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Part One

I step onto the campus, and it hits me all at once—the vastness of the buildings, the hum of students rushing between classes, the sense that everyone here already belongs somewhere, while I’m still fumbling with my schedule. My backpack feels heavier than it should, weighed down by notebooks and an anxious heartbeat. Mathematics, Computer Science, Physics—how did I ever think I could handle all this?

The morning sun warms my face as I cross the grassy expanse of the quad, the soft crunch of my sneakers against the gravel path barely audibles under the buzz of conversation and distant laughter. I pull out my schedule again, squinting at the tiny letters and numbers, searching for the right lecture hall. Every classroom number looks like a secret code, a riddle I’m too shy to solve confidently.

And yet, I keep moving forward, letting the energy of the campus sweep me along, hoping that somewhere in this maze of corridors and lecture halls, I’ll find a place where I belong.

I finally spot the lecture hall, its heavy wooden doors looming like a threshold to some unknown world. As I approach, a group of students is gathered near the entrance, laughing and joking. My eyes catch one of them, and my breath hitches.

He’s tall, impossibly broad-shouldered, and… breathtaking. Every detail about him seems sharpened, from the curve of his jaw to the way his dark hair catches the sunlight. And then his eyes—oh God, his eyes—lock onto mine. It’s like he’s staring straight through me, a predator assessing its prey. My heart flutters, wild and unsteady.

I glance away, quickly, desperate to keep my composure, but the warmth of his gaze lingers, spreading through me like wildfire. I can’t—won’t—stay near him. I weave through the students, scanning the rows for an empty seat, settling as far from him as possible. My notebook shakes slightly in my hands, but I force myself to focus on the front of the room, on anything that isn’t him, even as my stomach does tiny, helpless somersaults.

Suddenly, he steps away from the group of boys, moving with a calm authority that makes my knees feel unsteady. He descends the stairs to the front of the lecture hall, and a hush falls over the room. My stomach twists when he clears his throat and introduces himself: “I’m Professor Kellan. Welcome to Advanced Physics.”

The realization hits me like a jolt of electricity. He’s the professor. My notebook trembles in my hands as I scramble to find a seat—far away, as far from him as possible—because even though he makes my heart race in ways I can’t explain, a part of me is terrified of the heat that seems to radiate from him. My eyes flick to the front again, and he’s looking… straight at me.

The lecture starts, and I try to focus on the equations scrawled across the board, but it’s impossible. Every movement he makes—the tilt of his head, the way his fingers trace the chalk—seems magnified, almost hypnotic. I catch myself sneaking glances at him when I think he isn’t looking, but of course, he is.

At one point, he asks a question, scanning the room with those piercing eyes. My stomach flips when it lingers just a fraction too long in my direction. I can feel my face heating, and I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, hoping no one notices how flustered I am.

He moves closer to the board, and the sunlight catches the lines of his jaw, the muscles in his arm flexing as he writes. I’m mesmerized, every nerve on fire, and yet I keep telling myself to stay composed. He’s the professor. Stay composed.

Then, as if sensing my tension, he pauses, turning slightly, and our eyes meet for a heartbeat longer than necessary. My chest tightens, and I quickly lower my gaze, pretending to scribble notes, but my hand shakes. Somewhere deep down, I know this is only the beginning—that this isn’t just fascination. It’s something more… dangerous, thrilling, impossible.

By the time the lecture draws to a close, I can barely remember a single formula. My mind is consumed by the memory of the way he looked at me, the warmth of his gaze lingering like fire against my skin.

“Any questions?” His voice cuts through the haze, calm, commanding. “If anything’s unclear, feel free to come see me after class.”

I sit frozen for a moment, telling myself I shouldn’t, that it’s absurd, that I barely know him—but then something inside me takes over. A pull I can’t resist, a reckless curiosity mingled with something far more dangerous. My feet move before my brain catches up, and suddenly I’m walking toward him.

The room empties around me, the chatter fading into a dull hum. He looks at me, and my breath catches. His gaze is sharp, appraising, intense—as if he’s reading every thought I’m trying desperately to hide. My chest tightens, and I feel the heat creeping up my neck, my ears burning.

“You came,” he says, his tone almost a statement, but there’s a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. I nod, words failing me, and suddenly the space between us feels charged, heavy with something neither of us has yet named.

I barely register the sound of chairs scraping and students filing out. The room empties, leaving a strange hush behind. I shuffle my feet, my notebook clutched to my chest, suddenly aware of how absurd this all feels. Why did I even come here? I don’t even have a question.

“This was a dumb idea,” I mutter under my breath, turning toward the door, ready to escape before I make a complete fool of myself.

And then—his voice stops me. “Meet me in ten minutes, Room 206.”

I freeze, my heart hammering in my chest. I stare at him, speechless, shocked, and completely flustered. He’s my professor. He can’t—he shouldn’t—yet there’s a part of me, a daring, foolish part, that can’t deny the thrill coiling in my stomach. I would be lying if I said it didn’t make my pulse race.

I blink, try to regain my composure, and then I’m moving, quick and silent, like a little rabbit fleeing danger. My legs carry me away from him, down the hallway, straight to the nearest bathroom. I slam the door shut behind me, pressing my back against it, and finally allow myself to breathe.

I lean against the cool tile wall, trying to steady my breathing, but it’s useless. My mind is a storm, tangled with thoughts of him, the way he looked at me, the intensity of his gaze. I know it’s forbidden—he’s my professor—and yet every rule in my head is screaming overpowered by something more reckless, more thrilling.

I walk over to the mirror, staring at my own reflection. My cheeks are flushed, my hair messy, but I can’t seem to care. The girl staring back at me looks like she’s caught between fear and desire, and the truth is, I am caught. My eyes flicker to the edge of the mirror, half-expecting him to be there, and the thought makes my pulse spike in a way that’s both terrifying and intoxicating.

I press my palms to the sink, trying to anchor myself, trying to think, but the only thing I can focus on is him—Professor Kellan, and the fact that in just a few minutes, I’m going to meet him in Room 206. I don’t know when I decided to meet him, only that I did, unable to stop myself.

My knees feel like jelly as I step out of the bathroom, each footstep hesitant and uncertain. The hallway stretches ahead, quiet now, the echo of my own nervous heartbeat louder than anything else. I clutch my notebook to my chest, trying to steady my trembling hands, but it’s useless.

Room 206 looms at the end of the corridor, ordinary and unremarkable, yet suddenly it feels charged, dangerous, thrilling. I take a deep breath, trying to summon some shred of composure, and then push the door open, my heart hammering in my ears.

The door clicks shut behind me, and the quiet of Room 206 wraps around us. My pulse spikes; it feels impossibly loud in the small space. He’s standing near the front, casually leaning against the desk, but every inch of him radiates control, confidence, and something far more dangerous.

He looks up as I step in, his eyes locking onto mine immediately, and I feel a shiver run down my spine. There’s a weight to his gaze, intense and consuming, as if he can see every thought racing through my head.

“Glad you came,” he says, his voice low, calm, deliberate. It sends a rush through me, a mix of fear and something wildly exhilarating. I nod, words caught somewhere between my brain and my racing heart.

I notice the way his shoulders fill the space, how the sunlight glints off the edge of his hair, how close he is without actually moving. Every instinct in me screams to turn and run, yet my legs betray me, rooting me to the spot. The air between us feels electric, charged with tension that neither of us tries to hide.

I don't want to say anything, too afraid of what might slip out. A part of me wishes he would speak first, break the silence, but I know he's waiting, watching, reading my reaction. I'm trapped between the urge to flee and the desire to stay, to see what happens next.

After a moment, he steps toward me, closing the distance between us in two long strides. The air seems to change, crackling with energy. His gaze is fixed on mine, his eyes searching, probing. He takes another step, and suddenly the space between us disappears.

"Look at me." His voice is low, commanding.

I feel my pulse racing, my stomach doing tiny flips.

"Look at me." His hands reach out and grip my arms.

I can't look away. My body trembles under his touch.

He leans in close, his lips almost brushing against my ear.

"I want you."

My knees go weak.

"I can't."

His voice is barely above a whisper, but it's enough. "Yes, you can."

"No. It's wrong. You're my professor."

"Then why are you here?"

"Because I couldn't stay away."

His fingers dig into my arms, holding me in place. "You need to choose."

My heart pounds. I can't think.

"I choose you."

"Then prove it."

My hands shake, but I reach up and brush his cheek with my fingertips. He leans into my touch, his eyes darkening.

I take a deep breath. My heart hammers in my chest.

"I'm yours."

He presses his lips against mine, and everything else disappears. It's slow, tender, and oh so gentle. I melt into him, losing myself in his kiss.

We break apart, breathless and trembling. My body aches for him, desperate for more.

He kisses me again, and this time it's raw, hungry, demanding. His tongue parts my lips, exploring my mouth, claiming me.

I lose myself in his touch, his scent, his taste.

His hands roam over my body, possessive and needy.

His fingers finding their way down to my sensitive parts.

"I can see, how wet you are down there, sweetheart.", he murmurs against my chest. Breathless. "Shameless little kitten, let me take care of that."

He cups my mound, his thumb teasing my clit, and I arch against him, desperate for more.

I moan softly. His lips find mine again, his kisses growing more heated.

"Professor," I whisper. "Please."

"Tell me what you want." His voice is a growl, a promise of dark, wicked things.

"You. I want you."

"Then take me."

He grips my hips and lifts me up onto the desk. My skirt rides up, exposing my thighs.

He leans in, his lips inches from mine. "Do you have any idea how hard you make me?"

My cheeks flush. "I-I'm sorry."

"Don't be." He kisses me again, hard, bruising.

His hands slide up my thighs, pushing my skirt up even further. His fingers tease the edges of my panties.

"Is this okay?" he asks, his voice husky with desire.

"Yes."

His hands grip the fabric and pull, ripping the delicate lace. My breath catches.

"Professor," I gasp.

"Don't call me that when we are in private. Call me Master. Did you understand me, little kitten?", he asks while pushing his knee between my legs, forcing them apart.

"Yes, master."

"Good girl." He slips a finger into me, and I bite back a moan.

He curls his finger inside me, stroking that sweet spot, and I writhe against him, gasping and moaning.

"You're so tight, kitten."

He adds a second finger, stretching me. "And so wet."

"I-I can't..." I trail off, lost in pleasure.

"That's it, sweetheart." He moves his fingers in and out, faster and faster, and I clutch at him, desperate for release.

"Please," I beg.

"Tell me what you want."

"More. Please."

He slides his fingers out, and I whimper at the loss. But before I can protest, he lines himself up and pushes into me.

I cry out as he fills me, stretching and filling me in ways his fingers never could. He grabs my hips, pulling me against him.

"You're so fucking tight," he groans.

"Master," I moan, and he growls in response.

He thrusts into me, harder and deeper. My body responds, clenching around him.

"You're perfect," he says, his voice strained. "Such a good little kitten."

"I-I'm close," I gasp.

"Come for me," he orders, his voice low and commanding.

I obey, shuddering around him. He buries himself inside me, groaning as he finds his release.

"Oh God." I collapse against him, trembling.

"That's right, kitten. Let go. You're mine."

I cling to him, breathing hard.

"Mine," he whispers, stroking my hair. "And I'm not letting you go."

My heart soars. "Yes, master."

"Now," he says, a wicked smile on his lips, "let's see what else I can teach you."

I nod, dizzy with anticipation. "Yes, master."

The doorbell catapults us back to reality.

"Shit, my next lesson just started...", I murmur.

"You should go. Don't get yourself in trouble, because of me. It wouldn't do your grades any good.", he smirks.

I grab my bag and hurry to the door, but before I leave, I turn to him once more. "Professor Kellan,"

"Yes, kitten?", he raises an eyebrow.

"This was wrong. And I know, you could get fired because of it."

"It's okay, little one. You'll be my best student, and I will make sure, that no one will suspect a thing, sweetheart. No one, except us, has to know, what happened here, right, kitten?", he whispers.

"I think, I can manage that, Professor."

"Good. Now, go. See you tomorrow."

"See you."

And with that, I open the door and walk into the hallway, my heart still racing, my mind spinning, knowing that nothing between us will ever be the same.

The rest of the day passes in a blur. I sit through my other lectures, staring at the professors, at the equations, at the endless slides of information—but none of it sticks. My mind keeps circling back to him. Professor Kellan. The memory of his voice, the way he looked at me, the things he whispered.

I shift in my seat, my pen hovering uselessly above the page. Every time I let my guard down, every time my thoughts slip, I feel that unmistakable rush of heat, that restless tingling low in my body, making it impossible to focus. My classmates scribble notes furiously, but I can barely hear the words being spoken at the front of the room.

By the time the last lecture ends, I’m practically rushing out of the hall, my bag slung over my shoulder. The air outside feels cooler, but it does nothing to steady me. All I want is for tomorrow to come faster, for the hours to melt away so that I can see him again. My pulse skips at the thought, and for the first time in my life, I’m wishing I could bend time itself—fast-forwarding through everything else, just to be in his presence again.

When I finally get home, I drop my bag by the door and head straight for the kitchen. My stomach twists with nerves more than hunger, so I only manage something small—a piece of toast, a handful of fruit—before pushing the plate aside.

The shower is a relief, hot water streaming over my skin, washing away the noise of the day. Still, even with my eyes closed, I see him. The curve of his mouth, the glint in his eyes when he called me kitten. The memory makes my chest tighten, and I press my palms to the cool tiles, forcing myself to breathe.

Later, I sit at my desk, books and notes spread out in front of me. I try to read, to concentrate, but the words blur together, sliding out of focus. My thoughts wander back to him over and over again, leaving my pulse racing and my concentration fractured.

With a frustrated sigh, I put on some music. The steady rhythm anchors me, fills the silence, and finally I manage to settle, scribbling notes in the margins of my textbook. It’s not perfect, but at least it keeps me from drifting too far into the dangerous territory of my own imagination.

Eventually, exhaustion wins. I close my books, crawl beneath the sheets, and let the music fade into the background. My eyes drift shut, though my mind is still restless, replaying his voice, his touch, his smirk. Sleep comes slowly, wrapped around thoughts I shouldn’t be having.


Part two

When morning arrives, my heart is already racing. I get dressed quickly, nerves buzzing under my skin. Today, my very first class is with him. Professor Kellan.

I rush across the campus, barely noticing the chatter of other students or the crisp morning air. My heart pounds with anticipation, every step pulling me closer to him. I push through the heavy doors of the lecture hall, breathless, eager—only to see him already there.

And he’s not alone.

A girl is standing by his desk, smiling up at him, leaning just a little too close. The sight stops me cold, slicing through my good mood like a blade. My chest tightens, an ache I can’t quite name, but I know what it is. Jealousy. Fierce and irrational, it burns hotter than I expect, and I hate the way it makes me feel.

Then, as if sensing me, his eyes lift. They find mine instantly, and the air between us snaps taut. The girl keeps talking, but his gaze doesn’t waver, doesn’t let me go. My pulse stutters, and for a moment, it’s as though no one else exists.

I slip into the second row, unable to bear the intensity of sitting directly in front of him. Even from here, I feel the weight of his attention, the way his presence seeps into me, consuming. My fingers curl around my notebook, but I can’t focus. My feelings churn out of control—jealousy, longing, and an unrestrained hunger that I can’t disguise, not even from myself.

The room fills quickly, the low hum of voices blending into a restless background noise. I try to steady my breathing, to remind myself that this is just another lecture, just another morning—but the lie doesn’t hold.

Professor Kellan straightens, dismissing the girl with a polite nod, though his eyes flick back to me as if pulled by gravity. My chest tightens. Even with dozens of students between us, it feels like I’m the only one he’s speaking to.

He begins, chalk gliding across the board, his deep voice rolling through the room with practiced ease. I should be taking notes, but my pen hovers uselessly above the page. Every word he says is a trigger, every movement a reminder of the heat still simmering under my skin from yesterday.

I shift in my seat, restless, my legs crossing, uncrossing. The air feels heavy, charged, as if he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. And maybe he does. His gaze brushes over the rows of students, lingering—just for a second—on me. The contact is fleeting, but it’s enough to send a shiver coursing down my spine.

I bite my lip, desperate to hide the flush creeping into my cheeks. My body betrays me, aching with a need I can’t control, a need that only grows stronger the longer I sit here. Concentration is impossible. All I can think about is him—his voice, his touch, the promise in his eyes.

And suddenly, all I want is for this lecture to end.

The lecture drags on in a haze of restless longing, every tick of the clock pulling me closer to the end. When the final slide fades from the screen and students begin to pack up, I move slower than usual, gathering my things with deliberate care. My pulse quickens, knowing he’s still at the front of the room.

As I step past his desk, he intercepts me with a folded slip of paper. His hand brushes mine for the briefest second, a spark jolting through me. “Here is the answer to your question from yesterday, Miss Sanders,” he says smoothly, his tone measured, professional. “I hope this will help you.”

The words are harmless enough, but the air between us crackles, thick with unspoken meaning. My fingers curl around the note, my throat dry, my heart pounding as if I’ve been caught doing something I shouldn’t.

I nod quickly, whispering a shaky, “Thank you, Professor,” before slipping away into the stream of students.

Only once I’m outside, away from prying eyes, do I dare unfold the paper. My stomach twists when I read the neat handwriting:

Office 13B. 1 p.m.

Exactly during the lunch break. Exactly when no one would notice.

The note trembles in my hand, and I know—I’m already lost to him.

The hours crawl by, each lecture a blur I can barely follow. My mind is fixed on one thing only—the slip of paper burning a hole in my pocket. By the time my last class ends, I’m practically trembling with anticipation, clutching my bag as I slip into the corridor.

I’m almost free, almost there, when a girl steps in front of me. “Hey—um, you were in Professor Kellan’s lecture this morning, right? Could you explain what he meant about the vector equations? I didn’t quite get it.”

My stomach sinks. Any other time, I would smile, maybe try to help—but not now. Not when I’m minutes away from him. Still, I can’t exactly shove her aside, so I stammer through an explanation, pointing vaguely at her notes while my mind screams at me to hurry.

By the time she thanks me and leaves, I glance at my phone and feel my chest tighten. Two minutes past one. Shit.

I break into a near run, weaving through the thinning crowd, my pulse hammering in my ears. The building feels like a maze, every hallway longer than the last, every step slower than I want it to be. Finally, breathless, I reach the door marked Office 13B.

I push it open, heart racing. By the time I reach his office, five minutes have already passed. My pulse is frantic, my palms damp, and when I step inside, the air feels heavier, charged.

He looks up from his desk, his eyes narrowing slightly, a faint crease at the corner of his mouth. The weight of his stare makes my stomach flip. “You’re late,” he says, voice low, controlled.

“I—I’m sorry,” I murmur, fumbling for an excuse, something about being stopped in the hallway, about a classmate with questions. The words tumble out in pieces, but he doesn’t seem interested.

“Come here,” he says instead, his lips curving into the faintest smirk. “Come here to the desk, kitten.”

The word coils around me, tightening the knot in my stomach. I obey, my legs shaky, moving closer until I’m standing right in front of him. My throat is dry, my heart thundering so loudly I swear he can hear it.

For a moment, he doesn’t even look at me. He rises from his chair slowly, unfolding to his full height, and then walks past me with unhurried steps. My eyes follow him as he crosses the room to the door.

The soft click of the lock makes my breath catch.

When he turns back, I can’t help it—my gaze trails over him, the muscles shifting beneath the crisp fabric of his shirt, the controlled power in every movement. My mouth goes dry, and at the same time, I feel my pulse race faster. He is devastatingly, impossibly sexy—and right now, he knows exactly what that does to me.

He turns from the door, his steps measured, deliberate, as he closes the distance between us. Each stride makes the air feel tighter, the room smaller, until I can hardly breathe.

When his eyes find mine again, they’re wild—dark, unreadable, and sharp enough to cut right through me. I instinctively shift back a little, but the edge of the desk presses against me, leaving me nowhere to go.

“You were late, little kitten,” he murmurs, his voice low, dangerous, each word laced with a quiet authority that makes my pulse stumble. His gaze holds me still, demanding, unrelenting.

My lips part, some weak protest trembling at the edge of my tongue, but before I can speak, his mouth curves into something darker, something that sends a shiver straight down my spine.

“That,” he says, leaning in just enough for me to feel the heat of his presence, “must be punished…”

My stomach twists, and my chest tightens, breathless, trapped, and yet—

Oh God, how much I want this.

His hand moves to my chin, gripping me firmly, his fingers pressed into my skin, sending a shockwave through me. His eyes hold mine, searching, as if waiting for me to resist, waiting for me to pull away, but there is no part of me that wants him to stop.

His voice is low, a dark whisper that slides over me, making my knees go weak.

I obey. The cool wood of his desk presses against my cheek, and my eyes flutter shut, a tiny gasp escaping me as he shifts closer, his hips brushing against me. His presence is all-consuming, the air around me crackling with tension.

Slowly and with pleasure, he pulls my skirt up. His hands glide over my flesh, sending shivers down my body. I surrender myself completely to him. "Count." The first spank came unexpectedly.

"One!" I gasped, flinching at the sting.

"Keep going," he murmurs, his voice low and soothing. "Good girl."

His palm connects again, and again, and again.

"Two... Three... Four... Five..." I counted, gasping each number, each strike more intense than the last. My skin flushes, the pain mixing with something else, something hot and needy.

With each blow, I press my hips forward, searching for relief, a tiny whimper escaping me. I want more.

I feel his palm slide across my ass, a soft caress, and then the cool air of the room against my exposed skin. He leans in, his breath warm against my ear. "Are you going to be a good girl from now on?"

"Yes."

"Good. Then stand up."

I obey, pushing myself up off the desk, my legs unsteady. I turn toward him, but his hands find my shoulders, guiding me backwards.

"Turn around," he says, his voice soft, but there's an edge to it, something dark and possessive. I do, and he presses himself against me, the hardness of his cock straining against his slacks.

"Your special training starts today. There are several rules, you must follow - if you don't want to be punished." His hand moves down, finding its way between my legs, and I shudder, the sudden rush of sensation making my knees buckle.

"You mustn't touch yourself, unless I tell you. You may not come without my permission. And when you are with me, you are mine." His fingers curl against my sex, stroking slowly, teasing.

"Yes," I whimper, heat rising in my face.

"You are not allowed to get intimate with anyone else."

"Y-yes."

"If you break any of the rules, you will be punished." His voice is soft, almost hypnotic, and his touch is gentle, but there's no denying the authority in his words. "Do you understand?"

"I do."

"And - you have to call me 'Master', when I give you the privilege of being with me. Do you agree, sweet little kitten?"

"Yes, master."

A dark, satisfied hum leaves his throat, and his lips curve into a smile. "That's a good little kitten," he murmurs, his hand sliding up to my neck, his fingers pressing gently against the pulse point.

"I think, we're going to have so much fun together, darling," he whispers, his breath warm against my ear.

"Now - get on your knees. I'm not finished with you yet."

His hand tightens around my throat, and a wave of arousal crashes through me. I sink to my knees, his grip guiding me.

"Good girl," he says, releasing his hold on me. His fingers trace the line of my jaw, tilting my chin up. His eyes meet mine, dark and intense, and his lips curve into a smirk.

"Now, open your mouth," he says, his voice dropping to a low rumble. "Time to earn your grade."

I obey, my heart hammering, a thrill of anticipation rushing through me. My eyes drift shut, and a low, shuddering moan escapes me as I feel the thick, velvety head of his cock slide past my lips.

He moves slowly, teasing, giving me just enough to leave me desperate for more. The taste of him fills my mouth, musky and earthy, and I moan softly, savoring the sensation.

His hand tangles in my hair, gripping firmly, and I hear his breathing hitch, a soft groan escaping him.

"Good girl," he murmurs, his hips beginning to roll. "Just like that, kitten."

He moves faster, deeper, his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I swallow around him, my cheeks hollowed.

His grip tightens, and a ragged moan slips from his lips. He begins to thrust, his pace quickening, and I struggle to breathe, my fingers curling into the fabric of his slacks.

I suck him harder, the head of his cock nudging the back of my throat, and his hips buck, a sharp hiss leaving him.

"Fuck," he breathes, his voice rough and low. "That's it, kitten. Take all of it."

I moan, the sound muffled, and I feel him shudder, his fingers twisting in my hair.

"That's a good girl," he says, his words tinged with a hint of urgency. "Now - look at me."

My eyes flutter open, meeting his gaze, and I feel a rush of heat, seeing the intensity in his expression. His eyes are wild, dark with hunger, and his lips are parted, his breaths coming in short, ragged gasps.

He is beautiful.

"Keep your eyes on mine," he says, his voice strained.

I obey, my eyelids heavy, and his gaze locks onto mine, fierce and commanding.

"You belong to me now, kitten," he growls, his hips rolling. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, master," I whisper, the words coming out choked.

"Say it."

"I belong to you, master."

"Again."

"I'm yours, master."

"Mine," he hisses, his grip tightening. "All fucking mine."

His eyes burn with possessiveness, and a thrill of desire rushes through me, making me whimper softly.

"Good girl," he breathes, his hips picking up speed.

His hand fists in my hair, holding me in place, and his gaze never wavers, his eyes boring into mine as he drives himself deeper.

I moan, the sound muffled, and I feel him tense, his thighs trembling.

"Come for me," he says, his voice ragged.

The words hit me like a command, and I feel the pressure building, the knot of desire growing tauter and tauter.

I let go, letting him control me, letting him take everything.

My climax hits me, crashing through me in waves, and I cry out, the sound swallowed by his length.

I feel him shudder, and then his cock twitches, a deep groan leaving him as his own orgasm rips through him.

His hot seed floods my mouth, and I swallow, savoring the taste, the heady, intoxicating rush of it.

He pulls back, gasping, his eyes fluttering closed.

"You're mine now, kitten," he murmurs, his thumb tracing my swollen lower lip.

"Yes, master," I whisper, and the words seem to hang in the air between us.

He stares at me, his eyes searching, his expression unreadable. Then he releases his grip on me, and stands.

"That will be all for today," he says, his voice rough, his breathing still uneven.

"Yes, master," I say, and he smiles, the corner of his mouth twitching slightly.

"Now, get dressed. You have a lot to learn, sweet little kitten," he says, his gaze holding me in place.

"And if you are a very good girl, perhaps you will earn a reward."

His smile widens, and his eyes darken, the promise of more hanging in the air.

I'm still trembling, the memory of his touch seared into my skin, the taste of him lingering on my lips.

As I get dressed, a part of me wonders what I have just gotten myself into.

But more than that, a part of me wonders what he has in store for me next.

The office is quiet now, the door locked behind us. My heart still races, every nerve alive from… everything that just happened. I’m trying to catch my breath, my thoughts scattered, when he leans back against his desk, a small, teasing smirk tugging at his lips.

“Kitten,” he murmurs, voice low, almost playful, “I think it’s about time you gave me your number.”

I blink, startled, heat crawling up my neck. “My… my number?” I manage, my voice a whisper, unsure if I should laugh or run.

He tilts his head, eyes glinting with mischief. “Yes. You know… in case you have any questions about the material.” The grin on his face makes it impossible to take him entirely seriously.

I bite my lip, fumbling for my phone, my fingers trembling slightly. The electricity in the air makes my pulse skip, every glance he throws my way sending shivers down my spine. “O-okay,” I murmur, typing in the digits, my hands almost betraying me with how fast they move.

He takes the phone from me, just long enough to check the screen, and then returns it with a slow, satisfied smile. “Good. Now I can make sure my best student has all the help she needs.”

Even as he says it, I feel that familiar coil of anticipation tighten inside me. Everything about him is dangerous and thrilling, and somehow, it makes the world outside his office disappear.

I step out into the warm sunlight of the campus, my stomach twisting—not from hunger, but from the memory of the office. The lunch crowd is everywhere, the chatter of students and clatter of trays fading into a blur around me.

I grab a sandwich, barely tasting it, shoveling bites into my mouth as if I could make up for lost time. My phone buzzes on the table, and my heart leaps. I swipe it open—and freeze.

A message from him:

Tonight. 6 p.m. Black dress. No underwear. My place.

My fingers tremble as I read it again, disbelief and desire colliding in my chest. Heat rushes through me, making it impossible to think of anything else. My pulse races, and a thrill, dangerous and irresistible, coils low in my stomach.

I glance around, ensuring no one notices the way my hands are shaking, the way my mind is already spinning ahead. My lunch goes cold almost instantly. All I can think about is him, the evening, and what he has in store.

I stare at the message on my phone, heart hammering. His place. My mind freezes for a moment. Where… exactly is his place?

Then it hits me. Everything’s online. Addresses, locations… I just have to look. My fingers shake slightly as I type his name into the search bar, holding my breath. And there it is, in plain sight.

A few quick taps later, and Google Maps calculates the route. Fifteen minutes from my apartment, just a short walk. My stomach twists at the thought, a mix of excitement and nerves curling low in my belly.

I lean back in my chair, staring at the screen, trying to steady my racing thoughts. Fifteen minutes. That’s all it will take. And yet, somehow, it feels like an eternity, knowing exactly where he is, and knowing exactly what he expects tonight.


Part three

I burst through my apartment door, heart hammering, backpack thudding against the floor. The afternoon sun streams through the windows, but I barely notice. All I can think about is tonight.

I fling open my closet, scanning the rows of dresses like a girl searching for a lifeline. My fingers hover over black fabrics, thoughts spinning: Would he want something simple, elegant? Or… something more daring, more provocative?

After a moment’s indecision, I pull out a dress that makes my breath hitch. It’s tight, hugging every curve, and the side cut-out leaves my flank exposed in the most flattering way. I hold it up to myself, imagining his eyes on me, a shiver running down my spine.

I slip it on, the fabric clinging perfectly, and step in front of the mirror. My chest rises and falls as I examine myself, fingers tracing the lines of my figure, heart racing with a mixture of pride and nervous anticipation.

I bite my lip, a small, satisfied smile tugging at my mouth. This is it. This is what I’ll wear. I kneel before my shoe rack, fingers brushing over heels and flats, hesitating over a pair of black stilettos that will make my legs look longer, my posture sharper. Finally, I choose them, the click of the heels against the floor echoing faintly as I set them aside.

The shower is next, hot water cascading over me, washing away the day but doing nothing to calm the storm inside. My pulse quickens as I think of him, of his hands on my skin, the way his touch lingered and burned. A shiver runs down my spine, involuntary and delicious, and I press my palms against the tiles to steady myself, feeling the heat pool low in my belly.

Out of the shower, I wrap a towel around myself, then move to the mirror, brushing my hair until it falls in sleek waves around my shoulders. I take extra care with my makeup, accentuating my eyes so they’ll catch his gaze, the faintest hint of color on my lips. Each stroke, each brush, feels like preparation for something thrilling, dangerous, and intoxicating all at once.

Finally, I slip into the dress, the tight fabric molding to my curves, the side cut-out teasing just enough to make me feel daring. I adjust the straps, smooth the seams, and step back to admire myself in the mirror. The clock shows 5:30 p.m., and a jolt of nerves hits me. Not too late, not too early—I must be perfect, flawless, or else… I shiver at the thought of his disappointment, his subtle punishments.

I slip on the heels, letting the click of each step remind me of the minutes slipping away, of the thrill building with every heartbeat. My stomach twists with anticipation, excitement, and that deep, low coil of longing that refuses to be tamed. Tonight, it’s all him. Tonight, there’s no one else.

I step out of my apartment, the cool evening air brushing against my skin, and click my heels against the pavement. The streets are quiet, the sun having just dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the sidewalks. Most people are still in the warmth of their homes or the bustle of the city’s shops, and for a moment, I enjoy the solitude, the gentle rhythm of my own footsteps.

Then a sharp whistle slices through the evening calm. I freeze for a fraction of a second and glance over my shoulder. A man leans against a lamppost, smirking in a way that makes my stomach turn. I bite my lip and force a polite smile I don’t feel, quickening my pace. Ignore him, just ignore him, I tell myself, pulling my bag closer to my body.

The whistle comes again, louder this time, more persistent. My heart kicks up a notch. I force my legs to move faster, the heels clicking like alarm bells against the pavement. I can hear his footsteps now, irregular but unmistakably following mine. Panic flares in my chest, a tight knot of fear and revulsion twisting low in my stomach.

I glance around, heart hammering. The street is empty, the buildings looming like silent witnesses. Come on, just a few more blocks… I whisper to myself, praying he’ll give up, praying he isn’t crazy enough to actually come closer. My breathing is quick, shallow, and I feel my pulse thrum in my throat as the distance between us seems to shrink, the echo of his shoes mingling with my own.

I force myself to keep walking, quick, deliberate steps, gripping my bag strap tightly. Every shadow feels heavier, every sound amplified. Just a little longer, I’ll be at the main road, crowded enough to lose him…

And still, he follows.

Panic surges through me and I break into a run, heels clattering on the uneven pavement. My bag swings wildly at my side, heart hammering like it wants to escape my chest. The footsteps behind me grow louder, closer, relentless. I glance back and see him, the smirk on his face twisted into something predatory.

A hand suddenly clamps over my arm, spinning me around. I scream—until I see him. Professor Kellan. Relief crashes through me like a wave, and my knees feel weak as he holds me firmly, but not harshly. His presence is solid, protective, his eyes scanning me as if I’m the most precious thing in the world.

But then he catches my gaze, sees the panic there, and his expression hardens. He pivots sharply, taking in the stranger behind me. In an instant, he’s between us, chest out, arms wide, an unspoken warning in the rigid set of his shoulders. “What’s your problem?” he demands, his voice low and dangerous.

The man stammers, takes a step back, then another, before finally retreating, disappearing down the empty street as fast as he came. Kellan’s gaze follows him until he’s gone, then turns back to me.

I’m trembling, barely able to catch my breath, but the panic slowly melts into gratitude. My chest tightens in a mix of relief and something warmer, something more intimate. “Thank you,” I whisper, voice trembling. He doesn’t say anything, just tilts his head slightly, his grip on my arm loosening but never fully letting go.

I can feel my heartbeat start to slow, but every nerve in my body is still on high alert. Deep down, I know I owe him more than words could ever express.

He gently tightens his hold around my waist, guiding me along the driveway. My heart is still racing, but the warmth of his body against mine, the steady strength in his arms, begins to soothe the frantic rhythm. I realize we’ve stopped in front of his house—his house. I would have almost walked right past it in my panic, lost in the blur of fear.

He leans down slightly, his lips brushing my ear in a whisper that sends shivers down my spine. “You’re safe now, kitten,” he murmurs. His voice is calm, steady, commanding, and somehow every tense muscle in my body unwinds a little.

Without another word, he leads me to his sleek black car parked neatly at the curb. His hand remains firm around mine as he opens the passenger door, holding it with a gentlemanly grace that makes my chest flutter. “After you,” he says, his dark eyes locking with mine, a teasing spark hidden behind that dangerous calm.

I step inside, and the leather seats feel impossibly soft under me. He slides in beside me, and I can’t help but notice the subtle scent of him, something clean yet intoxicating, filling the small space of the car. I glance at him, almost dazed, and he smirks slightly, as if he can read every chaotic thought racing through my mind.

“I have a little surprise for you,” he says, voice low and teasing, and the corner of his mouth quirks upward. My pulse quickens again—not from fear this time, but anticipation. Whatever he has planned, I know it will be worth every second.

The engine hums softly as he pulls out of the driveway, the city lights streaking past the windows. My stomach is a fluttering mix of nerves and anticipation, every thought consumed by him. I try to focus on the road ahead, but it’s impossible; my mind keeps drifting back to the heat of his body against mine, the way his lips had whispered in my ear, and the lingering ache between my legs.

He reaches over casually, and my breath catches. His hand rests lightly on my thigh, just above the hem of my dress, fingers brushing against my skin in a way that makes my pulse spike. It’s subtle, teasing, yet impossible to ignore. I glance at him, heart hammering, and he gives me a slow, knowing smile, eyes flicking back to the road with that perfect mix of control and mischief.

The car glides smoothly through the streets, and every small movement of his hand sends shivers of desire through me. I bite my lip, trying to pretend I’m calm, but it’s hopeless. His presence, his touch, even the faint scent of him in the confined space of the car, makes me dizzy with anticipation.

“You’re quiet,” he murmurs, his fingers pressing just a little more firmly against my thigh. My cheeks warm, and I struggle to form words. “Just… thinking,” I manage to whisper, my voice barely audible.

His smirk widens, and I can feel the power in his gaze, the way he’s holding this moment, controlling the air between us. “Good,” he says softly. “I like it when you think of me, kitten. Makes the surprise even better.”

The traffic light turns red and he stops the car. His gaze wanders over to me and catches my eyes. Slowly, he runs his hand down my thigh to my

knee and back up, stopping just short of where I want him to.

My heart pounds so loud in my chest, I can hear it, and the heat radiating from his palm seems to sear my skin, branding me, marking me as his.

The light turns green, and the car starts moving again. His hand slips from my leg, leaving me yearning for more, aching with a need that seems to consume me. At the next traffic light, he repeats the same motions, making me bite my lip and press my thighs together, desperate for more contact.

Each time the car stops, his fingers find a new way to tease me.

First, the inside of my knee.

Then, his nails scraping up my thigh.

Next, the sensitive skin behind my knee.

By the time we pull into the parking lot of a small restaurant, I can hardly breathe.

The car slows to a stop in front of a sleek, softly lit restaurant tucked away from the city’s chaos. My stomach flutters as he kills the engine, and I realize we’ve arrived somewhere far more luxurious than I expected. The lights glint off the polished exterior, the quiet elegance promising an evening that feels both dangerous and thrilling.

He opens my door with that same effortless charm, his hand brushing mine ever so slightly as I step out. The cool evening air hits my skin, making me shiver—not entirely from the temperature. He’s already walking beside me, tall and commanding, every step confident, yet his hand finds my waist, keeping me close as we approach the entrance.

A well-dressed waiter greets us and guides us inside, and I can feel the subtle warmth of his presence at my side, the scent of him enveloping me. The restaurant is intimate, dimly lit, with soft music floating through the air. He leads me to a table reserved for two, the flicker of candlelight making the space feel both private and intensely personal.

I sink into the chair, heart still racing, while he sits opposite me, his gaze lingering in a way that makes it impossible to focus on anything else. The waiter leaves our menus, and for a moment, we simply watch each other, the tension between us crackling in the warm, elegant silence.

I can hardly tell if it’s excitement, anticipation, or something more dangerous brewing in my chest. We browse the menus, but it’s nearly impossible to focus on the dishes. My eyes keep drifting to him, the way his fingers brush over the table as he gestures, the subtle lean of his body toward me, the low, smooth cadence of his voice. Every glance feels charged, electric, and I can barely suppress a shiver that runs straight through me.

“I think I’ll have the steak,” he says, finally looking up at me with a slow, deliberate smile. “And you?”

“I… uh… the salmon,” I manage to murmur, my voice sounding too loud in my own ears. I notice the tiniest smirk tug at his lips, and my stomach tightens.

He leans a fraction closer, his gaze locking on mine. “Good choice, Kitten,” he murmurs, almost in a whisper, letting the word hang in the air like a secret. “Later, at my place… there will be dessert, Kitten.” His eyes glint with something that makes my pulse spike—a playful, dangerous promise, and my cheeks heat up immediately.

I swallow hard, trying to steady my racing heart. The waiter approaches, and we place our orders, but the moment he steps away, the tension between us is palpable again. His hand brushes mine as he reaches for his glass, sending sparks straight through me. Every little movement feels loaded, every glance a silent, teasing challenge.

I can hardly believe this is real, that he’s sitting here across from me, playing this game with a calm smile, while my body aches to lean closer, to feel the warmth of him.

As we wait for our food, the conversation drifts effortlessly, though every word feels loaded. I catch him studying me, a slow, deliberate gaze that makes my skin tingle. I can’t help but smile nervously, twisting my napkin in my hands.

“So, Kitten,” he says, voice low, almost conspiratorial, “how was your day before this little… escapade?” His eyes gleam with amusement, but there’s an edge of something else—something that makes my pulse spike.

I laugh softly, trying to sound casual. “Exhausting… but better now,” I murmur, letting my gaze linger on his lips for a fraction too long. He notices, of course, and the corner of his mouth quirks up.

“You know,” he leans just a touch closer, enough that I feel the heat radiating from him, “you look absolutely stunning tonight. That dress… it’s… distracting.” The word hangs between us, heavy and teasing, and I bite my lip, trying not to betray the shiver it sends down my spine.

I dare a small, mischievous smirk. “Distracting, huh? I could say the same about you, Professor.” My voice is playful, but I feel it falter slightly under his intense gaze.

He chuckles softly, that low, smooth sound that makes my chest tighten. “Later, at my place,” he murmurs again, just loud enough for me to hear, “we’ll see who’s truly distracting, Kitten.”

The waiter arrives with our dishes, and for a moment, the world outside the restaurant fades. Our meals sit mostly untouched as we continue to talk, laugh, and exchange glances that are more intimate than words. Every brush of his hand against mine, every leaning look, sends a thrill straight through me. I can feel the electricity in the air, thick and undeniable.

As the waiter brings the check, I fumble nervously with my purse, cheeks warming. “Uh… maybe we can—” I start, voice timid, “split it?”

He tilts his head, eyes locking onto mine, and that familiar smirk curls at the edge of his lips. “No, Kitten,” he says softly, yet with undeniable authority, “I won’t allow it. Tonight, you’re my guest.”

I nod, a mix of embarrassment and thrill fluttering in my chest. My fingers clutch my purse a little tighter, but I can’t stop the small, delighted smile creeping across my face. He reaches over, brushing my hand lightly, a silent reminder that he’s in control—and it sends a shiver straight through me.

With a calm, unhurried grace, he stands, motions for me to follow, and leads the way out of the restaurant. My heart pounds, half from excitement, half from anticipation. The night is far from over, and I can feel it in every glance he casts my way.


Part Four

Back in the car, the tension between us is almost unbearable. I can barely sit still, fingers twitching on my lap, heart hammering in my chest. Every glance he throws my way makes the heat between my legs spike, and I know exactly why he’s driving me here.

When we reach his house, he opens the door for me with that same effortless charm that makes me weak in the knees. “Careful,” he murmurs as I step out, his hand brushing mine, sending an electric jolt through me. I follow him inside, and he shows me where the bathroom is.

“I… don’t need it,” I whisper, catching my breath.

He doesn’t answer, doesn’t need to. Before I can even think, he presses me against the wall, strong arms pinning me in place. His lips find mine in a searing kiss that steals my breath, and I melt against him.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all evening,” he murmurs against my mouth, voice low and rough. “Waiting has been torture.”

The weight of his words, the heat of his body, the taste of him—it’s too much. My knees weaken, my hands find his shoulders, and I give in completely to the fire that has been building between us all night.

His hand tangles in my hair, tugging lightly, sending a delicious shiver through me.

I moan against his lips, arching my hips toward him, craving more. He responds instantly, gripping my ass and lifting me up, holding me firmly against the wall. His tongue teases my lower lip, then slips between them, dancing with mine in a way that makes my head spin. I grip his shoulders, clinging to him, letting the sensations overwhelm me.

His mouth trails down my neck, nipping and sucking, leaving marks that make my body burn. I can barely think, barely breathe, lost in the heat and desire that seem to consume me.

Then, he lifts his head, meeting my gaze with those dark, dangerous eyes. I bite my lip, unable to stop the soft whine that escapes me. He smirks, an arrogant, playful expression that makes my pulse jump.

Slowly, deliberately, he presses his body against mine, making me shudder. His cock is hard against me, the friction driving me wild. He watches me, a hint of amusement in his eyes, as he grinds his hips against me. I arch into him, desperate for more, and his grip tightens, fingers digging into my ass.

Suddenly, he pulls back, setting me down gently. I gasp, trying to catch my breath, and he takes a step away, still smirking.

Then he takes another, and another, and I realize he wants me to follow.

Heart hammering, I step after him, the heat between my legs almost unbearable. He leads me into his bedroom.

My heart pounds in my chest. His bedroom. This is it.

This is where everything will change.

He turns to face me, and I can see the desire in his eyes, the same aching need that burns inside me.

His hands move to the front of my dress, and I can feel his breath on my neck.

Then, he undoes the first button.

My breathing grows ragged, and I can feel my heartbeat quicken. He undoes the next button, and the next, his hands moving slowly, deliberately.

I close my eyes, savoring the sensation, the feeling of his hands on me.

When he undoes the final button, my dress falls open, exposing me.

My heart is pounding, and I can feel myself trembling. "No underwear. Good girl." His voice is husky, and his hands move to my hips, pushing my dress down.

My eyes snap open, and I meet his gaze, a mixture of shock and lust rushing through me.

He smiles. "That's it, Kitten. Look at me."

His hands move to my breasts, cupping them, and I gasp. He begins to massage them, his touch sending shivers of pleasure through me.

"You're mine now, Kitten."

His words send a surge of desire through me, and I moan. He chuckles softly.

"Such a good girl."

My eyes close again, and I lose myself in the sensation of his touch.

His hands move lower, and I gasp as he cups my ass, squeezing it.

"So perfect," he murmurs, and I can hear the desire in his voice.

I feel his lips on mine, and I respond eagerly, kissing him deeply. His tongue slips into my mouth, and I moan as his hands explore my body.

My hips arch into his, and I feel his cock pressing against me. He growls softly, and his hands grip my ass, pulling me closer.

His cock slides between my legs, and I gasp as it brushes against my clit.

He rocks his hips, grinding against me, and I whimper.

"That's it, Kitten," he groans.

My body is aching for him, and I can feel myself growing wetter by the second.

His hands move to my hips, pulling me down onto the bed.

I land on my back, and his body covers mine. His lips find mine again, and we kiss hungrily.

He breaks the kiss, and I can see the desire in his eyes. He's rock hard, and I can feel his cock pressing against me.

"Fuck," I gasp.

He smiles, and his hand moves between my legs, rubbing my clit.

"You're so wet, Kitten. Like a good girl should be."

Suddenly he stops and stands up, walks quickly to the dresser and opens it. I can see the outline of his cock through his pants, and it makes me shiver with anticipation.

He takes something out and turns back to face me.

"Time for your surprise, Kitten."

He's holding a collar. My heart skips a beat.

"Oh god," I whisper.

He walks back to the bed and kneels down in front of me. "Put this on," he commands.

I can barely speak, and my hands tremble as I take the collar from him. I fasten it around my neck, and he smiles.

"That's a good girl."

He moves behind me, and I feel his hands on my shoulders, pulling me up onto my knees. He presses himself against me, and his cock rubs against my ass.

"Do you want it, Kitten?"

"Yes," I moan.

"Do you want me to fuck you, Kitten?"

"Yes!"

"You want me to fuck you like a bad girl, Kitten?"

"God yes, please, please fuck me."

His hand slips between my legs, and I cry out as his fingers slide inside me.

"God, you're so fucking wet," he groans.

"Please, please, please," I whimper.

"You're a good little slut, aren't you?"

"Yes, yes, please."

"Say it."

"I'm a good little slut."

"What do you want?"

"I want you to fuck me."

"How do you want it?"

"I want you to fuck me hard, Master."

He grins, and his fingers slide deeper inside me, making me gasp.

"Say it."

"I'm a good little slut. I want you to fuck me hard, Master."

He groans, and his hand wraps around his cock. "That's a good girl."

His other hand pulls my hips down, and he enters me in one swift motion.

"Oh fuck," I cry out.

He begins to thrust into me, and I can't help but moan. His cock fills me, stretching me, and I arch my back, taking him deeper.

"God, you feel so fucking good," he groans.

My hands grasp the sheets, and I cry out as he slams into me.

"You like that, don't you, Kitten?"

"Oh god, yes!"

"You like it when I fuck you like a bad girl."

"Yes, please, please don't stop."

His thrusts grow harder, and I can feel his cock hitting the back of my pussy.

"That's it, take it, Kitten."

His hands move to my hips, and he pulls me down onto his cock, impaling me.

"Oh god, oh fuck, yes!"

I feel his cock swell inside me, and his fingers dig into my hips.

"Come for me, Kitten."

"Oh god, yes!"

My body tenses, and my pussy clenches around his cock as I come.

"That's a good girl."

I'm breathless, panting, and he slows his thrusts, letting me catch my breath.

He leans over, pressing his lips to my ear.

"You're such a good girl."

Then he begins to fuck me again, hard and deep. This time, I can feel his cock hitting the back of my cervix, and I gasp.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," he groans.

"Yes, yes, come for me, Master."

"Fuck, here it comes."

His thrusts become frantic, and he groans loudly as his cock explodes inside me.

"Oh fuck," he gasps, shuddering.

His cock pulses inside me, and I can feel his hot come filling my pussy.

"Holy shit," I whisper.

He laughs softly and wraps his arms around me, pulling me against him.

"That's a good girl."

"Holy fuck, that was incredible."

"It's a good thing you're such a good little slut," he whispers, "otherwise I'd have to punish you."

"Yes, please."

"What was that?"

"Please punish me, Master."

He grins and kisses me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth.

I wrap my arms around him, clinging to him. His ejaculate

is warm and thick inside me, and it feels incredible.

"Oh god, yes," I moan.

"You're so fucking hot," he growls.

"I'm a good little slut. I love being your dirty, nasty little fucktoy."

"You are a good girl, aren't you?"

"I'm the best girl," I moan, "I'll do whatever you want, Master."

"Whatever I want, kitten?"

"Anything."

"Wait here, kitten, I'll be right back." He gets up and walk a second time to his drawer. "Now, I want you to completely trust me"

"Of course, master"

"I want to tie you up, kitten. Will you let me?"

"Yes, master."

He comes back and kneels beside me. "Give me your hands."

I hold out my hands, and he ties them together with a length of silk rope.

"You're mine now, kitten. All mine."

"Yes, master."

He pulls me down onto the bed, and I'm on my knees.

"Now, be a good little slut, and open wide."

He takes out his cock and shoves it in my mouth.

I'm on my knees, with his cock in my mouth. I look up at him, and he's smiling down at me.

He tastes salty and musky, and I can feel him getting hard again.

"You're such a good little slut," he groans.

I can't believe I'm doing this, but I don't want to stop. It feels so fucking good.

I'm on my knees, sucking his cock, and he's looking down at me.

"That's it, take it all in," he moans. His cock is swelling, and he's getting close.

"Oh fuck," he groans.

He pulls out and slaps his cock on my cheek.

"Look at me," he commands.

I'm looking up at him, and his eyes are blazing. "Do you trust me, kitten?"

"Yes, I do."

He then blindfolds me with a cloth and I feel the darkness making me a little uncomfortable.

"Good."

I feel something cold and hard pressing against my ass. "Now, I'm going to fuck your ass, kitten."

I gasp. "Oh god," I moan.

I'm blindfolded, and his cock is pressing against my ass. I feel something warm and slippery spreading over my asshole.

"Relax, kitten. I'll go slow. First, we have to prepare you. I don't want my kitten to get hurt."

"Yes, master."

I'm on my hands and knees, and he's lubing up my ass. I can't see, and it's making me nervous.

"Don't worry, kitten, I'll take care of you."

He starts to press one of his fingers into my ass. It hurts a little and I yelp.

"Relax, kitten. You'll enjoy it, I promise."

I try to relax, but it's hard. His finger is sliding deeper and deeper into my ass, and I'm starting to feel really full.

"There we go," he says.

I can't believe it, but it actually feels good. I moan softly.

"Oh fuck," he groans, "your ass is so tight, kitten. It feels so fucking good."

His finger is buried in my ass, and it's starting to feel really good. I moan louder.

"That's a good girl," he says.

He pulls his finger out, and I feel empty. "Please," I beg, "put it back in."

He chuckles softly. "I knew you'd like it, kitten."

I feel him sliding two fingers into my ass. It hurts, but it feels good at the same time.

"You're such a naughty little slut, aren't you, kitten?"

"Yes, master."

He laughs and starts to fuck my ass with his fingers. I can't believe how full I feel, and I'm moaning and whimpering.

"Such a dirty little slut," he says.

His fingers are buried deep in my ass, and he's fucking me hard and fast. I'm gasping and moaning, and my body is trembling.

"I think you're ready, kitten."

His fingers slip out of my ass, and I'm left feeling empty again.

"No, please," I beg, "don't stop."

He chuckles. "Don't worry, kitten, we're just getting started."

I feel his cock pressing against my ass. "Here we go, kitten. Just relax and let me in."

I can't believe I'm doing this. I'm on my hands and knees, and his cock is pressing against my ass. I'm terrified, but I'm also incredibly turned on.

"Breathe, kitten," he says.

He pushes the head of his cock into my ass, and I can't help but gasp. It's huge - I'm not sure if I can take it.

"Just relax," he says, "you'll get used to it."

I try to relax, and he pushes further into me. It's a weird feeling, but not a bad one.

"That's a good girl," he says.

His cock slides deeper and deeper into my ass, and I feel like I'm going to explode.

"Oh fuck," I moan.

He grabs my hair and pulls my head back. "Are you enjoying this, kitten?"

"Oh god, yes," I moan.

"You're such a naughty little slut. My personal fucktoy."

"Yes, yes, I'm a naughty little slut," I gasp.

"Who owns you?"

"You do, master."

"What's my name, kitten?"

"Master," I say.

"That's right," he says, "and you'll always be mine, won't you, kitten?"

"Forever, master," I moan.

"You'll never get away from me, will you, kitten?"

"No, master."

He starts fucking me harder, and my body is shaking.

"Take it, kitten. Take it all."

"Oh god, oh fuck," I moan.

My arms give out, and I fall forward onto the bed.

He's fucking me harder and harder, and it's almost too much to bear.

"Tell me you love it, kitten."

"I love it, master," I gasp.

"Louder, kitten."

"I love it, master," I scream.

"That's a good girl. Now come for me."

"Oh god, oh fuck," I moan.

Suddenly, my orgasm hits, and I'm screaming and shaking.

He's fucking me through my orgasm, and it's the most intense feeling I've ever had.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," he groans, "take it, kitten."

"Yes, yes, come inside me," I beg.

His cock pulses and twitches, and he fills my ass with his cum.

"Oh fuck," he moans.

He pulls out and collapses onto the bed.

I'm lying on the bed, panting and trembling. I can't believe what just happened.

"Fuck, that was amazing," he says.

I lie next to him, panting and sweating. My body is still tingling, and my ass is sore.

"You were perfect, kitten. Come here."

I snuggle up against him, and he holds me close.

"Did you enjoy it, kitten?"

"I... I loved it," I say, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Good. We're going to do it again, soon. But first, I want you to do something for me."

"Anything, master," I say.

"I want you to be my personal slave, kitten."

"You... what?"

"I want you to be mine. Completely. I'll take care of you, and you'll do whatever I say."

I can't believe what I'm hearing. This is insane. But, at the same time, I can't deny that it's incredibly tempting.

"Would... would I have to do things like that all the time?"

"No," he says. "We can have normal sex too. That's not what this is about."

"Okay," I say. "I... I think I'd like that."

"Good," he says. "Because you're already mine, kitten. There's no turning back now."

I should be scared. I should be running for the hills. But instead, I'm lying here, pressed against him, and all I can think about is how much I want him.

How much I need him.

I've never felt this way before, and it's intoxicating.

I want to belong to him.

I want to be his.
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