily within my briefs.

"That's it," she praised, her hand guiding my head, setting a slow, deep rhythm. "Just like that. You look so fucking beautiful like this, taking my cock."

I moaned around her, the vibrations making her hips jerk slightly. I could taste a hint of salt, feel the soft, velvety skin of her shaft against my tongue. I tried to use my tongue, to swirl it around the head as she pulled back, to flatten it against the underside as she pushed in. Her praises were a constant, low murmur above me, stoking the fire burning in my core.

"Such an eager little mouth," she grunted, her pace increasing slightly. "You were made for this, weren't you? Made to be on your knees for me."

I nodded, or tried to, my movements limited by her grip on my hair. The truth of her words resonated deep within me. In this moment, with my world narrowed to the feel and taste of her, I felt more myself than I ever had before.

Her thrusts became more forceful, her control starting to slip. I could hear her breath coming faster, her groans growing deeper. "I'm close," she warned, her voice strained. "Are you going to be a good boy and swallow it all?"

I hummed my enthusiastic consent, my own arousal, a desperate, throbbing need between my legs. I wanted to please her. I needed to be the reason she came undone.

With a final, deep thrust, she held me in place, her cock pulsing against my tongue. The first hot spurt of her cum hit the back of my throat, and I swallowed instinctively, eagerly. She tasted a little bitter, a little sweet, and utterly intoxicating. I milked her with my lips and tongue, determined to get every last drop, until she finally relaxed with a shuddering sigh.

She gently withdrew from my mouth, and I felt a moment of loss. Her hands cradled my face again. "You are... incredible," she breathed, her voice full of awe. She leaned down and kissed me, a deep, possessive kiss that tasted of us both.

She untied the blindfold, and I blinked against the soft light of the living room. Her face was flushed, her eyes dark with satisfaction. She looked devastatingly beautiful.

"Stand up," she said softly, helping me to my feet. My legs were stiff from kneeling, and my own cock was still painfully hard, a visible tent in the front of my shorts.

She noticed, of course, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Looks like someone needs a little attention too," she said, her hand reaching out to palm me through the fabric.

I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily into her touch. "Elara, please..."

"Please what?" she teased, her eyes glinting. "Tell me what you want."

"I... I want you to... to make me come," I choked out, the admission burning my cheeks.

Her smile widened. "Since you asked so nicely... how could I refuse?"

She led me to the couch, pushing me down to sit on the edge. She knelt between my legs, her hands making quick work of the button and zipper on my shorts. She pulled them, along with my underwear, down to my ankles, freeing my aching cock. It sprang up, hard and flushed, leaking pre-cum onto my stomach.

"Look at you," she murmured, her gaze fixed on my erection. "So pretty." She wrapped her hand around the base, her grip firm, and I cried out, my back arching. "So sensitive."

She began to stroke me, her movements slow and deliberate, her thumb swirling over the head on every upstroke. I was already so close, so wound up from everything that had happened, that I knew I wouldn't last long.

"Elara," I panted, my hands fisting in the couch cushions. "It's... I'm..."

"Come for me, Leo," she commanded, her voice a seductive purr. "Let go, make your mess so we can move on to the finale."

That was all it took. Her words, her touch, the overwhelming sensation of her hand on me. The orgasm ripped through me with a force that left me gasping. I came hard, my release spurting over her hand and my own stomach in thick, white ropes. It felt like it went on forever, my body shaking with the intensity of it.

When the waves finally subsided, I was left boneless and panting, slumped against the couch. Elara stood up and walked away, returning a moment later with a warm, damp cloth. She gently cleaned me up, her touch tender and caring. She pulled up my underwear and shorts, tucking me back in with a soft kiss on my forehead.

"Good boy," she whispered, sitting down beside me and pulling me against her side. I rested my head on her shoulder, my body still humming in the aftermath.

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, the city lights twinkling through the vast windows. The dynamic had shifted, the intense power play giving way to a quiet intimacy that was just as profound.

"Stay the night," she said, her voice breaking the silence. It wasn't a question, but it wasn't quite a command either. It was an offer.

I looked up at her, searching her face. I saw no expectation, only a genuine desire for my company. I nodded. "I'd like that."

She smiled, pressing another kiss to my temple. "Wonderful. Would you like to take a break?"

I blinked, the haze of my orgasm still thick in my mind. "What?"

She reached down and grabbed my hand, placing it on the front of her dress. Through the thin fabric, I could feel it: the firm, unmistakable outline of her cock, already hard again.

"Oh," I breathed, my eyes widening. "You're... already..."

"I have a very healthy libido," she said with a smirk. "And a beautiful boy in my lap is a powerful aphrodisiac."

She stood, taking my hand and pulling me to my feet. "I want to try something," she said, leading me back towards the hallway she'd disappeared down earlier.

We entered her bedroom. It was as stunning as the rest of the apartment, a sanctuary of dark woods, soft lighting, and a huge, inviting bed. She stopped me at the foot of the bed and turned to face me.

"Undress for me," she instructed, her eyes glinting with anticipation.

My hands shook slightly as I unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall to the floor. I followed with my shorts, stepping out of them and kicking them aside. I stood before her in just my underwear, feeling a new wave of vulnerability wash over me.

"Everything," she said, her gaze hungry.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my briefs and slid them down, kicking them off to join the rest of my clothes. I stood naked before her, my body flushed, my cock already starting to show interest again despite the intense orgasm I'd just had.

Elara circled me slowly, her eyes raking over my body like I was a piece of art she was considering for her collection. "Exquisite," she murmured. She stopped behind me, and I felt her hands on my shoulders, tracing down my back. "You have no idea how much I want to bend you over this bed right now."

I shivered at her words, a fresh pulse of arousal shooting through me.

"But I think an outfit would make it much, much more enjoyable for both of us." She guided me to sit on the edge of the bed, leaving me there while she crossed to a large, mahogany dresser.

I watched, my curiosity piqued, as she opened a drawer and began to pull things out. She returned to me with an armful of delicate fabric and something that glinted in the low light. My heart skipped a beat.

"For you," she said, laying the items out on the bed beside me.

There was a pair of sheer, white thigh-high stockings with delicate lace tops. A pair of matching panties, so skimpy they looked like they would barely cover anything. A short, black pleated skirt that looked more like a belt. And a white, button-up shirt that finished the almost schoolgirl look. And, finally, a delicate black velvet choker.

My face burned. It was the kind of outfit I'd only ever dared to wear in the privacy of my own room, in front of my own mirror. Even then, I wasn't this creative. And yet, the thought of wearing it for her...

"Put them on," she said, her voice a low command. "I want to see my pretty girl."

The word "girl" sent a jolt through me. I wasn't a girl. I was a guy who liked to dress up. But in that moment, under her gaze, with those clothes laid out before me, I wanted to be her pretty girl.

I reached for the stockings first, the nylon whispering against my skin as I rolled them up my legs. They clung to me perfectly, the lace tops stopping high on my thighs. Next, I picked up the panties. They were soft as a cloud, and as I suspected, they did little to hide my growing arousal, the thin fabric straining to contain my modest length.

The skirt was next. I stepped into it and pulled it up, fastening it around my waist. It barely even covered the curve of my ass. I felt incredibly exposed. I put on the shirt, the buttons straining across my chest, the hem stopping just below my ribs, leaving my midriff bare.

"So fucking hot," Elara groaned, her voice losing a measure of the composure I'd grown accustomed to. I could tell it was getting to her.

I picked up the collar last. The velvet was soft against my fingers. I fastened it around my neck, the small, silver buckle feeling cold against my heated skin. It was a symbol, a clear marker of the role I was stepping into.

I stood up, feeling self-conscious and exhilarated all at once. I looked at Elara, waiting for her judgment.

Her eyes were dark, her pupils blown wide with lust. She looked at me like she wanted to devour me whole.

"Come here," she said, her voice rough.

I walked over to her, the skirt swishing against my thighs with every step. She pulled me into a fierce kiss, her hands roaming over my body, squeezing my ass through the thin fabric of the skirt, sliding up under the shirt to pinch my nipples. I gasped into her mouth, my body arching into her touch.

"I could fuck you right here," she growled against my lips.

"Please," I whimpered, my need for her overwhelming any semblance of pride.

She pushed me back onto the bed, and I fell onto the soft duvet. She crawled on top of me, her body a delicious weight pressing me down.

She kissed her way down my neck, her teeth scraping against the sensitive skin. "But first," she murmured, "I think I want to taste you."

She moved down my body, her lips trailing over my collarbone, down my chest. She pushed my legs apart, her hands gripping the backs of my thighs. She ducked her head under the short skirt, and I felt her hot breath against the fabric of my panties.

"Elara!" I cried out as she dragged her tongue over the head of my cock through the sheer material. The sensation was incredible, a teasing, maddening pressure.

She laughed, the sound vibrating against my skin. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of the panties and pulled them aside, exposing me completely. She didn't touch my cock. Instead, she lowered her head further, and I felt her tongue press against a place no one had ever touched me before.

"Oh my god!" I yelped, my hands flying to her hair as she began to lick and tease my most intimate entrance. The feeling was alien and intense, a hot, wet pressure that made my toes curl. I could hear her groaning with pleasure as she feasted on me, her hands spreading my cheeks wider, giving her better access.

"Fuck, you've got such a tight little hole," she grunted, pulling back for a moment. "I can't wait to feel this around my cock."

She returned to her task, her tongue pushing inside me, stretching me, preparing me. I was a writhing, moaning mess beneath her, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. I felt myself opening up for her, my body shamefully yielding to her insistent touch. I was so lost in the sensation that I barely registered when she pulled away, leaving me feeling empty and aching.

I saw her stand up and reach for her dress, unzipping it and letting it pool on the floor. She was naked underneath, her body toned and perfect. Her cock stood out, long and thick and proud, glistening with pre-cum. She reached into a bedside drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube, pouring a generous amount into her hand and coating her impressive length.

"Turn over," she commanded. "On your hands and knees."

I scrambled to obey, my body moving on instinct. I got into position on the center of the bed, my head down, my ass up, the short skirt doing nothing to hide my readiness. I felt the bed dip as she climbed on behind me.

"Such a good girl," she purred, her hand stroking up the back of my thigh. "Presenting yourself so prettily for me."

I felt the blunt head of her cock press against my slick entrance. My breath caught in my throat. She was going to be inside me. The thought was both terrifying and exhilarating.

"Relax for me," she coaxed, her hands gripping my hips. "Breathe out."

I did as she said, exhaling a long, shaky breath. As I did, she pushed forward, the broad head of her cock breaching my tight ring of muscle. A sharp, burning sensation shot through me, and I cried out.

"Shh, I know," she soothed, stilling her movements, giving me time to adjust. "Just breathe. You're doing so well."

The pain began to fade, replaced by a deep, full ache. I focused on my breathing, on the feeling of her hands on my skin, on the sound of her voice.

"That's it," she praised. "You're taking me so well, princess."

She began to move, inching her way deeper, her slow, steady pace allowing my body to accommodate her. The feeling was unlike anything I'd ever experienced—a profound, all-consuming fullness. It was uncomfortable, but in the best possible way, a constant reminder of her presence inside me.

When she was fully seated, her hips pressed against my ass, she paused. "How do you feel?" she asked, her voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Full," I gasped. "So... full."

"Does it hurt?"

"A little. But... it's good. Don't stop."

That was all the encouragement she needed. She began to move, pulling back slowly before sliding back in, her strokes long and deep. With every thrust, the burning ache lessened, replaced by a growing, pulsing pleasure. She was hitting a spot inside me that made stars explode behind my closed eyelids.

"Oh god, Elara," I moaned, pushing back against her, meeting her thrusts. "Yes, right there!"

She growled, her grip on my hips tightening. "You like that, princess? You like my cock fucking your tight little ass?"

"Yes! Yes, I love it!"

Her pace increased, her hips snapping against me, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room. The skirt was bunched up around my waist, the stockings framing my trembling thighs. I felt completely used, completely owned, and it was the most liberating feeling in the world.

She reached around and wrapped her hand around my cock, which was hard and leaking onto the bed sheets. "I want you to come with me," she grunted, her fist pumping me in time with her thrusts. "I want to feel your little ass clench around my cock when you fall apart."

The dual stimulation was too much. I could feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine, a tightening coil of pleasure that was about to snap.

"I'm close," I panted, my head spinning.

"Me too," she gasped. "Come on, princess. Come for me. Now!"

Her command shattered me. The orgasm crashed over me in a blinding wave, my cock pulsing in her hand, spilling my release onto the bed beneath me. My inner muscles clamped down on her, and with a hoarse shout, she followed me over the edge. I felt her cock swell and pulse inside me, her hot cum filling me up, marking me as hers.

She collapsed on top of me, her weight a welcome pressure. We were both breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat. She gently pulled out of me, a feeling of emptiness settling in, but it was quickly replaced by her arms wrapping around me, pulling me down onto the bed beside her.

We lay there, tangled in the sheets, our bodies humming in the aftermath. She pressed a soft, loving kiss to my shoulder.

"You're amazing," she whispered, her voice filled with a tenderness that made my heart ache.

I turned to face her, my hand reaching up to cup her cheek. "So are you," I said, and I meant it with every fiber of my being.

I'd come to her apartment as a nervous, unsure boy. I was leaving it as something else entirely. Something new. Something seen. As I drifted off to sleep in her arms, the velvet collar still around my neck, I knew that my life had just irrevocably changed. And for the first time in a long time, I couldn't wait to see what came next. I only hoped that it would be with her. Again. And again. And again.
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