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Chapter 1 - Sofia 


My life was reaching a point of critical mass, and action needed to be taken. I was two months behind on rent, and the only reason my landlord hadn’t kicked me out was because he was a creepy old pervert who thought that he could somehow leverage my debt into sexual favors. He didn’t say it directly, but he implied it multiple times under the guise of “just kidding”. 

He creeped me out, and I didn’t find him the least bit attractive. For starters, he was sixty five years old, and didn’t take care of himself. If he was a country, his main export would have been the grease that poured constantly from his oversized pores. So that wasn’t happening, but I needed to figure out my money situation and fast, because he’d eventually figure out he had no chance with me, and would be totally within his rights as a landlord to get rid of me. 

The reason I moved in is because he was the only person who would take me as a tenant because I had no credit or rental history, and only two thousand dollars to my name. I had a rough home situation, and when my mother’s ex boyfriend got out of prison, he came to stay with us. That was my last straw, as he was a violent alcoholic with zero ambitions other than wasting away and trying to touch my thigh or graze against my ass every chance he got. 

I worked 35 hours a week at a local restaurant, waiting tables. It was my first job, and while it was nice to socialize, meet new people, and make some cash, it wasn’t really cutting it. I tried picking up additional hours, but they weren’t available and I was kind of burning out anyway. Something needed to change, and I spent all of my free time researching ways to make money online. 

Being young and only having a high school diploma didn’t leave me with many options, at least when it came to making the amount of money I wanted. I kept coming back to the idea of being an influencer, as I’d already amassed a couple thousand followers just by posting bikini and workout pics. That said, I knew that I wasn’t going to get by with just that. I knew that I was going to have to make sexual content, and honestly, that didn’t bother me in the least. 

The problem was that I didn’t have any equipment other than my phone, and my apartment was so shitty that it was embarrassing. It certainly wasn’t suited as a backdrop for erotic content, although I’d have plenty of roaches available to be cast as extras in the background. 

That’s when he reached out to me, a local male influencer with almost forty thousand followers on his main page. It’s like he could read my mind, because he asked if I’d like to do a collaboration with him and make some content. His name was Chase, and we hadn’t talked before. His page was pretty typical for an influencer, lots of workout videos and shirtless pics. 

He was very attractive, and looked to be in his late twenties. I inspected his page before responding, and it wasn’t until I clicked on his links page that I found out what type of content he made. 

Pretty much, he was a Fans Only pornstar, focused entirely on male domination. I was very curious, but didn’t have the extra money to pay for a subscription so that I could check it out. I did a Google image search of his tag, followed by the word nude, and oh boy. 

Chase had the biggest dick I’d ever seen, and coupled with his muscular, tattooed physique, he gave me an almost painful ladyboner. There were a couple of his videos on regular porn sites that didn’t require payment. I was all alone in my apartment, bored, and curious. 

Five minutes later, and I was feeling levels of arousal that I didn’t know my body could feel. The video I watched was him in his living room with a very attractive girl around my age, and there was no beating around the bush or lead up. He took control, putting her down on her knees with her arms and hands tied behind her back with ropes, grabbing her by the head and force feeding her with his monster cock. 

“Oh my God.” I said, my hand moving uncontrollably between my legs. I couldn’t believe that he’d reached out to me, and any inhibitions I had about performing on camera faded away as I masturbated myself to multiple orgasms. 

I didn’t even know that I wanted to be dominated like that until I saw the video. He was so masculine and rough, almost mean at times, and it made me want to switch places with her even though I doubted I could take what he was dishing out. I wasn’t particularly experienced at the time, I’d hooked up with a handful of guys, but never had a partner that was consistent enough for me to really get the hang of things. 

My body’s reaction to him was beyond my control, and I wanted him in a hungry way. It was intimidating, without a doubt, thinking about actually meeting up with him and doing a “collaboration”. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity though, and decided to respond to his message. 

Thank you so much! I just watched one of your videos, and it was, uhm, really hot to say the least. I’d love to work with you, as I’ve been seriously considering starting my own Fans Only page but don’t really know how to go about it. I’m kinda scared though, because you’re really big down there lol. I don’t know if I could handle it, but I’d love to try! 

I read over and rewrote the message probably five times, before finally saying fuck it and pressing send. The moment it went through, my heart rate skyrocketed because it was seen immediately, followed by “is typing…” 

“Oh, fuck. What have I gotten myself into?” I asked out loud, alone in my apartment with wide eyes. 

I was really hoping you’d say that. And don’t worry, I actually teach people how to be adult content influencers. I’ll help you with everything, start to finish, and the content we make will be great marketing to get things moving in the right direction for you. And as far as your other comment, don’t worry baby girl. I’m a dom, I’ll train you to take it. That’s what I do. 

My hands were literally shaking, and I felt myself going dumb for him, my mind blanking because I couldn’t think of the words. He kept typing, so I decided to wait to see what else he had to say. 

Shoot me your number, I’d love to meet up. I don’t think you understand, I don’t usually reach out to girls on here. They find me, but I stumbled onto your page somehow and I just got this really good feeling about you. You’re so beautiful. I want it. 

I sent him my phone number immediately, and that was the start of it all. He texted, I texted back, and we started talking about adult content, and what he had in mind for me. This went on for hours, and he had me so turned on that I couldn’t tell him no when he asked me to come over, telling me he possessed zero patience in my regard, because he needed to have me. 

The next hour was a blur, starting with the fastest shower I’d ever taken. He sent over his address, I hopped in my car, praying it would start. When it did, I noticed that I was almost empty, but his apartment was only ten miles away and I had to try. 

Chapter 2 - Sofia 


On the way over, I kept replaying in my mind the things he’d said to me, about how I would refer to him as sir, master, or daddy, and how he’d have free use of my body from the moment I stepped into his apartment. 

There was a certain element of danger, of going to meet a strange man at his apartment for sex. Especially knowing that he didn’t play around in that arena, and that I was certainly going to have the most intense sexual experience of my life. Chase was into all sorts of kinks that I’d never explored, and I found that aspect of him very intriguing. 

He mentioned his class, and how he would go over every little detail with me about how to sign up, gain followers and maintain a presence on social media, do my taxes, and that sort of thing.  That was great and I could really use the help, but that’s not at all how he sold me on coming over. I felt hungry for Chase in a way I’d never felt before, as he was very direct and confident in himself. He made me feel submissive, even though BDSM wasn’t something I had any experience with at all. 

I arrived at his building, smack dab in the center of the city, pulling up to the gate and entering the code he’d given me. It was a tall building with an industrial look, and there was something cold about it. The front door was automatic, leading to a single elevator. His place was on the top floor, unit 88, and I took a deep breath once I got to his door. 

Not only could I physically feel my heart beating in my chest as I knocked, but my adrenaline was flowing like crazy. It reminded me of the time I stole a candy bar from the gas station when I was 14, like I was doing something I knew was dangerous, and maybe even wrong, but I was willing to go to any lengths to satisfy my desires. 

“Sofia.” he said, smiling as he opened the door wearing a dark navy suit with a white undershirt, unbuttoned so I could see the tattoo that covered his chest. 

“Hi.” I said, feeling myself shrink in his presence as I glanced down at my feet before forcing myself to look into his eyes. 

“You’re even more angelic than I imagined.” he said, grabbing me by the hand and lacing his fingers in mine, staring into my eyes and leading me inside. As soon as the door closed, his hands moved to my ass, pulling me in for a kiss. 

It happened so fast, and I gave in to him right away, melting in his strong arms as he groped and passionately introduced himself. My eyes felt heavy, almost drunk as his tongue slipped into my mouth. 

“I couldn’t wait. I had to taste you right away.” he said, flashing a cocky grin and lifting me up into the air, carrying me over to the couch before placing me back down. 

“I don’t mind.” I said, terribly smitten with him. 

“Here, sit on daddy’s lap.” he said, reminding me of his titles. 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, feeling myself blush. 

“Good girl.” he whispered, kissing my cheek and letting his hands move up my sides. “So pretty, how did I find you?” 

“I don’t know. You tell me.” I said, giggling as his stubble tickled my neck. 

“A better question would be, how didn’t I find you sooner? It’s really a tragedy if you think about it. How many days did we spend apart? Too many.” he said. I wiggled around in his lap, and could distinctly feel his endowment in his pants. The nerves along my spine danced, and I couldn’t think of anywhere else I’d rather be. 

“Too many, master.” I said, making sure to follow his rules. His intoxicating presence made me want to stay on his good side in every way. 

“Let’s talk about the scene. I have a very sexy little Maid outfit for you, I want you to change into it. It’s pretty simple, I’ll roll the cameras, and you start by dusting my coffee table, bending over in front of me. I’ll take my cock out and approach you from behind. I know you aren’t as comfortable with facefucking, so we’ll start a little slower, but be ready to suck on it. We’ll adlib from there.” he said, placing his hand between my legs and quickly finding my spot over my shorts. 

“Yes sir. Anything you say.” 

“Such a good girl. I got so lucky with you, I’m never going to let you out of my clutches.” he said, continuing to rub in circles and sending pleasure rippling out in waves. 

“Ugh!” I bit down on my lap as he wrapped his fingers around my throat from behind, not restricting my airflow but putting enough pressure that I knew I was under his command. 

“You like it when daddy plays with your pretty little pussy?” 

“Yes, daddy.” 

“I know you’re a good girl, but I want you to be a slut for me, okay?” 

“Yes. Yes, daddy.” I said, whimpering as he slipped his hand inside the waistband of my shorts, rubbing the pads of his fingers between my lips. 

“So wet. Such a little slut.” 

“Yes sir. I’m a slut for you.” I said, breathing sharply. He raised my chin, holding me between his legs as he rubbed his fingertips faster over my clit, back and forth in a way that stole control of my body, further dragging me under his spell of dominance. My mind started going blank, until I was seeing stars, making strange animal noises and climaxing uncontrollably in his lap. 

“Yes, just like that. Cum for your master. I control your orgasms now, not you. Understand princess?” he asked, finally relenting so I could catch my breath. 

“Yes master.” I said, panting as he kissed my inner ear. 

“Now, be a good little slut and go change into your maid outfit. It’s in the bathroom, hanging on the shower rod. Be quick, love. My arousal for you isn’t patient.” he said, lifting me to my feet, and giving a little slap on my ass. 

He made me feel supercharged on lust, and I stumbled into the bathroom with my head spinning. I kept smiling, I couldn’t help it. He knew exactly how to trigger my body, and I knew even before we went any further that I was about to have my mind blown. 

The outfit was skimpy, and fit like a glove. I stood in front of the mirror, making  adjustments on the puffy sleeves, and turning around to see my own asscheeks poking out from under the way too short skirt. I can’t explain what came over me, the emergence of my submissive side that was in stark contrast to what I was used to. I wanted to be used, taken, and manhandled. I wanted to be in service. 

By the time I turned to walk out of the bathroom, he was already there waiting in the doorframe, checking me out. 

“The cameras are rolling. Pay them no mind. You’re not here to perform for them, you’re here to perform for me. I want you to be my submissive, Sofia. This is your audition.” he said, pulling me against him for another deep kiss, spiking my arousal once again before abruptly breaking our embrace, and returning to the living room, sitting down on the couch because the cameras were already rolling. 

There was no time to prepare myself, so I just went for it, walking into the room with my most confident strut, carrying the little black feather duster that came with the outfit, and glancing over at him while he watched intently. 

“Hello, master.” I said, feeling nervous but willing. I pranced over to the coffee table, and began dusting away, bending over at the waist and putting my ass on full display for him. This continued for perhaps thirty seconds, and I was patiently waiting while I turned my head for a quick peek, and was reminded of why I’d been intimidated in the first place. 

It was absolutely massive, like a veiny anaconda. I tore my eyes away from it, looking straight ahead and feeling myself melt further into horny hysteria. He literally dwarfed every man I’d been with, and I could feel him standing over me as he approached. 

“Sofia, I require your assistance.” he said, grabbing my hips and pulling me against him. I purred instinctively, giggling as I felt him press it against me. 

“Yes, master. What do you require?” I asked, straightening my torso and turning around to face him. His eyes sparkled, and he nodded toward his heavy cock, placing his hand on the back of my head and encouraging me to crouch, and bringing me face to face with his enormous endowment. 

“Just look at it.” he said, holding a handful of my hair as I gasped at the monster dangling before me. 

“Oh my God.” 

“That’s right. You’ve never had a cock like this before, have you Sofia?” 

“No sir. I’ve never even seen one this big.” I said, trembling with anticipation. He pressed my head against it, holding me in place. 

“Raise your eyes. Look at your new master.” 

“Yes, master. I just want to serve you.” I said, begging him. 

“Open your mouth, and stick out your tongue. I want to make you acquainted with it before you start sucking. Don’t begin until I say.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, opening my mouth and doing as I was told. 

“Such an obedient little maid. Stick it out.” he said, grabbing himself by the base and slapping it down over my face, smothering me just by laying it down. He pushed his hips forward, forcing his heavy balls into my mouth. “Not yet.” 

“Yes, master.” I said, fighting the urge to touch myself while he slapped it against my tongue. He was growing even harder, making his veins more pronounced. He’d only undone his belt, opening the front of his pants to pull it out. I was reminded of the cameras as he put on a show, shoving my face into his nuts and grinding. 

“Use your tongue. Balls only.” he said. 

“Yes, master.” I said, eager to finally serve him. They were so big that I wondered if they were swollen, or if he used some sort of supplement to make them bulge. 

“Wash them with your tongue. This is what I hired you for.” he said. 

“Mmm! Yes, master.” I said, repeating the mantra and slipping into what felt like a hypnotized state. I made popping sounds as I released his oversized testicles, slobbering and trying to impress him. 

“Put your hands behind your back.” he said, pulling his belt out of its loop. “Open your mouth.” 

“Yes master.” I said, opening wide and looking up at him, unsure of what he had in store for me. He wrapped the black leather belt around the back of my head, using it as a handle to fuck my face. “Mmm!” 

“Good girl. I knew you could do it. Nice and slow, go as deep as you can.” he said, pulling both sides of the belt to force me deeper. His girth was such that I could barely fit it in my mouth, and I felt like I was unhinging my jaw like a snake. 

“Gluck!” 

“That’s okay, breathe. Try again.” he said, giving me no time to catch my breath. “This is your slut training, Sofia. Impress me.” 

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I gulped, swallowing around him and trying to breathe. His hot flesh pulsed in my mouth, and I settled into something of a rhythm. 

“Eyes. Look at daddy.” he said, using his belt to maintain my pace, taking it easy as I could only handle a shallow depth. I could feel his bulbous mushroom bumping into the back of my throat, triggering my gag reflex and the release of viscous saliva that I coughed up all over him. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, sticky strands still connecting my lips to his member. 

“Don’t apologize. Words are meaningless, actions speak. Make yourself gag on it, it’s the only way you’ll learn to properly please me.” he said, pushing it past my swollen lips. I’d never partaken in such depraved sex, and I couldn’t get enough. 

It was a serious challenge, and my jaw muscles burned as I forced my mouth open to accommodate him. In and out, slowly increasing his depth while my own spit dripped from my chin and his balls. 

“Guck! Guck!” 

“Good slut. My balls. Never neglect them.” he said, taking hold of his scrotum and squeezing his balls to the end. “Rub your pretty lips on them, kiss them. Show me your devotion.” 

“Yes, daddy.” I said, leaning in as he gave my belt collar a tug, taking them into my mouth and massaging them with my wet lips. My arousal was crossing over the threshold of what I knew possible, turning to an aching pulse that needed relief. Even my brain was reacting, as I felt an almost manic level of euphoria wash over me as I slurped away at his balls. 

“Such a good girl. I can’t wait to really fuck your face, to watch your throat bulge as I empty my balls straight into your stomach.” he said, pulling me over to the couch and sitting back down. I kept my hands behind my back, trusting him not to impale me until I was ready and trying not to throw up on it as he increased the intensity. 

“Mmm!” I squealed, tears rolling down my cheeks, activated further each time I choked and coughed. I’d watched the way he liked to facefuck his submissives, and I knew that I wasn’t capable of handling him the way he might be used to. I appreciated him easing me in because it was a tall order. 

“Do you like sucking daddy’s dick?” he asked, releasing one end of his belt and freeing me. I smiled back at him, wiping my mouth with my forearm. 

“I love it. I wanna play with it all day long.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. I felt almost like I was on autopilot, like a character in a video game that only reacted when he pushed my buttons. 

“You will. Stand up.” he said, stepping out of his pants and underwear and unbuttoning his shirt. “Put your hands on the armrest, and bend over at the waist.” 

“Yes master.” I said, only noticing that the tingling in my ankles from crouching once I was again standing. There wasn’t time for me to process what was happening, as he wrapped the belt around my neck and mounted me from behind. “Unhh.” 

“This is my little pussy. It belongs to me now.” he said, pushing the tip inside and sending an electric jolt through to my core. I gripped the couch and held on for dear life as he worked it slowly in and out at first, spreading my wetness and taking me deeper with each forward thrust. 

“Yes, master.” I said, instinctively grabbing the belt with one of my hands to relieve the pressure. 

“No. Take your hand away. You’re my slave, Sofia. You don’t have a choice in whether or not you trust me.” he said, grabbing my arm and twisting it behind my back, not enough to make it painful, but enough to take it out of the equation as he squeezed the ends of the belt, tightening it around my neck as he bottomed out inside me, filling me like never before and transporting me to oblivion. 

“Ughhhh!” I gasped, fighting against him and giving myself over to him simultaneously. The belt restricted my airflow, but didn’t cut it off. All of my focus moved to the sensation of his juicy length penetrating my body, hitting deep, unexplored spots and making me whimper uncontrollably. My leg was shaking, and he laid his palm hard across my ass. “Ugh!” 

“Good slut. Open up for me.” he grunted, thrusting faster and driving his hips against my ass. 

“Ugh!” I squealed each time he spanked me, further transported into a submissive state of bliss. There were too many variables to account for, and their combination dragged me to the darkest, most pleasurable recesses of my mind. 

“Sofia! You’re squirting.” he said, the words nor the physical act registering in my mind, as I was far too lost in my own Earth shattering orgasm. He squeezed the belt tighter, pounding mercilessly as my peripherals began turning black. 

“Nnnnnn….” I droned, every nerve tingling. 

“Take my cum. Take it!” he said, calling out and extending his hips, forcing himself deep inside my womb as he erupted with hot sticky cum. I struggled maintaining consciousness, slobbering and giggling like a fool as my mind turned completely blank. 

Suddenly, the pressure of the leather strap was released, and I sucked in a full breath of oxygen. I didn’t lose consciousness, but I came close enough that it intensified every sensation he fucked into me. 

“God damn.” he said, dropping the belt and holding my hips as his hard cock continued to pulse. “You made a mess.” 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, far too flustered to actually care. I collapsed onto the leather couch, where he promptly joined me, pulling me onto him so that my head was on his chest. 

“Don’t be. That was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.” he said. There was a wet puddle on the floor where I guess I’d “squirted”. I thought that was only in pornos, and had no idea my body was capable of such a reaction. 

“Thank you.” I whispered, a deep relaxation overtaking me. He kissed my forehead, and laced his fingers in mine. 

“You’re welcome, my love. You were divine.” he whispered. He was so sweet to me, holding me close and kissing me, whispering sweet nothings and reminding me that we now belonged to each other. 

I had never bonded so deeply, so intimately with a man so quickly. I didn’t know what to think of it, other than knowing I wanted to belong to him in the most kinky, primal ways. He was my dominant, and I would follow him to the depths of any abyss he dragged me without hesitation. 

Chapter 3 - Chase 


I didn’t reach out to women on social media, because it was kind of creepy, for one, and because there was such a vibrant community of creators around me that finding new people to collaborate with was never an issue.

Her profile popped up on my people you may know, I guess because we lived so close together. As I scrolled through her profile, mindlessly wasting time, I felt compelled to reach out to her. I thought about just asking her out on a date, but I couldn’t help feeling like she had a lot of potential to make money as an influencer. She was too damn cute to be letting all that money pass her by, but I didn’t even know her.

Things had been going well for me in life, and I was feeling confident so I shot my shot. It was apparent right away that we had a nice little chemistry, and that she was easy to talk to and get along with.

After shooting the maid scene, I scooped her up into my arms and carried her into my bedroom for some well earned cuddles. She was so sweet, and I loved seeing the submissive kitten she melted into, purring and clinging to me like we were long lost lovers. That’s how I felt as well, and it wasn’t like other first scenes, as I usually knew the other performer for much longer, and had more of a friendship with them. 

With Sofia, it was our very first meeting, and I knew it took a lot of trust on her part to just show up at my place, even if I was a public figure. It required even more commitment to let me have my way with her. 

“You’re such a doll, like God himself sculpted you as a special gift just for me.” I said, cradling her naked body and inhaling her scent. 

“And you were sculpted to bend me over and break me in half.” she said, her eyes gleaming. 

“Perhaps.” 

“How did I do? I mean, for the scene.” 

“You were immaculate. Perfection personified. Honestly.” I said. 

“It’s gonna take some getting used to, your, uhm, endowment.” she said, turning a bit shy on me. I smiled and nestled my face against hers, taking her by the hand and placing it on my penis. 

“Practice makes perfect.” I said. 

“Really? You think you can go again?” she asked. 

“Let’s get in the shower. We can kiss on each other a little, and then I’ll put you through some deepthroat training, and maybe see what else you’re willing to do to prove your obedience to your new master.” I said, eager to answer her question in the form of action. She obviously didn’t understand the visceral effect she had on me, but how could she be expected to? I wasn’t even used to it myself. 

We walked hand in hand into the bathroom, and I let her enter first for the view. After getting the water adjusted, I turned to face her, my cock growing stiff from knowing what was about to happen. 

Many of the actresses I performed with were submissive by nature, but they weren’t my submissive. It was only for the scene, and even if our play often extended beyond the camera, they never belonged to me. I hadn’t at all been interested in a relationship, partially because of my line of work, but also because I hadn’t found the right girl. She made me question that mentality right away. 

“I love your booty. You’re truly a specimen of a woman.” I said, cupping her cheek as she stepped over the wall of the tub and past the glass sliding door. 

“Thank you, daddy. I like your bathroom, it’s a specimen of a shower.” she said, laughing obnoxiously and covering her mouth. I rolled my eyes, following behind her and closing the door. 

“You’re a dork.” 

“Yeah. Better you know that now than have to find out later, right?” she asked, giving me a wink before stepping under the water, twirling around as the steam rose from her tanned skin. 

“Definitely. I’m going to learn all of you, every crevice, nook and cranny.” I said, grabbing the bottle of strawberry lube that I kept in the shower for such occasions and holding it up for her. 

“Is this shampoo? Oh, nevermind. Oh! You’re so kinky.” she said, swatting my shoulder and lighting up after reading the label. “I’ve never used this before.” 

“What? Lube?” I asked, switching places with her and making a slight final adjustment to the temperature of the water. I like it really hot, but I didn’t want her to pass out when I plugged her throat up and made her swallow deeper. 

“Well, yeah, actually, But flavored lube, specifically.” she said. I loved her lack of experience in the kink department, as even things I found somewhat vanilla were still adventurous firsts for her. 

“Let me wash up first, and then we’ll play.” I said. 

“I don’t mind. I’ll lick the sweat off your body.” she said, lacing her arms over my shoulders and peering into my eyes. 

“I know you would. Just trust me, you’ll thank me later.” I said, lathering myself up and transferring the soap to her breasts. 

“Mmm…wash me, daddy.” she purred, giggling and pushing her chest forward as I groped her gorgeous little perky tits, running my hands down her sides and over her lean stomach. 

“God damn. You make me hungry.” 

“I’m glad. I live to serve my master.” she said, batting her eyelashes in the most seductive way. After lathering up and rinsing off, I moved her under the showerhead to do the same while grabbing hold of the strawberry lube. 

“Sit on the edge of the tub. My audience wants rough oral, that’s a large part of what I do, and I think you could get a lot of traction by performing scenes with me. I won’t get rough with you on camera until you’re ready, but I need you to practice.” I said, squeezing the lube onto my length and stroking it up and down. 

“Yes, master. I want to be perfect for you.” she said, cupping my balls and leaning right in. 

“I knew I liked you. Slurp it up, good girl. Go slowly, control your breathing, and just try to go a little deeper each time.” I said, coaching her along as she tickled my nerves. She wasn’t struggling as much as I thought, but she couldn’t take it all. I knew it would take some practice, but that she’d be gagging herself and slobbing all over it in no time. 

“Mmm…” 

“Good girl. Eyes.” I said, reminding her to look up at me. The feelings of lust she inspired in me were mutual, evidenced by the greedy, almost possessive way she sucked my cock, like she was laying claim to it with the back of her throat. Everytime she coughed, or gagged, she went right back in, even though I could tell it was difficult for her. I found her passion endearing, and I couldn’t get enough of having her worship my lube soaked pole. 

“Gluck! Gluck! Ahhh!” she gasped, wiping her mouth and grinning up at me as she grabbed the bottle to apply more lube. 

“No. Let me.” I said, grabbing the bottle and turning around. I squeezed a liberal portion onto my hand, rubbing it all along my taint and asshole. I turned my head to look at her, and without saying a word, she knew. 

“Yes, daddy.” she said, sticking her nose between my cheeks, her warm, lapping tongue quickly following. I placed my forearm on the wall, leaning forward and letting her spread my cheeks with both hands. 

“Oh my God.” I said. It felt so good, and there was no hesitation whatsoever. Chills gripped my body as she lapped away, slurping and sucking up all of the lube, up and down my taint, and then back to worshiping my asshole. 

“Mmm…Yes, daddy. I love it.” she whimpered. I grabbed one of her hands, guiding it around me and placing it on my shaft. She ate like a starving woman at a buffet, making out with my asshole and reaching around with both hands to finish me off. 

“Good girl, milk it. Make that big dick cum.” I said, letting the wave build until the last possible moment, and then pulling away, and turning around to finish on her pretty face. It hadn’t been long since our foray on the couch, but I still coated her with heavy ropes of sticky cream, painting her tits and face as I shuddered with pure pleasure. 

“It’s yummy.” she said, scooping it off her face and then licking it from her fingers, maintaining eye contact and clearly taking pride in her little show. I took a deep breath, feeling light headed and sliding down the wall of the shower to sit down across from her. 

“You’re something else.” 

“As long as I’m yours, I don’t care what I am.” she said. People always ask about that one moment, the moment that you just knew it was right. That was it. 

Chapter 4 - Sofia 


Laying with Chase in bed that night felt surreal. I thought I was coming over for a quick collaboration, not an all night love fest. A part of me tried not overanalyzing it, as I figured there was a good chance he did this all the time, and while his attraction and emotion might be real at the time, I didn’t expect to compete with a million other beautiful girls.

I definitely wasn’t harboring any unrealistic expectations of settling down with a donkey dicked pornstar who had every option available as far as romantic partners, but I also wasn’t going to let that bother me. We had chemistry, and I liked how easily it was for us to slip away into our own little dream world, even if it was make believe.

Sleeping in his bed was so refreshing, and spurred my ambition. Maybe I could start making decent money with this whole adult content thing, and maybe I could have a comfortable ass bed in a nice apartment. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

In the morning, I woke up alone in his bed. I slept so deeply that it took me a moment to remember where I was, and then I smelled bacon and eggs in the air, and followed the smell into the kitchen.

“Hi, baby girl.” he said, completely naked except for his apron, with his muscular butt on full display as he used his spatula over the stove.

“Goodness. I could get used to this.” I said, blurting. His head snapped in my direction, and he smiled.

“Oh, could you?” he asked.

“I think so.” I said, feeling embarrassed. Breakfast was amazing, and nourished me after a long, rambunctious night. When we finished, we cleaned up together, and then Chase got dressed and brought me to his spare room, which he’d made into an office, and we sat down on opposite sides of his big wooden desk.

“So, first things first, we need to set up an account for you. We can’t tag and properly promote you until we do.” he said, typing on his laptop. His demeanor turned very professional, which matched his white button up shirt and navy slacks.

“Yes sir.” I said. We went over all of the basic login information, chose the name “SubbySofi”, and got to work building my profile.

“Do you have pictures you’d like to use?” he asked.

“Uhm, not really. I mean, we could take some from my social media.” I said.

“Okay, we can probably use a couple of those, but we’ll need some more erotic shots. I can take some stills from the video we shot last night, and I’ll start working you into my photoshoots as well.” he said.

“I’d really appreciate that. I mean, if it’s not too much trouble.” I said. He shook his head, placing his fingertips together in front of him and straightening his posture.

“Sofia, I want you to be my number one submissive. I feel like we’re perfectly lined up in the kink department, and we can make some truly sexy content. If you can take the same devotion you’ve shown me over the past twenty four hours, and commit to being my full time submissive, then we’ll make a lot of money together.” he said. It felt so serious and big time, and I had no reason to doubt him.

“I’d love that. I don’t know if I’d be comfortable working with anyone else.” I said, unsure if that would be a problem.

“How about girls?”

“I dunno. Maybe just you.” I said. “And solo stuff! I’ll do that, as long as you’re the one filming.”

“Oh, Sofia. Don’t go and make me fall in love with you, it’s too soon.” he said, the intensity of his gaze making me believe every word that left his overly handsome mouth.

“Oh, hush. You’re a playboy.” I said, trying to brush him off.

“You might be surprised. I’ve always liked the idea of doing this with my partner, I just haven’t found her yet.” he said.

“Oh. Well, okay. If you think that could be me, I’m not gonna tell you no.” I said, seeing no reason to pretend that I wasn’t completely falling for him as well. No one had ever made me feel so desired or important before, and it was hard not to buy into it.

The rest of the day was spent with me pretty much acting as his personal assistant. First, he made me wear a high waisted black pencil skirt with a form fitted white button up.

“Here, try these on. They’re not real, just for show.” he said, handing me a pair of what could only be described as “sexy librarian” glasses.

“Is this what you like?” I asked, slipping them on and into my submissive persona. Being catered to and dressed up in sexy clothes was empowering, and I could see myself becoming spoiled quickly if it were to continue. I didn’t come from much, and wasn’t able to afford the type of wardrobe I’d have liked, but he seemed to already have it covered.

“I do like it. You’re too gorgeous, it isn’t fair. You short circuit my feeble male mind.” he said, looking me up and down, slapping my ass when I did a little spin for him.

He spent the day editing our video from the day before, which was a tedious process that kept him in a deep state of focus. I brought him what he wanted, a bunch of cups of coffee, and eventually, a simple ham sandwich with cheese and potato chips for lunch, which he ate while he worked and kept on trucking. By the time he finished, it was late at night, and he looked exhausted. On the positive side of things, the video was ready, and so was my Fans Only page.

The first post I made was under his tutelage, just a simple announcement that I was starting an adult page, and that I’d love to share what I was doing with anyone who was interested, linking my new page.

“I don’t know how successful this post is going to be. Most of my followers are just random people.”

“All followers are random people. You might be surprised.” he said. After I posted, Chase posted a quick teaser of our little maid scene, tagging my account and posting it to his. That’s when things blew up, at least compared to what I was used to.

Followers came pouring in, and he got thousands of views on the post. It was very exciting, especially when I got my first ten subscribers that quickly.

“This is amazing.” I said, watching and refreshing my stats every ten minutes.

“It’s only the beginning, Sofia. I don’t think you understand how beautiful you are, or how many people would love to watch you explore your sexuality with me. You’re gonna to be a fan favorite, that’s for sure.”

“You think? I don’t know, this is kind of overwhelming.” I said.

“Here, let’s put this down for the night. I’m kind of burnt out on work, I need some love.” he said, closing the laptop in front of me and taking hold of himself through his pants, isolating his bulge and sitting on the desk in front of my chair.

“Okay, daddy. I could use some love in my life too.” I said, lowering my glasses and peering over them playfully.

“Unbutton your shirt. All the way.” he said, crossing his arms and looking down at me while he lit a cigar.

“Yes sir.” I said, making it so.

“I have a question. Be honest with me, are you seeing anyone else? In any capacity?” he asked, furrowing his brow and letting the smoke trickle from his mouth.

“No.” I said, frankly. “I’m just trying to get by, I haven’t had time for anything remotely romantic. The closest thing I have to a suitor is my nasty old landlord who keeps implying that he would erase my rent debt in exchange for favors.”

“You’re not considering that, are you?”

“No! Not at all. He’s as nasty as my apartment, and I wish I could get away from both of them.” I said, snickering at my unfortunate situation.

“Do you have a lease?”

“No. I’m month to month, but I’m almost three months behind at this point.”

“And what’s your rent?”

“It’s eleven hundred.” I said.

“You’re out. I’ll pay him in cash tomorrow if he will give me a receipt, and you can move in with me.” he said.

“What? No. Chase. Are you serious?”

“It’s a done deal. Don’t tell me no, I don’t like that. You’re my submissive, don’t forget that.” he said. The butterflies in my stomach went crazy, and I couldn’t believe it. I threw my arms around him, squeezing him tight as my eyes flooded with tears.

“You don’t understand. Thank you so much.” I said.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’re mine now. I take care of my girl.” he said. “But I’m no better than your pervert landlord, at the end of the day.”

“Oh? I beg to differ, sir.” I said, dropping to my knees as he pressed down on the top of my head. I undid his belt, and then the button, kissing his cock through the fabric of his pants before unzipping him slowly.

“I have an idea.” he said, raising my chin to look up at him. “Let’s roll the cameras. I want to put your training to the test.”

“Okay.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. He brought out my spontaneous side, and the next thing I knew, we were back in his living room, surrounded by multiple cameras. I removed my clothes, stripping down completely naked as he asked, and then he handed me a shiny black latex mask with two holes for my eyes, and one for my mouth.

“Put this on.”

“Yes, daddy. I guess I’m not so pretty after all.” I said, giggling as I went to throw it over my head. He stopped me, and grabbed me by the chin.

“Don’t ever say that to me. You’re gorgeous, but you’ll do as you’re told. Don’t question my desires.”

“Yes, master. I was only joking.”

“I know. There will be times where I’m in the mood for a brat, but this isn’t one of them.” he said, releasing my face and putting a leather collar with a chain leash around my neck. He turned on all three cameras while I maneuvered the mask into place, before returning to throw me over his shoulder, carrying me to the center of the room and draping me so that my head was right at his crotch.

“You’re so naughty, master.” I said, taking his cue and tugging at his waistband. It was a bit awkward at first, getting used to being upside down. His cock flopped out dramatically, and he buried his face between my legs, kissing and sucking my clit while I tried to handle his length while inverted.

“Good. Just like that. Open wider.” he said, turning himself so that we were positioned directly in front of one of the cameras, and then reaching down to take hold of the leash.

“Guck!” my throat gushed as I swallowed around him. He started pulling the leash between his legs, and tugging on it to make me go deeper, forcing my face into his balls.

“Good girl. Slobber all over daddy’s dick.” he said, grunting with passion as he held the leash tight. I coughed, spitting up viscous spit and struggling to breathe through my nose. He was so sweet to me off camera, but he was a true dominant, with dominant desires and I was there for it.

His skilled mouth effortlessly brought me to orgasm, forcing the blood to rush to my face as I desperately tried to please him. I was happy to be wearing the mask, and I understood its purpose, as there was no way I would have looked pretty with all of that viscous, sticky saliva dripping all over my face, tears of mascara bleeding down as he pummeled my throat like the girl in the video I’d watched before meeting him.

“Daddy’s gonna cum. Daddy’s gonna cum so fucking hard down your throat.” he said, thrusting forward and bouncing me up and down his shaft while I held my breath. His thrusting intensified until I could feel his hard cock swelling up, turning puffy and soft as he exhaled sharply, erupting and blasting hot cum into my mouth and down my throat, much of it spilling out and going up my nose. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”

I swallowed around him, gulping down every drop that I could in a dazed state of pure submission. His pleasure was all I cared about, especially considering that I’d already gotten mine. He walked me over to the couch, depositing me onto it and walking away to turn off the cameras while I laid on his couch, my heart pounding and my entire body buzzing. It was an exhilarating experience, and I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t developing feelings for him.




Chapter 5 - Sofia

Chase made true on every promise, including the promise to pay out my rent so that I could move in with him and erase any debt with Ernie. The best part was that he gave me the money, and let me set it up, arriving with me without Ernie knowing that he was even there.

The exchange started amicably, and he sat down at my foldout table to write me a bill of sale.

“You know, this is an awful lot of money. I’d be willing to sign this receipt, and let you keep it, if you were willing to do something for me.” he said, showcasing his yellow toothed smile and reaching across the table to touch my shoulder. I pulled away, but kept my cool.

“What would that something be?” I asked, giving him a look. He’d never come outright and said it, and I guess he thought since I was moving out he might as well just cross every imaginable line.

“Oh, you know. You could take off your clothes for me, and let me kiss your pussy. Come on, I won’t tell anyone. You know you want to.” he said, standing up and pulling out his tiny, flaccid penis and walking towards me. I was speechless, honestly shocked that he had the audacity. I froze, but Chase didn’t, appearing out of nowhere and grabbing Ernie by the neck, shoving him to the nearest wall and lifting him into the air by his throat.

“Here’s how this is gonna play out. You’re gonna agree to give her back her money, and sign the receipt, and I’m gonna agree not to gut you like a fucking pig, and then turn you over to the police.” he said, deadly serious. I’d never seen fear like the fear in Ernie’s eyes, and he quickly agreed to the deal.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know. I’m sorry.” he said, stammering as he signed the receipt and handed it over to Chase with the stack of cash.

“Here, babe. I think this is yours.” he said, handing the money over to me as Ernie scurried out of there. It’s not like he needed to get any hotter, but I loved the way it played out.

I only brought some clothes, food, sentimental items and toiletries. The rest of it was better left behind, and since I knew that Ernie wouldn’t be bothering me anymore, we decided to just leave it in the apartment for him to deal with.

Ever since then, my life has been an absolute ride. I have over 2,000 subscribers, work exclusively with one male performer, and have the best boyfriend in the world. Without prompting from my end, he decided to only perform with me, as he feels that our intimacy is far too valuable to be anything other than monogamous.

Looking back, it’s a story I replay and relive over and over again. I always thought I was going to struggle for a long time, that it’s just the way the world is and girls like me never get our fairytale endings. Chase, like with all other things, dominated that viewpoint so far out of my mind that I hardly even identify with it anymore. We have some ups and downs like any couple, but at the end of the day, I know that we’re both in it for the long haul, and madly in love.
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Initiation - Obediently Theirs

Alice meets Professor Jones at a campus bar that's notorious for facilitating fraternization between students and faculty.

She's impulsively attracted to him, and finds his presence exhilarating. He's very forward, and comes straight out with it that he could show her pleasures she's never dreamed of. All he requires in return is her submission.

Her boyfriend texts and calls, but she can't pull herself away from the older man. He gives Alice his number before she leaves, telling her to reach out when she comes to her senses.

She does, and discovers he's much kinkier than she ever could have imagined. He's part of a society of dominants, and in order to be inducted, she must go through a ritual initiation with not only Professor Jones, but two other professors, one who already taught her psychology class earlier that year.
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Free Use - Good Girl Training

Victor takes over for his wife in the discipline department, in an attempt to get her daughter Jessica to lose her attitude and turn things around.

She's a brat, and he has no problem putting her in her place, even if it means bending her over his knee and laying his hand hard across her bare bottom.

Good Girl Training involves free use, unconventional relationships, dominance and submission, and spanking.
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Taken Rough - Her Darkest Desires

Alicia is looking for a fresh start, and wants to reinvent herself.

Instead, she falls into the same insecurities about not feeling sexy, and the same patterns of being quiet and invisible. She develops an attraction toward the man in charge of her Writing and Public Speaking class, but she can't open up to him or get him to notice her.

Professor Law is freshly divorced and ready to unleash his darkest desires with a new lover. His ex-wife was too vanilla, and couldn't handle the intensity of his appetite. Women his age haven't worked out for him, and he knows it would be inappropriate to date someone enrolled at the university.

For the final, he assigns a speech designed to elicit a physical reaction. When Alicia walks to the front of the class, he prepares for another nervous, awkward attempt at a speech by Alicia. Instead, she's dressed to the nines and oozing sensual energy.

"The few partners I’ve had to date, have all treated me with tender care and respect. How disappointing.” she says, the opening line of her speech. Professor Law

is instantly entranced, as she details all of her deepest and darkest desires, confessing how she wants to be used in a rough manner by a dominant older man. He feels like she's speaking directly to him, and he's increasingly turned on as she removes her glasses, unbuttons her blouse, and takes her hair down from a ponytail and fluffs it out.

He had no idea the woman in front of him was hiding away all in the back all semester, and the moment he hears her innermost desires, he knows he has to have her.

[image: ]

Forbidden Indulgence - Age Gap FMF

Sierra is the cheer coach, and her husband Ryan is the Dean. Behind their squeaky clean image, they're a naughty and kinky couple with a great love life.

It's Ryan's 45th birthday, and Sierra wants to give him the best gift ever. Something tiny, tight, and younger.

Cara is new on the squad, and eager to prove herself. She's also the spitting image of Sierra, except half her age. When Sierra sees the way her husband looks at her, she's flushed with arousal.

She teases him about it until he admits to checking her out. They talk about how desirable she is, scrolling through her social media and ogling her effortless youthful beauty. It becomes their next role-play, and a kink that consumes them. Sierra loves living vicariously through the character of a younger, idealized version of herself. It also makes her notice her insecurities, and furthers her interest in seeing her husband with Cara.
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Study Buddies 

Professor Jack wasn't looking for love, infatuation, or any of the things he effortlessly feels for Stacy. 

The moment he lays his eyes on her, he feels a spark, a longing feeling where nothing used to be. When he reads her writing, he's captivated by her voice. She's different, subtle and true. 

He shouldn't. It isn't practical, and she's off limits. Way too young for him. 

Stacy can't help her attraction. It's nothing but a little fantasy. Nothing will come of it, even if he did invite her to his house on a Friday night. She can't say no, but nothing is going to happen. 

It's a harmless little fantasy, that's all. Besides, they have studying to do. 
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Wrecked & Ruined - Made into a Hotwife

Mikayla can't help falling for Professor A, especially when he openly flirts with her in front of her boyfriend Brian. What starts as innocent fun escalates into texting non-stop, exchanging fantasies. He's tall, muscular, and manly in a way that her boyfriend simply isn't.

Brian is furious, but powerless to stop her impulse to submit. Once it's beyond obvious there's no stopping them, he accepts his new position as the cuck in the relationship.

Professor A steps right in to take over his duties in the bedroom, powerfully laying claim to her over and over again, until there's no doubt among any of them who she belongs to.
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Free Use - Pregnancy Bound

Troy can't stop thinking about the possibilities, as free-use legislation has gone into full effect, leaving him with the privilege of doing whatever he wants with his wife's daughter Bunny.

He struggles internally, not wanting to upset Haley, and knowing that being intimate with Bunny would be a whole Pandora's box. She's so gorgeous, supple, and enticing. Her youthful beauty is effortless and radiant, and his loins ache at the temptation of her fertile body.

When Haley opens up about how much the idea of him with Bunny turns her on, and how she thinks they'd make beautiful babies, Troy knows exactly what he must do.

Pregnancy Bound involves unconventional relationships, an age gap, spanking, taboo, and light bondage.
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