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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 

	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 

	Anal play and anal sex 

	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 



If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.
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Prologue

Esmeralda no longer measured her days in lectures and deadlines. She measured them in instructions.

What had begun as private obedience, whispered rules behind closed doors, had spread into discipline. Punishment. Consequence. Victor no longer corrected her with words alone. When she disappointed him, her body remembered it. The marks faded, but the lessons did not.

She had learned the difference between being told and being trained.

At first, the punishments stayed hidden. Quiet moments, private reckonings. Then came the rules that followed her into the daylight, tasks that made her stomach knot long before she carried them out. Victor’s control was no longer confined to one room, or even one building. It walked beside her across campus, sat with her in lectures, watched through her eyes when she spoke to other people.

Especially other men.

The first time he gave her a task involving someone she knew, she had almost refused. Almost. Daniel had been a friend, safe and familiar, someone who belonged to her old life. Victor’s instruction had been simple, calm, impossible to misunderstand: Ask him if you can suck his cock. The humiliation had come later, when she realised, she was obeying without being forced.

That frightened her more than any punishment ever had.

Sometimes, late at night, she tried to remember the girl she had been before Victor. The one who believed university meant independence, who thought freedom was something you claimed for yourself. That girl felt distant now, like a character she had once studied, vivid on the page but unreachable in real life.

What unsettled her most wasn’t how far Victor had taken her.

It was how naturally she adapted.

The rules had grown sharper. The expectations heavier. What once belonged to secrecy was being edged toward visibility. Victor spoke more often about others, about being seen, about obedience that didn’t rely on privacy at all.

And what unsettled her most was not the fear.

It was the heat.

The punishments, the humiliation, the tasks that made her stomach knot with dread, they stirred something in her she no longer tried to deny. The sting of discipline, the weight of his disappointment, the shame of being made to obey in ways she never would have imagined — all of it left her breathless, restless, aching in a way that had nothing to do with pain alone.

Her submission was no longer just something she endured.

It was something her body responded to.

Something that followed her through the day, lingering beneath her thoughts, tightening her chest when she remembered his voice, his rules, the way obedience seemed to quiet everything else inside her. She could feel herself getting wet.

She told herself there was still a line she would not cross. That anonymity was something she could still protect. That there were parts of herself he could not touch.

But even as she clung to that belief, she felt it thinning.

Because deep down, she knew the truth.

Victor was no longer testing her obedience.

He was preparing her to be witnessed, and part of her was already burning to be seen.


Chapter One

Esmeralda had only just dropped her bag onto the floor of her room when she sat down at her desk, notebook open, pen poised. The familiar comfort of routine tried to settle around her. Notes to review, lectures to go over. Normal things..

Her phone buzzed.

She didn’t need to look to know who it was.

When she did, her breath caught anyway.

Come to my room. Short skirt. You know the one. No underwear. Tight blouse. No bra.

Her fingers tightened around the phone. A warm rush spread through her chest, down into her stomach, her body responding before her mind had time to argue. The words echoed in her head, calm and absolute. Instructions, not requests.

She stood slowly, heart thudding, and reached for the waistband of her jeans.

Just as she slid them down her legs, her phone buzzed again.

She froze.

Stop at the café. Pick me up a latte.

Her stomach flipped.

“No,” she whispered aloud, the word barely a breath.

The café meant lights, people, queues. It meant standing still while eyes drifted. It meant walking across campus twice in an outfit that left nothing to hide behind. The skirt. The blouse. No bra. No underwear. Exactly as he had said.

Her pulse raced. Fear and heat tangled together until she couldn’t tell them apart.

She paused in front of the mirror by her desk, really looking at herself. Esmeralda was of medium height, five foot five inches, a height that made her look balanced and approachable, feminine without seeming fragile. Her long, gypsy-style hair was thick and dark, falling in loose curls past her shoulders and down her back, heavy enough to brush the curve of her full, round ass when she moved.

Her dark eyes were what people noticed first, deep and expressive, holding a softness that came from a sheltered country upbringing, an innocence that had not quite left her despite everything she had done. They made her look open, vulnerable, and dangerously easy to want.

Her figure was unmistakably curvaceous. Very full breasts, 36DD,  filled out her frame naturally, heavy and soft, drawing the eye without effort. Her waist dipped gently into round, well-defined hips, giving her a silhouette that felt timeless and undeniably feminine. There was a quiet confidence in the way she carried herself, subtle rather than bold, rooted in natural beauty rather than performance.

Her skin held a healthy, sun-warmed glow from years spent outdoors, smooth and warm-toned, her cheeks faintly flushed as if kissed by fresh air. Even standing still, doing nothing at all, she looked sensual. Not because she tried to be, but because she simply was.

Victor had seen it immediately. He hadn’t created her beauty. He had only decided how it would be used.

She looked at her reflection in the mirror as she dressed, the short skirt sitting far too high on her thighs, barely covering her full round ass, the blouse clinging where it shouldn’t. She hesitated only once, her hand hovering as if she might reach for something to make it safer.

She didn’t.

By the time she stepped into the corridor, phone tucked into her hand like a lifeline, her body felt alive in a way that made her dizzy. Every step toward the stairs felt heavier. Every thought circled back to the same truth.

Victor hadn’t just called her to him.

He had made sure she would be seen first.


Chapter Two

By the time Esmeralda reached Victor’s building, the coffee warm in her hand, her nerves were humming. The walk had left her restless, breathless in a way that had nothing to do with distance.

The café had been worse than she expected. Standing at the counter, waiting, she had felt eyes linger on her bare legs, on the way her skirt sat just a little too high, on the outline of her body beneath the tight fabric of her blouse. The shape of her large 36DD breasts clearly visible. Every shift of her weight had felt deliberate, exposed, as though she were being quietly assessed.

Crossing campus afterward, the sensation followed her. The breeze teased the hem of her skirt, threatening to lift it higher with every step. The thought of her flashing her full round ass, or worse, her shaved little pussy. She had kept one hand near her thigh, not quite touching, acutely aware of how little stood between her and being seen. The awareness made her skin prickle, her thoughts scatter, her body respond in ways she no longer pretended not to understand.

By the time she reached Victor’s door, she was buzzing with it, the heat, the anticipation, the lingering memory of glances held too long. She stood there for a moment, heart racing, knowing that none of it had been accidental.

Victor had sent her out like this on purpose.

And she had come exactly as he told her to.

The door opened.

Victor stood there, casual and composed, as if he hadn’t just sent her across campus dressed to draw attention. His eyes flicked briefly to the coffee in her hand, then back to her face.

“There you are,” he said softly. “My good little slut.”

Her breath caught.

“Now kneel,” he continued, stepping back just enough to block the doorway. “And present me my coffee.”

No, her mind screamed.

The corridor behind her felt suddenly enormous, every sound amplified. Footsteps could echo at any moment. A door could open. Someone could walk past and see her on her knees in front of him, skirt riding high, body exposed to anyone who cared to look.

Her cheeks burned hot. Her heart pounded so hard she felt dizzy.

She hesitated only a second.

Victor’s gaze sharpened, not angry, just expectant.

Slowly, she lowered herself. The carpet pressed into her knees as she bent forward, holding the cup out with both hands. Her head dipped, hair falling forward to hide her face, her whole body trembling with the humiliation of it.

The seconds stretched.

Victor took the coffee from her hands deliberately, his fingers brushing hers as he did. “Good,” he murmured. “You learn quickly.”

Relief and shame flooded her at once. She stayed there until he tapped her lightly with his foot.

“Inside,” he said.

She stayed where she was, knees pressed into the carpet, the coffee already gone from her hands. For a heartbeat she hesitated.

Then she moved.

Slowly, deliberately, she leaned forward and lowered herself further, shifting into the posture he expected, crossing the threshold on her hands and knees. Her head stayed down, ass up, movements careful, practiced, as she made her way inside.

Victor stepped back to give her space, watching without a word.

The door closed behind her with a quiet click.

Only then did he speak.

“Good,” he said softly.

And the shame that burned through her was matched only by the relief of having done it right.

The quiet click of the lock was the loudest sound she’d ever heard.

Esmeralda knelt on the hardwood floor just inside Victor’s flat, the residual heat from her humiliation a physical cloak. Her chest heaved with shallow breaths. Her cheek rested against the cool floor, a stark contrast to the fire in her skin. She waited, utterly still.

Victor’s polished shoes moved into her downcast vision. He circled her slowly, the measured tap-tap-tap of his steps a metronome for her pounding heart. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t speak. He simply observed, and that was worse.

“Look at you,” he said finally, his voice a low, pleased rumble. “Crawling in like a good little pet. No instruction needed.” He stopped behind her. “It’s becoming instinct, isn’t it?”

She couldn’t answer. Her throat was too tight. Shame coiled hot and slick in her belly, but beneath it, a treacherous thread of pride unfurled. He was pleased.

“Your posture is acceptable,” he continued, his tone clinical. “Head down. Back arched. A presentable offering.” A long pause. “But you hesitated in the hall.”

A cold spike of fear. “I…”

“Quiet.” The word was a soft command, absolute. “The hesitation is noted. We’ll address it.”

She flinched, bracing herself. But he didn’t move. The anticipation was its own punishment, a tight, aching suspense that made every nerve ending scream.

Then, without ceremony, his hand connected with her backside.

It wasn’t a playful tap. It was a hard, open-palmed slap that cracked through the silent room, a sharp, shocking punctuation to her submission. The sound was obscenely loud. The pain was immediate, a bright, stinging heat that blossomed across her flesh and sank deep into the muscle beneath.

A gasp tore from her lips. Her whole body jerked forward, but she locked her elbows, holding the degrading position. The sting was immense, overwhelming, a brand of his authority.

“That,” Victor said, his voice still calm, almost conversational, “is for the hesitation. For the moment you thought you had a choice.”

Before the first wave of pain could even crest, his hand came down again. Crack. On the other cheek. Symmetrical. Perfect.

This time, a choked cry escaped her. Her eyes squeezed shut. The twin burns on her skin were a fierce, claiming ache. And yet, as the sharp pain began to melt into a throbbing warmth, something else stirred. A dark, liquid pull deep in her core. The humiliation of it, the childish, physical correction, made her pussy clench. Empty. Needy.

“And that,” he murmured, his palm resting lightly now on the heated flesh, “is to remind you of the consequence of thought. Your thoughts belong to me to command. Your body is mine to correct.”

His fingers traced the outline of the handprint he’d left, the touch almost gentle now. The contrast was dizzying. The cruel sting, the soothing caress. She trembled violently under his hand.

“Now,” he said, his voice dropping to a intimate murmur. “Let’s see what my discipline has awakened.”

His fingers hooked into the thin waistband of her skirt. He didn’t pull it down. He pulled it up, folding the fabric over her back, fully exposing her from the waist down. The cool air of the flat kissed her burning skin. She was laid bare, ass reddened from his punishment, the damp evidence of her arousal already glistening on her inner thighs.

“Exquisite,” he breathed, and the raw appreciation in his tone sent another jolt through her. He knelt behind her.

She felt him looking. Really looking. Not at her face, but at the most intimate, shameful part of her, presented for his inspection. The exposure was total. It was more invasive than any touch. Heat flooded her face, her neck, her chest.

“You’re wet.” It was a statement, laced with dark satisfaction. “The fear. The shame. The obedience. It all feeds the same hunger, doesn’t it, Esmeralda?”

She couldn’t deny it. Her body was betraying her, screaming its answer.

He didn’t ask for one. A single finger, cool and dry, dragged slowly through her slick folds from back to front. The touch was electrifying, a bolt of pure sensation that arched her spine. A ragged moan slipped out before she could stop it.

“Good girl,” he purred. The praise, after the pain, after the exposure, felt like a sunburst inside her chest. He circled her clit, once, twice, with maddening lightness. “You wear my marks well. You wear your arousal better.”

His touch grew more deliberate. He slid two fingers inside her, and her inner muscles clamped around them instantly, greedily. He worked them in and out with a slow, relentless rhythm that was not about her pleasure, but about demonstration. About proving her body’s capitulation.

“So responsive,” he mused, curling his fingers. “So perfectly trained. Do you feel how empty you are without instruction? How you clench around nothing, begging for direction?”

She was beyond words, reduced to panting breaths and helpless whimpers. Every thrust of his fingers stoked the fire he’d lit with his palm. The pain and the pleasure swirled together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. She was a knot of conflicting sensations, the throbbing heat of her punished flesh, the exquisite fullness of his fingers, the scorching shame of being used like this, and the terrifying, dizzying rightness of it all.

He leaned close, his lips beside her ear. His fingers never stopped their steady, claiming rhythm. “This is just the beginning, my obedient slut. This wetness, this readiness… it’s not for me alone anymore. It’s proof of your conditioning. A testament others will witness.”

The words should have horrified her. Instead, the image they conjured, of being seen like this, examined, approved, made her cunt pulse violently around his fingers. A fresh gush of wetness coated his hand.

He felt it. A low, triumphant sound vibrated in his chest. “You, see? You understand. You’re not just mine to use. You’re mine to share. To display.”

He withdrew his fingers slowly, and the loss was a physical ache. He held them in front of her down-turned face, glistening in the low light. “Clean them.”

The command was simple. Obscene. The final, perfect degradation.

Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision. But her body was already moving. Her tongue darted out, tasting her own salt and musk on his skin. The act was so profoundly debasing it short-circuited her mind. There was only obedience, and the dark, thrilling current of belonging it carried.

She took his fingers into her mouth, sucking them clean with a desperate, shameful fervour. A soft groan escaped Victor. He watched her, his control a tangible force in the room.

“Perfect,” he whispered, as she released his fingers with a soft, wet pop. He stood. “Stay. On your knees. Just as you are.”

He walked away, leaving her exposed and trembling in the middle of the room, her ass burning, her cunt throbbing, her mind blissfully, horrifyingly blank. The lesson was branded into her flesh and soul: her pleasure was an extension of his will. Her humiliation was his art. And her body was no longer a private space, but a public proof.


Chapter Three

Esmeralda stayed where he had left her, kneeling on the hardwood floor, exposed. The cool air was a constant, humiliating reminder of her position. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. What now? The thought was a whisper, quickly drowned out by the deep, visceral knowledge that she would do whatever he asked. The wetness between her thighs was a slick, undeniable proof of that.

A moment later, he came back and sat on the edge of the bed looking down at her.

“Now strip,” he said, his voice slicing through the heavy silence. “Over my knee. And while I spank your fat ass, I want you to tell me about your friend, Daniel. His reaction when you asked to suck his cock. You will tell me everything. I want every detail.”

The command landed like a physical blow. Daniel. His name was a splash of ice water, a sudden, shocking connection to a world outside this room. A world where she was just a girl. Not this.

But she was moving.

Her fingers trembled as she pushed herself up. The skirt, already bunched around her waist, was a tangled mess. She fumbled with the clasp of her blouse, her movements clumsy, her mind already reeling. He wants to know. He wants me to say it while he… The arousal twisted, ugly and sharp, in her gut.

She let the blouse fall. The air was cool on her skin, raising goosebumps. She didn’t look at him. She couldn’t. She focused on the simple, impossible task: get across the room. Get over his lap.

His eyes tracked every motion, a silent, predatory weight.

Finally, she stood naked before him. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, the only veil she had left. He patted his thigh, a simple, commanding gesture.

She approached, her legs weak. The journey from the centre of the room to the edge of the bed felt miles long. She lowered herself across his hard, muscular thighs, the position arching her back and presenting her punished, still-warm ass to the air. Her cheek pressed against the cool bedspread. Her hands gripped the fabric for purchase.

He let her settle. Let the silence stretch until her breathing was the only sound. Then his warm, heavy palm settled on one cheek. Just resting there. Owning her.

“Begin,” he said.

Her mouth was desert-dry. She swallowed.

“I… I spoke to him,” she began, her voice trembling, barely above a whisper. “After the lecture. When everyone else had left.” She hesitated, her cheeks burning with shame, her breath hitching as the memory flooded back.

Victor’s hand rested heavily on her ass, his silence a demand for more. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to continue.

“I… I offered him a blowjob,” she admitted, the words spilling out in a rush. “I told him I wanted to suck his cock. Right there, outside the lecture hall.” Her voice broke slightly, but she couldn’t stop. “I begged him to let me. I said I’d get on my knees for him, just like I do for you.”

The air seemed to thicken around her. Her face burned hotter, her body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. The memory of Daniel’s shocked expression, the way he’d stammered and backed away, only intensified the shame coursing through her. 

Victor’s fingers tightened slightly on her ass. “Good,” he murmured, his voice low and approving. “Continue.” His tone was calm, controlled, but the underlying satisfaction was unmistakable. 

She exhaled shakily, her stomach twisting. “He… he didn’t say anything at first,” she whispered. “He just stared at me like I was… like I was some kind of whore.” Her voice cracked on the last word, the truth of it slicing through her. 

Victor’s hand moved, his palm connecting with her ass in a sharp, stinging slap. The sound echoed in the room, and she gasped, her body jerking against his lap. 

“Good girl,” he said softly, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re learning. Now, tell me more.” 

The sting lingered, a cruel reminder of her submission. She swallowed again, her voice trembling as she obeyed. “I… I told him I’d do anything he wanted. Anything at all. I said I was yours, but I wanted him to know he could have me too.” 

Her confession hung in the air, heavy and damning. The weight of her humiliation pressed down on her, mingling with the growing wetness between her thighs. She hated it. She hated herself. And yet, the shame was intoxicating, undeniable.

Victor’s hand came down again, harder this time. She whimpered, her body tensing against his thighs. 

“Good.” His voice was calm, but there was a flicker of something darker beneath it, pride, perhaps, or hunger. “You’re starting to understand. You’re not just mine, Esmeralda. You’re to be shown. To be used. And you’re going to learn to crave it.” 

Her stomach twisted again, a shudder running through her. Her mind screamed against the words, but her body betrayed her, her arousal undeniable. She hated him. She hated herself. And yet, her submission was complete. 

“Continue,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation. 

She swallowed hard, her voice trembling as she obeyed.

His hand lifted. It came down in a hard, crisp crack that jolted her whole body forward. The pain was immediate, bright and stinging, a fresh brand over the old.

“Louder,” Victor commanded, his voice calm. “And do not pause. The story flows with the punishment. You hesitate; I pause. You are silent, I strike harder. Understood?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

Crack. Another slap, on the other side. Symmetry.

“Yes, Sir!” she gasped, the title ripped from her.

“Better. Continue.”

She took a shaky breath, her voice soft but steady as she obeyed. “I… I took his hand and led him to the gents’ loos. We went inside, to the end cubicle, and… I got down on my knees.” The memory was vivid; every detail seared into her mind. “He told me to take it out, and I obeyed. Then I started to suck.” Her voice faltered slightly, the shame of recounting every intimate detail overwhelming her.

Victor’s hand came down again, a sharp crack that reverberated around the room. “How big is he?” he asked, his voice calm but demanding.

Esmeralda flinched against his lap, her breath hitching. “N-not as big as you, Sir,” she stammered, her voice trembling with humiliation. “But… a good size.” The words felt like glass in her throat, each one cutting deeper into her dignity. She swallowed hard, her cheeks burning. “I have so little to compare to,” she added, her voice barely above a whisper.

Victor chuckled darkly, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. “Continue,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Another slap, harder this time. “And?” Victor prompted, his voice low and intense.

“I took him in my mouth,” she continued, her voice trembling but unwavering. “I sucked, and he got very hard.” The words spilled out, each one a confession, each one a mark of her submission. Her breath hitched as she finished, the weight of her humiliation pressing down on her like a physical force.

Victor’s hand rested heavily on her ass, the warmth from the spanks spreading deep into her core. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re learning. Now, tell me more.”

Her stomach twisted, a mix of shame and arousal flooding her. She hated it. She hated herself. And yet, she couldn’t stop. Her submission was complete.

Victor’s hand paused its slow, deliberate circles on her heated skin. His voice, low and commanding, cut through the heavy silence. “Keep going, don’t stop.”

Esmeralda swallowed hard, her face burning with shame. The words felt like shards of glass in her throat, but she forced them out, her voice trembling but obedient. “I sucked him,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. He… he reached down and held my hair while I sucked him,” she whispered, the words tumbling out in a rush of shame. “He moaned, and I could feel him getting harder in my mouth. When he came, I… I tried to take all of it, but it was too much.”

“It took maybe ten minutes before I felt his cock swell, and then he came. His... spunk filled my mouth.” She choked on the word, her stomach twisting, but she pushed on, unable to disobey. “I did my best to swallow, but some dribbled out. Afterward, he told me it was... hot.” Her voice broke slightly, the humiliation clawing at her. “But he said next time... next time he wants to see my breasts. He said… tits.”

The word hung in the air between them, raw and exposed. Victor’s hand remained still for a moment, as if savouring the weight of her confession. Then he chuckled darkly, the sound sending a shiver down her spine.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re learning to be honest. But we’re not done yet.” His hand lifted, coming down in a sharp, stinging slap that

Her stomach twisted, a mix of shame and arousal flooding her. She hated it. She hated herself. And yet, her submission was complete.

He had ordered her to offer her friend a blowjob and she had obeyed and now he had commanded she retell for his amusement, his pleasure, while he spanked her bare ass.


Chapter Four

The metallic clink of his belt buckle was the only sound in the room. Esmeralda lay on the bed where he’d placed her, on her back as commanded, her body still humming from the brutal, shattering orgasm he’d wrung from her. Her skin felt too sensitive, her mind hazy with spent pleasure and lingering shame. Victor stood at the foot of the bed, his movements deliberate as he undressed.

She watched through heavy-lidded eyes. The removal of his shirt revealed the hard planes of his chest and abdomen. The unfastening of his trousers. He stepped out of them, and her breath caught. He was fully erect, his cock thick and heavy, the blunt head already glistening. A fresh pulse of wetness answered deep inside her, a traitorous, eager ache.

“On your hands and knees,” he said, his voice cutting through the fog. “Turn around. Ass up. Face the headboard.”

The command was simple. Absolute. Her body moved before her mind could form a protest, the conditioning now a physical truth. She pushed herself up, limbs trembling, and shifted onto all fours. She shuffled forward, then lowered her shoulders, arching her back, presenting herself to him. The position was deeply vulnerable, her sex exposed, her reddened ass offered up. Her cheek pressed into the cool duvet. She stared at the fabric weave, her heart beginning to hammer again.

She heard him move behind her. The dip of the mattress. The warmth of his body closing the distance. Then, the hot, solid press of him against her.

The blunt head of his cock nudged through her slick folds, not entering, just there. A promise. A threat. He rocked his hips slightly, the motion coating himself in her wetness, the friction making her gasp.

“What do you want, slut?”

The question hung in the air. It wasn’t gentle. It was a demand for confession, for verbal surrender. Her throat tightened. She wanted to hide. She wanted to beg him to stop. But the deeper want, the one that lived in her cunt and in the hollow pit of her stomach, roared louder.

“Please…” The word was a whimper, muffled by the duvet.

“I can’t hear you.” His voice was calm, but a hand came down on her ass, crack! A sharp, stinging reminder that made her jump. The pain was bright and clean, mixing instantly with the throbbing need between her legs.

“Please!” she cried out, the sound ragged. “Please… I want you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me.”

“Louder.”

“I NEED YOU TO FUCK ME!” she screamed into the bedding, the admission tearing out of her, scalding and raw.

His hand smoothed over the spot he’d just struck, a soothing, possessive caress. “Good girl.”

And he thrust.

It was one hard, brutal push, no gentle easing, no slow surrender. He filled her in a single, devastating stroke, a claiming so complete it stole the air from her lungs. Her inner muscles stretched, burned for a blinding second, then clutched at him, gripping the invading thickness with a wet, desperate welcome. He was buried to the hilt, his pelvis pressed flush against her sore, stinging cheeks.

A choked, guttural sound tore from her throat. It was pain. It was fullness. It was a relief so profound it felt like breaking.

He didn’t move. He held himself there, deep, letting her feel every inch, letting her adjust to the shocking reality of being so utterly penetrated. His breath was hot on her back. “You feel that?” he murmured, his voice thick with dark satisfaction. “That’s where you belong. Split open on my cock. Taking what I give you.”

She could only whimper, a high, broken sound. Her fingers twisted in the duvet. He was so deep she felt him in her core, a solid, anchoring presence. The initial burn was already melting, transforming into a deep, radiating heat that spread through her pelvis, making her toes curl.

Then he moved.

He pulled back, almost all the way out, until just the head remained, stretching her entrance. The drag was exquisite, a rough friction that made her moan. Then he slammed back in. Hard.

Thwack. The sound of their bodies meeting. A jolt of pure sensation.

He set a relentless, punishing rhythm. Each thrust was a controlled, powerful drive, burying himself in her wet, clutching heat. The bed began to rock with the force of it. Her body was rocked forward with every impact, her breasts swaying, her cheek rubbing against the fabric. The air filled with the lewd, wet sounds of their joining, of his hips slapping against her tender flesh.

“This is it,” he growled, his control fraying just enough to let the raw hunger through. “This is what you are for. A hole to be used. A thing to be fucked. Your gorgeous full body, your slim waist, your big tis, your found ass, your thick thighs. You were built for fucking.”

The words, filthy and degrading, lit a fire in her belly. Her arousal, which had ebbed, came roaring back, a cresting wave that threatened to drown her. With each deep stroke, he brushed a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her closed eyelids. A broken, continuous moan fell from her lips.

Esmeralda’s mind raced her cheeks burning with a mixture of shame and arousal. His words echoed in her head, taunting her: she was made for fucking, she had the body for fucking. The humiliation should have made her recoil, but instead, it only stoked the fire already burning low in her belly.

She hated how true it felt, how her body seemed to betray her at every turn. Her curves, her softness, even the way her hips swayed when she walked, it all seemed designed for this, for him. The thought was degrading, yet it made her pulse quicken, her skin flush with heat. She wanted to deny it, to claw back some semblance of dignity, but the truth was undeniable. Her body had been his from the moment he’d laid eyes on her.

She was made for fucking.

The words were a dark, insidious whisper in her mind, one that sent shivers down her spine. She hated how they made her feel, how they made her want. But rebelling against them was futile. Her body had already surrendered, and now it was just a matter of time before her mind followed.

Her cheeks burned as she pressed her face into the duvet, the fabric muffling her whimper. She hated herself for how much she craved it, for how perfectly her body seemed to fit his needs. But even as the shame coiled tight in her chest. She didn’t want to admit it, but she didn’t have to.

“You love it,” he accused, his hands gripping her hips hard, fingers digging in, guiding her back onto his cock with every thrust. “You love being my used little slut. Don’t you?”

“Yes!” she sobbed, the confession ripped from her. “Yes, Sir!”

“Say it.”

“I love it!” she screamed, the shame of the admission a fuel to the fire. “I love being your slut! I love your cock!”

He rewarded her with a particularly deep, grinding thrust that made her see white. His pace increased, becoming more frantic, more possessive. The slapping sounds grew louder, faster. She was mindless, reduced to a vessel of sensation, the deep, filling stretch, the sharp slap of skin, the coarse words in her ear, the glorious, building pressure coiling tighter and tighter in her core.

“You’re going to come,” he commanded, his breath coming in ragged gasps now. “You’re going to come on my cock like the good, obedient slut you are. And you’re going to think about who might hear you. Who might walk past that door and know exactly what’s happening to you.”

The thought, the exposure, the risk, was the final key. It unlocked something primal. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm detonated, a silent scream locked in her throat before erupting as a shattered, wailing cry. Her body convulsed, clamping down on him in violent, rhythmic pulses, milking his length as wave after wave of shame-soaked ecstasy obliterated her. She shook, trembled, dissolved around him.

Feeling her climax, his own control shattered. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the root and held, a raw, guttural groan tearing from his chest as he emptied into her, hot and deep. His hips jerked with the force of his release, prolonging her own spasms until she was a sobbing, boneless wreck beneath him.

He stayed buried inside her for a long moment, both of them panting, the only sounds their ragged breaths and the fading echo of the headboard against the wall. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A rush of warmth followed, a messy, physical proof of her usage.

He collapsed beside her on the bed, one heavy arm draping over her trembling back. His lips found her ear.

“Perfect,” he breathed, the word saturated with possessive triumph. “Every gasp. Every sob. You wear your obedience beautifully.”

He shifted, his hand sliding between her legs, his fingers slick with their combined release. He held them in front of her down-turned face. Her eyes, blurred with tears, focused on the glistening evidence.

“Clean them,” he whispered, his voice low and commanding. Esmeralda’s cheeks burned, but she obeyed, her tongue flicking out to lick his fingers clean, the taste of their combined arousal bitter and intoxicating.

Victor watched her intently, his eyes dark with satisfaction. When she finished, his hand reached out again, sliding over her flushed skin, gathering more of their mingled wetness on his fingertips. He held them in front of her face, glistening and obscene. “Again,” he commanded, his voice soft but firm.

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t dare refuse. Her tongue darted out once more, swirling around his fingers, the taste of her own need mingling with his, a wicked reminder of what she had done, what she was. When she was done, he let his hand drop, his gaze never leaving hers. 

“You need more experience,” he said, his tone casual but laced with something far more dangerous. “You need to be a slut for more men, more cocks. To be my total slut, entirely devoted, utterly used.” His fingers brushed her cheek, a cruel caress. “Professor Harding is expecting a demonstration of your progress tomorrow. I think you’re ready to be shown.”

Esmeralda’s stomach churned, a mix of fear and arousal coiling tight within her. The thought of being displayed, being judged, terrified her. But beneath the fear, a traitorous spark of excitement flickered, a reminder that her body had already surrendered, even if her mind still struggled to catch up. 

She nodded weakly, unable to speak, her heart pounding in her chest. Victor’s lips curved into a small, pleased smile as he leaned back, his hand resting possessively on her hip.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “You’re learning.”

Victor’s hand tightened on her hip, his voice dropping lower, more dangerous. “Daniel,” he began, the name sharp on his tongue. “If he wants more, if he asks for another blowjob, if he wants to see your big tits, you’ll show him. You’ll suck him. You’ll give him whatever he wants. He can fuck you, too, your pussy, not your ass. That’s mine.” His fingers dug into her flesh, a possessive claim that sent a shiver through her. “I will share your arse later, but for now that’s mine, only me.”

Esmeralda’s breath caught, her mind recoiling even as her body betrayed her with a fresh pulse of wetness. The idea of giving herself to another man, of being displayed, used, and judged, was both horrifying and intoxicating. She could already imagine Daniel’s eyes on her, his hands on her body, his cock pushing into her soaked pussy. Her cheeks burned with shame, but the heat between her legs only grew.

“You’ll be my total slut,” Victor murmured, his voice dark with promise. “Entirely devoted. Utterly used. And when I decide it’s time, when I’ve had my fill of sharing you, I’ll take what’s mine completely.”

She nodded weakly, unable to form words, her submission written in every trembling line of her body. Victor’s lips curved into a cruel smile as he leaned back, his hand still resting possessively on her hip.

“Good girl,” he said softly, his tone laced with triumph. “You’re learning.”


Chapter Five

The text arrived at 12:07 PM, just as Esmeralda was gathering her books after a seminar. Her phone buzzed on the desk, the screen lighting up with Victor’s name. A cold thrill shot through her, tightening her stomach and making her fingers tremble as she swiped to read it.

‘Go back home. Dress for Professor Harding. Short skirt, blouse, no underwear, but black stockings, holdups. Meet me at the entrance to the building at 4.’

The words were a command, not a request. The specificity was a cage. Black stockings, holdups. The order to go without underwear was a familiar humiliation, but the stockings added a new layer, a deliberate aesthetic for another man’s eyes. Her face flushed hot. Around her, classmates chatted, oblivious. She was holding a secret instruction that made her body feel suddenly hollow and exposed. She shoved her things into her bag, her movements hurried and practically fled the lecture hall.

The walk back to her flat was a blur of anxious adrenaline. Every glance from a passerby felt like an accusation. They know, her mind whispered, irrationally. They can see right through your clothes. By the time she closed her own door, her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs.

She stood in her bedroom, staring at the clothes laid out on the bed. A simple white silk blouse, sheer enough to show the outline of her large breasts and her nipples. A charcoal grey skirt she’d once thought was chic, it fell barely mid-thigh when standing. And the stockings, still in their packet, the plastic crinkling as she tore it open. She stripped, her skin pebbling in the cool air. The silk of the blouse whispered over her skin. The skirt’s zipper sounded deafeningly loud.

Then, the stockings. She sat on the edge of the bed, rolling the first one up her leg. The black material was sheer, tightening over her calf, her knee, her thigh with a faint, erotic pressure. The lace top bit softly into her flesh just below her hip. She attached the silicone grips, the holdups, her fingers fumbling. She repeated the process with the other leg. Standing, she smoothed the skirt down. It rode higher now, the hem brushing the very tops of her thighs. Without underwear, every shift of the fabric against her sex was a direct, shocking contact. A slow, treacherous warmth began to pool between her legs. She was dressing for another man, and her body was responding with a wet, shameful ache.

She arrived at the designated building at five minutes to four, her knees weak. The late afternoon sun was still bright, throwing long shadows. Students milled about, a river of normalcy she felt utterly separate from. Then she saw him. Victor leaned against the stone archway of the entrance, looking calm, composed, and completely in control. His eyes tracked her approach, missing nothing.

He didn’t smile. He simply pushed off the wall and met her a few paces from the door. “Turn around,” he said quietly.

Swallowing hard, she did a slow, careful rotation, feeling the skirt cling and shift. His gaze was a physical weight, scanning her from her nervous face, down the blouse, over the dangerous shortness of the skirt, down the sleek black lines of her stockings to her heels.

Esmeralda’s cheeks burned as she became acutely aware of the gazes on her. She turned slowly, instinctively, under the weight of Victor’s scrutiny and the unspoken command in his eyes. Her movements were deliberate, her body on display as if proving its compliance. The black stockings gleamed under the office lights, the hem of her skirt riding dangerously high with each step. She was his, even here, even now, and the thought made her pulse quicken.

Victor’s approval was all that mattered, and she could feel him watching her every gesture, assessing her obedience. But it wasn’t just him. Across the quad, near the doorway, stood two other girls, students she recognized vaguely from campus. Their faces were a mix of shock and curiosity, their eyes wide as they took in the scene. One of them whispered something to the other, her gaze flicking between Esmeralda and Victor.

The humiliation was suffocating. These girls could see what she had become, how she was dressed, how she moved under Victor’s command. They could see the evidence of her submission written in the way she held herself, the flush on her skin, the tremble in her hands. Yet, beneath the shame, there was a flicker of something else, a dark, unwanted thrill at being so utterly owned.

Victor’s voice broke the silence, calm and commanding. “Come here.”
She obeyed without hesitation, stepping closer to him in a way that emphasized the sway of her hips, the dip of her waist, the narrowness of her frame set against his dominance. His eyes swept over her once more, lingering on the curve of her legs where the stockings met bare skin. He reached out, adjusting her blouse slightly, his fingers brushing her collarbone in a gesture that felt both possessive and dismissive.

“Good,” he said finally, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “You’ll do.”

The other girls exchanged another glance, their expressions unreadable but unmistakably aware of the power dynamic unfolding before them. Esmeralda kept her head high, though her heart raced. She was Victor’s instrument, his creation, and in that moment, she knew there was no escape, only the cold comfort of his approval.

“Good,” he pronounced. “He’ll appreciate the presentation. Follow me. Two steps behind.”

He turned and walked through the heavy main doors. She followed, the click-click of her heels on the marble floor echoing his longer, steadier strides. They moved through the grand, empty foyer toward a wing of faculty offices. The hall was silent, lined with dark wood and portraits of stern-looking academics. Victor stopped at a door marked ‘Prof. E. Harding, Dept. of Philosophy.’

He didn’t knock. He opened it and gestured for her to enter first.

The office was spacious, lined with bookshelves and dominated by a large, tidy desk. Professor Harding stood from behind it. He was exactly as she remembered from his lectures and the previous humiliation under his hand: tall, stern, with sharp features and an analytical gaze that now swept over her with detached interest. He wore a crisp shirt and tie, the picture of academic authority.

“Victor,” he said, his voice cool and even. “And Esmeralda. Thank you for coming.”

Victor closed the door with a soft, final click. “As promised. She’s eager to demonstrate her progress.”

Esmeralda’s breath hitched. She wasn’t eager. She was terrified. And yet, the slick heat between her thighs was undeniable, a traitorous pulse that answered the sheer wrongness of the situation.

“Show him,” Victor instructed, his voice a low rumble from behind her.

Her eyes flew to his, wide with panic. He merely raised an eyebrow, expectant.

Professor Harding came around the desk, leaning against its front edge, arms folded. He watched, waiting.

Hands trembling, Esmeralda reached for the hem of her skirt. She gathered the soft material, her knuckles white, and slowly, inch by agonizing inch, began to pull it up. The air touched her bare thighs above the stockings, then the curve of her hips, then the exposed, bare delta of her sex. She held the bunched fabric at her waist, her entire lower body naked and on display under the professor’s impassive scrutiny. The heat of her own shame felt like a brand.

“Closer,” Harding said, not unkindly, but with the tone of a man examining a specimen.

She took two shaky steps forward, until she was standing right before him. He didn’t touch her. He just looked, his eyes traveling slowly from the junction of her thighs, up over her stomach, to the straining buttons of her blouse.

“Her responsiveness?” he asked Victor, as if she weren’t there.

“As trained,” Victor replied. “Conditioned to arousal through obedience and humiliation. Her body reacts to command.”

“Let’s see.”

Harding finally moved. He reached out, not for her, but for a sleek, black chair beside the desk. He positioned it in the open space before her. “Kneel on the seat. Facing me. Present yourself.”

The command, delivered in that calm, scholarly tone, was more devastating than any shout. Esmeralda looked to Victor. He gave a single, slight nod. Obey.

She climbed onto the plush seat of the chair, her stockings whispering against the leather. She turned, her back to the desk, and lowered herself onto her knees, spreading them wide on the cushion. The position thrust her hips forward, offering her exposed, glistening sex. She gripped the back of the chair, her head bowed, hair curtaining her burning face.

“Adequate posture,” Harding noted clinically. He stepped closer. Now, he touched her. A single, dry fingertip traced the outer line of her labia. She jerked, a gasp escaping her. “Sensitive. Good.” He applied a slight pressure, parting her. The cool air of the office touched her inner flesh, making her clench. “Observe the lubrication. Prompt and generous.”

He withdrew his hand and looked at Victor. “You’ve done well. The psychological conditioning is evident in the physiological response.” He then looked back at her, his gaze sharp. “You may touch yourself. Show me how you please your owner. Use your fingers. Make yourself come.”

The order, so bluntly stated in this setting, shattered the last of her mental resistance. A broken sob welled in her throat, but it melted into a moan as her own hand, moving as if detached from her will, slipped between her legs. Her fingertips found her own wet, swollen flesh. At the first deliberate circle over her clit, her hips bucked involuntarily. The sensation was electric, shameful, and impossibly intense.

“Eyes open,” Harding commanded. “Look at me while you do it.” Harding stepped back, his gaze lingering on her trembling form. Then, with a calm authority that made her stomach twist, he added, “Undo your blouse. I want to see your breasts. I want to see how they shake when you come.”

The command was delivered in the same detached tone as before, but it sent a fresh wave of humiliation coursing through her. Esmeralda’s hands fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, her fingers trembling so badly she could barely manage the task. The silk parted slowly, revealing her breasts heaving with every ragged breath.

“All of it,” Harding said, his voice sharpening slightly.

She hesitated, her eyes darting to Victor, who stood silently by the door, his expression unreadable. He gave a small, imperceptible nod, and she knew she had no choice. With a shaky exhale, she shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it pool at her elbows. The cold air of the office tightened her nipples, making her feel even more exposed.

Harding’s eyes roamed over her, taking in every detail with clinical precision. “Continue,” he ordered, gesturing to her hand between her legs.

Esmeralda obeyed, her fingers resuming their desperate rhythm as she knelt on the chair, her body now fully exposed. Her breasts swayed with each shuddering movement, the sensation of her own touch mingling with the unbearable shame of being watched. Harding’s gaze remained fixed on her, his expression a mix of curiosity and detachment.

“Good,” he murmured, stepping closer. “Show me how they move when you climax.”

The words were a cruel reminder of her vulnerability, and despite herself, she felt the heat building again, crawling up her spine. Her fingers worked harder, faster, her body betraying her with each gasp and moan. Her breasts bounced with every thrust of her hips, the obscene display amplifying her humiliation.

“She’s close,” Victor murmured, a thread of dark pride in his voice.

“Look at me,” Harding commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of pleasure and shame.

Tears streamed down her face as she forced her eyes to meet his, her body reaching the edge once more. Her orgasm crashed over her, violent and unstoppable, her breasts jolting with the force of it. She cried out, her voice breaking as she collapsed forward, utterly spent and exposed.

Harding nodded once, seemingly satisfied. “Very good,” he said, stepping back. “Proceed.”

It was the permission, the cold, academic command, that pushed her over the edge. Her back arched, a silent scream locking her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and humiliating. Her body shuddered, muscles clenching around her own invading fingers, her juices spilling over her hand and onto the leather chair. She collapsed forward over the chair back, sobbing, utterly spent and exposed.

Professor Harding stepped closer to Esmeralda, his gaze lingering on her trembling, exposed form. His expression remained composed, the calm of academia masking the intent that simmered beneath. Without a word, he unfastened his trousers, the sound of the zipper loud in the otherwise silent room. He reached inside and pulled out his thick cock, already hard, the head slick with arousal. His hand moved deliberately, giving it a slow stroke, pulling the foreskin back to fully expose the glistening tip.

He turned to Victor, his voice as measured as ever, though the undertone was unmistakable. “May I?”

Victor’s reply was immediate, his tone calm and commanding. “Yes, please. Feel free to use her.”

Harding’s eyes returned to Esmeralda, who knelt on the chair, her body still quivering from her earlier climax. He stepped closer still, positioning himself directly in front of her. The scent of her arousal mingled with the sterile air of the office, a stark contrast to the clinical detachment of the man before her. He guided his cock to her lips, pressing the tip against them lightly.

“Suck, slut,” he ordered, his voice low but firm, the words leaving no room for hesitation.

Esmeralda’s breath hitched, her mind reeling with the weight of what was being demanded of her. She glanced up at him, her eyes wide with humiliation and fear, but also with a flicker of something deeper, something traitorous, arousal. Her mouth opened instinctively, her lips parting to accommodate him as she took the tip of his cock between them. The taste of him was foreign, salty and primal, but she obeyed, her tongue lapping tentatively at the sensitive head.

Harding’s hand moved to the back of her head, not forcefully, but with undeniable control. “Deeper,” he instructed, his tone calm but unyielding. 

She complied, her body moving on autopilot as she leaned forward, taking more of him into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she began to suck, the act both degrading and strangely intoxicating. The slickness of his arousal mixed with her own saliva, the obscene sounds filling the room. 

Victor watched from the doorway, his expression one of quiet satisfaction. “Good,” he murmured softly, approval lacing his voice.

Harding’s grip tightened slightly in her hair as he began to guide her movements, thrusting gently into her mouth. “That’s it,” he said, his voice steady but tinged with a subtle edge of pleasure. “Take it all.”

Esmeralda’s breath hitched, her throat tightening as she leaned forward, gagging slightly as the thick length of Professor Harding’s cock pressed deeper into her mouth. Tears spilled down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop, couldn’t stop. His hand tightened in her hair, guiding her with deliberate slowness. Millimetre by millimetre, she took more of him, her lips stretching obscenely around his girth. The taste of him flooded her senses, salty and primal, mingling with the bitter tang of her own humiliation.

Her nose brushed against the wiry curls of his pubic hair, and she froze for a moment, her body trembling with the effort. She could feel the faint pulse of him deep in her throat, the weight of his dominance pressing down on her, inside her. Her eyes fluttered shut, tears spilling anew as she fought to control the reflex to pull away. But she didn’t. She stayed there, nose pressed into him, her throat constricting around his cock as she surrendered completely to the act.

Harding’s hands moved from her hair, sliding down to cup the full weight of her breasts. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading and squeezing with a firm, almost clinical precision, as if he were testing their resilience. Her nipples stiffened under his touch, sensitive and aching, and she let out a muffled moan around his cock, the sound vibrating against him. He paused for a moment, his thumbs brushing over the hardened peaks almost gently before pinching them between his fingers.

He twisted, just a little at first, testing the resistance, then sharper, harder, until her body jerked instinctively, a strangled whimper escaping her. The pain was sharp and immediate, but it only seemed to heighten the heat building inside her, a cruel mix of humiliation and arousal. Her throat tightened around his length as she struggled not to pull away, her hands gripping the edge of the chair for support.

“Yes, sir,” Victor said from behind her, his voice calm but tinged with dark amusement. “She gets off on that.”

Harding’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile as he continued to tug and twist her nipples, his grasp unrelenting. Her breath came in ragged gasps around his cock, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. Her body betrayed her further, a fresh wave of slickness pooling between her thighs as the pain and pleasure collided, twisting together in a way that left her trembling and exposed.

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, muffled by the thick length in her mouth, and Harding’s grip on her nipples tightened once more, pulling a sharp cry from her throat. He leaned slightly forward, his hips pressing his cock deeper into her mouth as he whispered, “Good girl. Take it all.”

Esmeralda’s vision blurred as she obeyed, her body submitting completely to their demands, to their control. The humiliation burned, but so did the insidious warmth of arousal, intertwining until she could no longer separate one from the other. She was theirs, utterly and completely.

The humiliation burned through her, searing and unrelenting, but it was tangled now with something else, a traitorous heat that coiled low in her belly, undeniable and insistent. She wasn’t just an instrument anymore. She was a vessel, a plaything, displayed and used without question, and the shame of it was almost as intoxicating as the pleasure she couldn’t escape._

And as Harding’s cock filled her mouth, she knew there was no going back.

With his hands still playing, twisting her nipples, she felt it, the sudden, unmistakable swell of his cock in her mouth. Her eyes widened, tears streaming as he pulsed against her tongue. The first thick spurt of his cum jetted down her throat, hot and bitter, forcing her to swallow reflexively. She gagged, but Harding’s grip on her breasts held her steady, his release filling her in relentless bursts.

And then, without warning, it happened. Her body convulsed, an orgasm ripping through her with brutal intensity. She wasn’t even being touched there, but the sheer degradation of it, the submission, the way her belly filled with Harding’s cum sent her spiralling over the edge. Her hips jerked, her thighs trembling as the pleasure-pain of it consumed her. She came hard, her moans muffled by his cock still lodged deep in her throat, her juices dripping shamelessly onto the chair beneath her.

Harding didn’t stop. He kept thrusting shallowly into her mouth, milking the last drops of his release until she was left shuddering and gasping for air. Only then did he step back, pulling out with a wet pop that made her whimper. His cum clung to her lips, a stark reminder of what she’d just done, what she’d just become.

“Good girl,” Harding murmured, his voice calm, almost clinical, as he tucked himself back into his trousers. He looked down at her with that detached curiosity again, as if she were nothing more than an experiment successfully concluded. “You are the perfect little slut.” He turns to Victor, “You’ve done very well with her. I will want to hear everything about her progress.”


Epilogue

The cubicle door clicked shut, sealing them in the stark, antiseptic light of the men’s room. The smell of cheap soap and urinal blocks was thick in the air. Daniel stood before her; his warm brown eyes now darkened with a conflicted hunger she’d never seen in them before. The charm was still there, but it was strained, stretched over a raw need her submission had unleashed.

“Blouse off,” he said, his voice tighter than usual. “Show me your fat tits.”

The crude words, coming from him, were a different kind of slap. Her fingers trembled as they went to the buttons of her white silk blouse, now rumpled from the walk here, from Victor’s earlier inspection. She fumbled, the tiny pearls slipping against her sweat-damp skin. Daniel didn’t help. He just watched, his breath coming a little faster. The blouse finally fell open, and she shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it drop to the tiled floor. Her lace bra followed, hooks yielding with a soft snick.

The cool air hit her bare skin, pebbling her nipples instantly. She fought the urge to cover herself, keeping her hands at her sides, her gaze fixed on the graffiti-scratched metal of the door behind him.

“Fuck,” Daniel breathed, the word full of awe and a self-disgust that vibrated in the small space. His eyes drank her in, roaming over the full curves of her breasts, the dark areolas now tight and prominent. His hands lifted, hovering for a moment before his palms settled heavily on her. The warmth of his touch was a shock. He squeezed, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, his thumbs brushing roughly over her nipples. A jolt of pure, sharp sensation shot straight to her core, and a pathetic little whimper escaped her lips. He’s touching me. Daniel is touching me like this.

“I’d never have guessed,” he murmured, more to himself than to her, his voice thick. “Never have guessed you were such a willing little slut.”

The insult, wrapped in his familiar tone, unspooled something deep inside her. Shame flooded her cheeks, but beneath it, a treacherous, slick heat bloomed between her thighs. Her body was already wet, anticipating, craving the degradation he was offering.

“On your knees,” he commanded, his hands leaving her breasts to work at his own belt.

She didn’t hesitate. The linoleum was cold and dirty, hard against her knees. She looked up at him as he freed himself from his trousers and boxers. His cock sprang out, thick and already fully erect, the head flushed a deep red. It was different from Victor’s, from Harding’s, wasn’t as big, but was not small, familiar yet terrifyingly new in this context. The scent of him, musky and clean, filled her nostrils.

“Go on,” he said, his voice strained. He guided himself to her lips with one hand, the other tangling in her hair, not roughly, but with a possessive firmness that made her shudder. “Take it.”

Her mouth opened. The first touch of his silken head against her tongue was electric. She closed her lips around him, tasting the faint salt of pre-cum. A low groan rumbled from his chest.

“Yeah,” he hissed. “Just like that.”

He pushed forward, and she relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper. The stretch of her lips, the feeling of him filling her mouth, the utter obscenity of being on her knees in a public toilet for Daniel, it all coalesced into a wave of dizzying humiliation that made her cunt clench desperately. She began to move, bobbing her head, using her tongue in the ways she’d been taught. Her own hands came up to rest on his thighs, feeling the powerful muscles tense with each shallow thrust he made into her mouth.

“God, Esmeralda,” he moaned, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re so fucking good at this.” The praise, tangled with the act, was devastating. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her view of his abdomen. She sucked harder, taking him deeper until her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base. She gagged lightly, saliva dripping from her chin.

The sound of the main restroom door swinging open froze them both.

Footsteps. A man clearing his throat. The sound of a zipper at a urinal.

Daniel’s cock twitched violently in her mouth. His hands clenched, holding her head still. He’s not stopping. The realization sent a bolt of pure, adrenaline-laced arousal through her so intense she nearly came right there. They were listening. Someone was right outside this flimsy cubicle, and Daniel was still fucking her face. She could be discovered. They could be discovered. The risk was palpable, a third presence in the room.

The man at the urinal finished, flushed, and she heard the sound of a sink running. The footsteps receded. The door swung shut again.

Daniel let out a shaky breath he seemed to have been holding. He looked down at her, his expression a chaos of lust and shame. “You like that, don’t you?” he whispered hoarsely. “The almost getting caught?”

She couldn’t answer with him in her mouth, but a fresh gush of wetness between her legs was answer enough. He sensed it. A new, darker determination settled on his face.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a wet sound. “Stand up. Turn around. Bend over. Hold onto the toilet.”

The series of commands came quickly. She scrambled to obey, her limbs shaky. The cold porcelain of the toilet tank bit into her palms as she bent over, presenting her ass to him. He rucked her skirt around her waist, “No panties, a true slut.” 
 

She heard him spit, once, twice, and then the slick, warm sensation of his saliva and her own mess being smeared over her entrance.

He didn’t ask. He just positioned himself and pushed.

The blunt, stretching pressure as he entered her was immense. She cried out, her forehead pressing against the cool metal of the tank. He was big, and she was tight, but so, so wet. He sank into her in one relentless, deep stroke, until his hips were flush against her ass.

“Christ,” he grunted, his hands grabbing her hips, fingers digging in. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch. “God! For a slut, you’re tight”

Her obedience wasn’t just for Victor anymore. It was for anyone he gave her to. This was what she was now. A thing to be used. The truth of it was horrifying. And it made her come.

The orgasm took her violently, without any warning. Her inner muscles clamped down on his invading length in rhythmic, pulsing spasms. She screamed into the cubicle, the sound muffled against her arm. Her whole body shook, her vision whiting out at the edges as the pleasure, sharp and humiliating, tore through her.

Feeling her convulse around him broke Daniel’s control. With a raw, guttural shout, he began to piston into her, his thrusts becoming hard, fast, and desperate. The cubicle wall rattled with each slam of his hips against her ass. The sound of skin slapping skin, of his ragged breaths, of her own choked sobs, filled the tiny space.

“Take it, you slut, take all of it,” he chanted, his voice breaking. His pace became erratic, brutal. She could feel him swelling, pulsing inside her. With a final, deep grind, he shoved himself as deep as he could go and held there. A hot, flooding rush filled her as he came, his release jetting into her in thick waves. His body shuddered against hers, his weight pressing her down.

They stayed like that for a long moment, joined, panting, the only sound their ragged breathing and the distant hum of a ventilator. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. She felt the immediate, embarrassing trickle of their combined fluids down her inner thigh.

Daniel straightened up, his breathing gradually slowing. He tucked himself away, avoiding her eyes. When he finally spoke, his voice was quiet, stripped bare.

“Get dressed. I’ll wait for you outside.” And he was gone.


Book Four Teaser

Esmeralda thought being seen was the end of her transformation.

She was wrong.

By the end of Book Three, her submission is no longer a secret. Victor has stripped away her privacy, her choices, and her illusions. Others have watched. Others have used what Victor trained. Her obedience has been tested, proven, and approved.

But Victor is not finished.

In Book Four, the rules tighten again. The punishments deepen. The line between obedience and identity blurs until Esmeralda can no longer remember where one ends and the other begins. Victor no longer asks if she will submit. He assumes it. And now, he demands more than compliance.

He said he wants to experience more. More sex, more cocks, more sex!

Esmeralda must face what it means to be owned not just in body, but in reputation. To be recognised. To be spoken about. To be known for what she offers. Her shame no longer fades when the door closes. It follows her everywhere.

And as Victor pushes her further into exposure, Esmeralda must confront the most terrifying truth of all:

She doesn’t just obey anymore.

She wants this.

Book Four explores the final erosion of innocence, the dangerous comfort of surrender, and the moment when humiliation stops being punishment and becomes purpose.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
ANOTHER KINKY NOVEL BY EMMA SLUTTILY

Book Three





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcFD.jpg





