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Prologue

My bottom is sore when I first call him Master. I moan the word, my voice soft and sweet, aching with lust, as I lay naked in the comfort of his lap. I don't realize what I've done until moments later. Even when I do, I no longer care. I smile weakly, closing my eyes as he massages my bright red cheeks. After the past two days of training, I can finally say I love being Marcus's submissive. I adore it, his approval. I crave it. I need it. Like more than anything else in the whole wide world.

He spanks me hard one last time, reminding me not to disobey, then has me stand upright so that he can inspect me from head to toe, if anything so that he can better appreciate his handiwork in the light of the nightstand. He gropes my aching ass cheeks, chuckling proudly as I bite my lip to ignore the soreness. The first time he spanked me not even two full days ago, I could hardly take it. I pounded my fists against his lap and swore so loud the window shook from his hand punishing my rear. Now? Now I'm a good girl for him. Now I gladly take whatever punishment he has in store for me, obediently, happily, like a good submissive.

Like a good slut.

I feel his fingers slide between my legs and part my still wet pussy lips, teasing me until my thighs begin to shake and I nearly lose my balance. I grab onto his armrest behind me to hold myself upright, but even then, it's difficult. His rough fucking from before makes it hard to stand as it is. He gently pushes his fingers into my sex, eliciting a moan from my lips that only grows louder as he fingers my cunt. Fuck, I'm so needy for him, aren't I?

I think, for a small moment, that he intends to fuck me again. But before the pleasure can build any further and I become insatiable, he pulls his fingers away.

I turn and watch him lick his fingers clean, a ravenous smile across his face. “Stay facing forward,” commands.

I bite my lip, and face forward. “Yes, Master.”

He smiles, massages my ass for a fleeting moment, then finally ends his inspection, leaning back comfortably in his chair. “Good girl. You can put your clothes on,” he says, a note of care in his voice. It's cute to see such a dominant man still have some softness to him. More than that, it's comforting that he's even thinking about it. It must make a man like him furious to even think of me with clothes covering her.

I smile impishly, then climb back into his lap and wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him close. There's nothing quite like the feeling of my bare skin against a well-dressed man's clothes. It's almost addicting, how my naked breasts feel in contact with fabric that doesn't belong to me. “No, Master,” I say in a playful yet determined voice. “I've been naked this long. I think I'd rather stay like this. At least until we both have to say goodbye.”

“Good girl,” he says, grinning as he places a hand at my hip, caressing skin. On the very first day of training, Marcus had me disrobe completely at the front door, telling me that as long as I stayed inside his house as his submissive, I wasn't allowed to cover myself, especially in front of him. His submissive, his body, his rules—those were his exact words. It was a difficult rule to follow at first. At all times, I felt exposed, vulnerable, at a disadvantage, which was obviously the point. But as the hours passed, I felt differently. I felt… As if he now needed to protect me. That I was entirely his. And if I was his, then why did I need clothes?

Of course, it also made it easier for him to spank me. That part, too.

I moan softly in his lap and run my fingers over his stubble, tilting his neck closer so I plant a kiss on his lip. He growls, not satisfied with my affection. Grabbing onto me, he brings his lips to mine, uniting her tongues as his free hand teases my breast, my nipple, still hard from his rough, calloused hand disciplining my ass.

It's heaven. But eventually, as the sun starts to rise and we can both plainly see the golden beams of light shine in through the window blinds, our fun has to end eventually. I know that Marcus has to go to work soon. And me? I have college classes to attend to, even though they couldn't be less important to me in the current moment.

“Let me make you breakfast,” I say. “That way you can get to work on time.”

Marcus chuckles as I hop off his lap, granting him a picturesque view of my ass in the process. “You really are obedient now,” he says as he takes notice of his Rolex, making a mental note of the time. “You should've lost a bet with me months ago.”

I roll my eyes and shake my ass at him while I head into the kitchen. Obedient? Yes. But that doesn't mean I'm completely submissive. I still have an uncontrollable bratty side—one I like to entertain so that he has an excuse to spank me again. “Don’t get too cocky,” I say. “Consider it a favor from a friend. Sometimes friends cook each other breakfast.”

“Oh? We're just friends?” he says it like it's a challenge. Daring me to make it official, right here, right now. Me as his girlfriend. I have to admit: he makes a compelling argument. I'm even considering it. “I didn't know that you usually cook breakfast naked for friends.”

I smile, giggling a bit. “Only the ones I like. What do you actually have to cook in here, anyway?”

I open and close cupboard after cupboard, gradually collecting the kitchen implements and the frying pan I need to assemble breakfast, which, considering his shockingly barren refrigerator, is just going to be bacon and eggs and toast. Nothing too fancy. For a second I wonder how a man with his own house could have a refrigerator stocked like that of a broke college student—that is to say, basically empty. Until I divine the reason why when I catch sight of plastic waste spilling out of the trashcan. DoorDash.

“Sorry. I usually order out to eat,” he calls out from the living room. “You should be able to make something, though. Don't worry. You've already impressed me with your body. You don't need to be an excellent cook, too.”

Somehow, I can't resist smiling again. He's such a dork.

I spot a black apron hanging on the wall, one so clean and spotless I doubt it's ever been used. I grin to myself as I put it on and tie it behind my naked waist. It looks good on me. I bet it looks even better from the back.

I get cooking, laying down strips of bacon in the frying pan until the mouthwatering aroma of sizzling fat fills the house. All the while, I think about everything that happened that got to me to this point, how I ended up losing a stupid bet to Marcus and becoming his submissive to begin with…


Part One

Two days ago when I walked up to Marcus's house and knocked on his door, I was thinking two things: one, that he was a cocky asshole. And two, that I couldn't believe myself that I was actually going to let him dominate me all over a stupid bet. Him, of all people!

I didn't know Marcus very well. All I really knew was that my best friend, Abby, was close friends with him, so much so that Marcus was a frequent guest at Abby’s parties. Supposedly they had dated for a very small time in our first semester of college, but they ended things amicably and remained friends ever since—Abby was never the kind of person to end things on a sour note; she was far too sweet and caring for that. Being stuck in each other's orbits for the past few years, Marcus and I never got along well. Every time I was around him at a party or at Abby's apartment, I found him full of himself, way too confident for his own good, and honestly a bit obnoxious, even though I found him to be handsome enough compared to most guys. Suffice it to say, I had no interest in him whatsoever. None. I doubt that Marcus had a particularly high opinion of me, either.

Of course, things can change. And fast.

A week ago, Abby hosted a small party at her apartment to watch The Big Game, and I decided to come over against my better judgment just so I would have something to do. To keep a long story short, there, I overheard Marcus joking with his friends that he could dominate any woman, that he was just that good at it. I couldn't quite tell just how serious he was being, chances are he was just being a show off to his friends, but in any case, I found him too cocky, so full of himself. So I made a bet with him right then and there. If his team lost, then I could dominate him over the weekend. If his team won, he could dominate me. I didn't really care about the game or which team won or lost at the end of it—as far as I was concerned, I thought I would win in both cases. If I won the bet, then I could humiliate him and tease him for the better part of the weekend—which sounded like music to my ears. And if I lost? No biggie. He would never get me submitting to him. Oh, he could try, but he was never going to succeed, not even if he had a million years to make it happen.

I still can envision that arrogant smile on his face as we shook hands. “Deal,” he said. “But you better be ready to call me Master once I'm done training you.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Hmph,” I said, crossing my arms. “You really are full of yourself if you think you can get me to submit, Marcus.”

He just laughed, then sat back down with his friends to continue watching the game. Sure enough, after the second quarter, it was pretty clear that I was on a losing side of the bet. It wasn't a close game—something I probably would've known had I cared to pay attention to it.

I just rolled my eyes, deciding I wasn't going to let him win in any case. He was never going to hear me call him Master.

Abby was all smiles and giggly when she came up to talk to me, having overheard our ‘conversation’ from the kitchen. “Oh my. You're not really going to…”

I looked at her sternly, blowing a stray lock of hair away from my face. “I am. He's such an ass. The least I can do is knock him down a peg or two.”

“Hehe. If that's what you want to call it, Carly. I can tell that you like him. It's totally obvious.”

“What?” I couldn't believe her. “No way. He's such a brute. I would never date a guy like him. Never.”

Abby giggled again, but didn't push it as she went back to mingling with the rest of her guests. …Yeah, like I said: things change. Clearly I took a liking to him more than I was willing to admit. After all, why would I have made that bet to begin with?

Really, I wasn't doing a good job fooling myself.

In the end I showed up bright and early on Saturday morning at his house to spend the next two days being ‘trained’—his words, not my own. I groaned as I knocked on the door. I would give him five seconds, I told myself. If he didn't show up at the door in five seconds, I was out of here.

I was almost back on the sidewalk and in my car when the front door swung open, and Marcus’s cocky mug appeared in the morning sunlight. “Carly,” he said, smiling. “Took you long enough, eh? To be honest with you, I'm surprised you’re even here. I figured you were going to chicken out.”

I rolled my eyes. “I still can,” I said as I marched past him into his living room. “I just thought it would be fun to entertain your fantasies. You know, get your hopes up a bit.”

“Sure, sure,” Marcus said as he shut the door, grinning proudly, arms crossed as if he had already won. Considering our surroundings, he had a right to be cocky. Marble countertops in the kitchen, expensive mahogany furniture in the living room, three bedrooms, three baths—I had heard from Abby offhandedly once that Marcus came from money—not money money, but an appreciable inheritance nonetheless—but it wasn't until now that I realized exactly how much. There was no way a guy in his late twenties could afford a place like this in this economy, not unless he had a head start from the rest of us.

It didn't matter. Money wasn't going to impress me, and it certainly wasn't going to get me submitting to him. Not anytime soon.

“Let’s set up some ground rules first,” Marcus said as he followed me into the living room and began, one by one, shutting the window blinds, gradually reducing the natural golden hue present in the room. I couldn't help but notice his rolled up sleeves as he did so, his strong veiny arms in the waning light. “That way, there's no surprises. Just because we had a bet doesn't mean I want to make you uncomfortable with demands you would never do, bet or no bet.”

I nodded, feeling a tinge of vulnerability as we exchanged glances. I had to admit, I was surprised to see him so considerate. But then again, he was also just being smart. At any moment, I could just walk out the door: my word was the only thing keeping me here. With that in mind, he knew well enough that he was walking on thin ice. Push too much, and I’d be gone. Push too little, and, well, I’d just be bored. He needed a delicate touch.

I smiled slightly, wondering what just exactly he had planned. “A bet is a bet,” I answered him. “I said that you could dominate me, so here I am. I'm pretty sure I can take whatever you have in mind.”

A cocky, know-it-all laugh sounded throughout the house. It was almost grating just how confident he was. “Oh? You really think so? You okay with me trying whatever I please, then?”

I giggled as he came up to me, pretending to be so high and mighty. “I'd like to see you try. Really. You're the one bragging to his friends that you can get any woman submitting to you with just a few stern words. Why don't you prove it now, if you're that good at seduc—Mhm!”

Before I could blink, Marcus had his thumb hooked on the inside of my cheek, silencing me, making my heart race in a way I couldn't quite explain. His other arm was around my waist, pulling me close, so close his chest was pressing up against mine. I could smell his cologne, feel the stubble on his chin brush up against my neck. I wondered if his plan was to kiss me, only for me to think about him kissing me. Once that happened, I was helpless, already melting into a puddle in his grasp.

“Good girl,” Marcus said as he pulled his thumb from my mouth, gliding the still wet tip over my frozen lips. Then, he brushed my cheek and tilted my chin up so that I looked directly into his eyes. “I can prove it. I'll show it to you over the next two days. It'll be simple. You do whatever I say, when I say it, how I say it, where I say it, without question. If you do that, I'll reward you. if you don’t, I'll spank you. We’ll decide on a safe word so that any command I give you is always truly optional. But, in so long as you don't invoke it, you're mine. Sound good?”

He didn't really need to explain further. Deep down, I was already very agreeable. Back at the party, well before I even knew him, I expected him to be a brute. The last thing I expected out of him was to actually be, well, considerate as to his sub’s well-being. “Yes,” I said quietly, breathing heavily even from his small touch. “I… Let’s use ‘cupcake’. It's from a show I watched recently. Should be pretty easy to remember.”

Marcus smiled devilishly, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, tucking it behind my ear. It felt so good for him to touch me. “Good. ‘Cupcake’. That'll be perfect,” he said. Slowly, his gaze ran down every inch of my body before suddenly shooting back up to eye level. “Take your clothes off.”

I blinked, my heart thumping against my chest. A cool shiver ran down the length of my spine from his hot breath down my neck. “What?”

“I said take your clothes off,” he growled. “Everything off. Fold everything nice and neatly and leave it on the floor in front of my feet. Now.”

He must've been joking. Or crazy. Or both.

And yet… I obeyed. Even while he stood impatiently in front of me, tapping his foot, crossing his arms. Even as I started to unhook my bra and began to show him bare, exposed skin. I obeyed. I figured before I even arrived that if I did submit to him, I would get out of my clothes soon enough, so I dressed lightly, wearing only a t-shirt, jeans, sneakers, underwear—nothing particularly sexy or immodest. Now? I was wondering if there was even a point to come dressed at all.

Breathing deeply now, I placed all of my clothes on the floor and folded them at his feet, then stood up and straightened my back in front of him. It felt so intimate, so vulnerable, this moment. I couldn't quite describe it. Marcus didn't say anything at first, merely took me in and appreciated my fully naked form as I blushed and felt his gaze penetrate me. I didn't cover up, kept my arms firmly at my sides.

“Good girl.”

Fuck, I hated how those two simple words could make me feel. “Thank you,” I said softly. I was so close to melting in his presence. I smiled weakly and let out a laugh, not quite sure what to do with myself. “I'm guessing I'm not putting these clothes back on anytime soon.”

“No, you aren’t,” Marcus said as he took my clothes and fitted them under his arm, taking them with him down the hall.

Naked. I felt so naked while I waited for him to return. Now I understood why he was so insistent to shut the window blinds. I kept my arms firm at my sides when he returned. Like a good girl.

“Good,” he said as he came to me, rubbed his chin as if in deep thought. “Stand still for me. Don't move a muscle.”

I obeyed.

Smiling, he had me turn, once, then twice, inspecting my body from head to toe with his rough, strong hands. He groped and spread my ass cheeks. Fitted his fingers between my legs and parted my pussy lips. Breathed hot, fiery breaths against my neck. Teased my already hard nipples and flicked them, watching me moan from his invasive touch. All the while I stood there obediently, patiently, doing my best to calm my ragged breathing. My pussy was aching for him and he had barely done more than touch me and take my clothes. It hadn't even been an hour yet, and I was supposed to stay here for the entire weekend. How was I supposed to resist? Already, I was submissive to him—even if I didn't want to admit it, the stubborn brat that I was.

Suddenly I felt his hand strike my ass, clapping it loudly in the quiet room. I nearly jumped up. Ah!

“There’s a broom and a dustpan in the hall closet,” he said sternly. “Start cleaning for me. I want every floor in this house spotless in an hour. Can you do that for me?”

I turned to look at him. Who did he think I was? His maid? Still, he could've asked for worse. He probably just wanted a good excuse for me to bend over for him. The place was already rather clean. “…Okay,” I said, rolling my eyes the very moment we weren't face to face.

Not good enough. Marcus pulled me back, bringing me close to his chest and pressing up his erection against my ass cheeks. He reached around, cupping my breast as he breathed down my shoulders. “Okay what?” he growled.

“Okay, Master!”

He hadn't instructed me that he even wanted to be called ‘Master’, but the word came out so easily in the moment that I felt it was right. Maybe he had another title in mind. But if he did, he didn't show it.

“Fuck, what a good girl you are,” he said, breathing the words like a kiss to my lips. God, it was frustrating just how those two simple words could make me feel. I really did like being praised, didn't I?

“You call me Master from now on. Every time you address me, or answer me, or when you speak to me at all. I want ‘Master’ on your lips. ‘Yes, Master’ should be your default response whenever I command you. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

I moaned the words so softly with his hands on me.

“Good girl. Already so obedient. Now get to work. Now.”

Slowly, he let me go, smacking my ass one more time before I headed into the hallway to get the dustpan and broom. For the next hour, I did exactly as he commanded, sweeping up the floors naked as Marcus watched on.


Part Two

Marcus spanked my bare bottom later that evening, when I failed to call him Master. After hours of being tasked to clean, doing everything from sweeping the floors to wiping down the countertops, I had said the title to him so many times that I had honestly gotten sick of saying it. I didn't think that he'd care if I addressed him as Marcus—or that he'd even notice.

I thought wrong. The moment that I failed to address him properly, Marcus took my hand, bringing me back into the living room and directing me to lay my stomach over the armrest of his favorite chair. Ass up, head down. The classic spanking position.

I looked to him, raising an eyebrow. “You can't be serious.”

I wasn't trying to be disobedient, but I was surprised to see him take such swift action to a minor mistake. “I told you what I was going to do if you misbehaved,” he said, arms crossed, his mouth turned into a thin line. “Now get on the chair. Unless you'd prefer I spank you now standing up.”

Something told me that I didn't want to test him. Biting my lip, I did what I was told, propping up my ass for him as I got into a somewhat comfortable position on the armrest. Already I felt more exposed to him than ever before. Oh, his first task had me bending over constantly in front of him, so he wasn't seeing anything new here. He had already had a picturesque view of my ass for basically the entire day. But this was different. This was… intimate.

“I trust you’ll go easy on me?” I asked, feeling my whole body shiver in preparation of his hand against my bubbly ass cheeks. I had never been spanked before, not by any partner, not by anyone.

“Of course I will,” he said, and I could tell that he meant it. Sweet, but firm. Considerate, but strict. That was Marcus, I was now discovering.

“Okay,” I said softly as I got into position and stayed still, trying to predict the exact moment he planned to spank me. To prepare for it, somehow. I breathed in, hoping to relax, only for—

Spank!

—for me to gasp as his powerful hand struck my bare ass cheeks and rumbled the chair beneath me, pushing it an inch forward. Fuck. That was going easy on me?

He didn't stop there. He spanked me again, then again, each hit increasing in intensity until my ass was beat red and I was gritting my teeth to help myself stay together. The pain wasn't too bad, all things considered, a light sting at the end of it. Clearly he had practice spanking women before, knowing the right place to hit on the ass to have the most effect but limiting the damage.

But I was speaking too soon. He spanked me again, even harder this time, chuckling proudly to himself as I took his punishment obediently. I was breathing heavily by the time he was done with me, my ass so sore I was almost glad to be resting on my stomach and not it.

“Call me Master,” Marcus commanded.

I was eager to say it after his punishment. “Yes, Master. You're my master, Master.”

“Good girl.” He reached forward, gently massaging my ass cheeks as tears formed at my eyes. Fuck, those words felt so sweet to me. Were so sweet to me. I swore those words were addicting. I would do anything for him to hear him say it again and again.

My pussy was aching. My nipples were as hard as glass. I felt his hand sneak between my shaking thighs, parting my lips and teasing my clit with his thumb. It was like he wanted to torture me, fingering me like this after a hard spanking but without any intent to get me to orgasm. Of course, earlier that day he told me I wasn't allowed to touch myself or reach orgasm without permission at all. I simply wasn't allowed to. At first I thought he was kidding himself to actually believe I would be so turned on by him that I'd actually want to touch myself. But now…

“You’re really fucking wet,” Marcus growled in my ear, fingering me deeper, making sure that I moan for him. “You really like it when I spank you. Don't you?”

“I…”

At this point, why even lie?

“I do,” I admitted. I didn't know why, but it just felt so fucking good to be spanked by him. To be submissive for him. To be his, my master. “I like it a lot.”

“Good girl. Let's stop here. I don't want you to orgasm yet. Not so early. It's only the first day, after all.”

Only the first day… I thought, blushing.

And to think before I even arrived that I would actually resist him for two.

“How do you feel?” he asked me after afterward once I got back on my bare feet. It was cute how caring he was.

“Like I shouldn't try to sit down anytime soon, Master.”

“Probably a good idea,” he said, chuckling. “Get back to cleaning. I'll order us some food.”

I did what I was told, a not-so innocent smile on my face for the rest of the day as I became his dutiful naked submissive.

On Sunday the day was more or less similar to Saturday, with my master giving me tasks that I was expected to follow, otherwise I would be punished with a swift spanking. I was spanked twice times over the course of the day. The first time, he caught me idly playing with my pussy while I was on my hands and knees scrubbing the floors. I wasn't even trying to—I was just so horny that I could hardly focus. Suffice it to say, I wasn't allowed to masturbate, much less touch myself for even the smallest moment, even by accident, so he took me into the living room again to punish my ass. I promised him that I wouldn't touch myself after that. I would be diligent. I would be a good girl, no matter what.

But I had to. I just fucking had to cum from his spankings that I could hardly take it anymore. When he wasn't looking, I snuck into the bathroom so that I could play with my aching, pink puffy pussy. I knew what I was doing was wrong, that I was disobeying my master—but fuck it, I just didn't care. I needed to touch myself like I needed to air to breathe, I was that pent-up and frustrated.

Somehow, I was able to keep myself from moaning too loud, alerting him to my disobedience. I was a little proud of myself after when I left the bathroom as if nothing was amiss and went back to my duties. That is, until my master inspected me again, checking my body thoroughly, appreciating every last inch.

My master could plainly see I wasn't as aroused as I should've been. No, I should've been breathless. I should've been twitching and aching just having his body so close to mine. Instead, I was holding my composure a little too well.

It was so obvious that I disobeyed.

My master was practically growling as he took me by the arm. “You fucking touched yourself while I wasn't looking, didn't you?”

“Master, I—I…”

“Say it. Tell me the truth. Now.”

God, what did it say about me and his training that I wanted to admit it just because I hated hearing the disappointment in his voice?

“I did. I had to. I was so pent up, Master. I had to cum so fucking badly. I know I wasn't supposed to, I just—“

But he led me into the master bedroom and threw me onto the bed before I could come up with any sensible excuse. No words from him. Just action. He spread my legs and had me on my hands and knees, and then undid his belt buckle.

He wasn't really going to…

Slap! Fast and hard, his belt hit my bare ass. The bed shook, and I gasped. I had unleashed an animal. I gritted my teeth and clawed at the bedsheets, panting for breath as again his belt clapped my sensitive ass cheeks. One, two, three. Each spanking faster and harder than the last.

“I told you. You're not fucking allowed to cum without permission,” my master growled as I heard him toss the belt onto the floor at his feet. Climbing onto the bed with me, he groped my cheeks, massaging them, squeezing them just to remind me of the aching sensation—my punishment. “You're not even allowed to touch yourself. Your pussy is mine. Your right to orgasm is mine. Is that fucking understood, slut?”

He pulled on my hair and craned up my neck before I could answer. His hand swooped around my back to caress my breasts. Even while disciplining me he couldn't keep his hands off of my body. “I understand, Master,” I said between breaths. 
“I want to be a good girl. I want to be a good girl for you, Master. I won't touch myself. I won’t cum without your permission ever again. I promise!”

Master stayed silent, as if he expected me to continue speaking for as long as possible. He slipped his fingers between my legs and teased my clit again, parting my pussy lips, wetting his fingers with my arousal.

“Not good enough,” Master said finally. God, how did his disapproval affect me like this? Fuck, I craved his approval so badly. “Not fucking good enough. But I guess there's no use now, hmm? If you're going to orgasm disobediently while I'm not looking, then let's make sure it's completely out of your system. Here's your task now. You're going to cum four more times tonight, five total.”

I blinked. What?

“Master—“

Before I could finish speaking, Master walked across the room and retrieved a Hitachi vibrator from the closet, bringing also with him a devilish smile across his face as I kept my legs spread for him. “Get on your back,” he commanded. “Stay still.”

Blushing, I did what I was told and kept my legs splayed open for him. I stayed in motionless, although there was no way I could stay like that for long if he actually planned to use that thing to make me orgasm not just once, but four times in a row. He had to be insane.

“Good girl. You're listening. Here's what I want you to do now. Don't make a sound. Don't even moan. Is that understood? Nod for me.”

I nodded as he flicked the vibrator on, letting it buzz wildly in his hand. My heart was pounding inside my naked chest.

“Good. Let's see how long you can last with this on a higher setting.”

It turned out, not very long. I bit down my lip and had to seal my mouth closed with my palm to stop myself from screaming, the vibrator pleasuring my pussy so well that I felt like I was going to faint. Beads of sweat dotted my body. I wanted to reach forward and scratch my master across the chest, I was that much of a mess. By the time second orgasm of the day hit me, I was so tired, so exhausted, so fucking sexually frustrated—now all I could think about was the thought of his hard cock pushing deep inside my cunt.

“Fuck me.”

I blushed, my face turning hot to the touch as the words escaped my lips easily like releasing steam. I should've said ‘Master’. In fact I shouldn't have said anything at all, I was supposed to stay quiet. But I was just so needy at that point, I had to beg, I had to.

An excited look shined in Marcus's eyes. “Oh?”

I took that as permission to keep going. “I… I just need you to fuck me. Please. Please fuck me. Stuff your cock inside me. Fuck me senseless. Make me your whore. Please!”

I didn't need to say more. Smiling greedily as he threw off his T-shirt and pushed down his jeans, my master took out his cock, stroking it from base to tip as a droplet of precum oozed from the head. Holy fuck, he was big. So fucking big. My eyes went wide trying to figure out how he could possibly fit that thing inside me.

And yet… Somehow he made it work. I gasped and grabbed onto the bedsheets as his thick cock pushed inside me, granting me a wonderful warmth as his shaft twitched and pulsed, eager to fill me with cum. He reached forward, roaming my body with his strong hands, leaving no part of my body untouched. He laughed proudly as I melted and moaned from his touch. And then he started thrusting, shaking the bed, pushing in and out his cock in my sex.

My thighs twitched uncontrollably with my third orgasm. My fourth had me moaning so loud I was almost worried I would alert the neighbors. All the while Marcus thrusted inside me, taking me, claiming me for his own.

Grinning, Marcus came up to my ear, breathed against my neck, planting kisses up and down my bare shoulders, granting me no mercy. Then, he whispered one final command me. One last thing for me to do. “Cum.”

God, I came so fucking fast, instantly, without hesitation. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled my master close, making sure he couldn't pull out, making sure his hot, tasty cum shot deep into my aching wet pussy. I closed my eyes and felt Marcus’s embrace as he collapsed from exhaustion and held onto me. For a small moment I wondered if we would fall asleep together, until Marcus opened his eyes and groaned. “I told you would listen,” he whispered, grinning.

I couldn't help but laugh as he ran his fingers through my messy head of hair. “Oh, shut up already.”

…

Monday morning comes faster than I expect. I'm almost disappointed to see Marcus bring me back my clothes when I wake up in his bed, sunlight shining in through the open window blinds. “I can't believe it's already been two days. It feels like it's been so much longer,” I say to him as I get out of bed and throw on my T-shirt and panties. I blush slightly from the feeling of fabric against my skin. After over forty-eight hours of staying bare, it almost feels wrong to be covered up.

“There's nothing saying you can't come back next weekend. Or any day of the week, for that matter. I think I would always make time for you.”

I giggle. “Oh, I'm sure you would. You just want a good opportunity to spank me again.”

He smiles as he comes up from behind and gropes my ass through my panties. “You say that like it's a bad thing.”

“Oh, never. Not in a million years.”

Freshly showered and fully dressed, I leave Marcus's house bearing only his marks on my ass as a reminder of the weekend. I'm sore a little bit just getting back in my car and sitting down. But it's a good kind of soreness, a kind that makes me feel really good. It's only in the car that I turn on my phone and realize that Abby has texted me all too curious about what happened during the weekend. She wants details. A lot of them. She wants the full story.

I giggle as I start the engine and leave the parking lot, a bright smile on my face as I set my phone down. I'll tell you all about it later, my text to Abby reads. For now, I'll just say that Marcus isn't so bad after all…

THE END


Also by Flora Banks

Spanking the Naughty Secretary: An Office Discipline Story

Christina has been a naughty, disobedient secretary deserving of a bare-bottomed punishment, and her boss, John, is more than eager to discipline her himself. Stripped naked, bent over his knee, and spanked in public for the entire office to watch, Christina is ready to submit and learn her lesson in this erotic BDSM and domestic discipline inspired short story.
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