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A Glimpse Inside


O
nce his fingers were clean, George pulled them free. He gripped her face with one massive hand and kissed her, tongue probing her mouth. “Mmm, delicious. Now sit back down and play with yourself for me.” He rose from the couch. “Now
.”

This time, Alex moved without hesitation. Her panties came off in record time and she sat, spreading her long, smooth legs wide. The instant she touched her pussy, a shudder coursed through her. Just that little touch was enough for pleasure to spark from her fingertips, raising the heat in her core to new heights.

She’d thought she was close before, but now she stood right on the edge. Every touch threatened to tip her over and it took all her willpower to hold back. And yet she couldn’t stop. Not with George watching her with dark, smoldering eyes.

She watched him in turn, almost drooling as he undressed. Powerful, bulging muscles came into view as he removed his shirt and the tank underneath it. His shoulders were wide, arms strong and thick. She knew how easily he could lift her. Toss her. Abuse her in any number of ways—and she’d have absolutely no chance of stopping it.

Alex moaned and bit her lip, pussy dripping at the thought, soaking her fingers. She quivered, taut as a string, hovering with one foot over the precipice of an orgasm more powerful than she’d ever known. There was no way she could stop. The feeling was too addictive.

Read on for the full story!


Paying her Share


Chapter One


“H
ey, George? If you’re ordering pizza, make my half pepperoni, please.”

For a second, it seemed like he didn’t hear her. So focused was his concentration on the old menu in his hand, as though it might contain different options than the hundred previous times they ordered from the local place.

“Who says you’re getting a half?” he finally asked, looking up with narrowed eyes. “Do you have money?”

Alex glanced away. “Not exactly.”

“Alex…”

“Come on!” She pouted, a devastating maneuver that never failed when she needed her way. “You don’t know how rough it is living on rice and cereal three times a day. All these carbs aren’t good for me.”

“You do
 know what pizza is, right?”

She rolled her eyes. “I just need a palate cleanser. Please?
”

George folded his arms across his broad chest, unimpressed. The downside of having an old friend for a roommate was they knew all your tricks.

“Pretty
 please?” she tried again, giving him her best puppy dog eyes.

“Fine,” George grumbled. “But I swear, this is the last time!”

“Thank you!” Alex grinned and leaned over to kiss his cheek. Stubble prickled her lips. “But you’re right—so add sausage to my half, too. I’m craving protein.” She grinned cheekily. “And don’t give me that look! I’m going to the gym so I’ll pick it up on the way back. That’ll actually save you money—fair, right?”

“Hardly…” George sighed, shook his head, and pulled a twenty-dollar bill from his wallet. He handed it to her. “The last
 time.”

“I know.” Before he could lecture her further, Alex grabbed the money and hurried to her room to change.

It wasn’t like she didn't get his position. She no more enjoyed borrowing money than he did lending it. There just wasn’t much of a choice. Not while she worked part-time hours for scarcely above minimum wage.

Minutes later, she emerged, hair tied back in a ponytail and dressed in burgundy leggings that clung to her like a second skin. A matching sports bra compressed her chest down to a manageable size and left bare a broad expanse of toned tummy, revealing a belly button piercing that swayed with her every step. While a simple t-shirt and sweats may have sufficed, Alex preferred to look good. Especially at the gym, where plenty of hot guys—and quite a few girls!—were around to notice.

Nothing brought her to life quite like an audience.

With a sly smile, Alex began doing stretches. Every time George thought she wasn’t looking, he snuck a glance from the corner of his eye. She continued, as though oblivious, and made a show of warming up before crawling on the floor to find her shoes. It made her skin tingle to know she could captivate even her old friend.

“There they are!” she exclaimed and pulled her shoes from the closet at last, as though she only just found them. With a quick turn, she caught George still staring and smirked. “Okay, headed out now.”

“Right.” He nodded, not meeting her eyes. “See you in a few, then.”

With a grin, Alex put in her earbuds and set out, jogging the distance to the gym. Once there, she settled into her usual routine of free weights and ellipticals, feeling the stress of the long day melt away. Between work during the day and school at night, the gym was the only chance she had to let loose. She never failed to make time for it.

There were fewer people present than normal. A handful of the usual guys and a couple of newbies, but otherwise the place was deserted. Such a shame. Alex burned with the urge to get her exhibitionism kink scratched. Showing off for George was fun, but there was no true thrill in it. Not when she knew he’d never act on the unspoken tension between them.

Lacking anyone to distract her, she focused on the task at hand and powered through her routine in record time. By the time she finished, she was drenched in sweat and actually glad that no one was around to see her looking like a drowned rat.

Alex gathered her things and waved to a regular—a guy named Mike who sometimes spotted for her—and set out. She stopped to collect the pizza along the way and made it home just in time for a late dinner.

George grinned when she entered. “Finally—I’m starving.”

“Same here.” She set the pizza down and rushed to wash up. By the time she returned, George was already halfway through the first slice.

They ate on the couch in comfortable silence, relaxing and laughing at the show he turned on. After so many years of knowing one another and living together since college, there was no need for words between them. It was why she’d agreed to room with a guy in the first place. There was no one she understood—or got along with—better than George.

When the episode ended, he paused the show, set down his plate, and scowled at nothing in particular.

“What’s up?” she asked.

He sighed. “It’s our house budget.”

“Oh.” Crap
. She shouldn’t have asked. But it was too late to take back now.

“Yeah… Look, this isn’t a pleasant topic for me either, but you owe me money. A lot
 of it.”

“I know…” She squirmed uncomfortably. “Trust me, I know
. And I’m working on addressing that. I should get a full-time position at work soon. Once that happens I’ll have enough to pay you back bit by bit for everything, all right? I just need some time.”

“I get that, I do. But… The situation isn’t great. This apartment isn’t a place I can afford on my own. If you don’t start pulling your weight soon, we’ll need to get another roommate.”

“A new roommate?” Alex’s jaw dropped. “Are you kicking me out?”

“No—that’s not it. Just a third person to split the bills.”

“But… Where would they go? We only have two bedrooms.”

“I’m keeping my room.” George’s voice was flat. Adamant. “The new roommate will have to share with you.”

“What about my privacy?” she demanded. “How am I supposed to live with some random stranger?”

George shrugged. “That’s not my problem. I’m telling you what we need
 to afford this place. If you don’t like it, I guess you can try to sleep on the couch?” She opened her mouth, ready to protest, but he rolled over her. “Hell, if you really need it, you can sleep in my room. But I’m not giving up my bed, either.”

Alex glared at him, jaw tightening. It wasn’t like she didn’t understand the situation… It was just so sudden! Their home was an oasis, a place where she felt comfortable and at peace with herself and the world. The thought of it vanishing—and so soon—left her unsettled.

“What about your
 privacy? How are you going to bring home a date when you have a girl sleeping over in your room every night?”

“Gonna cross that bridge when I get there. Keeping the house is priority number one.”

Alex cursed. She should have known better than to try that angle. George didn’t seem to date much. Which was surprising, since he was quite popular back in college and still quite the stud.

“Fine,” she said at last. “I guess that’ll work as a last resort. As long as you don’t hog the blankets.”

“Not a problem. I always run hot, anyway.”

“Just as long as you don’t sleep nude, then.” She paused. “You don’t, do you? George?”

Laughing, he gathered the plates and left to wash them, leaving Alex alone.

Fuck.

She needed
 that promotion.


Chapter Two


L
ate the next day, Alex sat on a park bench, mindlessly watching the trees sway with the wind. The warmth of the afternoon gave way to the chill of evening and still, she sat, unmoving. Unable to summon the willpower to get to her feet. After the events of the day, the last thing she wanted was to return home.

Not until she knew how to face George.

People passed through the park, walking their dogs or just hurrying through. Some on dates, others burdened with bags on their way from the store. She watched for a while, imagining the lives they might lead, devoid of daily problems like bills and old loans. With steady paychecks and jobs they could rely on, not ones that cut down hours without notice…

It was unfair. But it was also life.

Alex sighed and forced herself up. She could sit forever and no ideas would come to her. Plus, the park was getting too cold for her taste. The last thing she needed was to get sick.

Instead, she slowly trudged home.

Inside her apartment building, she ran into George waiting at the elevator. He looked her up and down and, without any words, swept her into a bear hug.

“Rough day?” he asked when the elevator chimed and they parted.

“Ugh…” Rather than answer, she got on first.

“What is it?” George followed her in and hit the button for their floor.

Alex sighed. But as much as she wanted to hide the truth, there was no use. He’d find out soon enough. “I didn’t get that promotion. In fact… They cut my hours.”

“Fuck.” The elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. “Fuck
! I’m sorry, ’Lex…”

“Yeah… Thanks.” She mustered a smile as they walked to their apartment. Once inside, she rounded on George. “This doesn’t change anything! I know I’ve been shitty to you about rent—and the other bills—and I’ll figure out how to get the money to pay you back. You know I will. I always pay back my debts. So for now, can you just do me a favor and please don’t show the apartment to anyone? I don’t want to give up my privacy or have some intruder crowding our space. Not unless there’s absolutely no other way.”

George set down his bag and sat heavily on the couch. “It’s not like I find it an ideal solution either.”

“I know. But look, I’ll start applying to other places beginning tomorrow. Something will turn up and I’ll turn this around! But once you get someone else in here, kicking them back out won’t be so easy. It won’t be our
 place anymore. Can’t we wait a bit more? Isn’t there some alternative?”

George furrowed his brow and considered for a painfully long moment. “There might be…”

“Yes!” Alex plopped on the couch and grabbed his arm. “Anything! We can make it work.”

“I’m not so sure.” George’s face twisted and he glanced away. “In fact… yeah, just forget I said anything.”

“No! Come on, tell me.” When he still didn’t speak, she tugged on his arm. “Spill it.”

“I—” George cut off, fidgeted, and then tried again. “I don’t want you to hate me.”

Incredulous, she pulled away and stared at him. “What the fuck are you talking about? Stop being stupid and just tell me already.”

They stared at each other, one defiant, the other taciturn. Finally, George sighed. “For me to keep affording this place essentially solo, I’d need to clean out my savings. And even that wouldn’t be enough, so I’ll have to ask my parents for help. And then even if
 they agree… You know how they are. They’ll make sure it costs me. So this is a big
 ask.”

“I know.” Alex cringed, wishing she could offer a better solution. “But—”

“Let me finish.” George looked serious. Solemn. Alex swallowed and nodded. “It’s a big ask so I want a big favor in return. You can turn me down. If so, just forget this whole conversation ever happened.”

Alarm bells went off in her mind as she stared at her friend. What the hell did he have in mind that required such build-up? She opened her mouth, ready to tell him to get to the point, and then her eyes widened.

Of course.

All of a sudden, everything made sense. The way he checked her out, the lust in his eyes when he thought she wouldn’t notice, his strange reluctance to speak… It all fit together. A slow smile spread across her lips.

“I see where this is going,” she said with a smirk.

Instead of blanching and changing the subject, George relaxed. “And where is that?”

Flustered by the lack of response, Alex hesitated. But she called his bluff, so there was no chance she’d back out. “You want me. Right? You want
 me.”

“Yes.”

He wasn’t joking or playing coy. It was both unnerving and—oddly—flattering. But was that really enough?

Alex swallowed and shifted in her seat. Somehow, without her even realizing, her heartbeat had risen abnormally high. The whole room felt warm. Though she’d never looked at him in this light before, he was very handsome. Tall, toned, easy-going but confident, with a good sense of humor—George was a catch. If this was what he demanded… She could do a lot worse.

“Um…” Strangely shy, she worked moisture into her mouth. “Since it’s you—if that’s all you want—I guess that would be fi—”

“There is
 one more thing. I don’t just want us to fuck and move on—that isn’t good enough. Instead…” He paused. His eyes hardened. It was a look she’d never seen before. “I want you to be my sex slave.”


Chapter Three


A
lex stared, jaw unhinged, struggling to comprehend the words she just heard. She’d known George for years… Or so she thought. Nothing in all that time together had prepared her for this.

“You… aren’t kidding, are you?” she asked once she found her voice.

“No. I’m quite serious.”


Right. Of course.
 He wouldn’t joke looking like that. George had a sense of humor but he wasn’t the prankster type.

“So, like…” she trailed off, unsure of how to continue. With her mind awhirl, it was hard to even think straight. “What would this mean? Specifically?”

“Um.” A pained expression crossed George's face as he leaned back. Like one who got further than he ever imagined possible and now found himself without a plan on where to go next. “I would take charge of you. Sexually. Do things with you and to you that I can’t really try with someone else.”

“Like rough sex…?” Now that she thought about it, the few times George brought dates home, things tended to get pretty loud. She usually went out on those nights. Or, failing that, would lock herself in her bedroom with headphones to drown out the noise.

“Not exactly.” George shook his head. “That’s part of it, though. How much do you know about BDSM? I’m a Dom. A dominant. And a sadist. So there are a lot of things I like, few of which I get to try. Things like tying a girl up… and spanking her. Turning her skin pink and bruised. Making her cry or scream for me, all while I manipulate her like a toy to make her feel exactly
 what I want her to.”

As he spoke, the timbre of his voice changed and grew deeper. His eyes took on a faraway look. The things he described were half terrifying, but the way he described them… His passion was so palpable that Alex could picture each image as clear as day.

“And you want to do that to me?” She squirmed in her seat, mouth dry and hands clammy. “Make me cry? Hurt me? No one ever… tried anything like that with me. The closest I got was one guy who would smack my ass around while we were in doggy. But not, like, hard
 or anything. Just a bit.”

The memory—or rather, who she was telling about it—made her blush. Although they were close, until this afternoon she and George had only a passing knowledge of each other’s sexual exploits. Only what anyone would know about their roommate’s affairs.

If George felt any similar discomfort, he didn't show it. “That’s a start. A very light start—but fun. Did you like it?”

“Maybe—a little,” she whispered, unable to meet his inquiring eyes.

“Only a little?”

Alex flushed. Back then, she hadn’t thought much about the whole thing. While the physical sensation was pleasant, she’d felt nothing beyond that. But now… She regretted not asking for more. Regretted not knowing enough to express the desires hidden away in her mind, secret even from her.

“Come on, you can tell me,” George prompted. “You aren’t fooling anyone, I saw you reading Fifty—
”

“That was just to see what all the fuss was about!”

George cocked an eyebrow, disbelief plain in his eyes. Alex’s face burned. She was glad he didn’t know she’d actually seen all the films, too.

The first time was as a gag with her friends. One got the DVD as a gift and thought it would be funny if they all watched it together. Yet while the others laughed, Alex experienced a very different reaction. Rather than feeling amusement, she found herself squirming—and not from discomfort.

It was a wake-up call. After that movie, she watched the others. Read the books. And that was still only the start. There was a whole rabbit hole past it, and she tumbled down it with glee. She’d spent far too many nights in bed alone, reading erotica on her phone while her hand busied itself between her thighs, picturing herself in the shoes of one of the many helpless and submissive heroines she read about.

She just never imagined that her naughtier
 fantasies might someday cross over into reality.

“You never answered me earlier,” George suddenly said, snapping her mind back to the present.

“Oh? Sorry, what was the question?”

“How much do you know about BDSM? Because that’s what I’m interested in. The real deal, finding and pushing limits. Exploring every fantasy you—and I—ever had. Not rough sex—not a little spanking here and there—but full control. I want to own
 you.”

Alex’s eyes grew wide. Her pulse raced as she stared at George as though seeing him for the first time. Which, in some ways, she was. “I… Don’t have any experience, like I said. But I know about it. Of
 it. You—you can’t really own me though, can you?”

“Only in the bedroom, nothing more. I don’t want to change things between us otherwise.”

“Whew.” Alex giggled in surprised relief.

George smiled. “This might be me seeing what I want but… Are you actually interested?” He peered at her, smile steadily growing. “You are
! And here I thought you’d call the cops on me for harassment.”

The blush returned to her cheeks. Was she really so obvious? Because he was right. The more the idea had time to settle in her mind, the more she realized she wanted
 the strange arrangement. George was someone she trusted, and he already shared her interests. It was a total win-win. Especially if it let her keep her room to herself until she could sort out her financial troubles.

“I…”

She hesitated for only a second. Then, she leaned in, wrapped her arms around George’s neck, and kissed him. His lips were soft against hers. His body huge, dwarfing her slim frame. Strong arms pulled her in his embrace and suddenly he was kissing her back, tongue insistent and forceful, invading her mouth. By the time they pulled apart, she was breathless and overheated.

“Does that answer your question?” she asked, licking her lips.

Lust shone in George’s eyes as he grinned. “It does, and I’m glad. But before we do anything, I want you to know your safe words.”

She looked at him questioningly and he quickly explained. There would be two. ‘Red’ if she wanted a complete stop, and ‘yellow’ if she got scared and wanted him to slow down but remained open to continuing.

“So if you’re sure…” George paused, scanning her face for doubts. “Then I won’t hold back. Are you ready?”

Alex giggled. “Yeah. Do your worst.”


Chapter Four


G
eorge stretched his hand out toward her. With a smile, Alex tilted her head and offered her cheek to his caress.

Something flashed in his eyes. The next moment, she was sprawled on the couch, hand clutching her cheek. Heat and stinging pain blossomed there, pulsing beneath her fingertips. She stared at George, too stunned to comprehend what just happened.

He grabbed her by the hair and dragged her close. Alex flinched as he raised his hand again, but this time his touch on her cheek was feathery soft. Gentle as a breeze. “Not too much, is it?”

“N-no,” she mumbled, sniffling. Helped by his touch, the pain receded. In its place remained a confusing mixture of conflicting emotions and impulses. The desire to cling to him. To push him away. To cry. And to pull down his pants so she could wrap her lips around his cock.

“Good. I hoped you’d be able to give me what I wanted.” The fingers in her hair tightened, drawing a gasp from her lips. His other hand dropped from her cheek to wrap around her throat. “Remember your safewords. Use them the moment you want to and don’t hesitate. This won’t work if you try to take on more than you can handle.”

Alex nodded weakly—as much as her position allowed. Trapped in his iron grip, she was helpless and scared. And yet, deep inside, longing stirred. No one had ever taken control of her like this.

The response seemed to satisfy George. He smiled and kissed her, hand tightening around her throat as he did. Alex moaned, clutching at his strong arms as their tongues danced, darting and sparring until he bit her lower lip and pulled back. A soft, warm hand cupped her cheek. He smiled.

The second slap caught her just as off-guard as the first.

One second she was nuzzling his palm, the next her head spun as pain pulsed through her cheek. The skin tingled and burned. She looked up at George, her lip trembling, but he only laughed before doing it again—to her other cheek this time.

A few slaps later and she was dizzy, almost hyperventilating from the shock. Just as she was about to safeword, George pulled her into his arms, twisting her around so she sat with her back to him. His hand reached between her legs and cupped her mound.

“Don’t think, just feel,” he growled in her ear as he rubbed her pussy through her jeans. “Open your legs wider and let this happen.”

Alex shuddered and moaned. Almost immediately, the pain filling her mind blurred, shifted, and transformed into pleasure. It radiated through her body, warming her with its glow. Her clit throbbed, nipples hardened, and breath grew erratic.

“Oh fuck, why does that feel so good…?” She bit her lip, shivering as she ground against his hand. Even through all the layers of fabric between them, his touch was divine.

“Who knows…” George slapped her mound and she groaned, but the pain quickly receded as the rubbing resumed. “Maybe this is what you’ve needed your whole life. Maybe I’ll keep going until you can barely remember your name, much less how to think.”

Alex squirmed in his arms, shaking as much from his words as his touch. Every time he alternated smacking and rubbing her pussy, she got even wetter. The pleasure and pain mixed and became indistinguishable. Each touch seemed to heighten the effects of the next until she was writhing and panting, parting her legs and offering herself for more of whatever he chose to give.

She was close. She could feel the orgasm building, driving her wild. “Please,” she whined.

As quickly as it all began, George’s touch vanished. He pushed her off the couch and she stumbled to her feet.

“Strip, before I tear those clothes off you.”

“Ugh…” Despite whining, she did as he ordered. A part of her wondered how he’d handle disobedience, but she wasn’t ready to test those waters just yet. She wanted to cum, not get her ass beaten. No matter how sexy that thought sounded, too…

Alex shed her clothes, making deft work of the buttons on her shirt before practically tearing it off. She wriggled out of her jeans and socks, leaving her in just bra and panties. George devoured her with his eyes and she flushed, glad she hadn’t worn anything tacky or boring today. While they weren’t lingerie, she’d chosen a lacy bra that pushed up her tits and a tiny, sky-blue pair of panties that always made her feel cute.

George reached between her thighs and teased her through the panties before pulling them aside and pushing two thick fingers inside her. Drenched as she was, they slid in with ease. “Already so wet… Naughty slut.”

She shook her head, denying his words even as she moaned and bucked on his fingers. His forearm was so big and strong. Even with two hands, she could barely encircle it. George had always been buff, but in the past year he started hitting the gym regularly and it truly showed. How had she never noticed before?

“Are you close?”

“Yesss,” she hissed, gripping his arm tighter as she rode his fingers. With every thrust he rubbed her G-spot just
 right, sending ripples of pleasure throughout her body. Her pussy gushed, soaking his hand. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna—”

George pulled his fingers free and slapped her cunt—hard
. “Rule number one: no cumming without permission.”

Alex squealed and clenched her thighs together, grimacing from the pain. This whole time, he’d been holding back. None of the previous slaps prepared her for the pain of his hand on her bare pussy.

“Shhh.” His fingers returned, teasing the sensitive, engorged lips of her sex. “It’s okay. I just had to drag you back before you could go over. Otherwise, I’d have to punish you.”

She whimpered, rubbing against his fingers. “Please keep going, I’m still so close.”

“Yeah?” George chuckled. His fingers sped up, and her breath along with them. “If you want it, you need to beg. It’s my
 orgasm now—not yours.”

“Fuck
,” she moaned. “Please, please let me cum, I need it.”

“How bad?” He reached around and unclasped her bra, dragging it off before grabbing a nipple and rolling it between forefinger and thumb. “Make me believe it and maybe I’ll let you.”

“So bad…” she breathed, moaning and arching her back. His touch on her sensitive nipple was rough, heedless of the pain it caused. But combined with the fingers now teasing her clit, she didn’t mind. Instead of hurting, it only made her crave more.

“You can beg better than that.” George forced his fingers back in her cunt while thumbing her clit. “Go on. Beg
. Show me how desperate you are.”

“Fuck!” She gritted her teeth, clenching around his fingers. Each breath came as a shallow gasp as she tried to keep her orgasm at bay. But it was so close. She could almost taste it. “Please, please, please
—fuck—I need it, I can’t hold back, please
!”

George paused, as though considering it. Hope soared in her heart. Then, his lips curled in a cruel smile. “I don’t think so.”

Before she could protest, he pulled his fingers free and shoved them in her mouth, down to the back of her throat. Alex gagged, eyes watering. She tried to pull back but George’s fingers around her nipple ensured there was no escape.

“Suck properly. Wrap your lips around them like a good girl,” he ordered. “Show me what you’ll be doing to my cock very soon.”

She hesitated for a moment and his fingers tightened, twisting her nipple until she cried out in pain. The only choice was to obey. Bobbing her head on his fingers like it was a cock, she twirled her tongue in an effort to please him. The fingers on her nipple relented—returned to gentle rubbing and tweaking instead—and she sighed in relief, surprised by the amount of pleasure she felt.

Once his fingers were clean, George pulled them free. He gripped her face with one massive hand and kissed her, tongue probing her mouth. “Mmm, delicious. Now sit back down and play with yourself for me.” He rose from the couch. “Now
.”

This time, Alex moved without hesitation. Her panties came off in record time and she sat, spreading her long, smooth legs wide. The instant she touched her pussy, a shudder coursed through her. Just that little touch was enough for pleasure to spark from her fingertips, raising the heat in her core to new heights.

She’d thought she was close before, but now she stood right on the edge. Every touch threatened to tip her over and it took all her willpower to hold back. And yet she couldn’t stop. Not with George watching her with dark, smoldering eyes.

She watched him in turn, almost drooling as he undressed. Powerful, bulging muscles came into view as he removed his shirt and the tank underneath it. His shoulders were wide, arms strong and thick. She knew how easily he could lift her. Toss her. Abuse her in any number of ways—and she’d have absolutely no chance of stopping it.

Alex moaned and bit her lip, pussy dripping at the thought, soaking her fingers. She quivered, taut as a string, hovering with one foot over the precipice of an orgasm more powerful than she’d ever known. There was no way she could stop. The feeling was too addictive.

George undid his thick, leather belt and pulled it free. Jeans followed, then boxers. The moment his semi-hard cock—already heavy and huge—came into view, Alex whimpered. Her body tensed. Back arched. Pleasure exploded through her as she came to a screaming, toe-curling orgasm. It went on and on, sensations buffeting her like waves pounding the shore.

When she collapsed, at last, she was breathless and dizzy, covered in sweat. Unclear, muddled thoughts filtered through the post-orgasm euphoria. Thoughts like how she couldn’t remember the last time she came that hard. And that she had soaked the couch. But none of that seemed important. She was way too blissed out to care.

The sharp crack of George’s belt brought her back to alertness. She sat up with a jolt, eyes growing wide. “Fuck.
”

“That’s right.” He smirked. “‘Fuck,’ indeed. You’re in a world of trouble.”


Chapter Five


C
old sweat dripped down Alex’s back as she stared at the terrifying leather object in George’s hand. Now that her head was no longer clouded by arousal, terror held her in its grasp. He’d promised her punishment. She didn’t even dare imagine what that might mean.

“It—it’s not my fault,” she stammered, despite already knowing it would do no good.

George arched an eyebrow. Gripping the buckle, he looped the belt around his hand. Once. Twice. Three times. He gave the remaining length of leather a test swing and smiled in satisfaction as it swished through the hair. “How do you figure?”

“I didn’t mean to do it. I tried not to, I swear! Please…” She gulped and crawled backward, trying to sink into the couch to hide. “Don’t hurt me, please.”

“Are you safewording?” George stepped forward, heavy dick swinging with every step, and grabbed her by the hair. Effortlessly, he lifted her to her knees. “Say the word if so. Otherwise, I’m not stopping until you get what you deserve.”

Alex stared up at him, eyes bright and wet with unshed tears. The safeword was right on her lips. All she had to do was say it and this would end.

She hoped.

But no, he was still George—of course he would stop. She was almost sure of it.

But what would that mean? If he stopped, would he just get a new roommate after all? Would they return right back where they started? Would the game end? She didn’t dare risk it.

Besides… It wasn’t like she hated anything he did to her—yet.

“No,” she said, voice quivering.

With a smile, George leaned down and kissed her. “Good girl.”

The words were no sooner past his lips than he sat down and dragged her over his lap. He hooked a leg around one of hers and pinned it between his thighs, trapping her, spread open and vulnerable.

“This will hurt,” he warned as he rested his hands on her. One on the swell of her ass, the other on the small of her back, pinning her as surely as if she was tied up. “But that’s the whole point of punishment. So that next time, you know not to cum. No matter what. Until you can’t even think
 of cumming without permission.”

Alex whimpered. He sounded serious. But he couldn’t be. It wasn’t possible. A person couldn’t control all of someone’s orgasms! Unless he…

She shuddered.

The only way it was possible was if he controlled all her sexual contact. If he decided when and if she went out, and with whom. Was that what it meant to be a sex slave?

“Count,” George commanded, cutting through her panicked train of thought. Slowly and deliberately, he uncoiled the belt from around his hand and laid it on her back. A silent reminder of what he could do to her.

Without warning, the first smack struck her ass.

“One.” Alex squeaked and squirmed—or, at least, tried to. His implacable hand kept her in place.

Another smack.

“Two.”

A third smack fell right where the first had landed and Alex gave a small shriek.

“Three!”

From there, the blows fell fast and hard, peppering her ass in stinging fire. She yelped and screamed, struggling in vain to escape. Each time she forgot to count, George slapped her pussy to prompt her.

By the time she reached twenty, she was a weeping wreck. Her ass burned. Worse, shame bubbled inside her, searing her from within. She’d never felt so exposed and humiliated in her life. Not even earlier, when her smug, snooty boss cut her hours despite all her pleas.

The memory made her cry harder as shame and frustration built inside her to a boil. “Y-yellow,” she choked out.

George’s hand paused, then lowered down to her ass. With slow, tender movements he massaged her butt, soothing the hurts. The thumb of his other hand stroked her back, as though petting a kitten.

“You okay?” he asked, voice gentle.

She shrugged and hung her head. Much as she wanted to deny it, his touch was comforting. It almost made her want to cry again, though for entirely opposite reasons.

“It’s okay. You did really well taking the spanking this far. I wasn’t even going too easy on you.”

“What?!” She hiccuped and twisted to look at him. “That was easy
?”

He laughed. “Just a little. If I really wanted to hurt you, I would go harder. Or use the belt.”

Alex shuddered, then moaned as his hand wandered between her thighs. Her pussy came to life with a roar, soaking his fingers as her clit pulsed.

“It would leave such pretty marks on you… Stripes and welts and bruises. Until you couldn’t sit comfortably for days. You’d think about it each time you do.” George’s voice dropped. His fingers grew rougher and Alex realized she was breathless, thrusting her pussy out to give him easier access. “How you’re mine
.”

She moaned again, then whined as his fingers pulled back. “More,” she begged, hating the pathetic, pleading note in her own voice.

“Yeah?” George chuckled. “Then take your last five smacks like a good girl. Count them—and thank me for each one.”

“Noooo—ow, fuck!
” Alex squealed from the first smack and thrashed around to no avail.

If he’d been holding back before, that was done now. Her ass stung and hurt like crazy—until his fingers returned to massaging her clit. The moment they did, pleasure bloomed inside her, folding the pain into itself.

“One, thank you
,” she purred.

“Good girl.” The fingers withdrew and the second smack followed, just as hard as the first.

She squealed, back arching. “Two, thank you!”

George rubbed and kneaded her ass. A finger traced the cleft of her cheeks and pressed against the puckered ring of her asshole, making her squirm and moan. He teased it a moment longer, then his hand withdrew and the third hit struck.

“Oww!” She gritted her teeth and struggled against his grip. “Th-three, thank you…”

The fourth blow made her howl with pain. Alex dug her nails into her palms and squeezed her eyes shut, fighting just to breathe.

As always when she was on the verge of tapping out, George’s hand returned to her clit, massaging her back into wet and eager submission. Somehow, the feelings coursing through her seemed to only get better. No matter how bad the pain, the instant his hand touched her delicate nub, it all melted away and her head filled with fog and lust. She went from struggling to escape to squirming as she soaked his thigh with her juices.

“Count?” he prompted, giving her pussy a tap.

“Four, thank you, sir…” The word slipped past her lips before she could give it any real thought.

George’s hand froze. “What did you call me?”

She flushed. “Sir…”

“Fuck.” George pushed a finger inside her. Then two. Then three. The thick digits stretched her tiny pussy, filling it to the brim. She could only moan, helpless as she gushed and bucked on his hand. Already she felt a second orgasm building and growing inside her, even stronger than the first. “Good girl. Now just one left.”

Alex braced herself as his fingers pulled free, leaving her empty and wanting once more. One second passed. Two. Three.

The final smack fell and she screamed
.

“Five! Thank you! Sir!
”

Pain clouded her vision. Her whole ass burned and tingling from the force of the blow. Even without the belt, she was sure George had bruised her and that she’d feel it tomorrow. Only this time, there was no tender touch to help her forget. No probing fingers in her pussy to make the pain fade.

Instead, George grabbed her by the hair, stood, and dragged her—scrambling and crawling—to his bedroom.


Chapter Six


A
s soon as they entered the room, George slammed her over his bed. He pressed up against her, hard cock grinding on her ass while his hand reached around to play with her clit.

Alex sighed with pleasure and wriggled to offer him better access. Though her ass still hurt and her knees had rug burn, she felt good
. With George, she had no control over anything, and the more she experienced it, the more she liked it.

“Even wetter than before,” he commented, smacking her ass. “My slave is a hell of a slut.”

Before, she might have squeaked from the blow or blushed from his words. Now, it just felt like a gentle love tap. Not enough to hurt, only to warm her deep inside and make her cunt clench. While the words… They rang true. Her soaked pussy admitted what her brain refused.

“Get up on the bed. Legs spread wide.”

She scrambled to obey, well aware of what he’d do if she didn’t. Once in position, she watched as George dug through his closet and pulled out a storage bin, followed by a towel. He tossed the latter to her.

“Put that under your messy little pussy,” he ordered.

She flushed a deep shade of crimson. It was his fault she was such a mess! But before she could voice the indignant reply, her eyes widened in fear as George opened the box and began removing its contents.

A paddle came first. He hefted it and gave it a practice swing, smirking at the horror written plain on her face. A whip followed. Then some kind of handle with a multitude of long, leather strips on one end. She had no idea what it was, but there was no doubt how it would be used. The thought of the three covering her ass in bruises and welts terrified her.

“Don’t worry,” George said, as though reading her mind, “These aren’t for you. At least not yet. Later, maybe, once you’re ready. But for now…” He pulled a length of tightly coiled rope from the box and grinned. “You know what comes next, don’t you?”

Alex turned pale, eyes fixed on the rope like a viper. She was a strong woman. Regular visits to the gym and a lifetime of sports ensured that. In almost any situation, she could handle herself—except against George. From the way he manhandled her earlier, she knew she stood no chance against him. He could overpower her the same way a bear could a puppy.

But that didn’t scare her half as much as the thought of being restrained.

“I don’t know about this…”

She shuffled back but George was too fast. One minute he stood at the foot of the bed, the next he had her ankle in a vice-like grip and dragged her toward him. He pounced on her, straddling her chest and bringing his cock within inches of her face.

“You have your safewords.” He scooted forward and the tip of his cock brushed her lips. “Either say them—or suck. Put that mouth to use one way or the other.”

Again, Alex wanted to. It was just one simple word: ‘red.’ One word and this would end. There would be consequences, but she would be free and tomorrow’s consequences were tomorrow’s concern. But George’s cock was already against her lips. And it was so big
. Not even fully hard, it was still long and girthy and she longed to feel it. To taste it.

The burning in her core—undampened by fear—insisted on it.

She closed her eyes and kissed the tip. Just a soft, gentle kiss. Followed by more, until she could wait no longer and swallowed the head between her lips. She moaned with pleasure, tongue teasing the slit and savoring the salty precum.

George moaned his approval and shifted, forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. While she sucked, he grabbed one of her arms and bound her wrist to the headboard. It happened so fast she barely had time to react before it was done. Panicked, she tugged on the rope.

“Don’t struggle,” he ordered, repeating the process with her second hand. “I made sure it won’t cut off your circulation but you can still hurt yourself if you fight too much.”

She whimpered in fear. Tied up and helpless, she truly felt like a toy. Like a slave. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, even while it took all her willpower to keep from resisting.

George caressed her cheek, the touch surprisingly gentle. Then, he gripped her by the hair and shoved his cock down her throat. Thoughts scattered before the sudden assault. Unable to touch him or control the pace, all Alex could do was relax and try to breathe as he used her mouth like a toy.

Tears welled in her eyes with each thrust. Spit bubbled between her lips. George tossed back his head and moaned with pleasure, pumping harder and faster into her mouth. It took everything she had just to control her gag reflex.

She knew he was close. Her throat screamed in protest and still, she did her best to massage his length with her tongue. The thought of his cum flooding her mouth spurred her on, driving her to suck with a desperation she didn’t know she could feel. But before she could get it, George pulled away.

“Not yet,” he growled as she coughed and gasped.

He climbed off the bed and grabbed more rope. Skillfully, he wrapped it around her ankle and made several complex knots before pulling her leg up and to the side, tying the free end somewhere under his bed. He repeated the procedure with her other foot and moments later she was immobile.

Alex tested the bonds but the knots held firm. She was powerless, trapped with her arms over her head and her legs raised and spread, leaving her holes completely exposed. And there was nothing she could do. There was no way to hide. The taut ropes prevented any movement. All she could do was wriggle—and make an even more appealing target of herself.

“Beautiful,” George whispered, eyes fixed on her cunt. Alex blushed a deep red. It was one thing to be naked during sex, but being inspected like this was something totally different. “So fucking pretty I just want to—”

With a growl, George lunged and slapped her, right on the lips of her sex.

A scream tore from Alex’s throat as she thrashed with pain. George paid it no mind. He grabbed her by the hips and buried his face between her legs, eating her pussy like he’d been starving for weeks. The pain dulled and faded, replaced with frantic need. She humped his mouth and he rewarded her by spearing her folds with his tongue.

“Yes, yes, yesss,” she cried, flailing helplessly as she hurtled toward orgasm. George nibbled on her slit and she whimpered but thrust out her pelvis for more, anyway. The tightrope dance between pleasure and pain that he led her on was driving her slowly insane.

“No.” George’s mouth pulled away from her throbbing, pulsing clit. He moved up her body until his cock nudged her pussy and his lips—wet with juices—hovered just an inch from hers. “The only way you get to cum is on my cock.”

She nodded, frantic and eager. “Then fuck me already.” The head of his cock pushed on her entrance. “Please!” It slid up and down, maddening. So big and thick and so very close—but not where she needed it most. “Please
!”

With a smug, satisfied smirk, he thrust inside.

Alex gasped, face scrunching up from the overwhelming, all-consuming sensation. George stretched her inch by painstaking inch, massaging the soft, sensitive walls of her pussy with his massive cock. It was excruciating. It was ecstatic. She groaned as he bottomed out, their bodies conforming like two perfectly aligned jigsaw pieces.

If she could have moved, she would have wrapped arms and legs around him and held on for dear life.

But she couldn’t
 move. She was only a slave. A toy to pleasure his cock. Defenseless against whatever he did.

George pulled back, far slower than when he pushed in. Her cunt gripped him like a vice, refusing to let go. When only the head remained, he slammed back inside, burying in her to the hilt.

Alex cried out, hands balling into fists, but there was nothing she could do. Not a single damn thing. The only choice was to take it.

Thrust after thrust slammed inside her. She thrashed against the bonds holding her but it did no good. And George didn’t slow down. He only sped up, grabbing her by the thighs and hammering her with deep, steady strokes.

Tears welled in the corners of her eyes. Pleasure, pain, frustration at her own helplessness… Everything bubbled to the surface and suddenly she was sobbing like a child, shaking like a leaf as she wailed.

George’s lips found hers. Soft yet unyielding, they grounded her. Gave her something to hold onto even while everything around them spun. Their flesh slapped together, his hips slamming into her on each stroke as he pounded her into the bed.

“Cum for me,” he growled, breath hot on her face, and she did
.

The orgasm ripped through her like an explosion of pleasure, tearing apart all in its path. Her vision blurred. While her body shuddered and spasmed, her mind was floating, flying—utterly helpless—and yet content
. The feeling stretched on, tumbling and growing, overwhelming everything.

George roared and buried his face in her neck, biting her shoulder as he unloaded deep in her cunt. Waves of hot cum filled her with their warmth and she milked him of every drop.

With a final grunt, he collapsed on top of her, totally spent. Alex shuddered and her eyes drifted shut. Aftershocks of the orgasm rocked her body. And still, she floated as though on a cloud. It was the most incredible thing. Like nothing she’d known or imagined before.

If this was what being a sex slave meant… She should have begged George for a break on her IOUs long ago.


Epilogue


A
lmost a month later, Alex sat in a nicely furnished office, dressed in a blouse and tight pencil skirt. A portly, middle-aged man in a suit—her interviewer—sat across from her. He stared with bulging eyes each time she crossed and uncrossed her legs, affording him tantalizing glimpses of her thighs. The view distracted him so much that he kept lobbing softball questions which she easily aced.

“Um, ah…” He blinked, then looked down at the papers laid out on his desk, as though only just realizing he’d blundered his way through the whole interview. “Ahem—it sounds like everything is in good order… So let me be the first to offer you a very warm welcome to the team!”

Beaming, Alex jumped up and shook his hand, leaning forward just a little
 as she did, rewarding him with a view of her cleavage. She didn’t even feel guilty for charming her way through the interview. After all, it hadn’t started intentionally. She just couldn’t sit still. Not with the mass of bruises decorating her butt from the last session with George.

Her new manager gave her papers to sign and expounded on various details of the job, all smiles and compliments for her interview skills. She nodded along, smiling and making small talk as needed until everything was done. Once dismissed, she hurried out.

Outside of the office building, she took a deep breath. The air tasted fresher. Sweeter. Finally, at long last, she had a full-time job again.

With an elated smile, Alex practically bounced the entire way home. It was still too early to celebrate—she hadn’t even gotten her first paycheck yet—but she couldn’t help feeling giddy already. Now, she’d be able to pay back everything that she owed. To George, to debt collectors, her monthly credit card bill… It would be a long process but she’d whittle it all down, bit by bit.

George looked up when she entered the apartment. “How’d it go?”

Alex hesitated. And then she looked down and sighed. “Not great…”

“Oh… Sorry about that.” George offered her a half-smile. “Guess that means our arrangement is still on.”

She blushed and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Then go get changed. Once you’re ready, plug your ass and crawl out here. I need you to warm my cock like a good girl.”

“Yes, Master.” Alex licked her lips and hurried to obey.

Just because she got the job didn’t mean George had to know immediately
. He could wait a while. A week. Maybe two. Three, at most!

She’d still pay him back in full. But while she saved up for that, he would continue to use her. She’d still be his slave.

Until she mustered the courage to admit she wanted it, that would suit her just fine.

The End


Thank you for reading!

I truly hope you enjoyed this story! It was a pleasure to write, and there are many more where this came from. Expect them in the coming weeks and months!

If you have the time, please consider leaving a quick review on Amazon to assist future readers.

If you'd like to be informed about future releases and upcoming projects, please join my mailing list!
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, and your information will not be shared with any third-parties.
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Becoming His Pet: BDSM Humiliation Taboo Encounter.
 A young college student turns to sex work online in an effort to pay for her mounting college tuition. Things seem to go well, until her best client turns out to be someone far closer to her than she realized. Someone with designs that go well past her comfort zone and will leave her sweaty, spent, and more used than she's ever been before.
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Giving Her All: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 In order to make ends meet, a young woman must risk it all by seeking out a potentially dangerous organization that offers riches to any pretty, young woman willing to cater to the extreme
 tastes of its clientele.
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Making the Cut: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 To become a member of an exclusive sorority, a young coed must undergo a hazing far more devious than she ever imagined. The things they require are humiliating and depraved… And turn her on more than she ever imagined.

Or simply check out all Mia Sinclair’s works by visiting her Amazon Store page.
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