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Running home yesterday, I entered
the dorm house quickly, locking the door to my own room behind me
as I began to think about my master, my dominator, the hot studded
fixation of manliness everyone knew as the nice, young professor
who seemed to reminisce about the Marque De Sade in his history of
sex classes. In the darkness of my mind, I could see his soft, yet
large hands touching my flesh, ravishing me, making me feel hot all
over.

Walking seductively toward my bed,
as if he was standing there waiting for me, I began shedding my
clothes, not bothering to turn on the lights. Flinging my naked ass
body upon the velvet covered mattress, I prepared myself for what I
was about to do. What I had been imagining him doing to me all day
in class as I watched him eying me, toying with my emotions, my
feelings, his eyes undressing me, devouring me in front of all the
other students.

I wanted him, craved him like his
slutty concubine, a ravenous whore, my eyes battling to stay open
as I remembered the taste of his mouth upon my lips, his tongue
driving into me as his raven soft hair brushed against my face. My
breathing getting heavier as the opening between my thighs, the
dampness of my virgin pussy began to rain with the heated passion
of my tasty hot nectar.

“Mm fuck yes,” I gasped, closing my
eyes and remembering all the things he did to me the night before,
such perversions, ravishing, taboo things that would makes every
other ‘boy’ I knew on campus pale in comparison, look away in
disgust and shame, amazed that the female body could find pleasure
in such sharp and abnormal positions.

Mm how he could use his tongue in
ways I could never imagine, in places I never dreamed possible or
probable. “Mm yes master,” I sighed, remembering the night before
last, and how he made me squirt my own flavored juices not once but
four or five times before he’d even allow me to touch his cock, to
feel his long hard length in the palm of my hands, its massive
girth barreling deeply into my hot, virgin mouth.

“Master… please… please,” I begged,
seeing him upon me, my hands becoming his as he moved all over
me.

“Mm yes master,” I hissed as I
pinched and twisted my left nipple and reached for my clitoris with
my right hand. His breath was hot and sticky against my neck, my
imagination running wild, filling my ears with his hypnotic sensual
voice. The naughty words he used to describe the parts of my virgin
body as my fingers dipped deep inside me, nails tearing across my
inner walls causing an array of both pain and erotic
pleasure.

I could see him. Feel the heat from
his body molding into me, pressing against my bare flesh. "No man
can possibly hope to get you off hard as I can." He hissed into my
ear, before biting down on my stiff, aroused nipple as I sunk my
fingernails into it to mimic his erotic sensation.

“Mm yes, master,” I yelped, reaching
into the secret compartment in my headboard, pulling out my best
vibrator and with my mind's voice, I spoke to him, "Please don't
stop! Please do it!"

Master pulled back only to smirk at
me, his eyes growing hot with passion. "Do what, my dear fuck
slave?" he asked, waiting for me to say it, for me to demand it, to
beg for his cock inside me.

 

"Fuck me! Please, I need it so bad,
I need to feel you again Master!" I gasped aloud, my plea filling
the room with a whimpering silent echo as I quivered at the idea of
him teasing, which was something he enjoyed doing excessively the
night before.

"Hmm... Since you've been such a
naughty girl and asked nicely, I suppose I could fuck you deep…
fuck you hard." That soothing voice of his dripped all around me as
he kissed my mouth deeply, his tongue barreling into me devouring
my senses before slowly slithering the tip down the side of my
neck, kissing me slowly, ever so slowly, before conquering my
nipples with his.

That kiss felt so real, it made me
euphoric. "I love you... I love you, my master" I wanted to scream,
but could not, knowing that my roommates where in their own rooms
studying or perhaps getting the real thing from their own boy
toys.

"Tell me slave… who’s the master of
your body, who is the only man that can bring you to orgasm?" he
asked in his sweet whisper.

"You're my master! You're the only
one my body, my pussy responds to." I whimpered.

“Yes…,” He forced me further into
the mattress by my shoulders as he lifted himself up slightly. "No
one else can have you. You are my property. I own you, my dear." He
growled like some sort of dark creature of the night, lowering into
my eyes before lowering his head down towards my hot, moist
pussy.

“Fuuuuccckkk,”

In my imagination, my vibrator
became his large, piercing tongue, swirling about my clit. Then I
pretended he was fucking me, pounding his hips into mine. I soon
had a very small orgasm that only lasted about five to ten second.
It didn't appease me at all, so I was determined to keep going
until I had one that really made me shatter with
ecstasy.

My daydream switched to him running
his tongue along my body, my one and only Master licking my stomach
and working his way up to my breasts, his massive tongue slithered
around them, encircling my large round breasts as he flicked at my
nipples with the tip repeatedly. I could hear him laugh wickedly as
I gasped and trembled to his touch, my torturing pleasure, arousing
him, driving him to arousal.

A moment later, he straddled my
chest and started fucking my hot tits. His weight upon me, I pushed
my double D-cups together, crushing my nipples against each other
with one hand, as if his cock were actually between them. Master
was swearing and thrusting savagely into my cleavage as I massaged
my clit rougher with the vibrator. We were both panting hard doing
our best to make the other cum.

"Yes… fucking yes my perverted
slave!" he hissed, coming all over my chest and face, large
strands, streams of his hot, tasty cum showering out from the eye
his cock, I was at awe with his sensational taste.

Yet, I still hadn't come, still I
hadn’t felt the satisfaction of my Masters true power, so I
continued. Taking a renewed breath, I envisioned my master slapping
my face with his cock. He gave another sinful laugh. "I know you
love it my blond bitchy slave. You love all the filthy things I do
to you. You're my insatiable, depraved bitch."

“Yes… yes, I do love it,” I hissed,
secretly wanting him to degrade me like that all the time, in both
public and private. I know I should not and it's supposed to be
gross and even insulting, but it turns me on like a sexy crazed mad
hatter. Just thinking about it makes me melt, my body cringe, my
pussy glisten with overflowing dampness. I don't know why the idea
of being slapped in the face with his cock gets me so hot horny,
yet it does and I really want him to do it to me always,
forever.

“Yes… I know you love it… secretly,
deep down I know you love being my slave.” Master panted, speeding
up his attack on me, smacking my cheeks harder, gasping and
grunting. He ejaculated once more, gushing all over my face in his
rhapsody. "Now scream like a whore and come for me, my hot
beautiful slave!" Master groaned, still in the thralls of
gratification.

At last, it happened.

"Fuck yes master… MASTER!" I cried
aloud as I finally came, not caring if my dorm sisters overheard.
It was over-powering and all consuming, my body shaking madly. My
heart pounded so fast, it hurt. I was screaming and shaking as I
quaked repeatedly. Intense aftershocks of pleasure rippled through
my limbs, forcing me to stop as I could feel myself fading away to
the bliss, passing out to the exasperating madness, the pleasures
consuming my clit, my body.

When it was over, I found myself
crying and shaking. I took hold of my pillow. Pretending it was his
chest, I buried my face in it. I imagined his arms around me.
Though I was still his possession, he was comforting me, loving me
as his prized possession, his prized piece of ass.
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