

First Time BDSM Bundle

All characters and situations are fictional. All characters are adults. Please note that this is a collection of erotic works which contain explicit descriptions of a women with secret desires to be dominated and used who learn just how deep their need to submit is with the help of strong, alpha males. This story includes explicit descriptions of first time anal, harsh over the knee spanking, muscular dominant alpha males, younger woman and older man, deep humiliation, and bdsm.  All sexual acts are consensual. Enjoy ;) 

First story: Office Discipline

Samantha walked down the hallway to her desk, smiling and greeting her coworkers who were all making their way to their places for the start of another busy day. Samantha did not exactly love her job. Being in the inbound call centre for a major companies complaint's line left much to be desired. She could only be thankful that she worked with such a good team, and even more thankful that the high turnover rate meant they valued employees like her that had been with the company for more than two years. The truth was, she needed this job. It was amazing how quickly her savings fund had been depleted when her car broke down and she needed an emergency detail surgery all in the same month, and she had gone from having a nice cushion to rely on to living paycheck to paycheck, something she had not done since her college days. At 20 years old, she was lucky to have taken a job right after finishing her degree which left her more student debt than job opportunities. 

Which was why she felt panic rising up in her when the first thing she noticed after logging into her computer was an email flagged as urgent from none other than Armin Layman. She had only seen Mr. Layman once or twice before, but she knew his name from the monthly security email that was sent out. He was the head of security for the entire billion dollar company, all the way on the top floor of the 40 story building she worked in. He was tall and imposing, and had made her shiver with nervousness even just walking by. There was something about his eyes that made you feel like you were under a microscope, like they were undressing you and he knew every dirty secret you had. She could only hope that no one knew her dirty secret, the dirty secret that caused her to rush to her car every lunch hour for some privacy and to duck out of work occasionally to find a secret spot to indulge her most shameful desires.  The email had no subject, and when she opened it she bit her lip in nervousness at the contents.

“Come to my office immediately.”

Samantha tried to control her quickening breath. She had no idea what could be so urgent that she needed to meet with such a powerful man immediately. She had done nothing wrong that she could possibly think of. It was as if she was being called to the principals office. The same familiar sense of dread she had not felt since she was a child sat in her stomach, but this time there was so much more at stake than a phone call to her parents. She was an adult, with adult responsibilities, a very adult 250 pound Russian landlord who had made it very clear that rent could never late, and a career which she was now worrying was on the line. There was only one thing that could possibly come back to haunt her, but she hoped she was being paranoid about it. What she did on her own personal phone had nothing to do with the company, did it? It must be that there was a problem with her work phone or her work computer, perhaps a virus or some security flaw. 

She quickly dialed the number for her supervisor.

“Hey there Elliot, it's Samantha.”

“How are you today Samantha? Ready for another day on the lines?”

“I was. But I just got an email from the security department. Looks like they want a meeting with me, right now.”

“That's odd, no one else has had an email from security today. Let me know when you are able to get back on the lines, ok?”

Samantha winced. She had been hoping that other members of the team had been asked to go up to the first floor as well, but it looked like she was going to have to make the trip alone. She walked back down the hallway to the elevators, her heart quickening with worry. She pressed the button to the 40th floor and waited, stress filling her mind. She tried to put out of her mind what she had done on her own phone, shamefully, on her lunch hours or secreted away in a supply cupboard. The desires she had were so intense that she could not control them and they were all she could think about until she got what she needed. There was no way this was something about that. This had to be some mistake, or some hacker who had gotten into her computer at no fault of her own. She tried to reassure herself. The doors opened and a small gasp escaped from her lips as she saw just how beautiful the top floor of the building was. 

A large entrance hall awaited her, and she walked forward to the smartly dressed woman at the desk. Samantha felt horribly under-dressed in her casual skirt and blouse combo. She hoped that she was imagining that she was being judged. One of the perks of working in a call centre was that the dress code was very relaxed. But as she approached the secretary she wished she had spent longer on her makeup. The secretary was her age, but with black hair neatly tied in a bun and a white blouse that looked as pure as snow and a tasteful gold necklace that Samantha could tell cost more than a weeks pay. 

“How may I help you today,” she said, with crisp, curt tones. Samantha felt very out of place.

“I am here for a meeting with Armin Layman.”

Samantha noticed a miniscule widening of the secretary's eyes at the name.

“Is that so. Second last door on the left,” she said, pointing down the long hallway. 

She walked forward as if in a daze on a red carpet, her eyes trying to take in everything at once. The hallway was wide and adorned by beautiful paintings as well as portraits of former CEOS and vice presidents, all older white men with serious faces and she felt very out of place. The hallway was long and she could barely hear her footsteps which were muffled by the carpet. 

The second last door on the left was imposing and wooden. She knocked hesitantly.

“Come in,” came the low, stern voice from within. 

Samantha opened the door hesitantly and walked into Mr. Layman's office. He was sitting behind a huge wooden desk. Samantha had never seen a man with such a presence. He was older than her, late 30s or early 40s, and she had heard rumours that he was a ex-military before going into private sector corporate security. She believed it. Even sitting she could tell he was well over six feet tall, and his tailored suit could not conceal his strength and muscle. His broad jaw and clean shaven face was dominated by piercing grey eyes which were fixed on her. She wanted to hide from his gaze, it was so intense. 

“Sit.” She felt compelled to obey and she sat down in the chair in front of him. She lowered her eyes from his gaze.

“What am I here for?”

“Did I give you permission to speak?”

Samantha felt shocked. No one had ever spoken to her like this before. No matter how imposing and gruff this man was, this went too far.

“Hey, don't talk to me like that! I haven't done anything wrong.”

Mr Layman wordlessly slid a file over to her. Samantha opened it with shaking hands.

The first page was a list.

“woman tied up and spanked”

“disciplined by a dominating man”

“bdsm stories dominated woman”

“slut taken roughly by strong man”

Samantha stopped reading after the first four, her blood running cold with fear. “What the hell is this?” Samantha could hear the panic in her voice. She wished, more than anything, that she had never seen the words before. 

“That's exactly what you are here to answer.”

“I have no idea what this is! What kind of sick joke is this?” Samantha felt the urge to run out of the room. She was more scared than she had even been in her life.

“Our IT department notified security of something troubling. Apparently, someone has been accessing pictures, stories and videos of women being dominated, whipped, and being treated roughly on our property. Sometimes, it came from inside our building. As we have many women working here, it was our top priority to find out if our employees were in danger.”

Samantha was doing everything she could to control her breath. She wanted to run, to hide, to do anything to get away. Her worst fear was coming true. She had thought that if she was on her phone in the parking lot or hidden away in a secret nook, it would not matter if she read stories or watched videos about her secret fantasy. She had no idea it would be tracked.

“We triangulated the source and I personally went out to find out who was accessing such despicable, kinky material on our property. I was very surprised and disappointed to see that it was one of our employees. You. Did you enjoy watching, oh let's see what it was yesterday – fucked up the ass hard? Was it a stimulating lunch break? What kind of a slut can’t keep control her desires enough to not watch domination porn during work hours?”

What would happen to her? Samantha had never taken seriously claims that your life would flash in front of your eyes before you died, but now her future was flashing before her. She imagined losing her job, not being able to pay rent, and, even worse, not being able to use her last two years of experience on her resume. What would she say in job interviews? That she was fired for looking up kinky porn? She wished she could deny it, but it had been her secret pleasure. On her lunch break or when there were no calls, she would hurry to her car and eat while indulging herself on her mobile phone or hide in a secret nook or cranny, teasing herself mercilessly by watching her deepest, darkest fantasies. As soon as she got home she would cum to videos of women being whipped and spanked. No one knew her secret, shameful desire – no one, until now. The way he was looking at her was a combination of judgement and disbelief that anyone could be such a whore. 

“Look, I made a mistake, I'm sorry. I didn't realize...”

“You didn't realize you couldn't watch pornography on company property? You've broken some very strict rules, Samantha. You've put our company on alert for a potential threat, wasted countless hours of resources, and shown a complete lack of common sense. As soon as I send this file over to your supervisor, you are going to be fired. You will escorted out of the building and an email will be sent out explaining how wrong it is to watch dirty pornography on company property.”

Samantha felt her eyes tearing up. She was about to lose her job and her prospects for future work. Just as bad, everyone she knew would know exactly why she was fired. She would be known as a complete whore.

“Why... why did you bring me here if you are still going to get me fired?”

“I wanted to see up close what a true slut looks like. A slut so desperate to be punished and used that she cannot go an entire day without watching perverted videos and reading stories about being dominated.”

Samantha raised her eyes, and realized that something had changed in his tone. It was just as hard and stern as before, but now there was something else in it. He was so in control it made her crave his strong touch. The way he was talking to her was humiliating, like she was some helpless whore who could not resist her desires. She wanted badly for him to use her and throw her away, use her like the sluts in the videos she had watched. It was even worse to hear because it was true. She knew it had been wrong, had always felt guilty about brushing off her coworkers who wanted to eat with her, always with some excuse but in reality she would rush to her car and get her fix for being dominated. Her cheeks blushed bright red and she could feel their heat under his gaze. She had never felt so humiliated and helpless before in her life before this older, strong man. 

“Please, is there any way you can let me resign without letting anyone know? I need a reference so bad from this job or else I'll never be able to find more work. I know it's a lot to ask, but please Mr. Layman, why does anyone else need to know?”

“Why does anyone need to know? You're such a sweet, innocent looking young woman. 20 years old, says your file. You don't look like you could have a dirty thought in your head. If I don't let your supervisor know, I bet you'll do the same thing at your next job, and then our company could be held liable. If you couldn't resist looking up such filthy, dirty things during work hours, what will stop your addiction from continuing on in your next job? 

“I won't. I messed up, and badly, but it will never happen again. I've learned my lesson.” Her voice trembled as she spoke. Secretly, she wanted to be taught a harsh lesson, wanted him to punish her for how bad she had been.

“I don't think you have.” His voice was even harsher than before and it sent a shiver through her spine. There was something else in his voice as well, something new that excited Samantha and scared her as well. Her mind was racing, trying to think of a way to save her career.

“Come over here.” His voice was so commanding that she felt herself moving without thought.

Samantha stood carefully, smoothing her skirt and walking around the desk. She was shocked and surprised to see the massive, hard bulge in his dress pants. It scared her but also made her nipples harden with desire. Suddenly, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her firmly towards him, forcing her over his lap. His strong hand pushed against the small of her back, holding her firmly in place. She could feel his iron hard bulge throbbing against her. Samantha wriggled and struggled, trying her hardest to get away but he held her easily, as if she was a toy. She was breathing heavily and went limp in defeat.

“Don’t struggle, you know you deserve this.”

The first slap of his hand on her ass surprised and shocked her and she tried again to escape, struggling against his rock solid arms. It was pointless. He was so much stronger than her it was laughable how little she could move. Her movements were controlled by him. She had never felt such a fiery pain in her ass. He held nothing back as he had brought his huge hand right down on her soft buttocks, and she yelped in pain. Her deepest, darkest fantasy was happening, and it was completely out of her control. She felt a confusing mix of fear, pain, and lust. Her heart was beating and she could smell his aftershave. 

“Let me go! Please, let me go!” Samantha had never be so desperately horny in her entire life. Her nipples were rock hard and her pussy was dripping wet. He was manhandling her so easily and she felt utterly helpless and in his control. She was begging to escape but her even stronger desire was for him to punish her badly for what she had done. Deep shame filled her as she finally understood what a slut she as for being spanked by an older man. 

Mr. Layman ignored her words and brought his hand down on her buttocks again with a satisfying crack. She was wriggling against his hard bulge and he brought his hand down once more on her ass, turned on by this younger woman who was being disciplined in his office. He loved how much she struggled to escape, but he knew what she secretly needed.

“Let you go? Is that what you want? You want me to let you go and send your file down to your supervisor so everyone can know what a whore you are?”

“No, please don’t do- ouch!” Samantha was interrupted by his harsh spanking, interrupted by him slapping her round ass again mid sentence. 

“You’re a dirty, filthy little slut and you need to be punished. Say it! Tell me what a whore you are!”

Samantha heard the words coming out of her mouth and she could not stop them. “I’m a dirty filthy little whore and I need to be punished,” she moaned out in pain, and he spanked her again even harder. She could not believe she was getting an over the lap spanking from an older man. She felt tears running down her eyes from the intensity of the spanking and the iron hard bulge in his pants was driving her insane. She wanted more than anything for him to bend her over his desk and fuck her hard. Her whole body ached to be touched and her pussy was begging to be filled. 

Her cheeks were red with shame and lust, and tears streamed down her face as she realized just what a slut she was. There she was, her secret desire to be dominated found out by an older, powerful man who had her over his knee. She shivered in fear, never sure when the next slap of his hand on her rump would come. She had no control in his huge, muscular arms, and she was hornier than ever from his huge bulge pushing against her. 

She did not have to wait long. Mr. Layman brought his hand down three times in quick succession, slapping her round ass hard and holding her tightly with his other hand as she yelped in pain and tried to get away from him. She panted heavily, never having experienced such pain before. Her ass was on fire. 

Mr. Layman pulled up her skirt slowly, exposing her round ass to him. The perfect flesh was exposed for his eyes. He saw that she had on slutty black panties and they confirmed what he had known, that she was secretly a whore who needed to be punished. Samantha was crying openly. This was the most erotic and intense experience in her young life and she was confused by how badly she wanted to be fucked by the older man who was disciplining her mercilessly. Half of her wanted to escape and the other half never wanted it to end. She was in his control, to be dealt with as he pleased. His huge bulge was pressed right against her and she felt the strange, overwhelming desire to please him. He was so strong and powerful and being punished by him felt so natural. 

Mr. Layman let his hand stroke her reddening ass cheeks slowly. Samantha shuddered in desire as his thick hand massaged her sore flesh. 

“Please, please no more Mr. Layman. I’ve learned my lesson. I don’t need to be punished anymore.” She was begging, pleading for the discipline to stop.

His response was to raise his hand, and she sobbed as it left her ass, knowing it was going to slap down on her again. There was nothing she could do to avoid the overwhelming pain. She tensed up in anticipation. Mr. Layman smiled at the way she was trying to escape his grip and brought his hand down, no longer holding back. Her loud yell of pain was exactly what he wanted to hear.

Samantha could barely handle the pain in her ass but she was loving how effortlessly he controlled her. She was hornier than she had ever been before and she wanted to be fucked by him hard. 

“Please, sir, I’ll do anything, just don’t spank me anymore and don’t send my file to my supervisor.”

Mr. Layman pulled her panties down, exposing her asshole and pussy. 

“The video you watched yesterday, what was it called?”

Samantha’s cheeks turned an even deeper shade of red in embarrassment. She felt completely exposed and on display for him. 

“It was called… fucked up the ass hard.”

“And have you ever been fucked up the ass?”

“No sir, I thought only sluts do that.”

“That’s what you are. A slut.” Mr. Layman spread her ass wide, loving the innocent little asshole that no one had ever fucked before. His iron hard cock was throbbing hungrily in his pants and he needed relief.

Samantha moaned in pleasure as she felt the first joint of his finger invading her asshole. She had never even played with it before and her pussy was melting with desire, teased by the attention he was paying to the rest of her. 

“Oh!” She said, as the second joint of his finger pushed past her resistance and slid into her tight asshole. She moaned as he started to finger her asshole, sliding his finger in and out of her. She wanted to be filled so badly.

“Please, Mr. Layman, sir, give me what I need.”

“What do you need?”

“I need to be dominated, to be fucked, to be treated like the whore I am. Please fuck me up the ass for the first time!”

“Beg for it.”

“I am, sir, I am, I need it, you’re driving me crazy with your finger and I want to feel your big hard cock inside my ass. Please, I’ll do anything.”

“You don’t even care about your file anymore, do you. You don’t care if I fire you, as long as you get my cock in your ass.”

Samantha knew it was true. She was driven mad with desire and was no longer thinking rationally. “Yes, sir, just give me what I need please.” His second finger pushed into her, and she felt her asshole tightening against the intrusion, unable to do anything to stop his thick fingers from invading her most intimate hole. 

“And what do you need? I want to hear you say it!”

“I need your big, fat cock up my ass!”

Mr. Layman lifted her off his lap and pushed her, forcing her to lean over the desk. Samantha tried her best to arch her ass up. He unzipped his dress pants and pulled down his briefs and his thick, throbbing cock sprung out, hungry for her virgin ass. He was not cruel and he spat on his hand, rubbing his cock head, knowing that she was going to have trouble taking his huge, thick dick in her tight hole. 

Samantha was barely able to string a sentence together. “Please sir please I need it,” she said through moans of desperation. She felt like a complete slut. She was about to be fucked up the ass by an older, rich and powerful man in his private office, a man who had humiliated her and knew her dirtiest, deepest secret. 

She felt her ass stretching painfully as he forced the enormous head of his cock into her no long virgin hole. A low moan of pain and pleasure escaped her lips as she tried to move away from his cock. She heard him open his desk drawer and pull something out, and suddenly he was grabbing her hands behind her back roughly and tying them in rope. The harsh rope bit into her wrists and no matter how hard she struggled he tied her tightly. She tried to resist but he was much too strong and she was helplessly tied.

“You just begged me to fuck your ass, don’t think you can get away.”

Samantha loved how he was forcing her to take his cock and tears dripped from her eyes as she bit her lip and felt inch after inch sliding forcefully into her. Nothing could have prepared her for the feeling of a massive, thick cock pushing into her and it excited her deeply, waves of pleasure and pain pulsing through her body.

“You’re right I love this,” she managed to moan out, feeling a pleasure she had never felt before. She could not believe how full her ass felt and yet she knew he had so much more to fill her with. His bulge had been so huge and now it was unleashed and invading her ass. She was panting, tied up in a strangers luxurious office and getting fucked up the ass for the first time. She cried out in pain as he spanked her hard.

“You need this, you whore! You need to be fucked up the ass by a big cock, say it!”

“I do I do need to be fucked up the ass fuck me harder spank me I deserve it!” The words spilled from her mouth, coming from somewhere deep inside of her, some hidden need she did not truly know existed. All of the times she spent looking at bdsm porn could not compare to being fucked up the ass by an older, dominating man and she screamed in pain and pleasure as he kept spanking her red ass, forcing his huge cock into her ass. 

Mr. Layman had never seen as sexy a sight as his dick sliding its way deep into her resisting asshole, and he groaned in pleasure as he worked every last inch into her. 

Samantha was panting, feeling like she was being split apart by his huge cock. She was humiliated and being punished for how much of a slut she was. No matter how bad the pain and how extreme the pleasure, she knew she deserved it all. She was a whore to be used for his pleasure. 

“Please sir, please play with my clit,” she begged, her pussy aching so badly to be touched. 

“You little slut, you haven’t earned that yet. You have to prove you can take your punishment first.”

Samantha needed to feel pleasure from her clit, needed to cum more than anything. She was serving an older man’s cock with her tight asshole and it was driving her insane with pleasure. The huge cock sliding in and out of her ass was making her wetter than ever before, and the entire situation of being fucked by an older man in his top floor office was intense and making her moan loudly in pain and pleasure. He was so thick and huge that she had no idea how he had managed to push himself inside of her. 

“Please sir, please punish me!” The words came out of her mouth before she could stop them, and Mr. Layman responded by grabbing her hips and fucking her ass furiously. The pain she felt was replaced by uncomfortably intense pleasure and he gripped her so hard she knew she would have big bruises the next day. She could not believe the sounds coming from her mouth, a low, desperate moan and squeals of pleasure. Mr. Layman growled as he fucked her ass, the tightness of her no longer virgin hole bringing him closer and closer to orgasm. He spat on his fingers and reached under her, expertly finding her clit and rubbing it quickly, sending intense pleasure through her shuddering body. Samantha could barely handle the pain of her hands tied up behind her, but the pleasure of her first cock up her ass combined with his expert fingers on her clit was bringing her so close to cumming. 

“Don’t you dare cum without my explicit permission.”

His voice was stern and deep and she obeyed it instantly, trying desperately not to cum. She knew if she did there would be harsh consequences. She was on the verge of orgasm, but did not dare let herself fall off the edge. Her moans were animal and louder than ever. She bit her lips and squeezed her eyes tightly shut, trying her hardest not to cum. It was the hardest thing she had ever done in her life, endless pleasure washing over her, her orgasm barely kept at bay by her intense will not to disappoint him. 

Mr. Layman looked down at the panting young woman, seeing his cock ravage her ass and he felt his balls clenching in desire. He wanted to unload his hot cum right in her ass and there was nothing she could do to stop him. 

“Cum, bitch, while you take my hot load up your ass!”

Samantha screamed in pleasure as she felt his huge cock throbbing and shooting its hot load deep inside her ass, his fingers rubbing her sensitive clit as she came harder than ever before. She was so proud that she was making him cum with her ass and she tried to squeeze it tighter to give him even more pleasure. He kept pounding her asshole, his cock shooting endless streams of cum deep inside of her. He was growling like an animal as he fucked her hard. Samantha’s orgasm finished and he kept playing with her oversensitive clit as she tried to pull away, but he did not stop until every last drop of cum was drained from his cock. He pulled his cock out of her and she tried to clench her asshole. Samantha did her best to keep all of it inside her, not wanting to drip, but was so embarrassed as she felt cum leaking out. Mr. Layman expertly undid the knot, loving how red her wrists were. He liked seeing it almost as much as he loved seeing his red hand prints all over her ass. 

“If you leave my office now before a drop of that cum hits the floor, you’ll keep your job for another day.”

Samantha tried to clench her loose, opened asshole, holding a hand to it to prevent the cum from leaking out. She ran out of his office, wiping the tears from her eyes and feeling his cum oozing out of her no longer virgin asshole. Her ass was on fire from the harsh spanking and she was overwhelmed.

She walked down the hallway as quickly as she could, barely able to move from the harsh fucking her ass had taken. The secretary was still at the desk, and she looked at her with judging eyes.

“The washroom is over there,” she said disdainfully, pointing to a bathroom. Samantha gingerly stepped to it, knowing that she stank of cum and that the secretary could see her trying to hold cum in her ruined ass. 

She cleaned herself up in the bathroom, never having felt so satisfied by incredible, dominating sex. She was already dreaming of taking his cock again and hoped that she had done a good enough job to keep him interested in her ass and pussy. 

Mr. Layman cleaned his cock off with a tissue and tapped his fingers on his desk, thinking. He typed up a quick email and sent it out.

To: Samantha

Subject: Termination

Content: Samantha. You are terminated from your current position for your disgusting, uncontrollable sluttiness. This takes effect at the end of this day. 

However, I am pleased to offer you a new position as my personal assistant. Send a reply by the end of the day. 

The End 

Second Story: Desire to Submit

Dear Diary,

Wednesday, April 23, 2014

Hello Diary, how are you? Oh I’m fine, it’s not like my boyfriend of 3 years dumped me because he couldn’t handle me “putting my work before him”. I’m going for a summer internship, not moving overseas! I’m at that stage past heartbroken into just plain pissed. Which is maybe why I picked up this cheap diary in the airport terminal. I need somewhere to vent.

My friends said I was crazy to get into a relationship with the first guy I hooked up with in college. “No, we’re special, we’re going to last!” I had said back. Ugh. Stupid, Stupid Enrika. But now I’m off for a an internship in a city where no one knows me, I’ve cried all my tears, and it’s time to reinvent myself. No more bookworm girl who spends her friday nights in the library. No more skipping parties to study! I’ve got 5 months to have the time of my life, working a dream internship at an entertainment magazine. I’m going to live life! Screw Andrew, I’m young, I’m sexy, and I’m so over him.

Wait, is that guy looking at me? Whew, he’s cute. What do single, available girls do again? Do I smile? Wink? No that’s to much - OMG he’s coming over!

Wednesday, April 23, 2014 (entry 2!)

Just moved into my new place. So glad my new work helped me out finding somewhere for the summer! It’s really nice, a little apartment just a five minute walk from work. Thank god this place will actually be paying a living wage so I can afford it! So many unpaid internships these days.

That was a fun flight :) And that guy was so cute. He came up to me while we were waiting, introduced himself, and made me laugh. He had such a nice southern drawl, and was very polite. Turned out we had the same flight to catch, and he bought me a drink on the plane! And when there was a bit of turbulence, I didn’t exactly mind a comforting hand on my thigh... He is going back home since he just graduated with an agriculture/horticulture degree and is going back to help with the family farm. He was hot as anything, tall and such a gentleman. So help me, I flirted a little bit. I’m rusty, but it was fun catching his eyes drifting down to my cleavage once or twice... I’m not exactly guiltless myself, I maaaay have glanced down at his package once or twice. I love being able to write down my thoughts and experiences, I want to be able to look back at this summer as the most free, fun time of my life. God, I forgot how fun it is being single. I remember one time a guy handed me a drink at the bar and Andrew wouldn’t talk to me for a whole week. Half the reason I barely partied or went out during my three years with Andrew was because how insanely jealous he is! Or was, now he’s out of my life. Good riddance!

Hmm, an email from work. They want a draft article on the theme of “newcomers perspective of the best local bars and clubs” for my first day of work on Monday. Wow, they don’t wait! My first article. I think I’ll call it “Nightclubs for newcomers,” that has a nice ring to it. It’s getting late, so I think I’ll sleep on it and figure out what write tomorrow. This little apartment is great, everything is furnished and clean. What a lovely place to write! Well, then I say goodnight to you my diary, keeper of my most private thoughts :)

Thursday, April 24, 2014

Well, I had quite the dream last night... Mr southern drawl from the airplane made an appearance, and he left his tight jeans behind. I woke up soaking wet and had to take care of things, if you catch my drift. I love being able to fantasize about guys without feeling guilty. I feel so free. It’s a beautiful spring day, and I’m spending a summer in an awesome new city. What could be better?

Now, to get started on this assignment. I need a coffee before I can start thinking, bet there will be a bunch of little cafes nearby. Until we meet again, my lovely diary.

Thursday, April 24 (entry 2!)

Ooh lala. My first day in the city and already I get asked for my number. I had just sat down with my late and was trying to think of how I was going to approach my article knowing nothing about the area, when a hot guy asked if he could take a seat beside me. Well, he was already sitting down while he asked! I didn’t mind, I like a man who is forward. Although this guy was maybe a little too forward, if he was just one ounce less hot he would have been crossing the line, but this guy was... droolworthy. Muscular but also lean, with a bad boy sleeve tattoo that I never found attractive until I met him. He introduced himself as David, and when he found out I was new in town and needed to write an article about the nightlife he insisted I come out tonight. He’s one of the cockiest, most arrogant men who has ever hit on me... but he’s also incredibly hot, and considering I was twirling my hair and batting my eyes he just kept pilling it on. Ooh, he’s texting me, I better start getting prettied up! Ugh, and I should probably get groceries at some point, I don’t want to be clubbing on an empty stomach.

Friday, April 25, 2014

Dear Diary, I’m a total slut. And I love it! I went out with David, and he had a whole group of awesome people with him. We went to club “Electric”, which despite it’s lame name is apparently the spot to be on Thursday nights. I loved it! I danced like a fool, got bought a few too many shots, and then David started to grind up on me and kissing me right on the dance floor. Normally I hate people who do that in clubs, but I stopped caring - no one knows me here, and I’m just here to have fun! The best thing is, no having to untag a million drunk photos the next morning, because no one has me added!

Oh, and I totally went home with David. And I found out why exactly he is so cocky. Ugh just remembering it makes me wet. He totally took control, we were making out as soon as we got in the door and he brought me right to his bed, pulled my shirt off and fingered me on his bed until I was moaning. And when I unzipped his jeans and pulled down his briefs, my mouth was open from shock. He has the most gorgeous penis I’ve ever seen, and he took full advantage of my open mouth, guiding my head down to his cock. I could barely fit half of it in my mouth, but he didn’t seem to mind. I tried to make up for my lack of deep throating ability by using plenty of tongue, and feeling that massive tool throbbing in my mouth was pure bliss. I’m such a slut! We started fucking missionary but then he turned me over and took me doggystyle, and I had to bury my head in his pillow to stop myself from screaming! His cock was huge and I could feel it rubbing against my g spot until I came, hard. He grabbed my hips and just... took me like a whore. Now I’ve got a big red handprint on my ass to remember the night by. I never knew getting spanked could be so sexy, I felt like a complete slut and loved every second of it. That was the most incredible sex of my life. I love being single!

He even made me breakfast and called me a cab in the morning, he is more gentlemanly than would first appear. I think it’s hard for guys that hot to come across as anything less than a player at first glance. It’s obvious he knew he was going to have me moaning in his bed when he first glanced at me. He’s the absolute opposite of the type of guy I normally go for, the preppy, clean cut guys. And oh god, that cock...

Enrika! Stop fantasizing, it’s time to get unpacked and get some groceries. Sigh, time to get to get to business. Until later, my dear diary. You’re the only one who knows just how slutty the single life has made me.

Saturday, April 26, 2014

Dear Diary,

I had a productive, restful day so far.

My wallets pretty empty but my fridge is stocked full! I got groceries and basic necessities. It’s crazy how much the first grocery shop at a new place costs. I had a nice, quiet night yesterday. Caught up with a video chat date with my best friends, Crystal and Teresa and ended up spilling the beans about Friday. They called me a complete whore for fucking a guy on my first day here, but in a completely supportive tone. They were both aghast when I got into a committed relationship in college when we had talked so much in high school about how we were going to live the party life as soon as we got in. I’ve known them pretty much all my life, and it was amazing to talk to them. So nice to see familiar faces!

I’m blessed by light hangovers, but I’m glad I decided to take it easy yesterday. My head is completely clear, and the red print has faded off my ass. It’s like Friday night never happened, except I have some incredible memories to play back in my mind. God, getting spanked is so hot. He didn’t even ask, he just spanked me, not hard enough to really hurt but it was unexpected. I’ve never been with a guy like that in bed, one confident enough to just do whatever he wants. Then when he got close to cumming... he grabbed my hips and started fucking me so hard I left an imprint in his pillow! Fuck, it’s making me hot just thinking about it. I should get a vibrator... or a dildo... I’ve never had one before, Andrew also said he should be enough for me and got kind of jealous when I brought up the fact I might get one! Ooh, a text from David. He’s asking if I got my writing done.

Saturday, April 26 (entry number two!)

Looks like I’m going to be club hopping tonight! David is taking me to at least 3 different bars, so I can get my writing assignment done tomorrow and have plenty of different places to talk about. Of course, I’m guessing he has the ulterior motive of getting me a bit tipsy... well, it’s not much of a guess, considering the cock picture he sent me. Which, I sort of asked for. We were flirting, he was telling me how great Friday night was, and I guess I gave him a wink saying I was looking forward to tonight as well. Forward, I know. But not as forward as his reply! It’s a mirror pic, with him fresh out of the shower, his cock hard and standing straight out from his muscular body. His hand is on his cock, and I just want to wrap my lips around it so badly. I’m daydreaming about it all the time. Fuck, I need to get laid again and quick! I can’t wait for tonight, but it’s going to drive me crazy to have him grinding up against me as I dance, touching me, driving me wild with desire. I can’t wait until I get to see that naked body in person. Hold on, looks like he’s asking for a picture back. Why not...

Sunday, April 27, 2014

Dear Diary,

Wow. Just wow. That was one of the most incredible nights of my life. How to put it in words. Shall I start with the best part? No, it’s so much better with a lead up. David and his friends were all partying hard. We started off at his house, pre-drank, and played some drinking games. I’m terrible at beer pong, but I’m amazing at “Never have I ever”... somehow I think I won’t be so great at that game by the end of the summer. David has some really cool, artsy friends. I really liked Aleesha! She’s really into blogging and writing, so we hit it off. It’s great to meet awesome people.

We went to three different clubs, each better than the last! (Although, that may have been because of the copious amounts of alcohol David was plying me with). He was grinding up on me and I could feel his cock through his jeans, rubbing against me, and he kept letting his hands graze and run over my legs. I was so horny I probably would have let him finger me in the club. By the time the night was over, I was so ready I just wanted him to take me hard.

I learned something about myself... apparently I have a bit of a submissive streak. I actually was screaming out “spank me, spank me” when he fucked me doggystyle, I wanted it so bad. Only this time, he wasn’t so gentle. It made it even hotter! My ass is so sore as I sit down in my chair writing this, but it was so worth it. He spanked my ass red and slid a finger up my asshole as he fucked me, and I felt completely in his control. I had no idea a finger could feel good... at first, it just sort of felt sore, but as he continued to fuck me it started to feel really, really good and I almost wanted to ask him to slid another one in but I was too embarrassed. I’ve never done anal play before but the feeling of him being in complete control of me was so... erotic.

This time, we started making out in his bed, then he fucked me doggystyle while spanking me. Then turned me over and we did missionary, and he pinched my nipples, first lightly then harder and harder when he saw how much it turned me on. I had no idea I liked such rough sex, but it was seriously the most intense night of my life. I really hope he doesn’t have thin walls, because I was moaning and screaming like a slut. I came once, and when he saw I was getting close he put his hand on my throat and squeezed ever so gently, and just feeling his strong hand there pushed me right over the edge. I have the feeling he is sort of... training me? I’m not sure if that’s the right word, but he keeps pushing the boundaries and it’s so hot to me, the way he is so... commanding in bed. He does exactly what he wants, and it feels amazing to let him have his way with me. Even if it does leave me with a red ass and sore nipples!

I want so much more, it’s like I never knew I had this nympho inside of me and she is finally being let out. And the best thing is, no matter how fun it is to fuck David, it’s completely casual... I could go out and find 100 other David’s if I wanted!

Alright, it’s time to get this assignment done! I’ve got 4 clubs that I will talk about that are perfect for newcomers. I love being able to write so casually, the target demographic is young 20 somethings so it’s so easy to know what to write. Alright. I have all afternoon to get this first draft done. I’m so excited for work tomorrow, I wonder what my coworkers will be like?

Monday, April 28, 2014

Dear Diary,

I frigging love my job!

Everyone is pretty young, the boss is only maybe 10 years older than me, around 35. I submitted my draft, and the editor is going to take a look at it and recommend suggestions. I’m guessing he’ll rip my work apart, but I don’t mind. My first article is sure to have some flaws!

I did have one... embarrassing moment. My new boss, Brian, took me into his office to get to know me a little better and explain the job. It’s a small office, so he was in charge of some of my training. And, well... I think he caught me, uh, with my eyes a little lower than they should have been. It’s not my fault! Men should not wear tight jeans if they don’t expect women to discreetly check out their packages. It was horrible, I was in his office and he has such a... manly look to him. Very old school, strong, maybe a bit overweight but beefy in a way that I really like. He was wearing a really sharp dress shirt with jeans, and pulled it off well. I may have zoned out a little. I can’t help it anymore. Ever since I met David, I’ve been just craving sex. I wanted to know what Brian was packing and I guess I looked down a little too long because I swear he had a little knowing smile on his face during the rest of my orientation.  

The job is pretty good, a little mundane because it looks like I’m in charge of a lot of little tasks that no one else wants to do. Then again, many successful careers have started as a coffee bitch! My favorite part is being around so many creative, vibrant people and knowing I’ll be allowed to contribute to the magazine.

Oh, and one of my coworkers is really cute. He seems a bit shy, and is maybe a year or two younger than me. His name is Sam, and he’s got a really cute smile, when you can coax it out of him. He just has such a happy, kind face. And a really, really cute butt, which I may have been staring at today. Is there something wrong with me? I think about sex constantly, and I can’t help but notice guys in a way I must have been repressing during my 3 years trapped in a relationship that obviously meant nothing. Grr, I don’t want to think about that jerk.

Thursday, May 1st 2014

Dear Diary,

My poor diary, you must have missed me! Now I understand why this job pays so well, there is so much to do! I’m basically an admin assistant as well as helping everyone with their work, editing, doing some basic copywriting, giving my input. It’s amazing how people seem to value my ideas even though I’m just an intern! I’ve been so busy at work and at home that I’ve been neglecting my diary. Work seems to be a cure to my horniness, I’m so busy I barely have time to daydream, although I still do stare at Sam’s ass whenever I get a chance. I just love how it looks in the dress pants he always wears!

The editor returned my first article with a lot of suggestions, and I’ve been spending time getting it perfect, and I turned it in today and he said it was going to be published in Monday’s edition of the magazine! I’m so excited. Work is super busy, but I love it and I love feeling useful and valued. Now that my article is done, I’ve just been lounging, relaxing, and catching up on tv shows, the night has flown and it’s 1am, I should be sleeping soon. Hold on, is that a text from David? Wow, it’s late to be texting. Wow, it’s a picture of him naked, hard, and looks like he is quite drunk. Is this my first booty call? I should really just go to bed but... oh God, his cock is just so massive.

Friday, May 2nd 2014

Work is really chill on Fridays, I like it! The only problem is that it’s a bit more casual and Sam didn’t wear any sexy dress pants. Luckily, his ass is almost as fine in jeans. Everyone was saying how great I was at my job! I know it’s not the hardest job in the world, but this is my first real internship and it’s great to me making connections. But... work isn’t what I want to write about right now.

Dear Diary, last night was... intense! I’d never been booty called before and I didn’t exactly know what to expect. Well, David was pretty wasted to be honest. The sex was really good, I rode him hard because he was pretty drunk, but the things he said during it were a bit too intense for me. I video chatted with my friends today but I didn’t mention the things he said, even though they have been invading my thoughts.

He was sliding his finger up my ass while we fucked, which started feeling really good, and then he asked me if I had ever done anal. I said no, it was kind of embarrassing, and he kept asking me different things... had I ever been spanked before him, had I ever been whipped, had I ever been tied up. It sounds so creepy but somehow it was so dirty and hot. He was telling me all these things, all this things he wanted to do to me, that he knew I secretly wanted. I’d never thought about any of this before. He told me to give him a text with the word “cherry” if I wanted him to “dominate” me. The next morning, he didn’t say a word about it. Maybe he was so drunk he didn’t remember?

I’ve always been so vanilla in bed, but when I got home today from work I looked up some kinky porn. Woman getting tied up, forced to orgasm, fucked in the ass. I’d never seen anything like it before. It turns me on in a really deep, intense way that sort of scares me. I don’t know what to do... half of me wants to text David “cherry” but I don’t know if I can handle what he wants. Maybe I should just ignore it? Ugh, I keep getting a mental image of me completely tied up, unable to move, and his massive cock slowly sliding into my asshole. In the times we fucked he always knew exactly what to do, exactly what I wanted. What if he knows what I want now? What if I truly, deep down need to be dominated by a guy? Maybe I should take a break from David, this is too intense. I mean, a little spanking and choking, that’s one thing, but the things he was saying...

Saturday, May 3rd 2014

Dear Diary,

I am a little scared to text David, I’m worried... well I don’t exactly know what I’m worried about. Maybe that I’m going to find out things about myself I didn’t want to know. I’m not going to let it bother me though! I have a great job and I’m having so much fun in this city. I took a run in a nearby park and it was such a good relaxation device. I haven’t been exercising enough lately, I want to keep myself looking good! Christie from work texted me asking me if I wanted to go to a pub tonight, and I said hell yeah! She has a couple different pages in the magazine on dating advice and restaurants in the city, and she was so helpful with tips on my first article. Which is awesome, because she says she knows a really delicious pub :)

Sunday, May 4th 2014

Yesterday was really fun with Christie. We went to an awesome little pub with great food, and I had a delicious burger. I was going to order a long island iced tea, which is pretty much my favorite drink, when Christie asked if I was a beer drinker. I said I like beer, and she said “you need to try this one!” and ordered us a pitcher. Once that pitcher was done, suddenly I “needed to try another local beer”. We ended up splitting three pitchers, and I learned that Christie is one of the most open people I know. We talked about relationships, guys, and food! She asked me if I owned a vibrator... I said no and she told me the best place to buy one, lol.

Somehow we ended up on the topic of rough sex (once we had downed three pitchers) and I learned that Christie is an absolute FREAK in the sack. Holy! She was telling all about how she just loves to get spanked and whipped, and how she will try anything once. I was blushing at this point, and she weaseled the whole story out of me, how I was seeing a guy who liked to be rough in bed. At this point I may have drunkenly praised his cock, oh god my face is red just writing this. That was when I got a lecture on every single cock Christie had ever seen in person, ranging from the good, the bad, to the just plain ugly. I was laughing all night with this girl, I really like her!

I think... I think I’m going to text David. The way Christie was talking about getting spanked made me want him so bad. I love the way he just... uses my body for his pleasure, it turns me on more than anything. And after talking to Christie, I realized I’m not a weirdo at all for wanting to try out “being dominated”. I’m sure it won’t be that intense, I mean, how much more intense could it be than the sex we already had? Here goes nothing, I’m going to text him “Cherry”.

Wow, that was a quick response. He’s coming over, and I’m supposed to take a shower. He didn’t ask me too, just texted back “I knew you would text me. Take a hot shower, I’ll be over in thirty minutes. I’m going to give you exactly what you need.” I’m starting to feel a little nervous. I hate when people use periods in texts! Makes it seem so serious. Okay, calm down Enrika, just relax and see what happens. Time for a shower!

I’ll fill you in on all the dirty details, don’t you worry my dear diary :)

Monday, May 5th

I feel incredible today. Absolutely incredible! I’m on the top of the world. My article got published and I got to take a copy home. I’ve got it hanging on my wall :) I know it’s just a fluff piece in an entertainment magazine, but it feels great to see my name on it! And, I must say I look very cute in the author picture. Everyone at the office was so fun, they were being goofy and asking for “signed copies”. Which, I of course obliged! The boss, Brian, said I did a good job and wanted to give me “creative freedom” for my next article, which he wants by Thursday. I’ll be rushed trying to think of something and getting it down, but sometimes the stress of deadlines really gets my creative juices flowing!

I feel absolutely... liberated after last night. I never knew just how badly I wanted to be, well, submissive. It was the most intense, exhilarating experience of my life. I thought it was going to be more of the same, some spanking, tying me up... oh my god, I had no idea what I was getting into. I’m going to write everything down... every dirty little detail, and I know I’m going to come back to this page of my diary over and over again and relive that night. I just shivered thinking about it.

After I showered, I waited for David to come over impatiently. I didn’t have long to wait, and soon he was knocking at my door. I had dressed in a cute summer dress with my “I’m getting laid” black panties and matching bra.

I let him in, and he stood there looking at me, with a... wolflike smile on his face. He was wearing tight jeans, and I could see his cock was straining against the material. A tight v neck shirt showed off his muscles and his sleeve tattoo... he looked exactly like the type of guy my dad would have given the stink eye for even being within twenty feet of me.

He had a backpack on as well, which I did not think was odd at the type but if I had known then what was in it I might have backed out right then and there. He walked forward and towered over me, then put his hand under my chin and kissed me long and deep. It was seriously one of the most passionate kisses I’ve ever felt, and if I didn’t know he was going to have me moaning like a slut in bed soon I would have thought it was romantic.

We kissed like that for a bit, then he told me to go to the bedroom, and followed me, giving me a sharp slap on my ass that put a spring in my step. It was obvious at this point he knew he could have whatever he wanted. When we got to my bedroom, with my little single bed, he told me, no, ordered me, to undress and get on all fours on the bed. I was starting to wonder what I got into, feeling really self conscious as he watched me pull off my dress, take off my bra and pull down my panties. I was shivering in nervous anticipation, and felt so powerless. Here he was, a man much stronger than me, much taller, standing fully dressed in front of me while I was completely naked. I got onto the bed on all fours, when he spanked me HARD, ordering me to arch my ass in the air. I never felt so exposed or vulnerable in my life. I arched my ass up and I knew he could see my pussy and asshole completely, the most private parts of me completely on display to a guy I barely knew. What kind of a slut had I turned into?

“I’m going to spank you know, my little slut.” I’ll never forget those words, or the way he said them. He wasn’t asking permission. He wasn’t even asking my opinion on the subject. He knew I wanted to feel his hand on my ass, disciplining me, even though I had done nothing wrong.

SLAP

I thought he was being rough before, but this time he spanked me hard enough to make me cry out in pain. And... I loved it. I was becoming addicted to the feeling of being used, of being disciplined and punished for no other reason than to please a dominant man. I was trembling in fear.

“Please...” I said. I said it in a weak little voice.

“Please what, slut?”

The word slut... it turned me on so much. I knew I was being slutty, so fucking slutty, and to hear him call me a slut so matter of factly, like it was a simple statement of fact made me so wet. I didn’t know exactly why I was saying please, my mind was spinning at this point. It hurt so bad, but I loved it, but I didn’t know if I could handle many more blows on my ass.

“Please, I don’t know if I can take much more.”

At this point, he laughed. “Oh slut, we’ve only just begun. From now on, you address me as sir. To teach you that lesson, I’m going to spank you five times. You can handle five times, can’t you my little whore?”

“Yes... yes sir,” I said meekly, hoping against hope he would be more gentle. I had no idea how in the last week or so I’d gone from a normal, vanilla girl to arching my ass up in front of a near stranger who was going to spank me, hard.

“Good. You’re learning,” he said, and then spanked me so hard I gasped in pain. My lip was trembling and I could feel a tear in my eye, not sure if I could handle anymore. Fuck, I’m getting so wet writing this. Oh diary, you will be ashamed of my sluttiness, I’m writing with my right hand but I’m starting to think I should switch to my left.

“That’s one. Ask nicely for another,” he said, just so... dryly. He was just so confident, so commanding, like he knew exactly what I was thinking and exactly what I would do.

“Please sir, please spank me again,” I said, and I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my mouth, the words sounding so... desperate, so desperate to please, and just so fucking slutty. I knew he was standing behind me, enjoying the view of my reddening ass, enjoying the sight of my pussy and asshole, knowing he could fuck them as he pleased. I was worried he was going to want to fuck me in the ass. In my conversation with Christie, she had told me how much she loved anal but that if the guy was “gifted” then it could hurt more than it felt good. And David was definitely “gifted”. I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have his cock slowly entering my ass, and I didn’t know if I could handle it.

He slapped me three more times, rapidly after that one. After the delay between the first two I wasn’t expecting them in rapid succession, and I cried out loudly, gasping in shock and pain as he spanked me hard. I was flinching, but as soon as they were done I felt his hands, sooting and gentle stroking my ass. It felt amazing to feel his strong hands running over my redness, and I shivered in desire. I wanted to feel his cock in me so bad, and he knew it.

He guided me with my hands, turning me over on my back, and I looked up at him, all lean muscles and hungry, hungry eyes. I had never seen eyes like that. It was like he was looking at a piece of meat, knowing he was going to bite in to it. I saw his backpack on the floor, and he unzipped it as I lay on my back, naked in front of him. He pulled out a rope and a blindfold.

“Put this on,” David said, throwing the blindfold nonchalantly to me. I slid it on, and felt extremely helpless, not being able to see him, complete blackness but being able to hear him. Then, I felt the tough bite of a rope, and he was tying my hands together over my head and to my bedpost, moving so quickly I had no chance to protest.

Then nothing.

I waited for a touch, for a sound, but all I could hear was his faint breathing. Thinking back, he must have been enjoying the view, watching his new prize, his new toy naked and helpless before him. I was so horny, I wanted to feel him touching me, entering me. But I was also getting more and more nervous with each second. I was wondering what would happen next, half full of lust and half full of fear.

“Now, my little slut, if things get too intense for you, just say the vanilla, and I’ll stop. But know that if you say the safeword, we’re done. I know exactly what you want, and you’re going to be able to handle anything I do, trust me. This is exactly what you need. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir,” I said, half frightened by the words but half relieved for him to break the silence. As soon as I said the words, I could feel him over me, feel him get onto the bed on all fours over my naked, tied body. His lips found mine, and we kissed, his tongue entering my mouth as he stroked my face. His touch felt so intense as he stroked my cheek. Not being able to see anything made it all so intense. Every touch seem magnified, and I had no idea where he would touch me next...

His hands started to travel down my body as he kissed me deep, teasing me mercilessly. He avoided my nipples, which were hard and sensitive at this point, and my wet, desperate pussy entirely. His mouth traveled down to my neck, licking and kissing me as I arched my hips, wanting him utterly. I’ve always loved getting kissed on the neck but this was more intense than I ever could have imagined. His tongue started to travel down my body from my neck, and at this point I could barely think from desire. I was so fucking horny, wanting his cock bad, wanting to be pounded. His mouth traveled between my breasts, and then he started licking around my nipples, teasing circles that came oh so close to giving me pleasure then suddenly left, leaving me moaning in frustration. For a second, his tongue left me entirely, then I let out a squeal of pain and pleasure as he pinched both my nipples so fucking hard, not letting off for a good three seconds while I writhed, completely helpless. My hands were pulling against their restraints, desperate to push him off as he pinched and squeezed my nipples mercilessly. Finally, finally he let go, and his soothing tongue replaced his fingers, first on my left nipple and then the right, his fingers gently rubbing the nipple not blessed by his tongue. His tongue, oh god, that tongue. It was not just good for ordering me around, he drove me insane with his tongue lapping at my sensitive nipple. Getting pinched made them more sensitive than ever, and I honestly don’t know what was worse, him teasing me by not touching my nipples or the intense, pleasurable torture that was having my nipples licked and sucked while my pussy was ignored.

After a few blissful, overwhelming minutes of nipple play, his mouth moved down my body, down past my navel and oh so close to my desperate pussy. At this point I was writhing and contorting, trying desperately to bring my pussy up to the mouth I could not see but knew was ever so close. I had felt him work his magic on my nipples and I wanted to feel his tongue on my clit.

“Please...” I moaned out, and his tongue stopped teasing me, stopped licking around my wetness. I could tell he was looking at me, looking at his desperate slut while he pondered whether to give me what I wanted or not.

“Beg for it.”

What happened next was absolutely humiliating. My cheeks are red right now writing this, but holy fuck does it turn me on. I begged. I begged like a little whore. I can’t help it, I’m playing with myself right now as I write this, my dear diary. How could I have known that what I truly wanted was to humiliate myself in front of a cocky, gorgeous man? I begged like my life depended on it.

“Please master, please eat me out, I need it sooo bad master. Sir please I’ll do anything, I’ll do anything for you if you just lick my pussy.”

Hearing the words come out of my whore mouth was exactly what he wanted, and it turned me on so much to hear myself reduced to a cock hungry slut in front of this guy. A stranger with a hot body and a massive cock turned me into his bitch, his slut, his property. And I was rewarded for my begging with pleasure so intense I moaned my thanks out loudly enough that the neighbors must have heard. His tongue was magic, licking my clit with rhythm and tempo I didn’t know possible for any man to sustain.

It wasn’t just how good he was. It was the whole... scene, the whole situation. Being tied up, knowing I can’t do anything at all, knowing that David could use me, could decide to give me pleasure or pain and I had absolutely no choice in the matter drove me wild. His tongue, oh, his tongue on my clit drove me insane. I could feel myself getting near to an orgasm, and he could tell too, because he lifted his head to say “Don’t you dare cum without permission,” in a tone so menacing that through when he went back to eating my out I felt overwhelming pleasure but also fear, fear of what he would. I remembered the spanking, how hard he had slapped my ass and it sent me over the edge, no matter how much I tried to control myself I couldn’t, I came from his tongue, moaning out “I’m sorry sir I’m sorry,” as I came harder than I ever had before, feeling a mix of pure pleasure and deep fear and shame that I couldn’t control myself, of how he would punish me.

And punish me he did. The pleasure, the overwhelming pleasure did not stopped, his tongue kept lapping at my clit, licking it directly through my entire orgasm and then after, licking against my oversensitive nub until I couldn’t handle it. I started begging for him to stop as I tried desperately to move myself away from his relentless tongue, but he was unstoppable. Finally, finally, his tongue slowed and stopped, and I thanked him. “Oh, thank you master, thank you,” I said, panting from pleasure and exertion.

“Don’t thank me yet. Did you think I’d let you off so easy for disobeying a direct order? What did I tell you, slut.” The words dripped with authority and menace and I could not keep a squeak out of my voice as I replied.

“Sir, you told me not to cum, I couldn’t help it, I tried so hard not to, please master I didn’t mean to,” I begged, knowing it would not matter, knowing in my heart that he knew I would not be able to stop myself from cumming and had made the rule in order for me to break it so he could enjoy punishing me.

“And what did you do?”

“Sir, I came, I’m so sorry - Ah!” I cried out in pain as my nipples were suddenly clamped, grabbed by a nipple clamp, squeezing them so tightly I wanted to cry. I could feel the chain resting on me, and I squeezed my eyes tight behind my blindfold as I felt it lifted up, knowing that he was about to pull on the chain, knowing the intense pain was about to get so much worse but being completely helpless to stop him. Suddenly, he pulled, yanking at the chain, and I let out a little scream of helpless pain, tears coming down my eyes. This was too much, I couldn’t handle this. He let up immediately, but the cruel clamps still pinched my nipples, and I wanted so badly to say the safeword, it was on my lips but deep down I knew this is wanted I wanted, to be abused by him. I heard a buzzing sound and suddenly I was filled with pleasure as he put a vibrator of some kind directly on my sensitive, swollen clit.

“You like cumming so much, well here you go then,” he said, and then I heard him leave the room. Somehow the vibrator was attached to me, buzzing against my clit. I don’t know how long he left the room, or if he snuck back in to watch me writhing in bed, trying desperately to move the vibrator off of my clit, my movements flinging the chain of the clamps back and forth, sending pain through my poor, abused nipples. I was past moaning, and into panting, panting desperately from the intense pleasure. I don’t know how long he left me, but it felt like an eternity. Honestly, it must have only be five or ten minutes but each second dragged on as I fought with the vibrator, trying to buck it off of my clit, unable to escape the intense pleasure. I came again, but this time I barely enjoyed it, it was too intense, too much pleasure that overloaded me and I just wanted it to stop, just wanted to catch my breath as I was forced to orgasm against my will.

After what felt like forever, I felt the nipples clamps taken off of me, and it honestly hurts just as bad as having them pulled to have them released so suddenly. All the blood shoots back into them and they throb, incredibly sensitive. That’s when he removed the vibrator and plunged his cock inside me, sliding it deep into my soaking wet pussy. At first I was tight, but he worked his cock into me, and a low, deep, and satisfied moan came out of my mouth as I heard him growl with pleasure, unable to stop himself from fucking me hard and fast. His hands grabbed my ass, pulling me into him as his huge cock pounded me relentlessly. One of his hands left my ass, and I heard something squirt then his finger was on my asshole, and it felt cold and wet. He had lubed his finger up and was toying with my ass, rubbing my asshole but not sliding it in, and I wanted so badly to be filled completely as his cock pounded me into submission. I could feel his heavy, perfect balls slapping against me as he started to work his finger into my asshole, curling his finger inside. It felt... ticklish, but also so good, and then another finger was inside my ass and it felt too full, but soooo good, and I wanted more, I wanted more, and I heard the words come out of my slutty, whore mouth, words I never thought I’d say.

“Please sir, fuck me in the ass!”

He had the audacity to laugh at me, and my cheeks burned red with shame and desire until he slid his fingers and cock out of me and I felt so empty until I felt his cockhead pressing against my asshole and I instantly regretted my words, feeling how massive his cockhead was against my tight, virgin asshole. His cockhead was soaking from my pussy juices and it started to slid in, and I heard myself say “Oh!” as his cockhead entered me, my asshole trying desperately to push him out, resisting as he took what he wanted.

“You asked for this,” David said, and then the vibrator was back on my clit, causing me to moan as I felt pleasure in my clit and an uncomfortable, stuff to the limit feel in my ass as he slowly started to work his cock back and forth, and I could feel myself opening up to him, opening up and letting centimeter after centimeter, then inch after inch into my no longer virgin hole.

After what felt like forever of him slowly working his cock into me, I finally felt his balls against me and knew his cock was fully impaled inside me. At this moment he lifted the blindfold from my eyes, and I blinked in the light of my room and then saw the most erotic sight of my life. His tan, lithe body, the sight of David buried deep in my ass, and that cocky, sure smile on his face, knowing he had conquered me.

“Your ass belongs to me, Enrika,” he said, and I knew it to be true as he slowly slid his cock out then back in, and I squealed in pain as he started to lose control of his discipline, unable to resist the tightness of my asshole, starting to fuck me hard. I could hear his balls slapping against my ass, and the unpleasant fullness started to change to a deep pleasure as I could feel his cock pushing against my pussy while in my ass, and the little bullet vibrator he was holding against my clit was sending me into a world of pleasure. David started to growl and the look on his face was one of intensity, complete primal hungered as he ravaged my asshole, and I was on the verge of orgasm, my clit sending waves of pleasure through my body and my ass completely full of his cock. I could feel him increase his tempo and knew he was close, knew he was so close to unloading his cum into me ass, and I moaned out “Please sir, cum in my virgin ass,” the words shocking me but sounding so perfect and his cock throbbed deep in my asshole, filling me up with his hot cum as the vibrator sent me over the edge into an intense orgasm of my own. He kept cumming and cumming, pounding my ass hard, then collapsed on me in a heap, turning off the vibrator and resting his sweaty, hard body on me. Finally, I was free of the overwhelming pleasure, of the overwhelming situation of being dominated hard for the first time in my life. I sighed in satisfaction and pleasure, feeling his softening cock in my ass and his weight on me, knowing I had completely satisfied him, knowing I had been a perfect, perfect slut.

Wow, my dear diary, I hope you don’t think less of me. It took me over an hour to write down the entire sequence of events, but I know I’ll be leafing back to this page, reading it over and over and reliving the events of last night again and again. I never would have known how much I love, no, how much I need to be dominated, to submit to a cocky, strong man who knows exactly what I want.

But even better... I still love normal, vanilla sex, and David was a complete eye opener. If a complete stranger could completely shake up my sex life, who else is out there? What other amazing experiences await me? I spent today at the office sneaking glances at my bosses bulge, staring at Sam’s behind and even imagining leaning over and giving Christie a kiss. I feel so... free and alive! It’s time to cram three years of college fun into a summer internship.

Dear diary, I am a slut and I love it.

End

Story Three: Punished for Spying 

She had wanted a female roommate. Money was getting tighter, and when she realized that it was going to be hard to pay rent for the month she decided that subletting was much better than eating mac and cheese for the fourth day straight. When she had envisioned her ideal roommate, she had pictured someone her age, a young twenties woman either going to school or with a career. She had wanted a friend that she could hang out with, study with, maybe even go to dinner with. Unfortunately, she had a hard time refusing those in need and when Kane had shown up at the door, weary and tired and asking if the room was still for rent, she had said yes. He had been so bone weary that he paid his share of the rent there and then and then passed out in his new bed. The next morning she had been eating her breakfast and drinking coffee in the kitchen room when he walked in, freshly showered and wearing a white t shirt and fitted jeans. She had not realized just how attractive he was. What was she thinking when she had agreed for him to be her roommate? She forced herself to move her gaze from his strong chest up to his face, which wore a friendly smile. Betty wished instantly that she had worn something more flattering, something that would hide her curves that she was so self-conscious about. She had been worried about getting a super skinny roommate that would make her feel bad about her body, but she had not realized how it would make her feel to have a man in the same room as her. Was he judging her internally? 

“You're a real life saver Betty, I checked four places before getting to yours and you were the only one who gave me the time of day. Guess no one wants a road worn country boy.”

It was strange having a roommate, much less a man in the suite she had been renting alone for the last three months. He had a drawl to his voice, and the only reason she had allowed him to rent was because she sensed a politeness about him that made her feel as though there would be no drama or problems with him around. She relaxed as she realized that he was definitely not judging her in his mind. She could sense that he had a kind soul and that he would not be laughing at her, internally or externally. 

“It's no problem, I needed a roommate pretty badly. Want some coffee? I just made a fresh pot.” She gestured to the machine. If there was one thing she did not skimp on, it was coffee. She would rather go hungry that drink instant coffee and she loved everything about it, the satisfying sound of the beans grinding and the smell of it that permeated the small suite. He walked to the machine and she found her gaze lowering to the thick bulge between his legs, and she quickly snapped her eyes up, shocked that she had violated him with her eyes. As he poured himself a cup and sat down, she realized just how big he was. His tight shirt showed off what must be an incredible body, and she suspected by his mannerisms and his description of himself that he had grown up in a small town, or perhaps a farm. He had none of the urgency of the big city. She smiled as she saw him take a sip without adding cream or sugar. He liked it black and pure. 

“Thanks, this is really good coffee. I've been drinking some real mud on the road.”

“So what brings you to the city? Forgive me for prying, but you don't seem from here.”

Kane sipped the black coffee. How could he express the reasons in words? He knew she was not trying to pry, but the reasons he had for selling the family farm and driving in a random direction were complicated at best. “Well, let's just saw I have an adventurous spirit. Small town life was not cutting it for me and I wanted to see what life had in store for me elsewhere. You know how many of the oldtimers were born in the same town, lived in the same place their entire life? I didn't see that for myself.”

So that's where he got those muscles. Somehow, his body seemed so much more well earned than the narcissistic gym goers who treated their bodies as a temple and a deity. There was no self-adoration in throwing hay bails, or whatever farmers did. Betty had to admit that her images of farm life came only from movies and books, but she still found it easy to see Kane working on a farm. He had his brown hair buzzed and was blessed with a chiseled face and kind eyes. Gone was the stubble that had formed a dark shadow on his face the day before, and gone were the deep bags under his eyes. He was mid twenties, maybe a few years older than her, but it was his body that she found so enticing. Images of him slowly pulling his shirt off of himself and exposing his muscular body filled her mind, and Betty was shocked to find herself imagining it as he sat in front of her. She felt ashamed, like she was disrespecting him by the image in her mind. Normally when she was near fitness freaks and people who looked like they could model shirtless, she felt horrible about her extra pounds but the fact that he had earned his body in the field and not in the gym somehow made it different. She did not feel so embarrassed to be around him.

“And what will you do here? Do you have a job lined up?”

“Nothing yet. I'm good with my hands though, and you can't live long on a farm without learning how engines and cars work. I'll take a look around today.”

Betty was slightly worried that he did not have a job. The whole point of having a roommate was to save on rent and costs. Still, she had a really good feeling about Kane. He seemed dependable and she found herself trusting him instantly. There was something old fashioned about him that put her at ease. 

“Well, I have to go to class. Oh, I almost forgot, here's your key.” Betty reached into her pocket and pulled out the copy of the key she had made. She reached over to give it to him and felt his calloused hand over hers as she handed it to him. Every movement he made caused his muscles to ripple and Betty was almost regretting her choice of a roommate. She had not realized just how sexy he was when he had come in last night, tired and with lines under his eyes, in a jacket that covered up his body and hid the perfection that lay underneath. She could not help but imagine her hands running down his tan body, and she felt her cheeks growing red as she wondered if he had worked shirtless on the farm, sweat running down his beautiful body. She stood up and left before she could let her thoughts take control of her.

“Bye, and good luck on your job hunt.”

“Thank you Betty.” The way her name rolled off his tongue was perfection. She loved his drawl. As she left her suite and locked the door behind her, she berated herself in her head. How could she allow herself to be attracted to her roommate? There was no way anything was going to happen between them. As if he would be attracted to her, anyways. Even if he had been completely polite and kind today, she knew that she was nowhere near good looking enough for him. He had a chiseled body and a strong, handsome face and it would be so simple for him to walk to a bar and take his pick of the women there. She winced as she imagined him taking someone home and having to listen to them. He did not seem like the type of guy who would do that, but it would make her feel horrible to feel inferior to one of his conquests if he brought them home.  She made herself stop thinking those thoughts. It was none of her business who he wanted to be with or who he brought home. It was no longer her suite. It was now theirs. She had made the decision to take on a roommate and she was going to have to live with whatever happened. 
 

Betty rode the bus to university, turning her thoughts to academia as she poured over her notes, preparing for the final exam. She was nearing the end of her third year of her combined sociology and social work degree, and she wanted more than anything to succeed. She pushed away an image of Kane working in the fields, shirtless in the sun to focus on her studying, and when the bus arrived she was so deep in her notes that the bus driver had to tell her it was the last stop before she got off. She walked into her building and sat down in the large classroom, looking around at faces, some familiar and some new. She was surprised how many people she had only seen once before who must skip all of the classes and only show up for the exams. It was an attitude she could not understand. Why spend so much money and effort on an education you do not even try for? She breathed deeply, calming herself as the test was passed out. Her professor gave her a smile and encouraging words. Betty had not made any friends in this class, but she respected her professor and was pleased with how much she had learned, if only she could not let test anxiety overcome her. The next three hours passed in a blur, and when she put down the pencil and looked at the clock the thoughts she had been pushing out of her mind now started to invade her mind. She handed in her exam with a smile to her professor and made her way home, already imagining Kane's thick, muscular body. Betty felt immoral for the way she was picturing him in her mind, but it was impossible not to. She remember the thick bulge in his tight jeans this morning, how she had forced herself to look away. What would it look like, if she slowly unzipped his jeans, pulled down his boxers and let it free... no, she could not think those thoughts about her roommate. It was so unfair to him. How many times had she seen creeps on the bus undressing her in their minds and felt sick and helpless to stop them? And now she was guilty of the exact same thing. 

She returned home in the afternoon and immediately put a fresh pot on. It was her only addiction. She was not a heavy drinker, although she did enjoy a glass or two of wine after a hard day, and she had no urge to smoke or engage in anything of the sort. Coffee was her weakness, but she consoled herself by knowing there were far worse vices. She spent her evening studying as usual, and was jolted out of her concentration when she heard the door opening before she remembered she had a roommate. School was the only way she could stop thinking about his annoyingly sexy body. She heard him taking off his boots and then he walked into the kitchen, his white t shirt blackened and dirty.

“It looks like this is my work shirt now.” He was grinning as he talked, and she realized that he had a small imperfection, his smile was oh so slightly crooked. 

“You found a job?” She was happy for him, but surprised he had managed to find one so quickly.

“It's a start. I'm working down at the auto shop nearby. Once he heard I fixed up my car from a beater to the beaut I have now and that I have plenty of experience with larger vehicles, he hired me on the spot. I think I proved myself today. I'm sorry, I'm standing here all sweaty and filthy, where are my manners. I'm going to go have a shower.”

“Oh, it's no problem. By the way, let the water heat up before you jump in! It takes about 30 seconds of glacial ice before it's manageable.”

“Thanks.”

Betty was frustrated. She had not imagined that he could get sexier, but seeing him sweaty and dirty turned her on deeply. She wanted to tell him not to take a shower but to take her instead, and she bit her lip as she imagined his thick, sweaty body rubbing against her. As she heard the water running, a horrible, dirty thought went through her mind. She could not even believe she had thought it. When she had first moved in, she had realized there was a small crack in her wall and a hole that looked into the bathroom, giving a full view of the shower. She had covered it with a piece of tape, but now she imagined pressing her eye against it and watching as he soaped himself up. She stood, walking towards her bedroom, unable to stop herself, not wanting to even think about what she was doing. She ripped the piece of tape off and pressed her face to the wall, looking into the bathroom. She could see the shower and felt her mouth dry as she saw him open the door to the shower and step into the hot water with a sigh of pleasure. His body was even more incredible than she had imagined. She was transfixed as she watched him lathering up his muscular body, his soapy hands massaging himself. She let out a tiny moan as he started to stroke his cock with his soapy hand, watching as he carefully cleaned his thick cock and rubbed his full balls. He started to get hard as he rubbed as she could not believe what she was seeing. He was the sexiest man she had ever seen in her life and she could do nothing but stare as he started to harden in front of her eyes. Then his hands moved to his chest, washing off the grease of the autoshop, running up and down his pectorals and massaging his overworked muscles. His cock was not fully hard but was dangling heavily between his legs, and she wanted to feel her it in her mouth, wanting to make it awaken fully and harden to its full length on her tongue. She felt so dirty as she watched him, felt incredible guilt but could not resist as he soaped himself up. Her jaw dropped as he turned, showing off a full, thick ass that was muscular and that she wanted to grab onto, wanted to give a hard spank to. He washed it and she wished it was her hands on his body, her hands lathering his ass as her mouth cleaned his cock. As he cleaned off every trace of dirt and then soap off of his body, the only thing that interrupted her staring was him turning of the water and Betty jumped at the change. She quickly put the tape back and put her hands to her face, shocked and appalled at what she had just done. She had just spied on her roommate, been turned on by watching him shower, and she was horrified. She quickly walked back into the kitchen and sat down to studying, trying to pretend to herself that she had not just done something perverted. The textbook lay in front of her, but it might as well have been in Japanese. There was no way she could concentrate. The worst thing was that as bad as she felt, she kept remembering it. She kept remembering how thick his cock was, how it had dangled between his legs half hard, how muscular his body was, how he had looked as he soaped his abs and chest. She wanted him more than any other man, but now she was not only chubby, she was a pervert and she felt guilt for even thinking he could want her.

He walked into the kitchen, in a fresh pair of jeans and a dark blue t shirt.

“Do you know any good places that deliver? I just got into town yesterday and I have not had time to shop yet.” His low, drawling voice sent vibrations through her body. She stared at his jeans, knowing exactly how his cock looked, knowing exactly what was forming the bulge which his tight jeans contained. She swallowed, finding it hard to speak.

“Oh, I'm actually just about to eat some leftovers. It's nothing special, but I have some butter chicken in the fridge if you would like some.” 

“That's very kind of you, but I don't want to impose.” 

“It's not an imposition at all. Please, help yourself, and if you don't mind lifting me a plate as well that would be wonderful.” Betty offered the food, knowing that it would do nothing to soothe her guilty conscience. 

“That's very generous of you.” Betty could almost feel his soothing, drawling voice, it had such an effect on her. As he turned to open the fridge, her eyes were drawn to his perfect ass, outlined in his tight jeans and she wanted to grab it. She knew she had made a huge mistake letting him be her roommate. It was nothing he had done. It was her fault. She had spied on him, she had watched him and loved every second of it and no matter how hard she tried she could not stop herself from imagining his jeans pulled down, exposing his tan flesh. Watching him lift portions of the butter chicken made her realize just how hungry she was, and her stomach groaned embarrassingly loud. She winced, feeling mortified. 

“Sorry about that, but it looks like my stomach can already tell your cooking is going to be incredible!” Betty was confused at first, then realized that he thought the sound had come from himself, or at least was being a gentleman and taking the blame for it. The second option seemed more likely but she preferred to believe the first.

“I love just walking through the grocery store and grabbing a new sauce and finding a recipe on the internet, it's nothing special but it does the job!”

As Kane heated up the dinners, the delicious smells of butter chicken filled the room and Betty could only hope that her stomach would not betray her loudly again. He brought the plates to the table and placed them gently down in front of them, and they sat down across from each other. Betty was pleased to see that he had taken a huge portion of food. She loved a man who could eat. He took his first bite and she was happy to see his face light up with pleasure. 

“This is delicious Betty, thank you for sharing.” 

Betty swallowed a bite and replied. “It's not a problem, It's been kind of lonely cooking for myself now that I think about it.”

“Well, I'll have to whip something up for us tomorrow night to repay you. What's in that tome of a book?”

Betty looked down at her admittedly large sociology textbook. “Oh, it's just a textbook for my course.”

“What are you taking?”

“I'm in my third year of a combined social work and sociology major. I'm really hoping to work as a social worker for youths especially. I truly believe that if we help people when they are young, they go on to do great things, and if we leave them to rot we end up with a society like we have right now. Sorry if that sounds bitter.”

Betty could taste the hypocrisy. She was preaching about making a good society when she had watched him naked in the shower, spying on him and getting wet in the process. 

“That's admirable. Me, I'm a bit simpler. If I can just fix a few cars, that's a good day for me. I'll leave fixing lives in your capable hands.”

Betty's cheeks turned red at his comments, feeling like he was being sarcastic. Seeing this, Kane quickly clarified. “Oh, I'm sorry, I have an odd sense of humor. I'm not making fun, I really do respect someone who is able to take on so much responsibility. Bit of small town self-depreciating humor.”  

“Oh, sorry, I thought you were being sarcastic. Honestly, the way most student's talk... everyone is so bleak. The economy got tougher I guess and people just don't have the same hope they did in first year. I don't know why half of my class gets up in the morning, the way they act.”

“Well, it's easy to fall into the trap of seeing the bad in the world. We've all been through hardships, some of us bounce back and others fall into bad habits. I like to keep a positive attitude, and I am glad you do too.”

Betty could see that there was a slight sadness to him, and she wondered if he had been completely honest when he had told her why he had moved. She felt even guiltier about spying on him in the shower now that she was talking to him. He seemed so decent and kind, wholesome all around. It made her feel even more awful.

They finished their meals and Kane offered to clean up. “You cooked this delicious food, the least I can do is the washing up.”

As he washed the dishes and put them in the drying rack, Betty shocked herself by blurting out the words. “I'm sorry I did something really bad.” She had never been good at hiding things and the guilt of what she had done had forced the words out of her before she could think. She could not believe what she had just said. He turned around with a surprised look.

“I'm sure there's not much you could have done in the one day you've known me.”

“Look, I'm really sorry, and I understand if you want to move out after you hear this, I'll give you back your rent money and everything... it's just that... I'm sorry... there's a hole in the wall of my bedroom, I couldn't resist I took a peek when you were in the shower, you're just so gorgeous...”

The words hung in the air as Betty braced herself.  Would he yell? Call the cops and report her? Would her chances of a career be destroyed by her mistake? Whatever he did, she knew she deserved it.

“You took a peek?”

Betty was surprised at the calmness in his voice.

“Yes, I could not stop myself, I feel so stupid and guilty but I had to look.”

“So, you just took a glance and then stopped looking? I must admit, I'm a little offended you didn't like what you saw enough to keep looking. The way you've been staring at me like you want to eat me since I got here, I would have expected you to to watch for longer.”

Betty's cheeks turned bright red as she realized that her checking him out had not gone unnoticed. “No... I watched the whole shower, I'm so sorry. I feel so guilty.”

“And right now, as you're looking at me, what are you imagining?”

She winced in embarrassment and guilt. “I'm... I'm imagining you naked.”

“Is this what you want?” He slowly started to unzip his jeans, and then did them up so quickly that she jumped in her seat. “I think you've done something really bad, and you owe it to me to make it up to me. I doubt the cops would believe me if I told them anything anyways, but I know you felt guilty enough to tell me, and you probably want the chance to ease your conscience, don't you?”

“Yes, I do. I'm really sorry. I just want to make it up to you.”

“Tell me what you thought of when you watched me in the shower.”

Betty swallowed hard. Then the words spilled out her, and she could not believe what she was saying. “I watched you stroking your cock and I imagined how it would feel in my mouth. I wanted to hear you moan in pleasure, I wanted to grab your gorgeous ass and try to take as much of your cock into my as I could. You're just so fucking sexy, I was so stupid to think you could be into a woman like me.”

“A woman like you? What, a spy? A peeping tom?”

“No... I mean... you're so athletic, and I'm so... well, I've got a few extra pounds.”

Kane looked just as surprised as when she had admitted that she had spied on him. “A few extra pounds? You look great, no one likes getting poked by ribs when you hug, and you certainly know how to cook. No, the fact that you are curvy has nothing to do with the fact that you violated my privacy by watching me in the shower and that you owe it to me to make this right.”

Betty felt herself blush from the compliment, her already red cheeks turning an even brighter hue. She still felt so much guilt but knowing that he found her attractive was beyond her wildest hopes.

“I just want to make this right. I'll do anything.”

“I want you to promise that you will do anything I say. That you will obey any order, take any punishment I think you deserve for being such a horny slut that you would spy on me.”

Betty felt shocked at the words he was saying. It was such a turn on to hear such dirty words, such degrading insults from such a kind and gentle man. She was already wet from imagining his body naked and he seemed so in control of the situation. 

“I... I promise. I'll do anything you say, and obey any order. And if you think I deserve to be punished for what I did... then I'll take any punishment.”

“If I think you deserve to be punished for what you did? You don't think you deserve to be punished?”

“I... I do. That was the worst thing I ever did, I don't know why I did it, I feel so guilty.”

“You know exactly why you did it. You're attracted to me. You love my body, you love how I look, and you are thinking about sucking my cock right now, aren't you?”

Every word was true. “I want to so badly.” Betty could hear that her voice was pleading. She had never been so turned on by a man before and she wanted to please him, to make up for spying on him. She felt so dirty and naughty and knew she needed to be punished for what she did. 

“Well, you've seen me naked. Now it's my turn. Take it all off.”

Betty felt shame as she unbuttoned her loose sweater that she used to conceal herself. She pulled it off and saw his approving stare and felt as if she was already naked in front of him. “Keep going.”

The order made her heart pound faster as she unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it off, her breasts covered only by a bra. “Fuck you're hot, take off that bra and if you're lucky I'll let you wrap your lips around my cock.” Betty could not believe how dominant he sounded, how confident he was. She swallowed and undid her bra, her breasts free and sat shirtless in front of him. She would have felt embarrassed but she saw that his cock was stiffening and somehow he was loving what he saw. 

“Are you going to let me make it up to you for spying? Are you going to let me suck that big juicy cock of yours and swallow your load?” Betty said the words and almost gasped as she did, realizing she sounded like a complete slut and also realizing that she loved it. She could not keep her eyes off the thickening bulge in his jeans. 

“Oh, you have to earn that. Stand up and put your hands on the table.”

Betty stood and put her hands on the table, leaning forward and arching her ass out. She was breathing heavily with desire. This was the most intense erotic encounter she had ever had and she had never imagined anything like this could happen to her. She watched as he walked behind her and the gasped as he felt his hands wrap around her and start playing with her nipples which hardened under his touch. A low moan of desire escaped her lips.

“What kind of a dirty little slut spies on her roommate showering? What kind of sex crazed whore can't resist watching a man in the shower? You deserve to treated like the slut you are.”

His voice was gruff and low, and the gentlemanly drawl only made her feel more ashamed. He was the gentleman, and she was the slut who could not control her urges. She felt the need to be disciplined for what she had done, the need to make it up for him. She loved the way he was humiliating her, the words sounding true to her ears. Never before had she wanted to serve a man so badly.

“I am a dirty little slut, I'm your dirty little slut, and I'm going to do everything I can to please you. I know I deserve to be punished, punish me!” The words rushed out of her in a torrent of desire. Her entire body felt the need to be touched, caressed and he slowly pinched her nipples sending waves of pleasure and desire through her. His strong hands moved down her body to the buttons of her jeans and opened them one by one, and she wanted to be naked in front of him. The fact that he was completely clothed and she was going to be nude was intense. It was like she was a stripper at a bar and he was watching her with eyes only for her. She felt him pull her jeans down, exposing her ass and the she felt his hands caressing her plump, full cheeks. 

She felt his hot breath against her as he whispered in her ear. “What do naughty little sluts like you deserve?” 

“We deserve whatever punishment you think is accep-” her words turned into a yelp of pain as she felt his hand come down on her ass cheek roughly. The crack of his hand on her flesh sound echoed through the room and her ass jiggled from the blow. It had hurt, and her ass stung as she panted from the shock. She could not believe how much it turned her on to be spanked by him. It felt so right for her to be disciplined by him. She felt like a lowly, dirty slut to be punished and used however he wanted. 

The second spank was ever harder than the first and her cry of pain was sharp and urgent. She felt tears welling to her eyes and she flinched. Even with the pain, it turned her on urgently and she wanted to feel his cock inside of her. 

“Please...” The word came out of her mouth as she begged for mercy.

“Please? You said you would take any punishment I gave out.” She felt his hand stroking her ass, soothing the fire that was the throbbing pain from the spanking, and then his hand left and she closed her eyes, mentally preparing for the next slap of his hand. 

WHACK!

The third slap of his hand was even harder than the first two, and aimed at the exact same spot and she moaned with pain. She knew she could not handle much more but knew she deserved it. His hands returned to her ass and she felt him massaging her sore cheeks and then spreading them wide and she knew he could see her asshole. She jolted as she felt his finger probe her hole, a thick digit pushed past her attempt to squeeze her ass tight. She had never played with her ass before and the feeling of his finger was foreign to her. She had to admit that she enjoyed how it felt inside of her and as he slid the second digit in she moaned with pleasure. It felt so naughty. It felt so slutty. 

“Let me guess, you're a slut for anal sex too, aren't you?”

“No, I've never even had a finger in my ass before.”

“Good, then tonight's punishment is going to be my cock in your ass, stretching you to the limit. Although I know that with a desperate slut like you, you're going to end up enjoying it.”

Betty remembered how thick he was in the shower and her eyes widened with fear at the thought of his cock invading her ass. She felt a second finger pushing into her asshole and she moaned at the pleasure it gave her. Her pussy was desperate, teased and ignored and she wanted to play with her clit but she knew he would punish her for doing so. The fingers that were stretching her asshole slid out of her, and she felt empty instantly in a way she had not known was possible. She wanted to feel his fingers stretching her ass open again. 

“Don't you move a muscle.” His drawl was commanding and stern, and Betty kept as still as she could as she watched him walk to the kitchen counter and grab the bottle of olive oil she kept there. He returned behind her and she heard him open it, and then the fingers were back against her asshole, this time lubed with the cool oil. Her asshole could no longer resist his lubed fingers and he slid one, then two, then three fingers deep inside her, his thick fingers pushing against all resistance and making her moan with pleasure and some discomfort. She was getting more and more used to the fingers sliding in and out and her pussy ached to be touched. 

“Please may I play with my clit?” She was begging, she wanted to feel pleasure so badly in her pussy.

“Of course, slut. But don't you dare cum without my permission.”

Betty spat on her fingers and then moved her hand instantly between her legs, gently sliding her finger against her clit. It was almost too sensitive.

“One more rule” said Kane, as he stretched her asshole open with her fingers, “you are not allowed to slow down playing with your clit. Trust me, I'll know if you cheat. So don't go faster than you can handle, because otherwise you're going to be punished hard if you cum without my express permission. Understand?”

“Yes, I understand.” She was so grateful to be able to play with her desperate clit that she would have done anything, said anything for permission. She felt his fingers slide out of her now loosened, lubed ass and bit her lip with anticipation. She had never had a cock in her ass and she was scared of how thick he was. She felt him press his cockhead against her lubed asshole and she went faster against her clit without thinking, feeling pleasure building up as he slowly, slowly pushed the fat head of his cock into her resisting ass. She could feel herself pushing back against it, her asshole trying to resist his cock but the lube made his cock slide into her no matter how much her ass clenched and she moaned in discomfort as the thickness of it stretched her. He started to work his cock in and out of her and she was only able to handle it by playing with her clit and focusing on the pleasure. She focused on arching her ass up, wanting him to have a sexy view of her plump ass as he slid his cock deeper and deeper inside of her.

“Oh fuck, it's so big,” she moaned out, trying to handle the thick cock in her ass.

“You love it, don't you? You love getting punished by my big, fat cock up your ass.” The contrast between his gentlemanly drawl and the filthy words he was saying turned her on even more and she played with her clit even faster, regretting it instantly as she realized she was going to cum if she kept going at this pace. As he worked his cock deeper inside her, she started to feel an intense need to be filled even more, and his cock felt so good in her ass, rubbing against the other side of her vaginal wall. She had never known that anal could feel good and had always looked down on women who let themselves be fucked in the ass, and now she was naked and bent over the table getting fucked by an almost total stranger, a hung stud of a man who was using her for his pleasure. She heard his growl of lust and she knew her ass must feel good for him and even though it hurt she pushed back against his cock as he thrust into her and she heard his growl of pleasure again as she moaned in pain, feeling her ass stretched to its limit as she played with her clit. As he worked his cock into her ass the feelings of pain and uncomfortableness kept changing more and more into pleasure and then he slapped her ass hard, making her wince but knowing that it was her place to be fucked in the ass and spanked like a whore.

“Oh, spank me again,” she moaned, scared of how much it hurt but loving how it felt to be disciplined. He spanked her even harder as he thrust deeper inside of her and she moaned in pain and pleasure. It felt like his cock must be completely inside of her. “That's half of it, you're doing well for your first time but soon I'm going to be balls deep inside of your asshole and we will see how well you can handle that.” The sternness, the finality of the words and the fact that she had no choice in the matter, that she was being punished for her own dirty spying and that she deserved to be treated like the whore she was made her even more aroused and she was moaning in pleasure as she felt him thrust himself fully inside of her. He groaned in satisfaction. “I can't believe it, you took my entire cock into your ass, you dirty slut, no woman has ever been able to do that before.”

Betty felt humiliated, wondering how many women he had fucked in the ass before her, how many other women he had had bent over in front of him, trying to cope with his massive cock in their asses. She felt used and humiliated and she admitted to herself that she loved it and she was getting so close to cumming, trying hard not to. She considered slowing down on her clit but she knew that he would be able to tell.

“Please sir, please may I cum?” She was begging in her desperation, needing so badly to have release. At the words she felt his hand grab onto her hips tightly, painfully, and he started to pound her ass hard, the sounds of their flesh slapping together loud in the room as he stretched her asshole wide on his thick cock and she started to almost scream in pleasure, loudly and knowing that the upstairs neighbour, a man in his forties could probably hear her cries of pleasure. “Oh pleaaaase let me cum!” She did not know how much longer she could last and she was playing with her clit, not knowing what felt better, the huge cock in her ass or the pleasure of her oversensitive clit.

“Don't you dare cum, you little whore, you don't get to cum before you've satisfied your man.”

Betty pushed back with every thrust, needing to feel him unload his cum into her asshole, needing so badly to please him. She was begging for something else now. “Please sir, please cum in my ass, please fill me up with your hot load, I need it so bad!”

She said the words between moans of pleasure, knowing what a slut she sounded like and she was on the verge of orgasm, humiliating herself for his need. She heard him groaning and he started to spank her ass even harder than before and she felt warmth in her asshole as he came inside her. “Cum for me, bitch!” He said in his forceful, drawling voice and she let herself cum, waves of pleasure overcoming her as he continued to spank her hard enough to make her scream in the mixture of pleasure and pain as  she felt him filling her ass with cum. Her orgasm overwhelmed her and she was not caring how much noise she made as she moaned and screamed. Her orgasm finished but she kept playing with her oversensitive clit, the pleasure too intense as she milked every last drop of cum from his cock with her ass. Finally, his orgasm ended. “You may stop playing with your clit now,” he said, realizing that she had continued to rub her clit because he had told her she was not allowed to slow down.

Betty was glad she was against the table because her legs were shivering and trembling from the force of her orgasm as Kane put both hands on the table beside her, leaning forward against her body, his sweat running down her and she felt him panting with satisfaction in her ears.

“You're my perfect little slut.” The words felt so right in her ears, and as she felt his cock slowly softening inside her ass she felt proud of herself for being able to handle his entire cock inside of her, proud for having made him cum. 

“I'll do anything to serve you, I need to make up for how bad I was before.” She still felt guilty for having spied on him. She knew that he was degrading her, humiliating her, treating her like a conquest and a piece of meat, but she also knew that she deserved far worse. She deserve to be reported for spying, reported for what she had done and she would do anything to make it up to him.

“Oh, you're going to have to work very hard to make it up to me, but this was an... incredible start.”

The two of them stayed there, trying to gather their thoughts after the most intense experience of either of their lives. Betty could only imagine what he would require of her next. She had already given up her ass to him, and she could not wait to feel his cock sliding down her throat, filling her mouth with his hot, creamy cum. She could not believe what kind of a slut she was for him. 

End

Story 4: Controlled by the Jock

Working at the college library was about the worst place a girl could work on a dry spell. Iris bit her lip as the last hunk of a student walked away from her counter. She had no idea if the students had suddenly gotten more fashionable, or if they had all started working out or something, but recently it seemed like each guy that came up to her counter to check out a book was hotter than the last. It was a constant struggle not to undress them in her mind. She had definitely picked the wrong line of work for a dry streak. Iris’ coworker Megan at the next desk over giggled as she caught her staring. 

"How long’s it been now Iris? 6 months?”

“Oh god, I wish. Nine months now, and that was unremarkable to say the least. Are the students getting hotter or are my standards just lowering?”

“I’m not sure which, but by the way you were devouring that last one with your eyes I think it’s time we get you laid!”

Easier said than done. Iris knew she could go to the bar, have some drinks bought for her and have another underwhelming lay, just like the one nine months ago. The truth was, a vibrator could do what a drunk guy who only wanted to get his rocks off could not. And, a vibrator did not piss itself overnight while in your bed. She grimaced as she remembered the last time she got laid. Beer goggles and poor judgement had combined to give her a night she absolutely regretted. After that night, Iris had promised herself that she would never bed a man who did not know her name. She only wished that the students of the college were not off the table. Being enticed and teased by the sight of early twenties men in their prime was so unfair, especially when the college restricted any unprofessional relationships between students and staff. 

Her thoughts were interrupted by the approach of student carrying a stack of books so thick and high Iris was surprised he was not falling over. She felt her jaw open as she stared, unable to take her eyes off him. She had never seen him before in her life. If she had, she would never have forgotten it.

He was tall, with jet black hair cut short and neat. He was wearing a tight shirt and his biceps strained from the load of the books he was carrying. He was drop dead gorgeous, with a five o’clock shadow and pensive brown eyes that made him look deep in thought. His broad jaw and equally broad shoulders projected power and authority, but he had a stressed look as he approached  that made Iris want to take care of him. Iris consciously closed her mouth. She felt her heart beating quicker as he got closer, close enough to touch. She imagined him throwing the books to the ground, pushing her files off her desk and picking her up easily onto the desk as his lips hungrily kissed her deep and strong, and tried desperately to push the image out of her head as she gave him a slight smile, hoping she did not look too eager. 

The sound of the books thudding heavily onto her desk brought her out of her fantasy as he dropped the books and reached into the pocket of his form fitting jeans for his student card.

“Hello there, checking out all of these today?”

“Yeah, all six of these tomes.”

“Big project due?” Iris asked, lifting the first hefty book and scanning it. 

“More than one. With lacrosse practice 4 times a week and the gym on top of that, I’ve gotten so far behind in my work it’s not even funny.”

Iris looked closer at his face. His pensive brown eyes had bags around them she had not noticed at a first glance. A tired, intense energy was pouring off of him, but she could tell that he had reserves of energy far beyond the tiredness he was feeling right now. She could see the stress and wanted to let him take it all out on her, wanted to massage his tired muscles and kiss his gorgeous body. It was hard not to imagine letting him take out all of his stress on her body. Iris was surprised by the thoughts in her head. Never before had she felt such a raw, animal attraction to a man.

“It can be so tough to balance it all,” Iris said as she scanned his books, “we all need ways to deal with the stress.”

“Well, you’ll be seeing me around here lots in the next little while. This library is going to be my second home until I’m done my last terms papers. At least I’ll have a friendly face to look at,” he said, a weary smile coming to his face as he gazed at her and Iris felt her mouth dry at his compliment. 

“Don’t hesitate to ask for help if you need it, we librarians are good for more than just checking out books!” 

“With the way these papers are going, I might just need all the help I can get,” he said with a resigned role of his brown eyes. l

Iris was transfixed on him as he walked away, his toned ass and powerful legs outlined by his tight jeans. He had a body like a jaguar, toned and lithe, and she was fixated by the intensity that was in each step. 

She heard giggling and her cheeks turned red, and not just from embarrassment. She was imagining pulling the tight shirt from his back, feeling his taught flesh with her hands and had to struggle to push the image out of her mind to talk to Megan.

“Iris, that guy is totally into you. He was staring at you almost as much as you were staring at him!”

“Megan, shut up. He’s ten years younger than me and looks like a friggin’ model. A girl can dream but even I know my limits. Plus, you know the rules. The fastest way to lose your job around here is to flirt with the students, even if, and I am not saying this particular one is, they are into you.”

“Bullshit Iris, he’s not going to be able to think about studying tonight. You have the worst sense of when a guy is into you! Bet he comes in asking for extra help tomorrow...”

Iris finished up her shift and went home for the night. But as soon as she sat down on the couch after dinner, her thoughts were intruded by thoughts of the chiseled lacrosse player. It felt so dirty to imagine his body, she knew that students were off limits to all staff, not just professors. She had never had to fight her attraction so hard before. She bit her lip as she thought of him, of his muscular body outlined by his tight jeans and tight black shirt. Surely there could be no harm in just imagining him, it’s not like there is any rule against imagining a student, especially not one who is obviously in his third or forth year of university. That was all it took to let herself imagine him pulling his shirt off after a hard workout, his tanned and sweaty body lithe and muscular. She imagined the feel of his strong hands lifting her, his intense brown eyes looking into hers with lust, then closing as he leaned in to kiss her deeply and passionately. Her hand was moving over her body, running over her breasts in her white t shirt, and she moaned as her nipples, hard and desperate, sent electricity through her body as she ran her hands over them. She loved teasing herself. She imagined how easily he would carry her into the bedroom, how his arms would ripple and tense as he lay her softy on the bed and pulled her t shirt off, his hands moving to her hard nipples and pinching them gently but firmly as he kissed her, making her moan. Her hand moved down to her wetness, wishing it was his fingers rubbing her pussy as she imagined his hand sliding down her shorts, sliding into her tightness, and she was in blissful desire as she played with herself on the couch, wanting so badly to feel his body on top of her. She imagined watching him pull down his boxers, wanted to know badly what he was hiding beneath them. She rubbed her clit as she imagined taking his hard, thick cock in her hand, sucking it while she looked up at his abs, his firm chest, his piercing eyes staring down at her. She had never had the desire to submit to a man, but for some reason the thought of being on her knees in front of a him turned her on like nothing else, imagining him placing his hand behind her head and guiding her mouth onto his thick cock, imaged him losing control in his lust and forcefully plunging his member down her willing throat. She moaned and came to the thought of him cumming into her mouth as one hand pushed her deeper onto his cock and the other pinched her nipple hard.

She lay on the couch, sweating and panting, feeling instant shame and regret. Sure, she had looked at students before, thought they were hot or sexy, but never before had she came to one. She knew that she was not supposed to even dream about them. She knew that there were strict rules in the university and that a professor had recently lost his job over a fling with a student. But even the relief of an orgasm could do nothing to keep him out of her mind. She guessed that he must be in his early to mid twenties, too young for her and way out of her league. She turned her movie up, trying to get back control of her thoughts. 

The next day at work, she was not sure if she wanted to see him or not. It had been intense thinking about him the previous night, and she had no need for any more temptation. She felt guilty enough cumming to imagining him the night before and had promised to herself not to think about him again like that. 

That day at work Iris had trouble concentrating. Every time a tall, male student walked past, she would always look up, startled, before realizing it was just some random student she had never seen before. She did not know if she wanted to see the stud from the day before. She hoped he was too busy at lacrosse, or working out his abs, getting sweaty and - she forced herself to snap out of imagining him. Student’s were strictly off limits, and she would not allow herself to break the rules, even in her head. Her cheeks reddened as she remembered last night’s events shameful, the intensity of the orgasm as she had imagined being on her knees with his cock sliding in and out of her waiting mouth. 

The afternoon went slowly. 

“These students think all we do is sit here and check out books,” complained Megan, yawning at her desk.”

Iris hid a smile and turned to her coworker, who was always fast to complain. “Aren't we? The last time a student checked into the research methods sessions I offer was two weeks ago. Almost makes you regret getting a masters, doesn't it?

“Almost? Are you kidding me? I’m drowning in student debt, and for what? To lecture students on the evils of late returns? Shoot me Iris, shoot me.”

Iris felt the corners of her lips twitching upwards at her over dramatic coworker and friend, and then looked with surprise at her computer.

“Well, looks like I spoke too fast. I have one signup for my research methods session in an hour! Just when I thought the day was going to be dull, now I get to help some first year figure out how to find the philosophy section.”

“Hey, you volunteered to host those sessions Iris. Remember, you were going to give these students... how did you put it? Solid research foundations and critical thinking that would help them for the rest of their lives?”

“Sue me Megan, we were all young and idealistic once.” 

“I might just, you’re going to leave me all alone to deal with the afternoon rush,” said Megan dryly, stifling a yawn as she looked around the almost empty library. It was three PM, and the sun shining outdoors was enough to keep all but the most studious out of the library. 

The hour passed, slowly, and Iris logged out of her computer and walked to the private classroom that she had once imagined would be full of students, eager to learn how to get the most out of the library and gain valuable tips for their research papers and projects. She shook her head at how naive she had been when she started working as a librarian, thinking she would instil her love of learning into the students. She opened the door to the classroom and stopped dead in her tracks as she saw who was waiting for her. 

“Hey there, you offered yesterday to give some extra help and I thought I’d jump to the chance to take it,” he said casually, standing up from the chair in the classroom. 

Iris felt her heart beating quickly at the thought of being alone in the room with him. Her cheeks flushed red as she remembered what she had done the night before, how she had made herself cum imagining sucking his cock. She quickly glanced upwards as she realized she had snuck a look at the bulge between his legs, trying not to imagine unzipping his jeans and getting onto her knees in front of him. 

"Of course, I love to help students," she said, her mouth feeling dry as she spook. 

"That's perfect, you're going to be a lifesaver I can tell. I'm Julian, by the way," he said, extending his hand and she walked forward and shook it, watching her hand disappear in his firm but gentle grip. The touch of his skin was electrifying and Iris was having trouble keeping her composure. She had never had a reaction like this to a man before and she was feeling breathless in his presence. Up close she realized just how much of a presence he had. As she shook his hand he towered over him, and she saw the muscles in his arms rippling. She had the feeling that if he wanted to, he could easily pick her up, or turn her around over a desk and take her no matter how hard she resisted. The thought was intensely arousing and she had trouble forming words as she imagined him fucking her hard from behind. 

"I'm Iris, it's a pleasure to meet you. So what paper is giving you a headache?"

"All of them. But I have one due tomorrow that is particularly troubling, I have to write on classical Marxism and the professor is a left wing nut. I have no idea where to start."

They sat down beside each other at the table that was offered in the study room, with two uncomfortably hard wooden chairs that they pulled together as he opened up his laptop and brought up the paper outline. 

"Well, have you tried the Communist Manifesto," questioned Iris, wanting to judge if he had done his homework.

"Yes, yes, but the English of the time period is a huge barrier to getting through it. Plus, I need to somehow relate it to a current problem. I know I should have made a lot more progress ages ago, but you know how it is with school, I'm sure you're not completely innocent when it comes to procrastination."

Iris thought back to her first bachelor's degree and the amount of bullshit she had hastily inscribed on a page during the coffee fueled all-nighters that were customary to term paper time and grimaced as she remembered the stress associated with a degree.

"Oh, trust me, I know. And you must find it even harder to get through your workload when you have so many other commitments related to the lacrosse team." 

Iris loved to imagine him in the gym, straining and grunting as he lifted hard. She wanted to see him sweaty and exhausted. If only he was not a student, she thought to herself, if only he was not off limits. Even if he was not a student, there was no way a jock like him would ever go for a woman like her, not when every twenty year old blonde haired cheerleader was begging for his attention. 

"You're telling me. I'm incredibly sore from last night, the coach had us in the gym for two hours straight," he said, stretching.  Iris felt herself glance down uncontrollably, catching a glance of his hard abs as his shirt lifted from his stretch. She looked up quickly and noticed his eyes staring deeply into hers. He had obviously noticed her checking him out. They were sitting close together and Iris felt electric, trembling and unable to take her eyes away from his intense stare. Oh no, she thought to herself as he leaned forward, kissing her. Her heart pounded as he kissed her deeply and passionately, and she felt her nipples harden from the touch of his lips on hers. She backed away, shocked. 

"That... you can't do that," she said, wanting more than anything to feel his hands all over her body, feel him take her and use her for his own pleasure. 

He could hear the lie in her voice, the desire to be kissed again and he leaned forward again to kiss her, and this time she kissed him back, her head swimming in desire. It was hard to think of losing her job as she felt his tongue invading her mouth but mixed with her desire was the knowledge that if someone happened to open the unlocked door to the study room, they would see her kissing a student, and soon the entire school would be laughing at the slutty librarian who could not resist a jock. It made her heart beat even faster as she felt his strong hands starting to roam over her body, one hand inching up her skirt and the other behind her head as he kissed her passionately. 

A low moan escaped her mouth as she felt his hand rubbing against her panties, and she knew he could feel her wetness through the thin material. Suddenly his other hand moved from the back of her head to under her legs and she was picked in the air like she was a feather and placed delicately on the wooden study table that looked as if it had been there since the opening day of the college. The wood was cold against her flesh and her skirt rode up, exposing her legs and panties to the jock. She was on the edge of the table sitting up with her legs half spread and he pushed her panties to the side to slide a thick finger into her wetness, rewarded by her panting with lust.

Iris could not believe what was happening. His finger was driving her crazy, teasing her and making her want to feel his cock deep inside of her. She could barely think. She reached forward to unzip his jeans and he pulled his finger out of her, leaving her feeling empty. She unzipped his jeans with a satisfying sound and slid her hand down the front of his black boxers, feeling his hard, thick cock. She could barely wrap her hand around it and her eyes widened as she felt its rock hard girth pulsing in her hand. Julian pulled down his pants and his cock jumped free, bigger than even in her dreams, with a thick head and heavy balls that she simply watched, in shock at its size. She wrapped her hand around it and stroked, hearing Julian grunt in response. He was not one to wait and he grabbed her thighs, spreading her legs as she put her hands behind her for balance, and he lifted her right to the edge of the table and rubbed his cock against her slick wetness. She was driven wild and moved her pussy closer to him, wanting him to slide his cock completely inside her. The thick head pushed against her opening and he pulled his shirt off, exposing his well muscled tan body. His abs tensed as he pushed his cock into her, stretching her as he worked the head in and then inch after inch thrust harder and harder as she panted. 

"So it's true what they say about librarians, secretly you are all just cock hungry sluts, isn't that true?" 

His harsh voice oozed confidence, and she was shocked by how he was talking to her. She wanted to tell him to stop, wanted to tell him not to talk to her like that, to treat her with respect, but his words turned her on more than ever. They were true. She had been dreaming of his hard cock all last night and just one day later she was getting fucked like a whore. She only moaned in reply as his cock filled her completely, and she lay back listening to the slapping of his flesh on hers as he powered into her over and over. His hands moved to her top, pulling her shirt off and expertly unclasping her bra, leaving her wearing only her hiked up skirt and panties that were pushed to the side as he fucked her on the desk, his fingers pinching her nipples hard enough that it hurt, the pain mixed with pleasure. She was being used completely for his pleasure and she could tell that he was getting off on dominating her, of being able to turn a woman like her into a slut with just his cock. She could barely see the door behind his thick, muscular body but she knew that if anyone came in they would see her on her back, taking cock like a slut from a hunky student and the idea that everyone in the college would know within a day that she was fired for being a whore excited her in ways that she did not understand. 

She could not take her eyes off of his body as he took her. His abs flexed with every thrust, and his biceps and arms were huge and powerful. His hands on her nipples were pulling and twisting, making her gasp in pain and pleasure. Her head rolled back as she felt her orgasm rolling over her body as he fucked her harder and harder, slapping his full balls against her ass.

"Oh fuck me hard Julian, make me cum," she begged as she felt her orgasm overwhelming her. 

"Come for me, you little slut, cum on my cock," Julian said in his deep, commanding voice, and it drove her over the edge, almost screaming in desire as he pounded her. She was not used to a strong, demanding man like him, a man who knew he could get any women he wanted. Her pussy became increasingly sensitive after her orgasm but he did not stop, he simply fucked her harder and harder as she tried to withstand the intense pleasure. 

"Where do you want my load, in your pussy or on you?"

She tried to think quickly, sweating and with her head swirling. "Come on me," she said, not wanting him to cum inside her. He pulled out of her pussy and stroked his cock, sending thick waves of hot cum over her chest and nipples. Some squirted onto her open, panting mouth and she tasted his cum in her mouth. She looked down at herself, breathing heavily, the white pearly cum covering her upper body. 

He unzipped his pants and pulled his shirt on, a smile on his normally stressed face.

"Thanks for that Iris, I really needed to get that out of my system. You're so fucking gorgeous, there's nothing like a good fuck for stress relief. Was that good for you too?" he asked, knowing the answer.

"Yes, that was intense but Julian, I am an employee of the college. We can't tell anyone about this and we can never do anything like this again. You should leave before someone comes in, I could lose my job!"

"Anything you say Iris," he said, grabbing a box of tissues from a nearby desk and handing it to her and walking away. He opened the door he looked back at her, and she wanted to yell at him to close it before someone happened to walk by. "But I'm not leaving this room until you give me your number." 

Iris felt panicked. She needed him to leave quickly in order for her to clean up and every second that he stood there with the door open was another second that a student could walk by and see her covered in cum and shirtless. Every second she waited was another second that someone could burst in. Although the study room and the outside hallway were barely used, there was always the risk. And if she gave him a fake number, there was nothing to stop him from coming up to her at the desk and causing a scene. She quickly gave him her digits and he walked away with that infuriatingly cocky smile, shutting the door behind him and she breathed a sigh of relief. 

She cleaned herself off quickly, pulling her clothing on and rushing to the bathroom to clean up. Thankfully it was empty, and she fixed her hair and clothes to look presentable. As she looked at her reflection in the mirror she tried to understand what she had just done. Had she gone crazy? What was she thinking, letting herself get fucked by a student? She bit her lip with stress, hoping that he would be discreet. The way he had been talking to her while he fucked her made her feel like he would go and brag to his lacrosse team friends that he had turned the librarian into his slut, and although she felt fear for her job the idea of him describing to his equally hot teammates about how he had fucked her like a whore turned her on. She did not understand what was happening to her. Since when did she risk so much for a cock? Maybe when the cock in question was attached to a gorgeous, alpha male like Julian, she thought ruefully, remembering how it had felt stretching her pussy as it rubbed against her g spot. 

She cleaned up and went back to her desk.

"How was the research methods session Iris?" asked Megan, looking bored as she started to put away her things for the end of the day.

"Oh boring, just another student needing help with where to start. Were we as hopeless when we took our degrees?"

"Damned if I know, I spent my first four years partying and sleeping around," said Megan with a laugh. 

They packed up their things and closed up the library, making sure that everyone was out and turning off the lights. They said their goodbyes and Iris drove home, her mind reeling over the events of the day. As soon as she got into her apartment she poured herself a glass of wine, trying to calm herself down. She could not stop replaying the events of the day over and over in her head. How it had felt when he rubbed his cock teasingly against her wetness, how he had pushed himself into her like he owned her. Instead of thinking of the impact of fucking him on her job, she found herself imagining him fucking her doggy style in her bed, slapping her ass hard as he called her dirty names that turned her on. She loved the way that he had fucked her like he owned her, how confident and cocky he was. Of course, with a body and a cock like that, he had every right to know the effect he had on her. 

She dreamed of him that night. Dreamed of his sweaty, naked body on top of hers, fucking her into submission and making her cum over and over, and she woke up wet and with her nipples hard and sore. She could feel where he had pinched them the day before, and as she showered and got dressed the feeling of her sensitive nipples against the fabric was a constant reminder of the day before. She decided to be more casual on Friday, and slipped on a pair of tight jeans and a blouse over he favorite black bra. 

Thankfully work was slow, as it generally was on a Friday when students decided they had the entire weekend to worry about projects. Because if Iris was being honest with herself, she was not ready for a busy day. She was shocked to discover the effect that Julian was having on her. She was daydreaming about taking his cock into her mouth, even though she knew he was far too big for her to handle. She tried desperately to push the thoughts out of her mind but found herself completely helpless under his spell. Suddenly, her phone vibrated in her pocket. She pulled it out surreptitiously. It was from Julian.

"Hey there beautiful, thinking about me?"

She blushed red. How had he known? She replied back and hoped that her text would put things on hold temporarily. 

"Sorry Julian, I'm working. We can't talk right now." 

Her phone vibrated again and she pulled it out, sneaking glances around to see if anyone was paying attention. She did not want to be known as the librarian who was constantly on her phone at work.

"Go on break, meet me in room 132b of the Heart building in ten minutes."

Her eyes widened. She bit her lip, imagining it. She could easily take a coffee break early and spend 15 minutes with him before running back to work. The thought of it, the risks excited her but she tried her best to act rationally.

"No Julian, I am working. You're a student and we can't meet up, please don't contact me again."

She sent the text with a feeling of finality. She knew she needed to put a stop to this and while she knew she would miss his body and cock she needed to end things now before they spiraled out of control. 

Her phone vibrated again and she looked at the picture he sent her, of his hard, erect cock. She could do nothing but imagine feeling it in her mouth, imagine licking and sucking the sensitive head. The picture was accompanied by a message that made her gasp audibly.

"Be in room 132b in 5 minutes on your knees and naked and with the door unlocked or I am telling the dean that you fucked a student."

Her heart started to beat insanely fast. Things had taking a horrible turn. She realized with horror that all it would take was him to explain that they had fucked and then questions would be asked. They would see that he had signed up for the research methods class the day before and that they had been together alone, and Iris knew she was nowhere near good enough a liar to make this type of scandal go away quietly. After the professor had been found out banging a student during study hours, the college had a fire first ask questions later policy and Iris knew her job was in danger. She felt trapped and powerless and somehow it was making her nipples harden and her pussy grow wet as she realized that this was her life now, that she had no control and that he could make her do whatever she wanted. 

"Megan, I think I'm going to take a quick break, I'm feeling really tired and I could use a coffee."

"Sure thing Iris, I have no idea what I will do without you," said Megan with a roll of her eyes, gesturing to the almost empty library. Iris walked quickly into the break room hall and then excited the library, walking into the nearby Heart building which had students milling about. It was possibly the busiest building in the school but luckily most students were in class, at least for another 15 minutes when they would be let out in a swarm. 129, 130, 130a - ah, there it was, 130b, a small door that she opened to see an abandoned office. Her heart raced as she realized that if she left the door unlocked, anyone could burst in. But what choice did she have? Maybe he would not go to the dean, but maybe he would and she could not risk her job. She breathed deeply to calm herself and then slowly pulled off her blouse and jeans, putting them neatly on the desk that had probably belonged to a professor in the 80s. The college was filled with old, abandoned rooms that no one went into, and the layer of dust that she had had to sweep with her hand before putting her clothes down spoke to the fact that this room was rarely used. Still, it was exhilarating to be able to hear the laughter and talking of students outside as they walked by, completely oblivious to the fact that the librarian who many had fantasized about was stripping naked just a few feet away from them. What would happen if one of them walked in? Most students had been in the library before, and since there was only two librarians it was a certainty that they would recognize her. Would the student snap a picture of her with their smartphone, email it around and cause the whole town to know what a slut she would? Would they blackmail her, shutting the door behind her and making her suck their cock? She imagined that a student would happen in and make her suck him off and then text a friend to come join the fun, a trail of male students taking turns getting off in her mouth as she stayed helplessly on her knees, hoping Julian would come to save her. 

Iris pulled off her panties and bra, placing them on her little pile of clothes and got to her knees. Her heart was beating furiously. She had never done anything remotely like this in her life and she felt an exhilarating mix of fear that some random student would walk in and intense desire for Julian. The way he was treating her was addicting. She had never felt like such a slut before in her life and she could not wait for him to barge in and make her suck his cock. It was intense to be able to just turn her brain off and be a whore for him. There were no awkward first dates or hesitant, boring men who did nothing for her. This was a man who was taking what he wanted, and she felt like a truly sexy woman for the first time in years. 

The hallway was quiet and she could hear no sounds from outside. She tried to breathe normally but it was difficult to control her mix of fear and arousal. Suddenly, she heard the door click open and she winced, gasping at the thought of a student barging in when Julian walked in with his confident smile, looking down at her and closing the door behind him. His crotch was at the level of her mouth and he towered over her, his thick legs in front of her. 

"I knew I'd find you here, I knew you could not resist being on your knees for my big cock. What are you waiting for, pull it out, you know you want to."

The words enthralled her and she unzipped his jeans, pulling them down and his cock reared up at her, thick and veiny and already half hard. She reached out to grab it when he pushed her hand away. 

"No, today you are only using your mouth. Put your hands behind your back, NOW. You aren't leaving here until you swallow my load. How long until your coworker starts to wonder when you've gone on break? You better start sucking if you want to get back in time," he said, with cool confidence in his voice. She put her hands behind her back and slid her mouth on his cock, feeling it swelling and throbbing in her mouth and she moaned with desire as she started to suck it, focusing on the sensitive head. She was overcome with a desire to have his cock deep in her mouth and tried to bob her head onto it, almost gagging on his length. She had never seen a cock so big in her life and it had turned her into a complete whore, and she had never felt so slutty before as she was on her knees, completely in the control of the younger, mostly clothed man in front of her as she was naked and on her knees in front of him. She sucked harder and was rewarded with a low growl of pleasure from Julian and felt a new sort of power come over her, the power to turn him on and make him growl. She looked up with heat in her eyes, meeting his brown eyes as she bobbed up and down on his massive cock. She started to tongue the head quickly, making him quiver with desire and soon he could no longer take it anymore and he grabbed the back of her head, forcing his cock deep inside her mouth. This was what she wanted more than anything. She tried desperately to breath through her nose, loving the way his cock was invading her mouth but barely able to handle its massive girth as he slid it in and out, deeper and deeper into her mouth as if he was fucking her pussy. Iris could feel drool dripping down her cheek and she knew she must look like a complete whore as she moaned on his cock and he forced her to deep throat. 

Iris was in a wholly submissive position, with her hands behind her back not even trying to push Julian away as he used her throat for his pleasure. Julian was working his cock further and further into her mouth, groaning with pleasure at the sight of the sexy librarian desperately trying to handle his massive cock in her mouth. He could tell that she was overwhelmed by lust and he had taken great pleasure in turning her into his personal fucktoy. He was imagining how she would be firmly in his grasp and was thinking of all of the things he would do to her in the future now that he had complete control over her through her fear of losing her job and also the effect his body and attitude had over her. What would he make her do next? Start wearing slutty clothes and push up bras to work? Make her wear a remote controlled vibrator? Handcuff her and fuck her up the ass? He could feel his cock throbbing and filling with pleasure as his orgasm approached but he was enjoying the sight of her gagging and drooling on his cock so much that he did not speed up but maintained his pace, knowing he could keep from cumming and make her grow increasingly desperate to please him as time passed. Iris was starting to worry about how long it was taking, knowing that her break was only fifteen minutes and she tried to relax her throat, letting his full length inside her and feeling his balls slapping against her chin. Julian could no longer handle it as he was amazed that she had managed to get him completely inside her mouth, something that few women had been able to do and he grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth forcefully, feeling his balls swell with pleasure and then growling as he came into her mouth. Iris swallowed his warm cum eagerly, loving the feel of his cock throbbing and unleashing itself in her mouth, feeling complete power over him as he was lost in the pleasure of her wet mouth as she sucked every last drop of cum from his cock. She was unable to swallow all of his impressive load and felt his cum dripping down her chin and onto her body as he released his grip on her head. His cock started to grow smaller in her mouth and she tongue the slit, sucking on his sensitive end and making him jump slightly. 

He pulled his newly cleaned cock from her mouth with a groan of satisfaction and zipped up his jeans.

"You're an incredible cocksucker, Iris," he said, and she believed every word he said. He adjusted his jeans and opened the door slightly, looking out to make sure the coast was clear and then leaving her naked and alone on her knees covered in his cum. Iris looked around desperately and saw that there was nothing to clean herself up with and saw from her phone that she had already gone five minutes over her break. If she was too late, Megan would start asking questions and Iris was the worst liar in the world. She tried to pat herself dry, but could not get all of his hardening cum off of her chest. She quickly got dressed, feeling his sticky seed on her nipples and exited the abandoned room just as lectures were dismissed and a wave of students flew into the hallway. Iris walked as quick as she could, pushing through the throng of students and knowing that her hair was in disarray and hoping that no one could smell the sent of cum on her. She fixed her hair as she walked and rushed into the library, sitting down at her desk and started typing as if nothing had happened.

"That was a long coffee break, you must really have needed to rejuvenate," said Megan, not in a mean way, as Megan was fond of taking long breaks herself but was just surprised that Iris had gone over time for once.

"You know how it is when you can't sleep, sometimes you just need a few extra moments away from the desk to compose yourself," lied Iris, hoping the flush in her cheeks would not draw any attention. It was hours until lunch hour and she worked with Julians cum on her body, reminding her of the fact that she was now under his control. Iris had never felt so aroused and overwhelmed in her life and could only imagine what Julian had planned for her next...

The end

Story 5: Submit to his Strength

I need a change more than anything. Something new and exciting to jar me out of this complacency. I’ve been stuck in the same boring life, the same imperfect body, the same friends who all seem to be getting married and popping out babies or trapped in the party every night mentality of their twenties. 

The unopened juicer sitting in its cardboard box, my last attempt to make a positive and lasting change in my life mocks me. I have to pull my gaze away from it, feeling the familiar annoyance at myself. Do other people feel like this? Like every time they try to make their life better they just fall into a comfortable, safe routine? The business card is bright and hopeful in my hand. “Courts Yoga and Gymnasium will help you meet your goals” it reads. Well, it can’t hurt. Plus, if they push a membership on me, at least I will have my credit card payments to convince me to go. Then again, I’ll probably just end up going once and never coming back. Maybe I should just start walking or something. I am about to throw the card out when the incredulity of the situation hits me like a slap in the face. I’m really at the point in my life where signing up for yoga seems like an insurmountable task? What is wrong with you Rachel!

I grab my phone and dial the number before I have a chance to think it over. After two rings a man picks up, greeting me with the youthful exuberance of either someone who is new to his job and the work world and has yet to have his ambition crushed or the rare breed of people who when they write “loves working with people” on their resume they actually mean it. “Courts Yoga, Gymnasium and cafe, Thomas speaking. How can I help you meet your goals today?” he spouts of the corporate jargon with such unironic enthusiasm that I am taken aback. 

“Hello Thomas. I was handed one of your business cards while I was out shopping this morning, and thought I’d give you a call!” My voice sounds overly eager to me. Truth is, I’m a willing listener hoping to be sold. If I put my money where my mouth is and sign up for a couple months in advance, it’s sure to motivate me to not just give up after a week. Plus, this guy sounds cute! Maybe a little young for me, but there’s not harm in looking.

“Well, you called at a great time! We are offering a special for new customers which will give you two classes free. In fact, we have a hot yoga class offered at eight pm tonight, you should come on down!”

Did I use to sound so eager? God, I bet he’s got a great body, too. They always put the hottest ones at the front desk to snap up all the bored soccer moms. Oh, who am I kidding? I’m a sucker for a cute guy as well, and this guy probably works on his body day in and day out. “Is it beginner friendly? I’ve never done yoga and am worried I’ll make a fool of myself.” 

“Don’t worry. With our promotion going on right now our instructors are used to seeing some new faces, and our free classes are perfect for all levels. Just make sure to wear something you don’t mind sweating in, hot yoga lives up to its name. You will be amazed at how healthy you feel after a session.”

“Well, thanks for the info Thomas. I’ll be sure to check you out tonight.” I feel heat coming to my cheeks. Did I just say check you out? Hopefully he thinks I meant the studio. 

“Perfect. We will be happy to have you!” 

The second thoughts start as soon as I set the phone down. I weigh my options. I could go to hot yoga and get all sweaty, or I could make some tea, open a bag of chips, and catch up on some shows. What was the name of that show Liz recommended? I could laze around, binge some TV, and if I am feeling really ambitious maybe I can even crack into that book I’ve been putting off. No! Get off that lazy ass of yours and get ready, Yoga is in an hour! 

And that is how I found myself standing outside the doors of Courts Yoga and Gym. Rachel 1, Procrastination 0. Feeling equal parts proud that I convinced myself to go and ashamed that Yoga feels like a major step, I walk through the doors. 

The building is trendy and new, with a youthful vibrancy and energy that seems embodied in the hunk of meat sitting at the reception desk between the name tag “Thomas”. Don’t stare, don’t stare. Damn, where I am supposed to look?

“Hello there. First time at Courts Yoga?” said Thomas, smiling warmly. He looks to be just about twenty years old, and obviously makes good use of the yoga and gym facilities. It should be illegal for someone with that nice a body to wear a low v-neck shirt, I bet he loves the attention from all the housewives that aren’t getting what they need at home.

“Yes! We spoke on the phone earlier. You were saying that a beginner yoga class is offered?”

“You’ve come at a great time. We have a new instructor, Sophie, who is very talented. Our change rooms are on your right, and the studio is just across the hall.”

I walk down the hallway and enter the change room, putting my bag away and taking off my sweater. Underneath I’m wearing a yellow tank top that leaves my arms free, and my only pair of yoga pants, which, while not being brand name have the most important quality of being comfy and flexible. I walk into the classroom and the heat and humidity hit me like stepping out of a plane into the tropics. The first bead of sweat is already forming on my brow. I cannot help but feel envy in my heart as I look at the instructor, a young woman with a perfect body, with a washboard stomach betraying not an ounce of fat. Her tight tanktop exposed her midriff and naval, and her yoga shorts fell just below her hipbones, showcasing a body toned by countless hours in the gym. Stop being jealous! She must have worked for hours everyday to get that. Sure, you have a few extra pounds, but if you stick with a healthy exercise and diet routine you can look better as well. The room had a hardwood floor with gym mats spread out, and snugly fit the dozen or so students who were stretching or waiting with varying degrees of comfort on their faces. One of the burliest men I have seen in my life was stretching with a confident expression on his face. He seems to be concentrating completely on the moment.

“Hey,” he says, with a deep, yet sonorous voice. I would have expected it to be as gruff as the five o’clock shadow which outlined a strong jaw. His eyes were warm, friendly, and full of life, and made his bulk less intimidating. He looks like the polar opposite of the tall, slim men I usually prefer. He is probably a few inches shy of six feet, but built like a ton of bricks. I place my mat down and sit in front of him, almost close enough to reach out and touch him.

“Hello,” I say back, and that’s all that comes out of my mouth. I cannot think of anything witty, or charming, or anything else as I cannot help but let my eyes roam over his burly chest, dark chest hairs curling their way above his fitted t shirt. He looks like he is about to say more, but the instructor’s voice cuts him off.

“Welcome to introductory hot yoga. I’m sure you guys and girls will love it, and I look forward to seeing you come back and your flexibility and form improve. Since this is a beginner lesson, and some of you may never have tried yoga or hot yoga before, we are going to be doing a five minute warmup followed by a 15 minute routine. If anyone becomes faint or needs water, please excuse yourself and you will find a water fountain to the left outside of the door. Now, everybody stand up and follow my stretches.”

The room spins slightly as I stand too quickly, the blood rushing from my brain and it takes me a second for it to settle. Note to self, stand up slowly! Sarah starts with the arms, but it is hard to follow her with the specimen of a man in front of me. He is so different from what I usually am attracted to in a guy, but as he stretches his muscular biceps I can tell he has litheness and grace, each move seems to be calculated and without wasted effort. He seems so much more powerful than the skinny guys I usually date. He is completely and utterly in control of his body in a way that makes me uncomfortably aware of the fact that in comparison, my balance is absolutely embarrassing. Sarah leads us through the stretches, and the heat of the room starts to work its way into my very muscles.              

“Now, let’s stretch our legs. Follow my lead” says the instructor.

As I grab my leg to lift it, I lose my balance and fall forward, throwing out my hands to catch myself on the broad back of the man in front of me. He barely grunts and his back feels like falling into a brick wall.

“Careful there!” he says, but without any bite in his voice, and a slight smile takes all of the sting out. Still, I can feel my cheeks flushed red, hoping everyone will think it is the heat of the room rather than my embarrassment as I mumble out an apology.

“Alright, is everyone feeling good and stretched?” says the instructor after the five minutes are up. “Now, the first pose we are going to do is called the cat pose. It is very simple, but I will make sure that everyone’s form is perfect before we move on. Now, watch as I enter the pose.”

Sophie gets on all fours, arching her back in the first pose. I can feel myself breathe a little sigh of relief, it does not look too crazy. Plus, on all fours there is no chance of me falling over and making a fool of myself again! I enter the pose, copying the form not of the instructor but of the beast of a man in front of me, watching his broad shoulders ripple under his shirt as he enters the pose. What would it feel like to have him on top of me? I would feel so helpless under all those muscles.

“Inhale from the bottom of your chest and curl your toes, drop your belly and keep your abs tense. Slowly move your gaze up to the ceiling,” says Sarah, demonstrating once she is sure that everyone has the first pose ready. I am entranced by the body in front of me, and the view I have of his firm, powerful buttocks. I can’t help myself from imagining reaching out and giving him a pinch on his firm ass, and a hard one at that. I’d like to see if he can keep his poise after that! I have always loved a man with a nice ass, and the one in front of me is quite the prime specimen. The heat of the room is filling me completely as I hold the pose, and the mixture of staring at the man in front of me and the tropical temperatures of the room is making me feel faint. 

“Now I want everyone to exhale, breathe out all that air and release the tops of your feet to the floor. Round your spine like this and drop your head to look at the floor.”

It is a blessing to look at the floor and try to compose myself. I can feel my sweat covering my body, and the heat is all through my and between my thighs.

“Now, we repeat the first pose but I want you to really push yourself on this one”.

The heat keeps and humidity keep creeping up, and I can’t take my eyes off the drop of sweat slowly dripping down his beefy thighs in front of me. The heat is all through me, sweat sheening on my body and it is not all from the humidity of the room, but the sight in front of me. The tree trunks that were barely concealed by his rugby shorts are covered in thick hair, in stark contrast to the boyish front desk attendant that I was ogling earlier. My breath catches as he slips with a grace that should not be possible with his bulky physique into the next pose. Dirty, primal thoughts race through my brain. Imagine him on top of me, his sweaty body dripping on me, utterly manhandling me as he has his way with me. I wouldn’t be able to move a muscle to stop him doing whatever he wanted.

The bulge of his cock is straining obscenely against his tight rugby shorts. I can see his large, heavy balls and have to force the dirtiest, lewdest thoughts from my mind. The sight of him, sweaty and massive makes me want to lick his body, taste the saltiness, bite into his thick muscles and feel his hands all over me. Unbidden, memories of the last time I was in this exact pose, arching my ass up, completely naked as my ex took me from behind. The man in front of me is so much bigger, and I can smell the slightest musk from him, the sight, the smell and the heat making my brain whirl as I cannot stop myself from imagining if we switched places, imagining his eyes undressing my ass, his strong hands grabbing my hips and pulling me roughly back against him as he fucked me however he pleased. Oh God, I would feel so helpless in bed with a man like that.

“Now hold that pose, everyone, while I come around to check your form.”

My eyes are undressing him, imagining seeing his naked ass, his cock free from its prison and dangling enticingly between his legs. What it would feel like, to suck each ball on at a time, tasting his musk and sweat and then licking up and down that massive tool. I am almost drooling as Sarah walks around the room.

“Perfect form!” she says to the man in front of me, then gets to me.

“You almost have it. Here, really sink into it” she says applying the slightest pressure to hips and I feel myself surrender into the pose, finally capturing some small part of grace for myself. My body is burning as I feel myself surrender into the pose, the fire in my body matching the lust in my mind. I had no idea that yoga could be such a workout. The poses are repeated, again and again, and then Sarah leads us into a cooldown and stretch for the last five minutes. Finally it is over, and I let myself sit down gratefully, soaking with sweat and with my muscles on fire but with a deep satisfaction akin to post-coitus bliss.

“Now be careful when you leave. Your body is not used to this kind of heat, and you might feel like you want to drink a gallon of water. Just be careful, drink slow, and let yourself get back to normal,”  cautions the instructor as we start to get up and file out of the room. I feel dehydrated but also clean and healthy in a way I had not felt for years. I leave the room and turn to my left, where a small line has formed for the water fountain. I get in line and none other than the thick man who was in front of me lines up behind me, giving me a smile that weakens my knees.

“First time doing yoga?” he says in that deep voice of his. His close cropped hair is soaking with sweat, and his shirt clings to his body from the perspiration showing off impressive muscles and definition.

“Yes, was it so obvious?” I reply, feeling the strain from exertion in my voice and wishing that yoga was as effortless for me as the guy standing in front of me. His muscular form speaks to countless hours in the gym, but the way he stands is not like the meatheads I usually see walking around in tank tops thinking they are God’s gift to women. He is not puffing his chest out or flexing “accidentally”, and even as he stands he has a dangerous grace to him.

“Oh no, you were fine. I just remember my first time at yoga… I had a bit of a slip just like you. Except instead of someone to catch me, I ended up knocking over the woman next to me like I was a human domino,” he chuckled ruefully. “Luckily your fall was much less embarrassing!”

I laugh as well. The image of him knocking over some five foot nothing yoga chick is quite the picture.

“My name is Mark,” he says, extending a rough and calloused hand that engulfs mine as I grasp it. Is he checking me out? I think I caught his eyes go to my chest. Oh, don’t kid yourself Rachel, after looking at the yoga instructor he probably thinks I am flabby and out of shape. Just because you’ve been checking him out all night doesn’t mean he wants you. 

“I’m Rachel. It’s nice to meet you Mark.”

“Pleased to meet you Rachel. You’re up!” he says. Up? Oh! The woman drinking in front of me had moved on seconds ago and I am holding up the line. Ugh, I’ve heard of getting lost in a guys eyes, but in his chest? I bend over to sip in a ladylike fashion, but the temptation of the cool water overwhelms me and I end up gulping it down like a madwoman to quench my parched thirst. I finish up and head to the change room, pulling my sweat soaked clothes off of me and gratefully slipping into my dry, clean jeans and blouse. A shiver crawled up and down my spine as images of Mark in the changeroom, his body free of pesky clothes and dripping with sweat invade my mind. It’s not fair, where did this come from? Sure it has been a few… well, eight months since I last got laid, but this is just lewd. What am I, a teen boy staring at his hot teacher? Get a grip Rachel!

I leave the changeroom and as I am about to walk past the men’s Mark happens to come out, and we end up walking towards the entrance together. 

“What a feeling hot yoga gives you, eh? It’s exhilarating,” he says conversationally. And it’s true. I can feel it deep within me, a healthiness that fills me from top to bottom. I never believed those cleanses or getting rid of toxins, but it feels like I just sweated out all the poisons in my body.

“That’s a great way to describe it. It feels... so freeing.”

“Want to grab a quick bite at the café? I must confess I have already eaten dinner but I like to eat after a good yoga session, even if I am drenched in sweat. I tried the gym’s cafe last time I came, it’s actually quite good.” 

I’m shocked. This guy wants to get something to eat with me? He’s way out of my league. Sure I’m cute, but guys who sculpt their bodies into something that beautiful deserve the same from a woman. Shut up Rachel, he’s asking you to get a bite to eat, it doesn’t mean anything. 

“I am a bit peckish!” I say, and cringe internally at my choice of words and over-eager tone. Who the hell says peckish anymore? Did anyone ever say it other than my mother? 

“I was hoping you would say that,” he says, looking over at me with a smile. That smile looked a little too knowing for my taste. Shit, has he noticed me checking him out? I’ve been practically drooling over his body all night.

He leads me past the reception desk and into the small café, which is almost empty. It is a seat yourself set up, and I am pleasantly surprised as he pulls out a chair for me. I wouldn’t have thought he’d be a gentleman… I feel ashamed for imagining him doing such dirty things to me. We sit down and a serve comes by to drop off menus and water, and makes his exit as we politely decline drinks.

“So, what made you decide yoga?” he asks interestedly.

Quick, think of a less embarrassing reason than it was either start yoga or continue my 8pm routine of eating a bag of chips and binge watching a new show. “Well, I was handed a business card and decided to come on a whim. Have you been going to this studio for a while? You don’t seem like the type who needs a beginner class anymore.”

“This is my second time at this studio. I’ve been doing yoga for five years now, and like you I was handed a business card and decided to check out this gym.”

The waited comes around again, and we order. He is having a burger and fries, and I chose a garden salad. No reason to cancel out the calories I burned off at yoga with anything substantial.

“Five years, that’s dedication. I honestly have trouble sticking with exercise plans for more than a week, much less a year. How do you keep going?”

He chuckles ruefully before answering. “Well, I didn’t have much of a choice. I manage a construction company now, but five years ago I was doing the manual labour. I took a bad fall and lost a lot of my flexibility, and the doctor insisted I give yoga a try. The guys made fun of me for a while, but I’ve found it isn’t just physically great, it also is a perfect way to manage stresses.”

“Maybe I should try falling off a building, I need something to give me a kick of motivation,” I say and instantly regret making light of his obviously serious past injury until he starts to chuckle.

“Oh, I wouldn’t try anything so drastic as that. I find that for starting out, it can help to have someone to help motivate you. When I started going to the gym in university, me and my buddy would take turns driving each other in the morning. Nothing like someone yelling at you at 6am to get your ass in gear!”

“6 am? If anyone woke me up that early they better watch out.”

The food arrives, and I tuck in eagerly. The garden salad is light and refreshing, with a light but fresh tasting ranch style dressing that is miles above anything that came out of a bottle. He tucks into his burger with the same eagerness, and the first few bites are enjoyed in silence as we savour the tastes of our well earned meal.

“6 am is when the gym was empty. Our university was too cheap to buy more than one squat rack so it was essential to make the drive up as soon as possible. Luckily it was only a five minute drive. My latest gym is twenty minutes away, which is one of the reasons I am considering this one. I live out by Elwood, so it’s barely a ten minute commute.”

“I live in Elwood as well! I’m right by the park.” What a lucky coincidence. It’s going to be hard being at home alone when I know a guy like this is in the neighborhood. 

He looks pleased and surprised. “No kidding, eh? I’m just a few streets down from you. Are you planning on going to the next hot yoga in two days?”

My plans were actually to crack a bottle of wine and re-watch Titanic. “Yes, I was planning on going. It will be great to get a routine in. This salad dressing is amazing by the way, good idea to come by.”

“If you’d like, I could give you a ride to yoga. Maybe me knocking at your door will help you get into a routine - don’t worry, I promise not to come at 6am. I value my safety a little too much.”

“That sounds perfect. It’s at eight again, correct?”

“That’s right. Here, pass me your phone and I’ll plug in my details.”

I hand over my phone, and our hands graze as I give it to him. Look how big his hand is compared to mine, mine could get swallowed up in his and you couldn’t even see it. I’d love to feel those hands roaming over my body, grabbing whatever they like. 

We finish up and pay the bills, then walk to our cars and say out goodbyes. He drives a large truck, dirtied from use, which normally would seem out of place in suburbia but makes sense for a construction manager. Looks like he sometimes longs for when he was working with his hands. I drive home distracted. Thoughts of Mark are possessing my mind, interrupting my thoughts. I can feel the wetness between my thighs as I walk in the door. I walk to the bathroom to have a shower, and as I turn it on and the water heats I pull off my clothes, shivering and not just from the cold. My look at myself in the mirror, nude with my nipples hardening and then hop in the shower, losing myself in the hot steam. I soap myself and cannot help but start to play with my hard nipples, rubbing them between my thumb and fingers, feeling the suds sliding off them as I pinch them. I’m so sensitive right now. I imagine that it is Mark’s hands on my nipples, and I pinch them harder, as hard as I can. His hands could pinch so much harder than this, he could have me screaming in pain if he wanted to, holy fuck he could do anything he wanted to me and there is nothing I could to stop him from spanking me, forcing me to deepthroat his cock, forcing himself into me no matter how hard I tried to resist. I have watched bdsm porn before, imagining that I was the slut getting whipped and tied up, but never before have I imagined being taken by force by a man I’ve seen in person. My hand slides down between my legs, teasing myself, and I slide a finger in as I imagine him in this shower, pushing my roughly against the wall and pinning me there as he mounts me, his cock stretching my pussy and fucking my so deeply as I am crushed helpless against the wall. I grab the shower nozzle and aim it at my clit, the pressure feeling almost painful in the intensity of the pleasure. I love to do this to myself, to give myself so much pleasure it is unbearable, until I can no longer take it anymore. But if I was with him, I couldn’t choose to stop. He could make me cum and then abuse my oversensitive pussy, make me cum over and over until my legs were shaking and I beg him to stop, and then he could choose whatever he likes. Oh, oh God it feels so gooood.  The pleasure overtakes me completely, and I feel the waves of my orgasm shudder through me, my legs, weak from yoga, giving out slightly as I am forced to use the slipper shower walls for support and pull the showerhead from my pussy quickly as the hot jets become painful in their intensity. 

I finish up my shower and am lost in a haze. What the hell Rachel? You meet this guy and suddenly want to submit to him? Where is this coming from? Oh God but I’ve never felt such an animal attraction to anyone. I need him, I need his cock and I need his strong arms to take me however he wants to. 

The next days pass in a blur. At work I am distracted, and Johnson, my coworker, asks me if I’m alright. I can’t very well tell him that I keep picturing me on my knees, Mark’s hands on the back of my head forcing me to deepthroat his massive cock. Finally, it is Thursday and with only an hour to spare until yoga, I finish getting ready. I look at myself in the mirror critically. I went yesterday and splurged on some new yoga pants, pretending to myself that they would be just another way to keep going to yoga but knowing in my heart that the real reason I got them is because they make my ass look fantastic. I’m wearing a lower cut shirt, showing off slight cleavage. I can’t wait to feel his eyes looking down my shirt, imagining me naked. 

The doorbell rings, and I walk up to it, feeling nervous. I open the door to Mark’s welcome smile.

“Hello there yoga buddy,” he grins. His gaze drops slightly to my chest, then back up again in a moment. If I hadn’t been watching for it, I would have missed his look. I hope he likes what he sees at much as me.  

“Well hello to you as well. Ready to work up a sweat?” I say, surprised at how forward I am. I want this man so badly it’s turning me into quite a brass lady, if you can still call me a lady after how I came imagining him having his way with me. 

“Always. Shall we head out?”

“Sure,” I say, and he leads me to his truck. It’s big, dirty and powerful, looking like it has never been washed. “You never wash this thing?”

“Well,” he says as we climb into the truck, “It’s bad enough that I do yoga, I need someway to keep my masculinity. Plus, I save on water.”

He drives like he is does yoga. Strong, sure, and in control. We park and walk into Courts Yoga, and he holds the door open for me.

The class is torture, pure and simple. He is beside me, and I cannot focus, I’m devouring him with my eyes. The routine is longer and harder this time, sweat drips down our bodies as we sink into each pose. My legs are shaking by the time we are done, and I collapse on the floor at the end, gasping for breath in the heat.

“Here, let me help you,” he says, and I outstretch my arms for him to help me off the ground. I barely have to use my legs as he pulls me to my feet, feeling his strong arms on mine, holding me tightly. I’m standing face to face with him, I want to kiss him, I want him to fuck me right here in front of everyone, oh God what am I thinking. 

I change quickly and meet Mark in the hallway. He is smiling that knowing smile. It’s like he knows exactly what I’m thinking, knows that I’m been fantasizing about him since the first time I laid eyes on him. We walk to his truck, talking about the routine, and when we start driving he asks exactly what I was hoping to hear.

“Want to swing by my place for a smoothie before heading home? It’s a great, cool refresher after a night of hot yoga.”

“That sounds superb,” I say, biting my lip. I know exactly what swinging by his place means after the way we have been looking at each other all night. His arms on the wheel are so strong, and I remember the way he picked me up so effortlessly. I can feel my nipples hardening as I imagine him pinching them, spanking me, fucking me hard. We get to his house, which is only a minute from mine, and as we pull into the driving I cannot help but be impressed by the place. It is two stories, and looks modern, but not in the tacky new age avant guard style favored by the delusional new rich. 

“You’ve got a terrific place,” I say, and I can tell by his quick look of pride that he is aware by what he has and the work he has put into it. 

“Thank you Rachel, one of the perks of managing a construction company is that you can build whatever you like. This was and is my dream home, and I bought the land, tore down the house that was there, and built this from the ground up with my coworkers.”

He unlocks the front door and we walk in, leaving our shoes by the door. We enter the kitchen, which is full of chrome steel and new appliances, and he goes to open the fridge. 

“What would you like? Banana strawberry? Mango blueberry?”

“Hmm,” I say, walking behind him, standing so close to him I can feel the heat from his sweaty body and look into the fridge, which has containers full of chopped up fruits. “Well, it’s your place so you should have whatever you like.”

He turns, hearing the heat in my voice and looks into my smoldering eyes. I’m practically begging to be fucked. We stand there for a second, the heat and tension unbearable. Kiss me, kiss me and use me. His mouth is on mine instantly, kissing me deep as his hand pull me close. I am pressed against his strong chest, his arms trapping me as his tongue invades my mouth, kissing me deeply and passionately. His hands slide down to my ass, and I feel him groping me hard, so hard. His hands are taking control of me. His hand slides down the back of my shorts, squeezing the bare flesh of my ass. He lifts me up as he continues to kiss me, and I wrap my legs around him, clenching my thighs and feeling my pussy rubbing against his muscular belly. He opens a door behind me as he lifts me, and suddenly we are in his bedroom and he drops me on his bed, mounting me by all fours, never stopping kissing me. His mouth is dominating mine, and is arm grope me, sliding up and down my body. Your hands are all over me, I can’t take this teasing, you’re playing with me, toying with my lust. He breaks the kiss off to rip my shirt off of me, and one hand moves to my shorts as the other undoes my bra, letting my tits fall out only to be pinched and toyed with. His fingers grab my nipple and pull hard, so hard that I gasp in pain but he doesn’t stop, twisting it cruelly. Shocks of pleasure travel through my body as the enormity of the situation overwhelms me, I am in bed with a man so much physically stronger than me that even if I wanted to stop he could overpower me and fuck me without breaking a sweat. Oh my God I’m so wet. His hand rubs against my clothed pussy, tantalizing me and causing  me to moan deeply in my lust.  I want your fingers in my pussy, I want your cock to pound me like a slut. I try to pull his shirt off, and he takes it off, exposing the body I have been dreaming of for days. He has black chest hair covering a strong chest, with barely any fat covering thick, solid muscle. His sweat is dripping on me as he pulls of my shorts and panties, his mouth descending to my nipple. His tongue licks and sucks at my nipple, and it hardens painfully as jolts of pleasure flow through me and I open my mouth in a low, desperate moan. Oh fuck I can’t take this anymore. I can’t take it I need your cock I need your cock “I need your cock please Mark stop teasing me” oh fuck did I say that out loud I don’t care if he thinks I’m a whore I need to be pounded hard and now.

He pulls his shorts down and off letting his cock springs free. It’s massive, throbbing and dripping precum, and heavy balls show his hunger and need as he rubs  his cock head against my begging pussy. “Please just put it in,” I moan as he teases me mercilessly, his cock rubbing against my sloppy wet pussy, sliding between the lips and driving me mad with desire. 

“I want to hear you beg, Rachel, I saw the way you’ve been looking at me. I’ve never seen a woman with such need in her eyes as you, and I knew the first day I saw you that you would be begging for my cock.”

“Please Mark, please fuuuck me I need it so bad.” The words are flowing out of my mouth uncontrolled, my dignity is gone in my desperation and I feel no shame as I beg for his cock. His hands go to my painfully erect nipples and pinch them hard as I beg, causing my words to stumble out in the pain. 

“I bet you went straight home after last yoga and played with yourself thinking of me, didn’t you Rachel you little slut,” he says. How the fuck did he know that, how does he know what I am thinking. His cock pulses as he grinds it against my pussy, and I can feel my hips thrusting desperately, trying to pull his member into me. 

“I did I couldn’t help it I wanted you so bad,” I manage to say between my moans of desire. 

“And what did you think about me doing?”

“Using me like a whore using me like your little fucktoy spanking me whipping me tying me up making me suck your cock making me cum over and over please just fuck me I need your cock so bad,” I moan and I feel completely and utterly out of control and he shoves his cock into my soaking wet slit in one powerful motion. Ohhh I’m so fulllll. He starts to pound me hard, fucking me and pulling me close with his powerful arms, and I am completely trapped in his embrace as he fucks me like a mad beast. He wanted me just as bad as I wanted him, he just knows how to control himself. 

Nothing has felt so good as his cock in me, nothing has ever made me so helpless and controlled, his huge, sweaty body covering me and his growls in my ear as he takes me like I have never been taken before. I’m losing control I can’t even think anymore this feels so fucking good I’ve never been fucked like this before. He holds nothing back as he fucks me mercilessly, and I can only try to hold on, my hands trying to grab hold of something, anything, sliding over his sweaty, muscular back as he pounds me like a whore. I can hear my moans, constant and uncontrolled, louder than his primal growls and I can barely believe what is coming from my mouth. “Oh Mark give me what I need I need that cock of yours so bad fuck me harder” I sound like such a slut what am I saying oh God it feels so good. I can feel myself coming close to blissful release as his cock rubs against my g spot and he is pulling me so tight to his body that my clit is rubbing against his chest. I need to cum more than anything oh I’m so close don’t stop don’t stop “Don’t stop Mark you’re going to make me cum don’t stop Aaaaah!” My pussy starts to clench as pleasure overpowers me as his cock never stops its rhythmic pounding of me and waves of bliss wash over me. I’m cumming I’m cumming oh this feels sooo goood. “Yes Mark yes” I hear myself scream as the waves of my orgasm crash over my whole body and his cock keeps sliding in and out. 

He kisses me deeply, running his hands through my sweaty hair, slowing his thrusts with remarkable control. He pulls his cock from me, and it is dripping from my juices and his precum, glistening and huge. It looks so hungry, it looks so angry and demanding, throbbing and pulsing and so fucking sexy.

“You’ve got yours, now it’s my turn,” he says commandingly, and lays beside me, pushing my head down to his massive cock. He forces my mouth onto it, and I can taste my juices on him mixed with his precum, and I fight my gag instinct as he roughly bobs my head up and down on his huge cock. His member fills my mouth completely, rubbing against my tongue as he grabs me by my hair and head pulling me up and down forcefully. I’ve never deep throated before he can’t push my mouth any further he can’t. “Please I can’t breath,” I try to say but only a muffled moan comes out as he forces two thirds of his cock deep into my throat, and I realize my moans of desperation are only turning him on more as he manhandles my head, forcing me to serve him.  “Play with my balls,” he says, and with his other hand grabs my arm and pulls my hand to his balls, and I rub them and pull, and he grunts in pleasure and increases the tempo that he pushes my mouth up and down, his cock deep in my throat as I struggle to accommodate his girth. Oh my God it’s so massive I feel like such a whore gagging on his cock but there’s nothing I can do he has me trapped and holy fuck I love being used like this. I am growing desperate to breath, barely getting any air through my nose as he pushes my mouth farther and farther down his cock, forcing me to deep throat his massive rod. 

“You’re such a good cocksucking little whore,” he says, and it feels so right to be called this, “Oh yeah I’m going to fill that sexy little mouth with my cum.”

His cock starts to pulse and grow even harder. I don’t think I can handle this load. I try desperately to pull my head away from his cock, to let him cum over my mouth but he has different ideas and growls as he pushes my mouth deeper on his cock. My lips are on his balls holy shit I can feel them clenching oh God he’s cumming he’s filling my mouth I can’t handle this. I swallow desperately as his cock explodes in my mouth, sending wave after wave of his salty load into my mouth, and I can’t keep up, cum leaking from my lips as he lets go of my head and I gasp for air as his cock keeps shooting hot strands all over my face, his growls louder than ever. Finally it is over, and I am panting for breath, finally able to breath properly again. 

“Mmm, you’re amazing Rachel,” he gasps, out of breath as well. I grab a handkerchief from his bedside table, wiping the cum from his face as I gasp for air. “Holy fuck Mark that was the most intense lay of my life.”

“I knew you were a slut for me as soon as I saw you,” he says, smiling confidently. “Have you ever been used like that before?”

“No,” I say truthfully. “I had a boyfriend that spanked me a few times, but nothing like that.” 

“And you enjoyed it?”

I shudder with pleasure. “More than anything Mark.”

“Then we’ll have to do it again. Now, I think we have some smoothies to drink, unless you’ve had enough to drink already.”

“I’d love a smoothie, just let me go get cleaned up.”

I walk to the bathroom, and look in the mirror, shocked at my appearance. Cum is on my bright red face, sweat dripping from me and a look of utter satisfaction on my face. I clean up, drink water, and meet Mark in the kitchen where the sound of a blender running emanates. He hands me a blueberry mango smoothie, and I drink deep, the cooling liquid relaxing me. We sit and drink, and then I go and put my clothes on. He drives me home and we chat and joke the entire way. I don’t feel embarrassed at all... in fact that was the best sex of my life. That night I have the most relaxing sleep of my night, and wake up completely refreshed and filled with anticipation of more to come. I can’t wait for next yoga class.                

OEBPS/images/image_55ee02c8-d118-42f1-b78b-f7a012f195c32157442960070996362.jpg
Five intense stoiies 0/ women o/u;cmfmmg
their be /ammte/

Brooke Dubois





