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Prologue

Steam still clung to the air as Esmeralda stepped out of the shower, her damp hair falling in dark waves over her shoulders. She padded barefoot across the small dorm room, a towel wrapped loosely around her. At the wardrobe mirror she let it slip to the floor, standing naked in the soft glow of the lamp.

Her reflection stole her breath. The girl who looked back at her seemed almost unreal. Her breasts were full and heavy, tipped with dusky nipples still pink from his teeth and fingers. The soft curve of her stomach gave way to the swell of her hips, her thighs smooth and pale, her ass round and firm. Her legs looked long, shapely, strong, yet she knew how easily he had spread them apart.

She touched her skin with slow fingers, tracing the faint marks still visible: the shadow of his hand across her ass, the ghost of bruises where his grip had held her in place. Her belly tightened at the memories.

She remembered everything. The sharp sting of his palm across her cheeks, the humiliating heat of bending over his knee. The raw ache of his cock stretching her for the first time. The taste of him in her mouth, the way he held her head until she gagged, drool running down her chin. The clothes he made her wear: skirts so short she could feel the air on her bare ass, tops so thin her nipples were on show to strangers. The shame of sitting in a café while he made her touch herself, over her panties under the table. The night in the club, her body pressed to the wall, his cum dripping down her thighs as strangers danced only steps away. And the alley, where she had cried out as his cock split her ass, her orgasm ripping through her while five students watched in stunned silence.

Her nipples hardened, her pussy already damp as she remembered. She pressed her thighs together and bit her lip. She should have felt ruined, ashamed. Instead, she felt hot, alive, trembling with the knowledge of how much further he would take her.

Her reflection stared back at her: no longer innocent, no longer the shy girl who had arrived on campus. She saw a woman being remade, marked, trained, humiliated, and craving more.

Her phone buzzed on the desk, the sound sharp in the quiet room. She crossed to it naked, heart hammering, and read the message on the screen:

Be ready tomorrow. Short skirt. No bra. I’ve got something new for you.

Her stomach flipped, fear and arousal tangling as she looked back at the girl in the mirror. She didn’t recognise her anymore.

And she couldn’t wait.


Chapter One: New Tools

Victor’s room was dim when she arrived, the blinds drawn, the air thick with his cologne. Esmeralda paused at the dresser where the leather collar lay waiting, the same one he had buckled around her neck before the nightclub.

Her heart thudded. She picked it up with trembling fingers, turned it over once, then raised it to her throat. The clasp clicked into place, snug and tight, the ring at the front pressing against her collarbone. She caught her reflection in the mirror: a girl in a short skirt and thin camisole, bare beneath, nipples straining against the fabric, and the collar around her neck declaring who she belonged to.

When she stepped to the foot of the bed, Victor’s eyes went first to the collar. A smirk tugged at his lips. “Good girl,” he murmured.

She flushed hot at the praise, her skin prickling with anticipation.

Without a word he crooked a finger, and she obeyed. Her hands shook as she pulled the camisole over her head, baring her breasts, then let the skirt slide down her hips. Standing naked before him except for the collar, she felt exposed in a way that made her thighs press together.

Victor opened a drawer and drew out two small metal clamps. He dangled them from his fingers, so the light caught the steel.

Her breath caught. The sight alone made her nipples tighten further, and his smirk deepened.

“Hands behind your back,” he said, gripping the front ring of her collar to steady her. She obeyed, chest thrust forward, the leather biting against her throat as his hand held her in place.

The first clamp snapped shut on her nipple, sharp and merciless. She gasped, trying to jerk away, but his hold on the collar kept her still. The second followed, and now both nipples ached, throbbing with each pulse of her heart. The pain burned, but her pussy clenched hot at the shame of it.

Victor tugged the collar, forcing her closer until his breath was on her cheek. “That’s it. Stand still.”

He blindfolded her next, sliding soft fabric over her eyes until the world went black. Sightless, the ache of the clamps magnified, her body trembling with every sound. She whimpered softly, tugging against the collar as if it were an anchor.

The sudden crack of leather against flesh made her flinch. A paddle. It landed squarely across her round ass, the impact sharp, making the soft flesh ripple under the blow. She gasped, the sting blooming hot across her skin. Another strike followed, harder, the sound echoing in the room. Her ass jolted beneath it, the firm cheeks trembling with the force, the pale flesh already darkening from a rosy pink into a deeper, glowing red. She whimpered, her legs shifting, but the tug on her collar held her steady, forcing her to take each blow.

“Stay,” he ordered, his voice low in her ear. Another strike, sharper this time, made her cry out. The collar bit deeper as she twisted, but his grip was unrelenting.

Each swat made her nipples throb against the clamps, pain sparking through her until her whole body shook. The shame of being held in place by the collar only deepened her arousal. Each hard strike across her round ass made her breasts jiggle wildly, the motion tugging against the clamps and sending fresh jolts of sharp ache through her nipples. The dual sensation, ass stinging and breasts bouncing, merged into a wave of unbearable heat that left her gasping.

When he finally stripped away the blindfold, her eyes were glassy, lips parted. He unclipped the clamps, and she gasped at the rush of blood, the sudden flood of pleasure-pain that left her knees weak. Only his grip on the collar kept her from collapsing.

His other hand slid between her thighs, fingers running along her slick folds. She shivered at the touch, her arousal undeniable. Victor smirked, pressing his finger against her swollen clit before sliding it lower to feel just how wet she was.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured, amusement curling his voice. “All that spanking, the clamps biting your nipples… and you loved it. You’re a little pain slut, aren’t you?”

Victor pushed her onto the bed, forcing her down by the ring at her throat. His cock was thick and hard as he slid into her dripping pussy with one brutal thrust. She cried out, clutching at his arms, her body clenching around him.

“Good girl,” he growled, yanking the collar to arch her back as he fucked her hard. “You took the clamps. You took the paddle. Now take your reward.”

Esmeralda shuddered beneath him, her breasts bouncing, nipples raw and aching, the collar tight around her throat. The humiliation of her obedience, the heat of his control, broke her resistance. She came on his cock, her orgasm tearing through her as she sobbed in helpless ecstasy.

Victor groaned, driving deep, holding the collar taut to keep her in place. His cock pulsed inside her, flooding her with cum as he snarled her name against her ear.

When he pulled back at last, she lay gasping, the collar heavy on her throat, her body slick with sweat and his seed. She belonged to him, and the collar made sure she never forgot it.


Chapter Two: The Flogger

Esmeralda stirred beneath the sheets, her body sore, her skin tingling with every faint movement. The collar was still snug around her neck, the faint scent of leather clinging to her skin. Victor’s side of the bed was already cold.

Blinking against the pale morning light, she sat up slowly. That was when she noticed the folded slip of paper on the dresser. Her heart lurched as she padded over, bare feet silent on the floor.

Don’t shower. Wear what you wore last night. Short skirt, camisole, no underwear. And the collar. To your classes.

Her throat tightened as she read the last line.

You’ll be exposed. And you’ll smell of me.

Her belly fluttered with a shameful heat. She picked up the camisole from the floor, the fabric soft between her fingers, but it was her own body that carried his scent. The faint musk of sweat and cum clung to her skin, and when she pressed her thighs together she could still feel the dampness he had left inside her. Her legs trembled.

It felt impossible, walking across campus dressed like this. She tugged the short skirt down as far as it would go, but every step made the hem ride up, flashing the bare curve of her thighs, leaving her ass dangerously close to exposed. The camisole was no better: her large breasts strained the thin fabric, her nipples stiff and clearly visible. She hugged her books to her chest as she hurried to class, but every glance, every second look, made her cheeks burn hotter.

All day she felt it, the way the collar pressed snug against her throat, the way her body smelled faintly of sweat and cum no matter how hard she tried to ignore it. Her nipples still ached sharply from the clamps, every brush of fabric sending a sting of reminder, while her ass throbbed with the lingering burn of the paddle. Sitting in the lecture hall, she couldn’t focus, certain the boy next to her was staring at the outline of her nipple, certain the professor’s eyes lingered on her collar. By the end of the day, she was flushed, thighs slick, and desperate for release.

When she returned to Victor’s room that evening, he was waiting. He sat in his chair like a man expecting obedience, a coiled length of leather resting across his lap.

Her stomach flipped.

“Skirt up,” he ordered, his tone casual but sharp. “I want to see if my slut followed instructions.”

Her hands trembled as she lifted the hem, exposing her bare pussy beneath. His smirk told her all she needed to know, he was pleased.

“Good girl. Now come here.”

She crossed the room on shaky legs, stopping in front of him. He reached out and tugged the collar, forcing her to bend until she was kneeling between his knees, her breasts heavy and swaying. His hand stroked her cheek almost tenderly before gripping her jaw.

“Tonight,” he said, lifting the leather from his lap, “you’ll learn what a flogger feels like.”

His eyes narrowed, a cruel smirk on his lips. “But first, strip. You smell of sweat and cum. Shower. Then I’ll flog those tits.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks. The command itself was degrading, and yet her body tingled as she obeyed, tugging the camisole over her head, peeling off her skirt. Naked but for the collar, she padded toward the ensuite.

Victor followed, leaning in the doorway as she stepped under the spray. She kept her eyes down, aware of his gaze on her every move. The hot water washed over her skin, but his voice cut through the hiss of the shower.

“Scrub your pussy,” he said lazily. “It still smells of my spunk.”

Shame burned through her as she obeyed, her fingers rubbing between her folds, her cheeks hot with humiliation. He watched, arms crossed, directing her as if she were no more than his toy. Sometimes he pointed out other details, his voice calm and casual.

“Behind your thighs. You dripped down them all day.”

She nodded silently, too ashamed to argue, knowing better than to disobey. By the time she stepped out, skin flushed and dripping, she felt more exposed than if she’d never washed at all.

Victor took her by the collar and led her back to the bedroom, pushing her to her knees in front of him. He dangled the flogger above her breasts, the leather strands grazing her skin, making her nipples tighten.

“Now,” he murmured, “let’s see how pretty you look when I mark you.”

The first strike landed across her breasts, the sting sharp and sudden, making her gasp. The leather strands kissed her nipples, sending a jolt of pain that made her back arch. He swung again, harder this time, and her full breasts jiggled, her mouth opening in a helpless cry.

Each lash left faint red marks across her skin, the heat building until her nipples throbbed. He circled behind her, dragging the strands across her ass before snapping them down. The sound cracked in the room, the sting blooming across both cheeks at once. She whimpered, clutching at her thighs, but the tug of the collar forced her to stay upright.

Again, and again the flogger fell: across her breasts, her thighs, her ass, until her skin glowed and her body shook with each blow. The pain blended with the humiliation, and soon with every strike came a gush of heat between her legs.

When her tears finally spilled over, Victor let the flogger fall to the floor. He gripped the collar and tugged her forward until she was kneeling between his legs, her breasts marked and glowing red from the lash.

“Show me how grateful you are,” he ordered, freeing his cock.

Esmeralda obeyed, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. He held her by the collar as she worked, guiding her pace, forcing her deeper until she gagged. Her flogged breasts wobbled lewdly with every movement, the sting from the marks making her shiver even as her tongue swirled around his thick shaft. Spit and precum slicked her lips, drool dripping down her chin, but she didn’t dare stop.

Victor groaned at the sight, watching her tears and flushed skin as she struggled to please him. Her big dark eyes, wet with tears, looked up at him as her full lips stretched wide around his thick cock, her throat working desperately to take him deeper. The sight only made him harder, her ruined beauty making him snarl with hunger. After a few minutes he yanked her up by the collar, spun her, and bent her roughly over the bed.

His palm cracked across her ass once, then again, making the flesh ripple and burn fresh with colour. She whimpered, already wet, her body trembling in anticipation.

Then, with no warning, he shoved his cock deep into her pussy, stretching her walls in one brutal thrust. She cried out, her body seizing around him, the sting of her marked flesh flaring as he slammed harder. His hips crashed against her ass, each slap echoing in the room as he drove her to the edge.

Her climax tore through her quickly, the pain and humiliation tipping her over. She screamed into the sheets, her pussy spasming around him, juices soaking her thighs. Victor snarled behind her, pounding deeper until his cock pulsed, hot spurts flooding her. He groaned, burying himself to the hilt, holding her hips tight until every last drop spilled inside her.

When he finally pulled out, Esmeralda collapsed against the bed, gasping, marked, dripping, and utterly spent.


Chapter Three: Morning After

The room was quiet when Esmeralda stirred, sunlight pressing faintly through the blinds. Victor was already gone, the sheets on his side of the bed cool. For a moment she lay still, the collar still snug around her throat, the faint scent of his cologne clinging to the pillow beside her.

She rose slowly, her body aching with every movement. Her breasts burned where the flogger had kissed them, red welts striping the soft flesh. Her thighs bore the faint marks of the leather as well, and her ass throbbed tenderly from the spanking. When she shifted, she felt the sticky reminder of the night before, the faint wet trickle of his cum still clinging between her thighs.

She crossed to the full-length mirror and stopped, breath catching. The girl reflected there looked wrecked and raw. Her large breasts were swollen, striped with angry red marks, her nipples dark and tender. Her round ass still glowed pink, the faint outline of his hand visible against her skin. She turned one way, then the other, unable to look away from the proof of what he had done to her.

Her big dark eyes looked different now: softer, hungrier, almost feverish. Her full lips were still bruised, parted slightly as if waiting to be filled again.

There was no note on the dresser this morning. No instruction. No command. She hesitated, uncertain, then padded into the ensuite.

The hot water made her whimper when it struck her sore skin. She scrubbed carefully, flinching when her hands passed over her flogged breasts and tender ass. The water sluiced down her thighs, washing away the sticky traces of his cum, yet the ache in her body remained, deep and hot.

When she dressed, she pulled on a simple skirt and top, but left the collar fastened tightly at her throat. She couldn’t say why. Perhaps she wanted to feel him there. Perhaps she needed the reminder.

As she left his room for her own, books hugged close to her chest, the leather pressed firmly



Hallways already alive with voices and footsteps. The collar felt heavier with each step, snug against her throat, the small ring at the front brushing against her chest as she walked. To her it seemed glaringly obvious, a brand, though she told herself no one else would notice.

By the time she crossed the quad, she knew that wasn’t true.

A pair of girls sitting on the grass looked up as she passed, their laughter quieting as their eyes flicked from her skirt to her throat. One smirked faintly, the other raised her brows in open curiosity. Esmeralda’s cheeks burned, and she hurried on, clutching her books tighter against her chest.

In the lecture hall it was worse. She slipped into a seat near the back, but the boy beside her leaned over after a moment, eyes lingering far too long.

“Nice necklace,” he said with a crooked grin.

Her stomach dropped. She forced a polite smile, looking away quickly, but she could still feel his gaze tracing her throat, sliding lower to the faint outline of her nipples beneath her top.

As the professor began his lecture, Esmeralda found it impossible to focus. Every scrape of a chair, every rustle of paper felt like another set of eyes catching on her collar. She swore the professor’s gaze lingered too long as well, his words faltering for a second before he looked away. Her thighs pressed together under the desk, heat pooling low, shame and arousal twisting into the same unbearable knot.

By the end of the day, her skin was flushed, her nipples stiff against the thin fabric, her pussy damp and aching. The collar hadn’t just marked her—it had exposed her.

She hurried back toward Victor’s room, her heart racing, her body betraying her with every step. She didn’t know if he would be there, if he would praise her or punish her, but she knew one thing for certain: she couldn’t bear to take the collar off.


Chapter Four: Public Risk Again

Victor was waiting outside the canteen when Esmeralda emerged, her books tucked under one arm. She had lingered over lunch with two friends from her literature class, one girl and one boy, their chatter light and ordinary, the kind of student life she had once thought she would have.

Victor’s eyes narrowed as soon as she approached. “Who were they?”

She blinked, startled by the bluntness. “Just… classmates. We were talking about next week’s essay.”

“What are their names?”

Her stomach knotted. “Sophie and Daniel.”

He studied her face for a long moment, his expression unreadable, then smirked faintly. “Good. You tell me everything.” His hand closed tight around her wrist, the collar snug at her throat, and just like that she was pulled away, the last trace of ordinary slipping from her grasp.

The library was nearly silent when Victor led her inside. Rows of shelves rose like walls around them, the air heavy with dust and the faint scratch of pens. Students hunched over laptops and notebooks, their whispers barely above a breath.

Victor didn’t slow until they reached a tucked-away corner, hidden between tall stacks of books. Esmeralda’s pulse pounded in her ears.

“Lift your top,” he murmured.

Her eyes widened. “Victor, not here….”

“Now,” he cut her off, his tone flat, unyielding.

With trembling hands, she tugged her camisole up just enough to bare her breasts, her nipples already hard with fear and anticipation. Victor’s smirk deepened as he pulled two gleaming clamps from his pocket.

She whimpered softly as the first snapped onto her nipple, the bite sharp and merciless. Her breasts jiggled as she flinched, the second clamp biting down on the other side. Both nipples throbbed instantly, heat sparking through her chest.

“Down,” Victor ordered, tugging her collar so she sank onto the low study chair. He adjusted her top, pulling it back down so the clamps were hidden, her nipples now two aching peaks beneath the thin fabric.

Her breath came in shallow gasps as she hugged her arms tight to her chest, desperate to hide how raw and stiff they looked.

“Open your legs.”

Her eyes darted to the aisle, terrified someone might wander past, but she obeyed, thighs parting under the table. Victor leaned close, his voice calm, conversational, as if they were discussing coursework.

“Touch yourself. Slowly. Don’t cum until I say.”

Her fingers slipped under her skirt, finding her folds already wet. The humiliation of it made her cheeks burn hotter. Every scrape of her nail across her clit made her gasp, her breasts jiggling beneath the thin cami as the clamps pinched sharper.

She glanced around, terrified of discovery. A student a few rows down shifted in his chair, flipping a page in his book, oblivious, or maybe not. The thought that he might notice, might catch her, made her pussy drip even harder.

Victor’s hand stayed firm on the front ring of her collar, steadying her as she trembled. “Good girl,” he whispered. “Edge yourself. I want you right on the brink.”

Her hips bucked softly, her breath catching in sharp little gasps. The fear of being seen, the agony of the clamps, the humiliation of obeying him in such a public place, it all tangled into unbearable heat. She was soaked, thighs slick, pussy pulsing under her own fingers, desperate to cum yet terrified of what he might do if she disobeyed.

Every second stretched tight, every creak of a chair nearby a reminder that discovery could come at any moment. Her whole body shook, clamped nipples burning, pussy dripping, mind dizzy with shame and lust.

Her hips rocked helplessly, fingers moving faster against her slick folds. The clamps bit mercilessly at her nipples, every little tremor making her breasts jiggle under her thin camisole. She was so close, the peak rushing toward her, when Victor’s hand tightened on her collar.

“Stop.”

The word cut like a blade. She froze, panting, her pussy throbbing, her thighs trembling with the need to finish. Shame and frustration burned hot in her belly, but she dared not disobey. Slowly she drew her hand back, wiping her slick fingers on her thigh, biting her lip to stifle the desperate whimper.

Victor rose, tugging her with him into the deeper shadow of the corner where the shelves blocked any view. He pressed her down onto her knees, the collar biting as he forced her into place.

“Open.”

Her lips parted, and his cock was there, thick and heavy, filling her mouth in one thrust. Her eyes watered as he gripped the collar and used her throat. She sucked eagerly, desperate to please, desperate for some kind of release, even if it wasn’t hers.

Victor groaned low, watching her tears streak down her cheeks, watching her lips stretch tight around him. His cock pulsed, then erupted, hot cum spilling down her throat. She swallowed frantically, but he was too much, and thick rivulets dribbled past her lips, down her chin, and onto her camisole, leaving sticky stains across the thin fabric.

He zipped himself up without another word, smirking as he looked down at her on her knees, collar gleaming in the dim light.

“Eight o’clock. My room. Don’t be late.”

Then he turned and walked away, leaving her trembling on the library floor, her mouth still salty with him, her nipples aching under the clamps, and her pussy throbbing with the ache of denial.

Esmeralda straightened slowly, her knees weak, her lips still tingling, her camisole damp with sticky stains that clung cold against her skin. She tugged her skirt back into place and gathered her books with trembling hands, but the clamps still bit mercilessly at her nipples, hidden beneath the thin fabric.

There was no time to retreat to her dorm. Her next class was across campus, and she would be late if she stopped. So she walked.

Every step made her acutely aware of herself: the collar snug at her throat, the sticky wet patch marking her camisole, the raw ache of her nipples gripped in metal, and the desperate throb of her denied pussy. She hugged her books tighter to her chest, hoping they might shield the worst of the stains, though she could still feel the crusting slickness tugging at the thin fabric. Worse still, her thighs clung together with the stickiness of her own juices, a humiliating reminder of how wet she had been, how desperately her body had wanted to cum even as he denied her.

Her eyes darted nervously as she crossed the quad. Students passed in groups, laughing, chatting, oblivious, or so she prayed. A pair of boys sitting on the steps glanced her way, their gaze lingering just a little too long, and Esmeralda’s stomach lurched. Did they see? Could they smell what she carried on her skin?

By the time she slipped into the lecture hall, her face was flushed, her pulse hammering. She chose a seat at the very back, clutching her books close, trying to ignore the clamps still biting sharp with every breath. The professor droned on at the front, words blurring into meaningless noise, while Esmeralda sat wet, sore, and humiliated, convinced that everyone’s eyes were on her.

And yet, beneath the shame, heat still coiled low in her belly.

She was terrified someone would notice. Terrified and, deep down, thrilled.


Chapter Five: Obedience Tested

The clock in her dorm struck eight as Esmeralda knocked softly at Victor’s door, her heart racing. She had barely made it through her last class, every moment haunted by the clamps still biting her nipples, the sticky mess on her camisole, the slickness of her thighs. She had showered quickly, changed into something clean, but the collar still circled her throat. She couldn’t take it off, not now. The clamps still pinched her nipples beneath the fabric, a dull ache that had lingered all afternoon. Each step on her way to Victor’s room had made them throb hotter, every brush of fabric sending sharp sparks through her chest.

The door swung open. Victor stood there, arms folded, his gaze sweeping over her in one slow, deliberate pass.

“You’re on time,” he said flatly. “Good.”

He stepped back, letting her inside. His room smelled of leather and cologne, the blinds half-drawn, the space heavy with the memory of what he’d done to her before.

“Clothes off. Now.”

Her fingers trembled as she stripped, first her skirt, then her top, until she stood naked except for the collar. The clamps still bit into her nipples, tugging them long and raw, the metal gleaming faintly in the low light. The cool air made them ache even sharper, every throb a reminder of how long she had worn them for him. She clasped her hands in front of her, trying to steady herself under his stare, her body flushed and trembling.

Victor’s eyes lingered on the clamps, a slow smirk curving his lips. “Good girl. You wore them all this time.”

Victor smirked and drew something from the drawer, a longer, thicker paddle this time, its surface polished and dark. He tapped it against his palm, the sharp thwack making her flinch.

“You denied yourself today, didn’t you?” he asked, stepping closer.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Good girl,” he murmured, gripping the collar and pulling her face close. His eyes flicked to the clamps still biting her nipples, the metal tugging them long and raw. “But tonight, we’ll see how well you can take real discipline. Over the bed.”

Her stomach lurched as she bent forward, her breasts swaying heavily, the clamps pulling painfully with each movement, her ass high and vulnerable. She could feel the cool air on her pussy, already wet, already needy, even before the first strike landed.

The paddle cracked across her ass with brutal force. She gasped, clutching at the sheets, the sting exploding across her flesh. The sudden jolt made her breasts swing, the clamps biting sharper, doubling the pain. Another blow followed, harder, making her ass ripple, the heat blooming bright red under his strikes. Her body jolted with each impact, her collar tugging tight as he pressed her down, her nipples throbbing with every swing.

“Count,” he ordered.

Her voice shook as she whispered, “One… two… three…” each number breaking into a whimper. The shame of it made her wetter, juices slicking her thighs as he spanked her harder, the sound echoing in the small room.

By the time he paused, her ass burned, glowing hot and raw, her nipples aching savagely in their clamps, her body trembling with the need to cum. Victor ran his hand down her back, over the curve of her ass, then between her thighs, finding her soaked.

“You’re dripping,” he growled, sliding a finger through her folds, smearing her wetness against her hole. “My pain slut can’t get enough.”

Victor’s smirk widened as his fingers came away glistening. He dragged them lazily across her ass, spreading her cheeks, then pressed lower.

“You’re sore, marked, dripping,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “But we’re not done. Tonight, you’re going to learn how to be filled properly.”

He reached into the drawer beside the bed and produced a thick black dildo, eight inches long and heavy in his hand. Esmeralda’s eyes widened, her breath catching at the sight.

“No…” she whispered, burying her face in the sheets.

“Yes,” Victor growled, gripping her collar tight so she couldn’t turn away. “You’ll take it, slut. You’ll feel how your pussy stretches for me while my fingers work your ass.”

He pushed the head of the dildo against her slick folds, the rubbery tip parting her easily. She whimpered as it slid inside, thicker than his fingers, her walls stretching around it as he eased it deeper. The shame of being filled with a toy while he watched made her moan helplessly into the sheets.

“Good girl,” he said darkly, rocking the dildo in and out, her pussy already dripping around it. “Now for the other hole.”

Two fingers pressed firmly against her ass, forcing past the tight resistance until they slid inside. Esmeralda gasped, her body jerking at the double intrusion. The dildo thrust into her pussy, thick and unrelenting, while his fingers scissored in her ass, stretching her wider, adding a raw edge of pain to the overwhelming fullness.

Her breasts swung wildly, clamps biting her nipples, ass burning from the paddle, collar tugged tight in his grip. Every nerve in her body screamed with sensation.

Victor leaned close to her ear, voice a low growl. “Look at you. Stuffed like a slut, dripping all over my sheets. You love it, don’t you?”

She sobbed, half in shame, half in ecstasy, her hips rocking helplessly into the thrust of the dildo, her ass clenching around his relentless fingers.

The double sensation was unbearable, unbearable and yet impossibly good. She could feel herself spiralling closer, her body betraying her, begging for release.

Victor pulled his fingers free from her ass, leaving her hole twitching and gaping around the loss. Esmeralda whimpered, barely able to catch her breath, the thick dildo still driving into her pussy with every shove of his hand.

Then she felt the blunt head of his cock press against her ass.

Her eyes flew wide. “Victor…..”

“Quiet,” he growled, tugging the collar tight to shut her protest. “You’ll take me back here while my toy fucks your pussy. You’re going to learn what it means to be used in both holes at once. One day soon it’ll be two cocks.”

With one hard thrust he pushed inside, his thick cock stretching her ass brutally. She cried out, her nails scraping at the sheets, body jerking under the dual assault. The dildo spread her pussy wide, her walls clenching helplessly around it, while his cock split her ass open, forcing her to take every inch.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her breasts bounced lewdly beneath her, clamps tugging at her swollen nipples with every thrust. Her pussy gushed around the toy, juices running down her thighs, while her ass burned with the stretch of his cock.

Victor slammed into her harder, one hand wrapped tight in her hair, yanking her head back to arch her spine. With the other he drove the dildo deep into her soaked pussy. Her back bowed, breasts thrust forward, clamps biting at her swollen nipples as she cried out.

“That’s it,” he snarled, pulling her hair so hard her scalp burned. “Stuffed like the slut you are. Both holes filled. You’re mine.”

Esmeralda sobbed into the sheets, her body trembling, her mind dizzy with the unbearable fullness. The shame, the pain, the utter helplessness all tangled into a raw heat that built faster and faster, until she couldn’t stop the scream tearing from her throat.

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and unstoppable, her pussy spasming around the dildo even as her ass clenched tight around Victor’s cock.

Victor groaned as he emptied deep inside her ass, grinding into her until his cock pulsed the last of his release. He yanked her hair tighter, forcing her back against his chest while the dildo still filled her pussy. She whimpered, trembling, stretched and dripping from both holes.

When he finally pulled out, cum leaked hot and thick from her ass, sliding down her thighs in sticky trails. He shoved her forward onto her knees, his cock still slick and glistening.

“Clean me,” he ordered.

Esmeralda’s lips parted instantly. She leaned in, her big dark eyes still wet with tears as she took him into her mouth. The taste of his cum and her own ass filled her tongue, salty and humiliating, but she licked and sucked dutifully. Her lips slid down the shaft, her tongue tracing every ridge, until he gleamed wet and spotless again.

Victor smirked, stroking her cheek with his thumb, then pushing her head back until she gagged one final time on the thick head. “Good slut,” he murmured. “That’s how you show me gratitude.”


Chapter Six: The Morning After

Esmeralda stirred in Victor’s bed, her body aching with every small movement. The clamps still bit at her nipples, tugging them long and raw. She hissed softly as she unclipped them, gasping at the sudden rush of blood that made them throb even harder.

Padding into the ensuite, she turned on the shower. The hot water stung against her marked skin, sluicing over the welts striping her breasts, the bruises blooming across her ass. She ran her hands gingerly over her body, wincing at the tenderness yet shivering at the memory of how he had put each mark there.

When she stepped out, droplets still sliding down her curves, she caught her reflection in the full-length mirror. Her large breasts were swollen, nipples dark and sore. Red marks striped her thighs, her ass still glowing pink from the paddle. Turning slightly, she saw the faint gape of her hole, still tender from being used so brutally. She blushed, unable to look away.

That was when her eyes fell back to the dresser. The white box. The folded note.

Insert this before you go to classes. Wear it all day. I’ll check.

Her hands trembled as she opened the box. The small black butt plug gleamed under the light, smooth and intimidating, the tube of lube beside it.

She bit her lip, carrying them back to the mirror. Setting the box on the floor, she bent forward slightly, watching her own reflection as she squeezed a line of lube onto her fingers. The cool gel spread over her tight star, making her shiver.

Slowly, carefully, she pressed the tip of the plug against herself. Her breath hitched as it stretched her tender hole, the burn sharp, humiliating. She whimpered, watching her own face in the mirror, her big brown eyes wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

“Please…” she whispered to no one, pushing harder.

The toy slid deeper with a wet pop, stretching her until her knees shook. Her ass clenched tight around the base, swallowing it in. She gasped, staring at her reflection: a beautiful young woman with flushed cheeks, swollen breasts, and a black plug lodged obscenely between her round ass cheeks.

Her pussy pulsed shamefully, slick and hot. She couldn’t deny the truth: the humiliation of wearing it thrilled her.

She straightened slowly, the plug staying firm inside her, a constant, heavy presence. Her cheeks flushed hotter as she reached for the skimpy thong Victor had left for her. Sliding it up her thighs, she gasped when the thin string at the back pressed directly against the base of the plug, pushing it deeper, keeping her stretched. The fabric barely cupped her mound, leaving her feeling more exposed than covered.

Next came the short skirt, tugged over her hips, its hem brushing the tops of her thighs. She bent to smooth it down, and the motion made her heart skip, she could see in the mirror how the thong rode low, how the outline of the plug’s flange bulged faintly beneath the string. If she bent like that in public, there would be no hiding it.

Finally, she pulled on the skimpy camisole, the thin straps falling into place on her shoulders, her large breasts straining against the fabric, nipples still tender from the clamps. She stared at her reflection: a beautiful girl dressed like a slut, her collar snug at her throat, her thong tight against the plug buried in her ass, her skirt so short that the smallest bend would flash everything.

She knew then, with her belly coiled in shameful heat, that when she walked across campus today, she wasn’t just exposed, she was branded, plugged, and waiting for him to check.

All day. He would check.

The walk across campus felt endless. Every step shifted the plug inside her, a constant, heavy pressure that made her cheeks burn. The thong’s string pressed it tighter, reminding her with each movement of what she carried for Victor. Her short skirt fluttered around her thighs, too brief to protect her modesty if she bent even slightly. She hugged her books close, praying no one would notice.

In her first class she slid into a seat near the back, lowering herself carefully. The pressure as the plug sank deeper into her made her gasp softly. She crossed her legs tightly, trying to focus on the professor’s lecture, but her mind betrayed her. All she could think about was the toy stretching her ass, the collar snug against her throat, the thong rubbing insistently with every tiny shift.

When the boy beside her dropped his pen and leaned down to pick it up, her heart stopped. Her skirt barely covered her thighs, and she was sure he could see the faint bulge of the flange beneath the thin string. He sat back up without a word, but she spent the rest of the lecture blushing furiously, her pussy damp, unable to breathe properly.

At lunch she met Sophie in the cafeteria. Bending to place her tray on the table was torture. She knew her thong must have flashed, and maybe, God, maybe even the edge of the plug. Sophie only smiled and kept talking about an upcoming assignment, but Esmeralda’s stomach churned with humiliation.

Later, in the library, she stretched on tiptoe to reach a book high on the shelf. Her skirt rode up her thighs, the thong cutting against the base of the plug. She froze, glancing over her shoulder. A pair of boys at a nearby table had stopped working, their eyes locked on her legs. Heat flooded her body, her heart pounding.

Then the book slipped from her fingers, thudding onto the floor at her feet.

Her stomach lurched. She bent to pick it up, the short skirt riding even higher. She could feel the thong stretch tight, the flange of the plug pressing obscenely against the fabric. Her round ass was barely covered as she reached down, aware of the boys’ eyes fixed hungrily on her.

One of them muttered something under his breath, the other smirked openly. Esmeralda’s cheeks burned hot, her thighs slick with shameful wetness as she snatched the book and hurried away, clutching it to her chest like a shield.

By the end of the day, she could hardly think straight. The plug had owned her every movement, every lecture, every step. The thought of Victor checking, of him pulling up her skirt and seeing how well she had obeyed, sent shivers racing through her.

As the sun dipped low over campus, Esmeralda walked toward his dorm. Her collar pressed snug against her throat, her nipples tender against the camisole, her ass stretched around the toy he had ordered her to wear all day. Her heart hammered with fear and need. She was desperate to know if he would praise her — or punish her.


Chapter Seven: Inspection

Esmeralda’s heart hammered as she knocked softly on Victor’s door. Her body still ached from carrying the plug all day, her pussy slick from hours of secret arousal. The collar was snug at her throat, the thong cutting against the toy every time she moved.

The door opened. Victor stood with his arms folded, eyes cool as they swept over her.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

Her stomach flipped. She hesitated, glancing down the corridor, students still passed now and then, their doors opening and closing with muffled chatter. Anyone could come along.

“Now,” Victor snapped.

Flushing hot, Esmeralda turned, presenting her back to him. Her heart pounded as she bent forward, lifting her skirt. The thong cut tight against the base of the plug, the black flange just visible between the soft curves of her round ass.

Victor’s hand brushed across her bare thigh, then tugged the string aside to inspect her properly. He smirked. “Good girl. You wore it just like I told you.”

A door slammed at the far end of the hall, and Esmeralda’s pulse spiked. She bent lower, terrified someone would see, her face burning with shame even as her pussy clenched around nothing.

Only after a long, deliberate moment did Victor step back. “Inside.”

She scrambled into his room, cheeks blazing, her thighs slick with need.

“Clothes off,” he said.

Her hands trembled as she peeled off her camisole, then wriggled out of the short skirt. Last came the thong, the thin string sliding free from where it pressed against the plug. She stood naked except for the collar, the toy still buried obscenely in her ass.

Victor’s smirk deepened. “Bend.”

Her cheeks burned as she turned and bent forward, spreading her legs. The plug was visible now, the black base pressed snug against the soft curve of her round ass. He stepped closer, brushing his fingers over it, giving it a sharp little twist that made her gasp.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

Before she could answer, his hand gripped her collar and tugged her down onto her knees. He freed his cock, thick and already swelling.

“Open.”

Her lips parted, and he shoved into her mouth. She sucked eagerly, tongue swirling, eyes watering as he pushed deep. Her flogged breasts wobbled with each movement, her nipples still sore from the clamps. Victor groaned, watching her lips stretch wide, her tears streak down her flushed cheeks.

After a few minutes, he pulled her up sharply by the collar. She gasped for air, drool glistening on her chin, his cock wet with spit. He bent her over the bed, spreading her legs.

The plug was still snug inside her ass as he lined himself up with her dripping pussy. With one hard thrust he slammed into her, the double fullness making her scream into the sheets. His hips drove into her with brutal force, each slap of flesh against flesh echoing in the room.

Esmeralda clutched the sheets, her body arching, the plug grinding deep as his cock filled her again and again. The humiliation of his inspection, the aching soreness of her holes, the sheer force of his thrusts, it was too much. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and wet, her pussy clenching desperately around him.

Victor snarled her name, his cock swelling inside her as he drove deep one last time. Hot spurts flooded her pussy, mixing with her own release, until she collapsed forward, trembling and ruined.

He pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak down her thighs, smearing against the base of the plug still lodged in her ass. His hand stroked her hair almost gently before gripping it tight once more.

“You did well,” he said darkly. “Tomorrow, you’ll do more.”


Chapter Eight: Another Morning

The sunlight was already streaming through the blinds when Esmeralda stirred. Victor’s side of the bed was empty, the sheets cool, his scent lingering faintly on the pillow. She sat up, her body sore and marked, the plug still snug inside her, a constant weight that had stayed with her all night.

On the dresser sat two carrier bags and a folded note. Her heart thudded as she padded over, the collar still around her throat.

Slut, it read in Victor’s sharp hand. Shower. Clean yourself. Clean the plug and re-insert. Then dress. You’ll find all the items in the bags. NO underwear.

Her cheeks flushed hot. She carried the bags to the bed but resisted opening them. First, she obeyed.

The shower was scalding as it rushed over her skin, washing away the stickiness of sweat and cum, but she lingered, hands running over her bruised breasts, her swollen nipples, the pink glow across her ass. She inspected herself in the mirror afterwards, turning side to side, tracing the marks Victor had left on her body. Her big brown eyes looked wide and glassy, lips swollen, cheeks still flushed. She looked ruined, and hungry for more.

She cleaned the plug carefully, applied fresh lube, then bent before the mirror again. Watching herself, she pressed the cool silicone tip against her tender hole. Her breath hitched as she pushed, her reflection showing her flushed face, her round ass stretched obscenely as she slid it in. The plug popped into place with a shudder that made her knees weak.

Finally, she reached for the bags.

The first held the shortest skirt she had ever seen, a strip of black fabric that would barely reach her mid-thigh, maybe shorter. The second bag revealed a tiny white crop top, its material so thin it was almost sheer, cut tight enough to cling to her curves.

She held them against her body in the mirror, her face burning. The skirt left her legs bare, the hem flashing dangerously close to the curve of her ass. The top ended just under her breasts, leaving her stomach and waist exposed, her nipples already visible as two hard points beneath the fabric.

No bra. No panties. Nothing to protect her.

As she stared at her reflection, the note’s words echoed in her mind. NO underwear.

She swallowed hard, her pussy already damp, her thighs sticky as she realised how much flesh she would be showing when she stepped onto campus.

Esmeralda stepped out of Victor’s building with her books clutched tightly to her chest, the plug snug inside her, the short skirt riding high with every step, the tiny crop top leaving her stomach bare and her breasts thrust forward. The morning air brushed cool against her skin, but her face burned with heat.

Everywhere she went, she felt eyes on her.

Crossing the quad, a pair of girls whispered together, one biting her lip as her gaze lingered shamelessly on Esmeralda’s thighs. A group of boys sitting on the grass laughed as she passed, one muttering something she couldn’t quite hear but that sent their heads turning to follow her.

In class, it was worse. She slid into a seat, tugging her skirt down desperately, but when she leaned forward to take notes, she knew it had ridden up again. The boy behind her dropped his pen, and she heard the hitch of his breath as he bent to pick it up. Her stomach twisted, he could see everything.

Whispers followed her in the hallway. A girl smirked openly at her exposed midriff. Another shook her head, muttering “slut” under her breath, just loud enough for Esmeralda to hear. Her cheeks flamed, shame coiling tight in her belly, yet her pussy pulsed, the plug shifting with every step, keeping her constantly aware of how helplessly aroused she was.

By mid-afternoon she was dizzy with it, her thighs damp, her nipples straining through the thin fabric of her top. She could barely focus on lectures, her mind fixed only on Victor, on what he would say when he saw how well she had obeyed.

As she walked out of her last class, her phone buzzed.

A single message lit the screen:

5 pm. Professor Harding’s office. Don’t be late.

Her heart lurched. Professor Harding. One of Victor’s lecturers.

Esmeralda’s fingers trembled as she locked the phone. She knew what this meant. Victor was going to share her.


Chapter Nine: The Professor

The text replayed in her mind with every step. 5 pm. Professor Harding’s office. Don’t be late.

Esmeralda’s stomach churned as she crossed campus, her books hugged tight against her chest. The plug shifted deep inside her with every stride, the thong’s string pressed tight against the base, the constant pressure making her pussy throb. Her short skirt swished around her thighs, so brief that the faintest breeze made her panic, and the thin crop top left her breasts straining forward, nipples hard and visible.

She felt every stare. A group of boys outside the library stopped their conversation mid-sentence to watch her pass. A girl at the bike racks smirked openly and whispered something to her friend, both of them glancing back at Esmeralda’s legs. Even professors seemed to notice, their eyes sliding to the collar snug at her throat before flicking quickly away.

Her cheeks burned, but her thighs were slick. The more she felt humiliated, the wetter she became. She couldn’t stop it.

By the time she reached the older wing of the university, the late-afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stone corridors. Her heels clicked against the floor as she followed the signs toward the offices, her pulse hammering harder with every step.

Professor Harding’s office door stood at the end of the hall, the small brass nameplate gleaming in the dim light. Esmeralda slowed, her breath shallow, her hands damp around her books.

She stopped just short of the door, her knees trembling. The plug inside her felt enormous now, her pussy aching with need. She pressed her thighs together, staring at the nameplate, her heart racing with dread and a hot, shameful thrill.

Any second, Victor would arrive. And then he would knock. And then she would be presented to another man.

Esmeralda swallowed hard, clutching her books to her chest, waiting in silence outside the office.

Esmeralda shifted her weight from one foot to the other, her back pressed against the cool wall outside the office. Every sound in the corridor made her jump, the slam of a distant door, the low murmur of voices from another room, the click of footsteps fading down the stairs.

Her collar felt heavier than ever, the plug an unbearable weight inside her, the short skirt brushing her thighs with every nervous shuffle. She hugged her books tighter, as if they could shield her from what was about to happen.

Her eyes stayed fixed on the brass plate: Professor Harding.

She could almost hear Victor’s voice in her head, telling her to be still, to be obedient, to wait for him.

So, she stood there, trembling, her heart hammering against her ribs, knowing that any moment the door would open, and her life as Victor’s slut would be taken even further.


Chapter Ten: The Offer

Esmeralda’s pulse quickened when Victor’s footsteps echoed down the corridor. He moved with the same confident stride as always, his presence swallowing the space around him.

“Good girl,” he murmured as he reached her, his fingers tugging briefly at her collar to make her look up. “On time. As you should be.”

Her throat was dry, but she nodded, clutching her books tighter to her chest.

Victor’s smirk sharpened. He tugged her around to face the wall, lifted the hem of her skirt, and checked between the soft curves of her ass. The plug was still snug, the thong stretched taut across its base.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his palm gliding over her flesh before delivering a sharp slap to her round ass. The sound cracked in the quiet corridor, making her jolt and bite her lip to keep from crying out. Her skin burned where his hand had landed, heat spreading fast.

He let her skirt fall back into place, smoothing it down as though nothing had happened. “Straighten yourself,” he ordered, and once she did, he wrapped his knuckles firmly on the office door.

A deep voice called from within. “Come in.”

Victor opened the door and guided Esmeralda inside with a hand on her back. She stepped into the warmly lit office, shelves lined with heavy books, the faint scent of leather and wood polish in the air.

Behind the desk sat Professor Harding. Mid-fifties, distinguished, his salt-and-pepper hair cropped neatly, his frame still broad and strong beneath a well-tailored jacket. He looked up from a file, his eyes sharp and intelligent, his features striking in a way that commanded respect.

Esmeralda froze. He was nothing like the boys in her classes, nothing like Victor’s swaggering arrogance. This man carried authority in the way he simply sat there, the weight of decades of knowledge and confidence in his gaze.

Victor’s hand on her collar tugged her forward, making her step closer to the desk.
“Professor, this is Esmeralda,” he said, his voice smooth but edged with pride. “The one I told you about. The one I’ve been training. She belongs to me, and tonight she’ll do as she’s told.”

Harding leaned back slightly, his sharp eyes moving from Victor to Esmeralda. He took in the collar snug at her throat, the way she stood trembling, her short skirt barely covering the soft curve of her ass. A faint, approving smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

“She’s beautiful,” he said quietly. “And obedient?”

Victor smirked, running his thumb slowly along the collar at her neck. “Very. You’ll see.”

Esmeralda’s heart pounded in her ears. The plug inside her felt impossibly heavy now, every breath brushing her nipples against the thin crop top, every nerve lit with shame.

Harding leaned back in his chair, his eyes sweeping slowly over her, the short skirt, the skimpy crop top, the collar snug at her throat. His gaze lingered, calm and assessing, before he smiled faintly.

Esmeralda’s cheeks burned, her thighs trembling. She could feel the plug deep inside her, the thong pressing it tighter, every nerve screaming with humiliation. Her big brown eyes flicked from Victor to the professor, caught between dread and a hot, shameful thrill.

Victor didn’t hesitate. He gave the collar a sharp tug, forcing Esmeralda to stand taller.

“Strip,” he ordered.

Her breath caught, her books tumbling from her hands onto the carpet. For a moment she froze, staring at the professor seated calmly behind his desk, his sharp eyes fixed on her.

Victor’s hand tightened at her throat. “Now.”

Her cheeks burned hot as she obeyed. She tugged the crop top over her head, her full breasts spilling free, nipples already hard and dark against the cool air. The professor’s gaze lingered openly, his expression unreadable, and the shame of it made her thighs tremble.

Next came the skirt. She unzipped it slowly, letting it slip down her legs to the floor. The skimpy thong clung tight against her pussy, the thin string pulled snug over the base of the plug. Harding’s brow lifted slightly as his eyes traced the obscene outline.

“Off,” Victor commanded.

With trembling fingers, she hooked the thong down, baring herself completely. She stood naked in the professor’s office, collar tight at her throat, plug gleaming obscenely between the soft cheeks of her ass.

Victor smirked. “Present.”

Esmeralda swallowed hard. She had bent forward out of instinct, but his voice cut through her like a whip.

“No,” he said, stepping closer. “Kneel.”

Her knees hit the thick rug with a soft thud. The plug shifted inside her as she adjusted, making her gasp.

“Spread your thighs. Arch your back. Hands behind your head.”

Shaking, she obeyed, parting her legs wide on the rug. Her arms lifted, fingers lacing behind her head, her collar tugging slightly as she straightened her neck. The position pushed her breasts high and forward, the heavy curves swaying as she breathed, nipples dark and hard. Below, her shaved pussy glistened openly, and the black flange of the plug peeked between the soft cheeks of her ass.

“Present yourself, slut,” Victor murmured, circling her slowly. “For inspection.”

The professor’s gaze travelled leisurely from her flushed face down over her trembling body, lingering on every mark Victor had left, the faint stripes on her thighs, the collar at her throat, the obscene plug in her ass.

“Very good,” Harding said quietly, his voice even. “She understands.”

Esmeralda trembled, her heart hammering, humiliation burning through her skin. Yet her pussy pulsed shamefully as she knelt exposed before them, exactly as Victor had trained her.

The professor leaned back in his chair, his hand brushing thoughtfully along his jaw. “Very obedient indeed,” he murmured.

Victor’s grin widened. “And very well trained. She’ll take whatever we decide to give her.”

Esmeralda’s skin prickled, her humiliation sharp and hot. Yet even as she trembled in shame, her pussy throbbed, slick and aching with need, her body betraying her utterly under their gaze.

Professor Harding rose from his chair with a quiet authority that made Esmeralda’s breath catch. He stepped around the desk, his presence filling the small office, and stopped before her where she knelt on the rug, thighs wide, breasts thrust forward.

“Look at me,” he said softly.

Her big brown eyes lifted, glassy with nerves, collar snug at her throat.

Harding’s hand extended, fingertips brushing across the curve of her breast. She gasped as he cupped her fully, weighing the heavy globe in his palm. His thumb swept across her nipple, making it pebble harder, then he pinched lightly, watching her flinch.

“Very responsive,” he murmured, almost to himself. His hand moved lower, tracing the soft line of her stomach before slipping between her parted thighs.

Esmeralda whimpered as his fingers slid through her folds, already slick and open. He circled her clit once, slowly, deliberately, then pushed a finger inside her, testing her wetness, the plug in her ass making the stretch even tighter.

“She’s drenched,” Harding observed calmly, withdrawing his hand and glancing at Victor.

Victor smirked, pride glinting in his eyes. “Of course she is. She’s my slut. Show the professor what you can do.”

He stepped closer, fingers tightening briefly on her collar. “Masturbate for us. Hands where we can see them. Make yourself cum while we watch.”

Heat flooded Esmeralda’s cheeks. Her arms trembled as she lowered them from behind her head, hands moving slowly down her body. The shame of obeying, of touching herself under their twin gazes, made her thighs quake, yet her pussy clenched with need, slick and ready.

Esmeralda’s breath came in shallow gasps as her hands slid lower, fingers spreading her glistening folds for them to see. Her clit throbbed under her touch, the plug stretching her from behind making her pussy even more sensitive. She moaned softly, head tipping back, breasts swaying as she rubbed faster, her cheeks burning with humiliation.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw them move. Victor had freed his cock, thick and hard in his grip, stroking lazily as he watched her. Harding followed suit, undoing his belt and sliding his hand down his shaft with a slow, practiced ease. Both men stood over her, their cocks glistening, their eyes fixed hungrily on her exposed body.

“Good girl,” Victor murmured. “Show us how much you love being our slut.”

Her nipples peaked harder under the weight of their gazes. She pinched one as she rubbed her clit, crying out softly. Her thighs quivered, her pussy leaking onto the rug beneath her.

The shame of it made her wetter, her body straining toward the edge. Harding’s eyes never left her as his fist moved steadily up and down his cock. Victor’s breathing grew heavier, his strokes slow and deliberate.

Esmeralda’s cries rose higher, her hips rocking, fingers working frantically. The collar tugged tight at her throat as her head tipped back, tears streaking her flushed cheeks.

Then it hit her.

Her orgasm tore through her in a shuddering wave, her body convulsing, thighs trembling violently as slickness gushed between her fingers. She sobbed out a broken moan, collapsing forward onto her hands, her breasts swaying lewdly, nipples hard and wet with sweat.

The sound of the two men’s heavy breathing filled the office. She dared a glance upward, both of them still stroking, watching her come undone at their feet, their cocks hard and glistening, their gazes burning with possession.

Victor smirked darkly. “That’s just the beginning. Now the professor knows exactly what kind of slut you are.”

Esmeralda was still trembling from her orgasm when Victor’s hand closed on her collar and yanked her upright. She swayed on her knees, eyes wide, chest heaving, the plug still snug inside her.

Victor smirked at Harding, his cock still in hand. “She’s not just a slut, professor. She likes pain. Spanking, clamps, the paddle, she cums harder when she’s marked. Show her.”

He turned her, and bent her forward over Harding’s broad desk. The books and papers scattered as her breasts pressed flat to the polished wood, her round ass jutting high, skirt long gone, plug gleaming.

“Push out your fat ass, slut,” Victor snapped.

Shame burned her cheeks, but she obeyed, arching her back, spreading her legs wider so her ass lifted, her pussy already glistening again.

Harding stepped closer, rolling his sleeves back with slow, deliberate care. His hand was large, strong, the kind of hand that carried authority even before it struck. He pressed it over the curve of her ass once, feeling her tremble beneath his touch, then drew back.

The first slap landed with a sharp crack. Esmeralda gasped, her body jerking against the desk. Another followed, harder, the sting blooming hot across her flesh. Harding’s strikes were firm, measured, each one making her ass ripple, her skin flushing from pink to a deeper red.

She whimpered, clinging to the edge of the desk, her breasts squashed beneath her, her nipples aching. Every slap made the plug shift inside her, every sting sent fresh heat rushing to her dripping pussy.

Victor’s voice cut through the sound of flesh on flesh. “Good, professor. She loves it. You can have any of the slut’s holes… or you can try all of them.”

Harding’s hand lingered on her stinging flesh, his palm warm where it cupped the curve of her ass. His eyes glinted as he looked down at her spread before him, her collar tight at her throat, her body already marked and open.

Esmeralda trembled, knowing she was seconds away from being used, harder, deeper, and more humiliatingly than ever before.


Chapter Eleven: Double Use

Professor Harding wasted no time. His belt and trousers were loosened, his cock already heavy in his hand as he stepped behind Esmeralda.

Bent over the desk, her ass glowing red from his spanking, her pussy glistened shamelessly in the lamplight. The plug stretched her still, making her hole obscene, but it was her slick little slit he pressed into first.

Harding gripped her hips, broad hands strong and unyielding, and shoved forward. His cock split her open, sliding deep in one rough thrust that made her cry out against the polished wood.

The stretch was different from Victor, thicker, harder, another man entirely using her body. Esmeralda gasped, nails clawing at the desk, her breasts squashed flat beneath her, her pussy clenching helplessly around the new intrusion.

Victor had taken her virginity, the first to split her open and claim her. Now he was sharing her, handing her over to another man, letting her be used as if she were nothing more than a toy. The thought made her cheeks burn with shame, yet her pussy throbbed tighter around Harding’s cock, betraying her.

Harding set a steady rhythm, each thrust driving her forward, the desk creaking under her weight. His hand cracked across her ass again mid-thrust, the sting making her moan. Shame and pleasure tangled, her thighs trembling, her pussy tightening until she was teetering at the edge.

Her orgasm tore through her suddenly, hot and humiliating. She cried out, voice breaking, as Harding kept fucking her, using her quivering cunt until he was satisfied.

Then he pulled out abruptly. “On your knees.”

Her legs shook as she obeyed, sliding down onto the rug, her collar tugging tight as she lifted her face to him. Harding’s cock gleamed with her slick, thick and swollen, and he pressed it straight to her lips.

“Open,” he ordered.

Her mouth parted, and he pushed in. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes as he held her head, thrusting into her throat. Victor stood to the side, stroking himself, eyes burning with hunger as he watched her full lips stretched around the professor’s shaft.

When Harding pulled back, strings of spit and cum-slick stretched between her lips and the tip of his cock. He stroked her cheek once with surprising gentleness before glancing at Victor.

“Let’s see how well-trained she really is,” he murmured. “Take her cunt. I’ll take her ass. Let’s fill your slut completely.”

Victor’s grin was feral. “She can take it. Can’t you, slut?”

Esmeralda’s eyes widened, her body trembling, the plug still snug inside her. Her pussy still throbbed from the professor’s use, her ass sore from spanking, but her arousal burned hotter than ever. She knew what was coming, and she couldn’t stop it.

“She’s mine,” Victor said, voice low but firm, one hand gripping her hair as Harding thrust into her mouth. “But I loan her out when I please. And tonight she’ll take both of us.”

Harding groaned, pulling from her lips with a wet pop. Strings of spit and cum gleamed on her chin. He looked at Victor, his voice measured but hungry. “Her cunt for you, her ass for me?”

Victor grinned. “Exactly. Let’s see if my slut can handle it.”

Esmeralda’s eyes widened, her body trembling. Her pussy still throbbed from Harding’s use, her ass sore from spanking, the plug still snug inside her. She knew what was coming, and even as dread twisted in her chest, her pussy clenched and pulsed with shameful, uncontrollable need.

Victor’s grip on her collar tightened, pulling her up from her knees. “Over the desk, slut. Spread wide.”

Esmeralda stumbled forward, bracing herself against the polished wood once more, her breasts squashed flat, her ass thrust back. Her heart thundered, her body trembling as Victor reached between her cheeks.

With a smirk, he hooked a finger around the base of the plug and tugged. Slowly, deliberately, he eased it free. The pop as it slipped from her tight star made her gasp, her body clenching at the sudden emptiness. The cool air on her stretched hole left her shivering.

“Look at her,” Victor said, holding the plug up for Harding to see before tossing it aside. “Gaping and ready.”

Harding’s hand spread her cheeks wider, his thick finger brushing the sensitive rim. “Perfect.”

Victor stepped back, eyes glinting. “No. I want to see her take it all. On my cock first.”

He stretched out on the rug, lying flat, his thick shaft rising hard and ready. With a tug on her collar, he pulled Esmeralda down over him. “Squat, slut. Lower yourself onto me. Show the professor how you open for my cock.”

Her thighs shook as she positioned herself above him. The collar tugged tight as she bent, her breasts swaying heavily, her pussy dripping. Slowly she sank down, gasping as the head of his cock parted her folds and slid inside. Inch by inch she lowered herself, her pussy stretched full until she sat flush against his hips, impaled completely on him.

“Good girl,” Victor growled, his hands gripping her waist. “Now take him too.”

Behind her, Harding stepped closer, the tip of his cock pressing against her slightly gaping little star, still stretched from the plug. She whimpered, trembling, but Victor held her steady, smirking.

Harding pushed forward. The thick head forced her tight rim wider, sliding slowly inside until her cry echoed through the office. He grunted, then drove deeper with one hard thrust, splitting her ass open around him.

Esmeralda’s body convulsed, stuffed on Victor’s cock below and stretched by Harding’s cock above. Her breasts bounced as she tried to balance, her nails clawing at Victor’s chest. The shame, the stretch, the overwhelming fullness, it stole her breath, left her sobbing and moaning as both men claimed her holes at once.

Victor gripped her hips hard from below, lifting and dropping her on his cock, forcing her to ride him. Every downward thrust made her breasts bounce, her pussy gripping him tight, slick with her arousal.

Behind her, Harding set his pace, each deep stroke into her ass driving her down harder onto Victor’s shaft. She was caught between them, stuffed completely, her body jolting with every brutal thrust. Both men groaned at the same time, feeling the grind of each other’s thick cocks through the thin membrane that separated her two holes, the tight squeeze of her body trapping them together inside her.

Her cries filled the office, half-sobs, half-moan, the collar biting at her throat as her head fell back. The professor’s hand cracked across her ass mid-thrust, the sting blooming hot, only adding to her humiliation and heat.

Victor snarled up at her, his eyes dark with hunger. “Look at you, slut, my toy, split wide, stuffed in both holes like you were made for it.”

Harding grunted his agreement, his hands gripping her waist as he thrust harder into her tight rear. “She’s perfect. Tight as hell. You’ve trained her well.”

The shame of their words and the unbearable stretch pushed her closer, her pussy clenching harder around Victor, every nerve aflame. She rocked helplessly, caught in their rhythm, her body betraying her again.

Her orgasm crashed over her with violent force. She screamed, her thighs trembling, her pussy flooding around Victor’s cock even as Harding groaned at the squeeze of her ass. Her body convulsed, locked between their shafts, every hole claimed, every inch of her exposed.

Victor’s growl broke into a roar as he thrust up hard, spilling deep inside her cunt. Moments later Harding slammed forward, his grip bruising her hips as he filled her ass with hot spurts, thick cum leaking down around his shaft.

Pinned between them, trembling and dripping, Esmeralda sobbed through the last waves of her climax. She could feel both men’s seed inside her, leaking from her pussy and her ass, a filthy mix trickling down onto Victor’s groin and balls.

Victor smirked up at her, still holding her hips tight. “Mine to use. Mine to share. And now you know exactly what that means.”

Harding groaned as he slammed one final time into her ass, spilling deep inside her. His cock throbbed, pulsing hot spurts that filled her to the brim before he slowly pulled free. Esmeralda whimpered, her body still twitching, the sudden emptiness sharp after being split so wide.

Harding smirked as he stepped back, watching his thick cum leak from her gaping rear hole. It dribbled down, sliding over her swollen pussy where Victor’s cock was still buried, then dripping lower to coat Victor’s balls. The sight made him grunt in approval.

Victor thrust upward once more before stilling, his cock softening inside her slick cunt. He gave her hip a sharp slap. “Off. Slowly.”

Trembling, Esmeralda lifted her pussy up and off his cock. More cum spilled out immediately, coating his shaft, his balls, his groin in a sticky mess. She gasped at the sensation, her thighs quivering as the thick mix ran down her skin.

Victor’s smirk widened. “Now clean me. Every drop.”

She lowered herself down his body, her tongue darting out. She licked, slurped, and sucked at the mess covering his cock and balls, the taste of both men thick on her tongue. Her lips wrapped around his softening shaft as she cleaned him, her hair falling forward, her collar glinting in the lamplight. Sticky strings clung to her chin as she swallowed the gooey mix, determined to obey.

Harding stood above them, his cock still glistening, watching intently.

Victor grabbed her hair, pulling her head back so she looked up at him, spit and cum smeared over her lips. “Good slut. Now get on your knees. The professor’s waiting.”

Esmeralda shifted, her body shaking, and knelt before Harding. His cock loomed above her, still slick, streaked with his seed.

“Clean him,” Victor ordered, his voice low and firm.

Esmeralda opened her mouth and leaned forward, her tongue pressing against Harding’s shaft as she began to lick the mess from him, swallowing down every trace while the two men looked on.

Esmeralda’s tongue traced slowly up the length of Harding’s shaft, lapping away the mess that still clung to him. She could taste his cum thick on her tongue, mixed with her own slick, and she shuddered at the humiliation of it.

Harding’s hand settled on the back of her head. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice calm but commanding. “Now don’t stop.”

She obeyed instantly, lips wrapping tighter around his shaft, sliding him deeper into her mouth. Harding groaned as his cock stirred again, swelling against her tongue, thickening until he was fully hard once more.

Victor smirked from his seat on the rug, his cock gleaming wet and clean after her licking. “Look at her, professor. Sucking you hard again like the perfect little slut I’ve made her.”

Esmeralda’s eyes watered as Harding pressed deeper, the blunt head nudging her throat. She gagged softly but pushed forward, determined to please, her collar tugging tight as her head bobbed in his grip. His groans deepened as she swallowed him, her lips stretched wide around his girth, spit and pre-cum dribbling down her chin.

“Deeper,” he ordered, pushing firmly. She relaxed as best she could, opening her throat, taking him until her nose brushed his groin. Her tears spilled freely, her breasts bouncing with each desperate gasp between thrusts, but her hands gripped his thighs, and she took him again and again.

Victor’s grin widened. “She’ll throat you as long as you want. She’s mine, but she’s obedient for anyone I choose.”

Harding’s voice broke into a low growl. His hips snapped harder, using her mouth fully, until with a final thrust he held her nose-deep against him. His cock pulsed, spurting hot down her throat. Esmeralda swallowed frantically, gulping every spill he gave her, some dribbling back up and spilling over her lips.

When he pulled free, his shaft glistened with spit and the last of his cum, her mouth still open, her chin and breasts streaked with the mess. She gasped for air, coughing once before licking her lips obediently, eyes wet but glowing with submission.

Harding stroked her cheek. “Very good,” he murmured, his tone almost approving. “You’ve trained her well, Victor.”

Victor tugged her collar sharply, forcing her head back. “Of course I have. She’s my slut. And this is only the beginning.”

Esmeralda staggered to her feet, her legs trembling, spit and cum still smeared across her mouth, chin, and breasts. She bent to reach for her skirt, but Victor’s hand caught her hip, holding her still.

“Not yet.”

He reached for the plug discarded earlier, still glistening with lube. With one firm hand he spread her cheeks, watching as Harding’s seed dribbled slowly from her gaping rear hole, sliding down over her swollen pussy.

“Don’t waste it,” Victor growled. He pressed the toy back to her entrance and forced it inside. The stretch made her gasp, her body clenching helplessly as the plug popped back into place, sealing Harding’s cum deep inside her.

Victor smirked, giving her ass a sharp slap. “Better. Now you can dress.”

Esmeralda’s cheeks flamed as she pulled on her tiny skirt and flimsy crop top, no panties to cover her. The plug throbbed obscenely inside her, keeping her filled with the professor’s mess.

Harding’s eyes glinted as he watched, the girl trembling in her humiliating outfit. He plucked her thong from the floor and tucked it neatly into his pocket. “A keepsake,” he said with a faint smile.

Then he turned to Victor. “You’ve done well. This will get you extra marks on your thesis. Consider it recognition of your commitment.”

Victor’s hand tugged the collar, making Esmeralda stumble closer. “She’s mine,” he said flatly, pride lacing his voice. “But tonight, she was yours too.”

Victor smirked, satisfied, his hand closing possessively around Esmeralda’s collar. “I told you she’d be obedient. She’s mine, professor, but tonight she was yours too.”

Harding gave a short nod of approval, his gaze lingering one last time on Esmeralda before he returned to his desk.

Victor tugged her toward the door. “Come, slut. We’re done here.”

Esmeralda’s stomach twisted as she followed, cum still leaking from her pussy, her collar tight, her thong gone, and her shame burning brighter than ever. Yet beneath it all, her body still pulsed with a dark, shameful thrill.


Epilogue

Esmeralda knelt on the cold tiled floor of the men’s toilets, her heart racing, her short skirt riding high around her hips. She wore no panties, just as Victor had commanded, her bare pussy exposed as she crouched in the end cubicle. Her collar sat snug at her throat, the crop top clinging tight to her breasts.

In front of her, Daniel leaned back against the cubicle wall, his breathing ragged as she worked his cock into her mouth. Average in size compared to Victor’s or the professor’s, but still thick enough to stretch her lips, still hot and heavy as she sucked, drooled, and swallowed around it.

Her mind flickered back to that morning, waking in Victor’s bed. The note had been waiting for her on the dresser, written in his sharp, unmistakable hand:

Wear the short skirt. The crop top. No underwear. I want you to ask Daniel, your friend, if you can suck his cock.

The humiliation of it had made her stomach twist with dread. Daniel was kind, harmless, one of the few people she’d spoken to openly on campus. Asking him had nearly broken her. And yet she had obeyed.

Now here she was, on her knees in the men’s loos, her lips stretched around his cock, her tongue swirling, her pussy dripping onto the floor. Daniel groaned above her, his hands tightening in her hair as he pushed deeper.

She felt every inch of her shame, every echo of Victor’s control. Even here, even with another man’s cock in her mouth, she belonged only to him.


Book Three Teaser

Victor’s control over Esmeralda deepens. He has already shared her with his professor and humiliated her by sending her to service her own friend. But now, he wants more.

New games, new toys, and new men enter the picture. Esmeralda finds herself kneeling before strangers Victor chooses, forced to expose herself in public places, to endure punishments harsher than ever before. The sting of the flogger, the bite of clamps, the stretch of plugs, all become routine.

Her submission is no longer private. Victor wants her humiliation displayed, her obedience proven, her body offered.

And when he finally gathers a group of men, friends, colleagues, strangers, and leads her naked into their hands, Esmeralda will face her ultimate test: her first gangbang.

Will she break under the weight of his demands, or surrender completely to the role Victor has shaped for her, his slut, his toy, his gift to others?

⚡  Book Three will push Esmeralda further than ever before. Can she endure the shame, the pain, the pleasure of becoming truly shared property? Find out in the next instalment.
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