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Prologue

Esmeralda had never seen anything like it.

The campus buzzed with life, a sprawling maze of glass buildings and tree-lined paths crammed with people who all seemed to know exactly where they were going. She clutched the strap of her bag and walked slowly, wide-eyed, trying to drink it all in.

Back in her village there had been fields, a handful of shops, and the same familiar faces she’d known since childhood. Here, in Southampton, every step brought her into contact with someone new. She passed girls in brightly dyed hair and ripped fishnets, boys in sharp suits with leather satchels, couples walking hand-in-hand who didn’t care who looked.

Esmeralda’s mother would have frowned. Too many strange influences, she would have said. Better to study nursing, something useful. Better to keep your head down and stay sensible. But Esmeralda couldn’t stop her smile. For the first time in her life, she felt anonymous, free.

A group of laughing students streamed past her, speaking rapid French. Behind them came two tall men holding hands, one with a rainbow flag stitched to his backpack. A girl in a hijab strolled by, headphones on, nodding to music only she could hear. Esmeralda turned her head in every direction, amazed.

She tugged her plain dress down over her hips, suddenly self-conscious. Everyone seemed so sure of themselves, dressed in bright colours or daring cuts, clothes that made statements. Her jeans and simple cotton top felt childish by comparison. Her long hair spilled over her shoulders in heavy curls, unstyled, untamed, and she found herself wishing she had thought to bring lipstick, maybe something to mark herself out.

But then again, wasn’t that why she had come? To learn, to grow, to find out who she was when no one was there to tell her what to do?

She passed the library and caught sight of her reflection in the glass doors. Big dark eyes, flushed cheeks, a nervous smile tugging at her lips. For a moment she almost turned back, frightened of what lay ahead. Then a group of students brushed past her, one of them grinning and saying, “Hey, first year? You’ll love it here.”

The warmth of it made her heart flutter.

She stepped onto the central quad, the heart of campus. It was alive with voices, banners for clubs and societies flapping in the breeze. A drama group shouted lines from Shakespeare. A martial arts club demonstrated kicks and throws on a blue mat. A feminist collective handed out flyers beside a stall selling vegan brownies. The air was thick with energy, with possibilities.

Esmeralda hugged her bag tighter. She was terrified. She was thrilled. She wanted to disappear into the crowd, yet also wanted to stand out, to belong.

This was her new life. A place where nobody cared who her parents were, or what was expected of her. A place where she could lose herself or remake herself entirely.

She had no idea what she would become. Only that something inside her whispered she was about to be tested in ways she could not yet imagine.



A week had passed since Esmeralda first arrived at Southampton.

Seven days of new faces, new routines, and the slow, dizzying shock of realising she was no longer in the safety of her little village. Her days filled quickly, lectures on English literature, group discussions that left her tongue-tied but excited, evenings in the library with books stacked high. She had joined a society for classical literature, but mostly she sat at the edge, listening to confident voices throw out opinions while she quietly scribbled notes.

Everything felt bigger than she was. The campus was a whirlwind of noise and colour, students drifting across the quads in clothes she would never have dared to wear, hair dyed in impossible shades, voices switching between English, French, Mandarin, and accents she could not always place. Some of the girls wore skirts so short you could see the curve of their bum when they bent forward, or the flash of a thong strap peeking above the fabric. Crop tops left stomachs bare, some braless under thin cotton that left little to the imagination, long legs on full display. At times it thrilled her, at others it frightened her.

In her tiny room at halls she phoned home once, listening to her mother’s brisk disapproval, books won’t feed you, Esmeralda. You should be studying something useful. She hung up quickly, hiding her hurt, and reminded herself she was free now. Free to choose, free to discover who she was.

By the end of that first week, she still felt like a shadow slipping along the edges. Pretty enough, she supposed, but not polished like the other girls. Not daring. Not bold.

And then she saw him.

It was a Saturday afternoon, the café busy with students spilling over their mugs and laptops. Esmeralda sat alone at a window table with her very English cup of tea, strong, with a splash of milk, exactly as she liked it. She was lost in her thoughts when her gaze drifted across the room and locked onto him.

He sat in the far corner, a figure impossible to ignore. Tall, broad-shouldered, his shirt stretched across muscle, his jaw sharp, his golden hair neatly cropped. He leaned back in his chair with the kind of confidence that seemed to push the air aside. But it was his eyes that stopped her. Pale blue, glinting, fixed directly on her.

Esmeralda froze, cheeks heating. Surely, he wasn’t looking at her. She stirred her tea, glanced down, then dared another look. His gaze hadn’t moved. It was like being pinned, seen. She felt suddenly exposed, like he knew things about her she hadn’t even whispered aloud.

When he rose and crossed the café, her chest tightened. He moved with quiet power, students shifting to let him through without him asking. Each step closer made her heart thump harder. By the time he reached her table she couldn’t move.

“Mind if I sit?” His voice was low, confident, rough around the edges.

She nodded quickly, her words lost.

He sat opposite, his eyes never leaving hers. Up close, the effect was worse, his presence filling every inch of space. Esmeralda tugged at her sleeve, blushing furiously.

“You’re new here,” he said.

“First year,” she managed. Her voice sounded small, timid.

He smiled faintly. “I’m Victor.”

“Esmeralda.”

“Pretty name,” he said.

The compliment landed like a spark. She stirred her tea even though she had finished it, wishing she had something clever to say. She had always known she was attractive in her way but not polished enough for someone like him. Men like Victor belonged with bold, confident girls, not country girls with second-hand jeans and soft curls tumbling down their shoulders.

So, when he leaned back and asked, casually, “Want to go out with me sometime?” she nearly dropped her spoon.

“Me?”

“Of course, you.”

Her heart leapt. Shock, disbelief, then a rush of warmth. Before she could think, she nodded. “Yes. I’d like that.”

Victor’s smile widened, slow and knowing, as if he’d expected nothing less. He stood, lingering for one last look that sent a shiver down her spine, before walking away with the same commanding ease that had brought him over.

Esmeralda pressed her empty mug between her palms, trembling. She had no idea what she had just agreed to, but something inside told her that nothing in her life would ever be the same.


Chapter One

Esmeralda stared into Victor’s eyes, her pulse racing. She thought back to their first date, the way he had seemed so effortlessly charming. When he walked her back to halls and kissed her, she had let his tongue slide into her mouth. Her knees had gone weak, her pussy throbbed, and she knew she was lost.

No boy had ever touched her like that. His hands had gone straight to her breasts, rough and greedy, squeezing her nipples until she gasped. She should have stopped him. Instead, she let him take what he wanted. Something about his boldness made her feel small, helpless, and she liked it.

Later that night, alone in her tiny student room, she had lain awake burning. Masturbation had always been something she avoided, too guilty, too improper. But that night she couldn’t resist. Naked beneath her sheets, she slid her fingers down to her pussy. She was already dripping wet, aching for relief. She rubbed her clit clumsily, desperately, until her body arched and shuddered apart. Her first orgasm thinking of him left her flushed, trembling, and hungry for more.

Their second date had been worse; or better. In the darkness of the cinema, his hand had slipped beneath her panties, his finger sliding inside her tight, wet little pussy. She had to bite her lip to keep from crying out as he worked her with shocking ease. Her pussy clenched around him, slick and eager, and before she knew it she was coming undone in the seat, shuddering silently in the dark.

By the third date, she was back at his flat, on his bed, kissing like she couldn’t stop. When he pulled out his cock, she froze. It was enormous. Thick, heavy, intimidating. Nothing in her country upbringing had prepared her for it.

“Go on, baby girl,” Victor murmured. “Kiss it.”

Her lips brushed the swollen head. A nervous giggle escaped, then she flicked her tongue across it. The twitch made her gasp. She licked again, bolder this time, and with his encouragement slipped the head into her mouth.

“That’s it,” he said, voice low. “Good little slut. Use your tongue. Show me.”

Her jaw ached, but she loved the way he groaned. She wanted to please him, to be good.

Then his hand slid to the back of her head. He pushed.

The thick head slammed against her throat. She gagged, eyes flying wide, drool spilling down her chin.

She jerked back, coughing. “Victor, that’s too much….”

He smirked. “Relax. Every girl loves to take it deep.”

“I don’t know…”

“Don’t you want to be my good girl?” His voice dropped lower, dark and commanding. “All my girlfriends could. You can too.”

Her heart fluttered. Girlfriend. The word thrilled her, melted her hesitation. If she was his, she had to try.

“O-okay,” she whispered.

He guided her down again, deeper. She gagged, throat clamping tight, but he held her steady. Tears pricked her eyes; her hands braced against his hips. He forced her lower until the swollen head breached the tight ring of her throat. She coughed and spluttered, humiliated; and wet.

Victor groaned. “Fuck, yes. Look at you. My sweet little innocent, choking on me.”

Her eyes watered, her lips stretched obscenely around him, but her pussy pulsed with every thrust. She had never imagined this, never dreamed she could be so aroused by being used.

He pulled her bra free with one hand, letting her full breasts bounce as he thrust into her mouth. Drool spilled over her chest, slicking her skin. She tried to cover herself, but he shoved deeper, making her gag. Her nipples ached, hard, shamelessly exposed.

“God, these tits,” he muttered, squeezing one hard as he face-fucked her. “Perfect for me.”

Esmeralda whimpered, tears streaming, but her clit throbbed, her body betraying her. Each time his cock cut off her breath, she felt the pulse of arousal between her legs.

Victor grabbed both sides of her head and used her, fucking her throat in short, brutal thrusts. Every so often he buried himself deep, holding her nose against his stomach until she kicked weakly for air. When he let her up, she coughed and gasped, saliva running freely down her chin, only for him to force her down again.

“Lick my balls,” he ordered.

She pushed her tongue out as far as she could, circling the heavy sacs beneath his shaft even as his cock split her throat.

“Good slut,” he groaned. His hips stuttered. His balls tightened. “Fuck….”

He shoved deep, nose to curls, and came hard. Hot streams of cum shot straight into her throat, making her gag and swallow convulsively.

Her eyes widened in shock as his seed filled her belly. He pulled out, thick spurts spilling over her tongue and lips, painting her cheeks, dripping down onto her breasts.

Victor grinned down at her. “Look at you. My innocent little country girl. Covered in my spunk. Even hotter than I imagined.”

Esmeralda’s chest rose and fell, tears streaking her flushed face, cum dripping from her chin. She couldn’t believe what she had just done, yet her pussy throbbed, aching, desperate for more.


Chapter Two

Victor lay back against the pillows, still naked, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. Esmeralda curled beside him, her bra discarded, her breasts bare and flushed from his touch. She tugged at the hem of her jeans, suddenly shy again now that the fever of the moment had passed.

His hand reached across and squeezed one of her breasts, rough and casual. “God, these tits,” he muttered. “Unreal.”

Her face burned. She covered herself instinctively, then let her hands fall when he frowned. A secret thrill sparked through her: he liked her. He liked her body.

Her eyes drifted to his cock. It lay heavy across his stomach, half-hard but still intimidating. She could not stop staring. She had never seen one so close before, not outside of biology books or quick glances at farm animals back home. It looked monstrous, alive, twitching under her gaze.

Timidly, she reached down and brushed her fingers across the shaft. The skin was warm, taut, veined. It stirred at her touch, thickening, swelling back toward its full size. She caught her breath, amazed at the way it grew under her hand, as if responding to her alone.

Victor smirked, watching her. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, unable to look away. Her fingers curled tighter, trying to wrap around the girth but failing to meet. Her small hand looked delicate against it, almost childish. She bit her lip, stroking slowly, mesmerised by the sheer weight of him.

Pride flickered in his eyes. He enjoyed the awe in her face, the way she treated his cock like something holy, dangerous. “Stroke it properly,” he said. “Up and down. That’s it. Good girl.”

She obeyed, sliding her hand from base to tip. The movement was awkward, her inexperience clear, but the more she tried the more she wanted to make him groan again. His hips shifted, his cock swelling thicker still.

The room felt hot, the air heavy. Esmeralda’s thighs pressed together, her pussy slick with need. Every little sound he made when she touched him seemed to vibrate straight through her, feeding the ache inside her belly.

Victor reached up, pinched her nipple hard, and she gasped. He chuckled darkly. “You like that? Thought you were too innocent for this.”

“I…” She could not find the words. She only knew that the sharp sting of his fingers had gone straight to the wet heat between her legs.

He leaned forward, brushing his mouth against her ear. “I’m going to ruin you, baby girl. Break you in, bit by bit. You’ll love it.”

Her breath caught. His words should have frightened her, yet her body only burned hotter. She stroked him faster, desperate, caught between fear and longing, not knowing which feeling would win.




Chapter Three

Victor lay back against the pillows, still naked, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. Esmeralda curled beside him, her bra discarded, her breasts bare and flushed from his touch. She tugged at the hem of her jeans, suddenly shy again now that the fever of the moment had passed.

His hand reached across and squeezed one of her breasts, rough and casual. “God, these tits,” he muttered. “Unreal.”

Her face burned. She covered herself instinctively, then let her hands fall when he frowned. A secret thrill sparked through her: he liked her. He liked her body.

Her eyes drifted to his cock. It lay heavy across his stomach, half-hard but still intimidating. She could not stop staring. She had never seen one so close before, not outside of biology books or quick glances at farm animals back home. It looked monstrous, alive, twitching under her gaze.

Timidly, she reached down and brushed her fingers across the shaft. The skin was warm, taut, veined. It stirred at her touch, thickening, swelling back toward its full size. She caught her breath, amazed at the way it grew under her hand, as if responding to her alone.

Victor smirked, watching her. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

She nodded, unable to look away. Her fingers curled tighter, trying to wrap around the girth but failing to meet. Her small hand looked delicate against it, almost childish. She bit her lip, stroking slowly, mesmerised by the sheer weight of him.

Pride flickered in his eyes. He enjoyed the awe in her face, the way she treated his cock like something holy, dangerous. “Stroke it properly,” he said. “Up and down. That’s it. Good girl.”

She obeyed, sliding her hand from base to tip. The movement was awkward, her inexperience clear, but the more she tried the more she wanted to make him groan again. His hips shifted, his cock swelling thicker still.

The room felt hot, the air heavy. Esmeralda’s thighs pressed together, her pussy slick with need. Every little sound he made when she touched him seemed to vibrate straight through her, feeding the ache inside her belly.

Victor reached up, pinched her nipple hard, and she gasped. He chuckled darkly. “You like that? Thought you were too innocent for this.”

“I…” She could not find the words. She only knew that the sharp sting of his fingers had gone straight to the wet heat between her legs.

His hand slid lower, unbuttoning her jeans with a swift tug. She froze, heart hammering, but when he slipped his fingers beneath the waistband and stroked her pussy through her panties, she moaned before she could stop herself.

“So wet,” he said, pushing the fabric aside and sinking a thick finger inside her. Her body clenched tight around him, unprepared, but the shock melted quickly into aching pleasure. “Tight little virgin cunt. You’re going to feel amazing.”

Esmeralda whimpered, torn between shame and need. His finger stretched her, moving slowly, coaxing her body to open. Her hips lifted without thought, chasing more.

“Please…” she whispered, not sure what she was begging for.

Victor’s mouth curved into a dark smile. “I’ll show you how good it can feel.”

He pushed her flat onto her back, tugging her jeans and panties down in one swift movement. Her thighs trembled as he spread them wide, exposing her glistening folds. For a heartbeat she tried to close her legs, shame burning her cheeks, but his hands held her open easily.

Then he lowered his head.

The first swipe of his tongue across her pussy made her jolt, a sharp cry breaking from her lips. No one had ever touched her there like that. His tongue was hot, wet, insistent, flicking over her clit before sliding down to probe her tight little hole. She moaned, arching helplessly as he licked her again and again, his mouth devouring her with rough hunger.

“Victor… oh God…”

He gripped her thighs tighter, keeping her pinned open, and lapped at her clit until her body shook. Waves of pleasure she had never known surged through her, her hips lifting off the bed as his tongue thrust deeper, licking into her hole, spreading her slickness across her folds. She gasped and whimpered, torn between embarrassment and a wild, helpless need.

The orgasm hit suddenly, a shuddering climax that tore a cry from her throat. She clutched at the sheets, her body jerking under his mouth as he licked her through every tremor, drinking in her taste until she sagged limp and trembling.

When he finally lifted his head, his mouth glistened with her juices. His eyes burned into hers. “Now you’re ready.”

He rose above her, cock hard and heavy in his fist, pressing against her swollen entrance. Her body was still twitching with aftershocks, her pussy wet and open, when he pushed forward.

The swollen head forced against her virgin slit, stretching her brutally. She cried out, nails digging into the sheets, but he pressed harder, relentless. The resistance broke with a sharp sting that made her gasp.

Victor groaned at the feeling. “Fuck, so tight. Taking your cherry, baby girl.”

Tears pricked her eyes at the pain, yet beneath it a deep, shocking wave of heat rolled through her. Her pussy clenched around him, adjusting slowly, and the sharp sting dulled into a heavy, aching fullness.

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, each one pushing her body further open. She whimpered and moaned, overwhelmed, her breasts bouncing as he pinned her hips. The pain mingled with pleasure until she could not tell them apart.

Victor leaned close, his mouth at her ear. “You’re mine now. No turning back.”

Her body shuddered at the words. She clung to him, lost in the rhythm as his cock drove deeper, filling her, owning her. The innocence she had clung to for so long was gone, torn away, and in its place came something darker, hotter, more consuming than she had ever imagined.

Victor’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his hips slamming into hers, the thick length of him stroking places deep inside she had never known existed. Her cries turned to frantic moans as the pressure built, her nails raking his back while her pussy clenched tighter and tighter around him.

The orgasm hit with shocking force, her body bucking against him, her voice breaking into a desperate scream as pleasure tore through her. She gripped him with everything she had, her cunt milking his cock as she came undone beneath him.

Victor groaned at the feel of her spasms. With a final thrust he buried himself deep, his cock swelling as he spilled inside her, hot jets of cum filling her freshly claimed pussy. He held her pinned beneath him as he emptied himself, growling low in satisfaction at the sight of his virgin girl trembling, dripping, and now marked as his.


Chapter Four

Morning light spilled across the small student room, pale and unforgiving. Esmeralda stirred, her body sore, her sheets tangled around her. For a moment she lay still, half-convinced the night before had been some dream. But the dull ache between her legs, the tenderness in her breasts, the raw stretch of her throat told her otherwise.

She slipped out of bed, naked, and crossed to the mirror fixed to the wardrobe. The girl staring back at her did not look the same as she had yesterday. Her long hair was mussed, her lips still swollen from his kisses. Finger-shaped bruises marked the pale flesh of her breasts and hips. When she turned, she caught the faint red welts across her round ass, where his rough hands had gripped and slapped. She pressed her fingertips to them, shivering.

Only a day ago her skin had been flawless: smooth and soft, her breasts full and firm without a mark, her thighs untouched, her round ass unblemished and glowing with youthful perfection. Now she was different. Bruised, swollen, used.

She should have felt ashamed. She should have felt broken. Instead, heat coiled in her belly. Her reflection showed a girl undone, marked, claimed; and it thrilled her in a way that frightened her more than the bruises themselves.

The buzz of her phone startled her. She snatched it up.

Come to mine tonight.

No greeting, no tenderness, no question. Just an order. She stared at the screen, breath catching. Her heart hammered as her thumbs typed out a single reply:

Yes.

All day she moved through lectures like a ghost, Victor’s text echoing in her head. Her body hummed with nerves, with anticipation. When evening came, she found herself outside his flat, knocking softly before she lost the courage to go in.

He opened the door shirtless, his body lean and solid, his expression unreadable. Without a word, he pulled her inside.

Within minutes she was on his bed again, stripped bare beneath him. His mouth claimed hers, rough and greedy, his hands tugging her hair back until her throat arched. The sharp sting made her gasp, but before she could speak, his palm landed on her ass in a sharp slap.

She yelped.

“Quiet,” he said, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. “You like it.”

And the worst part was that she did. Her pussy clenched, slick and needy.

He thrust into her roughly, each stroke deep and merciless, her body still tender from the night before. His other hand tangled in her hair, tugging until her scalp burned, forcing her to look into his eyes as he used her.

Esmeralda whimpered, caught between pain and pleasure, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her ass stinging under his hand. Her body betrayed her again, shuddering into climax as he took her harder and harder, until he finally spilled inside her with a growl, leaving her limp, sore, and shaking.

When it was over, he rolled away without a word. She lay trembling, her skin tingling where he had marked her, her heart pounding with something she could no longer deny.

She was his.

Victor did not let her rest long. His hand slid to the back of her neck, guiding her down his body.

“Suck me,” he ordered.

She hesitated only a heartbeat before obeying, wrapping her lips around his cock, tasting the bitter tang of his cum still on his skin. The thought of it should have disgusted her, but instead a pulse of shameful heat throbbed in her belly. She licked him clean, her tongue tracing every vein, until he was swelling hard again against her lips.

“That’s it,” he murmured, tugging her hair. “Good little slut. Now climb on.”

Her cheeks flamed, but she obeyed. Straddling him, she lowered herself slowly onto his cock, gasping as it stretched her open once more. The position made her feel exposed, vulnerable, but the weight of him inside her filled her so completely she moaned out loud.

Victor’s hands closed over her breasts, rough and greedy, mauling the soft flesh. He squeezed until she whimpered, pinched her nipples hard, twisted them until tears pricked her eyes. Her hips moved helplessly, riding him, the sting and ache of his hands blending with the deep pleasure of his cock grinding inside her.

Her climax came suddenly, her body arching, breasts thrust forward into his hands as she shuddered on top of him, clenching tight around his shaft.

Victor chuckled, then rolled her over easily, pinning her to the bed beneath him. He drove into her brutally, each thrust shaking her body, her breasts bouncing with the force. His grip on her hips was bruising as he pounded her, using her as if she were nothing but a hole to satisfy him.

“Victor….please….” she cried, not knowing if she begged for mercy or more.

He groaned, thrusting harder, until at last he buried himself deep and unloaded inside her, hot spurts filling her pussy. He held her down until the last twitch of his cock pulsed inside her, then pulled back to see his cum leaking from between her swollen lips.

Esmeralda lay trembling, her body aching and raw, yet her heart pounded with a thrill she could not deny. She was his now, completely.




Chapter Five

They lay tangled in the afterglow, breath still coming fast, the sheets warm around them. Victor’s hand rested on her thigh, heavy and possessive, his gaze unreadable as he watched her. “Wear a short skirt tomorrow,” he said, quiet but firm.

“I don’t have one,” she whispered, hesitant.

“Buy one,” he answered, casual as an order. His thumb slid over the curve of her leg, guiding her to imagine it. “It should sit maybe two inches below the crease of your ass when you bend. Short enough so everyone can see when you move.”

Her cheeks burned. “Only thongs,” he added, his voice low, “or nothing at all.”

She swallowed. “Victor….”

“If I catch you wearing bigger panties under that skirt,” he said, the promise in his voice edged with warning, “I’ll spank you and take them off, so you have none.”

She felt the command settle over her, equal parts fear and thrill and found herself nodding before she even knew she had decided.



The next day Esmeralda stood nervously in front of her mirror, tugging at the hem of the new skirt she had bought. It was shorter than anything she had ever owned, the pale fabric ending just below the curve of her bum. She had paired it with the thinnest thong she dared, flimsy and insubstantial, but still more coverage than Victor had demanded.

Her stomach twisted with nerves as she made her way to the café. She felt every gust of air on her bare thighs, every step threatening to expose her. She carried her bag low against her legs, trying to shield herself, but the sense of exposure never left.

Victor was already inside, sitting with his back to the window as though he owned the place. His eyes flicked to her as she approached, sweeping her body in one quick, knowing glance. The heat in her cheeks nearly sent her back out the door, but she forced herself to sit across from him, tugging the skirt lower, thighs clamped tight together.

He smirked. “That’s better,” he said softly, leaning across the table. His hand slipped under the surface to squeeze her thigh. “But not what I told you, is it?”

She froze, her heart hammering.

His thumb grazed the thin strip at the top of her thigh, teasing, then held fast. “Thong today,” he murmured, voice low. “Slide it down, give it to me.”

Her mouth went dry. Around them the café buzzed, students chattering, cups clinking, the world continuing on as if nothing strange were happening at their table. Her fingers trembled as she reached under the edge of the table, pulling the delicate fabric down the length of her leg. Every inch felt exposed, every movement an act of daring.

She lifted her skirt just enough, slid the thong down over her calves, and, cheeks flaming, threaded her hand across the tabletop. Victor met it halfway, thumb brushing her wrist as he took the damp strip from her palm. He held it for a second, looking at it, then at her, his mouth twisting into a pleased smile.

“Now you’re bare,” he said softly, as if stating a fact. “Next time you will do as you are told, especially after the spanking you are getting tonight.”

Heat and shame collided inside her. Her legs shook, but she kept her face forward, pretending to sip her tea while every nerve in her body hummed with the memory of his hand and the future sting he promised. Now, with her thong gone, she felt unbearably exposed beneath the short skirt, bare for the rest of the day. The thought sent heat spiralling through her belly, her pussy and thighs already slick with shameful arousal she could not control.

Esmeralda’s breath caught. She looked around desperately, terrified someone would notice the way his hand slid up her thigh, closer and closer to where the thin strip of fabric barely covered her. She tried to push her knees together, but his grip held her open.

“Sit still,” Victor ordered quietly. “Don’t make me spank you right here.”

Her pulse raced, shame flooding her face as she forced herself to remain still, sipping her tea with shaking hands. Across the table, his eyes gleamed with satisfaction.



That night Victor sat in the chair by his bed, arms folded, watching her. His gaze was steady, unreadable, the kind of stare that stripped her more effectively than any hand.

“Clothes off,” he said.

Esmeralda’s fingers shook as she unzipped her skirt and let it fall. Her blouse followed, then her bra. Standing before him naked, her cheeks burned. She wrapped her arms across her chest, but his raised eyebrow made her drop them again.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

She turned slowly, feeling his eyes on every curve of her body.

“Good. Now over my knee.”

Her breath caught. “Victor, please….”

He patted his thigh once, sharply. “Now.”

Heart pounding, she lowered herself across his lap, her round ass lifted high, her hair spilling forward. The position alone felt humiliating, her bare skin stretched and waiting.

Victor ran his large hands over the soft, firm flesh of her full, round ass, squeezing and spreading her cheeks as though testing her. She whimpered at the touch, her body tensing, her pussy already wet from the shame of being displayed.

Then the first slap landed hard, a sharp crack that made her gasp. Then another, and another, each one stinging hotter than the last. He did not hold back, his hand striking her cheeks until they glowed red, the sound echoing in the small room. She wriggled, whimpered, clutched at his leg, but he pinned her easily, delivering spank after spank until her ass throbbed, raw and tender.

Tears pricked her eyes, shame burning in her chest. Yet beneath the pain, her pussy pulsed, slick and needy. Each humiliating strike only seemed to drive her deeper into the heat she could not escape.

When at last he stopped, he rubbed her sore cheeks with a rough palm, the heat of his hand making her whimper. “You’ll remember to obey me now,” he said.

Victor stilled his hand, then pressed it between her thighs. His fingers slid over her folds, wet and swollen, and he gave a low, satisfied laugh. “Dripping. You like being spanked, don’t you, slut?”

She whimpered, shaking her head even as her body betrayed her, grinding back against his hand. His fingers spread her lips, stroking her clit, then pushed briefly inside, showing her just how soaked she was.

“Pathetic,” he muttered, withdrawing his hand and smearing her wetness across her burning ass cheeks. “You beg for it without even saying a word.”

He shoved her off his lap and bent her roughly over the end of the bed. With her ass still stinging, her pussy aching and wet, she braced herself as he lined up behind her, ready to fuck her hard.

He thrust into her and she cried out, the sting in her ass flaring as his hips slammed against her. His grip on her waist was bruising, his pace brutal, driving deep into her soaked pussy.

She came quickly, her body breaking in a shuddering climax, her cries muffled in the sheets as he pounded harder, owning her completely. A moment later he groaned and spilled inside her, filling her with hot spurts until he collapsed against her back, breath heavy in her ear.

Esmeralda trembled beneath him, her skin stinging, her cunt dripping with his cum. She had never felt so humiliated, so used. And never, in all her life, so desperately alive.



Esmeralda stirred in the soft tangle of sheets, her body aching from the night before. The sting still lingered across her ass, a raw reminder of the spanking, while the soreness between her thighs told her how hard he had taken her. For a moment she reached out, expecting to feel his warmth beside her.

But Victor was gone.

The room was silent, neat, as if he had never been there. Only the scent of him lingered faintly on the pillow. At the foot of the bed lay a slender packet, carefully placed where she could not miss it.

She sat up, heart thumping, and reached for it. Inside, folded with surprising care, was a delicate silk camisole, pale and expensive, the kind of thing she had never owned. Alongside it lay a tiny scrap of lace: a thong so skimpy it would barely cover her at all.

Her fingers shook as she unfolded the note tucked neatly between them.

Today you wear these with the short skirt, nothing else other than your shoes. NO BRA.

Esmeralda stared at the words, her breath catching. The camisole slid like water over her fingers, soft and sensual, a garment made for display. The thong was even worse, a whisper of fabric that offered no modesty, no comfort.

Heat coiled in her belly. The shame of stepping out dressed that way made her flush scarlet, yet already she felt the familiar throb of arousal low in her body. He was not even here, yet he owned her, commanding her with a few words scrawled on a page.

Each order made her stomach twist with nerves. She had never dressed like this before, never left her room without at least trying to hide her curves. Now she walked across campus in the delicate camisole Victor had bought her, the thin silk clinging to her body, her large breasts shifting freely beneath, her nipples two vivid points pressing against the fabric with every step. Her thighs were bare beneath the short skirt that rode up as she walked. The shame should have crushed her. Instead, her pussy tingled every time she caught someone’s eyes linger too long.

He met her that afternoon and took her to a coffee shop on the edge of campus. The place was busy, filled with students and the low hum of chatter. He guided her to a corner booth, then sat close enough that his thigh pressed firmly against hers.

“Spread your legs,” he murmured, his voice low enough for only her to hear.

She froze, cheeks burning.

“Do it,” he said, his hand gripping her knee until she obeyed, inching her thighs apart under the table.

Victor smirked. “Good girl. Wearing the thong, just like I told you.” His fingers brushed lightly along the thin strip of lace beneath her skirt, tracing the damp warmth it barely concealed. She nearly choked on her drink, terrified someone would notice, but his voice stayed calm, conversational, as though nothing at all was happening.

“You’re sitting here, legs open, that tiny thong soaked through,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Nobody knows how close you are to being exposed, except us.”

Her heart hammered, shame and arousal warring inside her. She sipped her tea with trembling hands, pretending to listen to the hum of voices around them while his fingers teased her, stroking lightly enough to make her ache but never enough to satisfy.

Later, back at his flat, he pushed her onto the bed, face down. “I told you,” he said, sliding his hand between her cheeks, “you’re mine to use any way I want.”

She gasped as his finger pressed against the tight ring of her ass.

“No… Victor, that’s….”

“Shh,” he said, slicking his finger with her own wetness before pressing again. “Relax.”

The pressure made her whimper, her body clenching instinctively. He pushed harder until the tip forced inside. The sensation was sharp, burning, but the humiliation of it, being spread open there, helpless, sent another pulse of heat straight to her pussy.

“See? You’ll take me here too,” Victor said, working his finger deeper with slow, firm strokes. “Every hole, baby girl. They all belong to me.”

Esmeralda buried her face in the sheets, trembling, torn between fear and the shameful thrill of obedience. She had thought losing her virginity was the end of her innocence. But this was something darker, something that made her wonder how far he would take her, and how far she was willing to go.

Victor withdrew his finger slowly, leaving her clenching around nothing, and gave her ass a sharp slap that made her jolt. “Remember this,” he said, his voice calm, almost casual. “Every hole is mine now. I’ll use you however I want, whenever I want.”

Her breath caught. The words should have chilled her, yet the heat between her thighs only grew stronger. She hated herself for it, but the shame sent another wave of wetness spilling from her pussy.

He rolled her onto her back, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand. His eyes burned into hers as he pressed the thick head of his cock against her swollen slit. She whimpered, still tender, but he pushed inside anyway, filling her with a single, heavy thrust.

Her cry was muffled against his shoulder as he drove deeper. His hips slammed into her, hard and relentless, the rhythm brutal, her breasts bouncing under the weight of him. She struggled to breathe, her body caught between pain and desperate pleasure, every thrust stoking the fire he had lit inside her.

“You love it,” he growled, twisting one nipple until she gasped. “My good little slut, wet even when I spank you, wet even when I spread your ass.”

Her head shook against the pillow, but her body betrayed her. The pressure built, her cunt clenching tighter around him, her moans spilling helplessly from her throat. When the orgasm came it ripped through her like lightning, her body arching, eyes wide, her pussy gripping his cock in desperate pulses.

Victor held her pinned, fucking her harder through the spasms until he finally groaned and emptied himself inside her again, spilling hot and deep. He stayed buried in her, breath heavy, his hand still tight around her wrists.

Esmeralda collapsed beneath him, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat. Every inch of her body ached, her ass still burning from his spanking, her pussy sore and swollen from his use. Yet beneath the exhaustion, she felt a terrifying truth: she wanted more.


Chapter Six

It started with a message.

Send me a picture.

Esmeralda sat on the edge of her narrow bed, heart racing. She snapped a quick shot of herself in the camisole and skirt he had chosen for her, the hem barely covering her thighs. She sent it before she could lose the courage.

The reply came seconds later.

No. Skirt off. Just the thong.

Her stomach twisted. She hesitated, chewing her lip, then peeled the skirt away and lifted her phone again. The flash caught the delicate strip of lace clinging to her hips; her skin flushed with shame.

Good girl. Now lose the thong.

Her fingers shook as she slid the scrap of fabric down and dropped it onto the bed. Naked, she raised her phone, biting back a whimper as she captured the image he demanded: her bare breasts, her pussy framed by trembling thighs. She sent it, her whole body burning.

The next message came quick.

I’ll show you what happens to good sluts. Meet me in the quad. Ten minutes.



The quiet corner of campus was half-hidden by trees, but not private enough to ease her panic. Victor pressed her back against the wall, his mouth hard on hers, his hand already under her skirt. She gasped, clutching at his jacket, but his fingers slid between her thighs without hesitation.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured against her ear, his tone calm and cutting. “Out here where anyone could walk by. Do you know what they’d see? My little slut spread open, begging for my fingers.”

Her eyes darted toward the path, terrified someone would turn the corner. That fear only made her wetter, her thighs trembling as he pushed two thick fingers inside her. She moaned, muffling the sound against his chest as he fucked her with his hand, whispering filth in her ear until she came undone, clenching desperately around him.



Later, back at his flat, he pushed her onto the bed face down.

“You’ve had my cock in your throat, in your pussy,” he said, parting her cheeks with one rough hand. “Now it’s time to learn you’re mine everywhere.”

She froze. “Victor… please, not there.”

He slicked his fingers with her own wetness, pressing firmly against the tight ring of her ass. “Relax,” he ordered. “Breathe. Take it for me.”

The pressure made her cry out, her body clenching against the intrusion. The burn was sharp, humiliating, unbearable, yet he held her down, working slowly, forcing the thick head of his cock into the virgin hole.

The pressure made her cry out, her body clenching desperately against the intrusion. The thick head of his cock pressed harder, stretching the tight ring of muscle that had never been breached. She kicked weakly, her nails clawing at the sheets, but Victor pinned her with ease, his weight heavy across her back.

The burn was sharp, searing, humiliating. She shook her head, muffled pleas spilling into the pillow, but he did not stop. His hand gripped her hip firmly, holding her still as he pushed, inexorable, forcing her body to yield.

With a sudden hot tear of pain, the head slid inside. Esmeralda screamed into the sheets, her whole body tensing around the thick intrusion. It felt impossible, unbearable, her little hole stretched wider than she had ever imagined. Her ass clenched tight, her body’s instinct fighting against him, but he only groaned at the resistance.

“God, so tight,” Victor growled, grinding deeper by inches. “I’m splitting you open.”

Tears streaked her cheeks. Her thighs trembled, the burn flaring hotter with every push. She could feel every ridge of his cock forcing its way into her, stretching her walls, claiming her hole inch by inch.

And yet, beneath the pain, something darker stirred. Her pussy throbbed against the sheets, slick and swollen, betraying her. Each time he pushed deeper, the humiliation of it sent another pulse of heat through her belly. She sobbed with shame, but her body ached for him all the same.

Victor’s thrusts were slow at first, grinding to let her adjust, then sharper, forcing her ass to open for him. The fullness was overwhelming, stretching her so wide she thought she might split in two. Every nerve screamed, yet every stroke also fed the molten ache between her legs.

He leaned down, lips at her ear, his voice low and commanding. “Good slut. Taking me in your ass. You’ll give me every hole I want.”

Her face burned. She moaned through her tears, her pussy grinding helplessly against the sheets, smearing them with her wetness. The pain dulled, slowly transforming into a deep, aching pressure that set her clit throbbing.

When he began to pound harder, his hips slapping against her sore cheeks, the impossible happened. Heat exploded in her belly, her pussy spasming in sharp pulses as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed, the sound muffled in the sheets, her ass clenching tight around his cock as waves of pleasure overtook her.

Victor groaned at the sudden squeeze, slamming deeper. “That’s it, come on my cock. Good little anal slut.”

Her body shook violently, her climax dragging on, tears and sweat dripping from her face.

With one final thrust he buried himself to the hilt, grinding deep inside her ass as his cock twitched and erupted. Hot spurts of cum filled her, the thick liquid forcing its way into the tightness of her hole. He groaned low in satisfaction, gripping her hips as he pumped her full, spilling until it leaked down over her dripping pussy and between her trembling thighs.

Pinned under him, Esmeralda collapsed, sobbing, shuddering, her pussy still fluttering helplessly. She had never imagined this was possible, her virgin ass brutally taken, her body ruined, yet the shameful truth undeniable: she had climaxed harder than she ever thought she could.

Victor leaned back, still buried inside her, and slapped her raw ass one more time. “Mine everywhere,” he said, pulling out slowly, letting his cum spill from her stretched hole.

She lay there wrecked, trembling, cum dripping from both holes, knowing there was no innocence left to cling to.




Chapter Seven

The next night Esmeralda sat alone in her dorm room, the small space dimly lit by the desk lamp. The walls felt too close, the air heavy with silence. She had skipped dinner, unable to face the bright chatter of the dining hall, her thoughts consumed by the night before.

She rose from the bed and stepped slowly toward the mirror fixed to the wardrobe. The girl staring back at her looked both familiar and strange. Her hair spilled in dark waves over her shoulders, her lips still swollen from Victor’s kisses. Her breasts, round and full, bore faint bruises where his hands had mauled her, the large nipples still tender. Her hips were marked with finger-shaped shadows, her round ass still glowing crimson red from his spanking.

She turned and looked over her shoulder. The sight made her shiver: her skin, once smooth and untouched, now carried the evidence of his use. She traced the welts lightly with her fingertips, remembering the sound of his voice, the sting of his palm, the searing stretch when he forced himself into her ass for the first time.

Her belly clenched, heat blooming low. She should have felt broken, disgusted. Instead, her pussy throbbed at the memory, slickness already dampening her thighs.

She sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread, staring at herself in the mirror. Her fingers found her clit quickly, circling with desperate need. The image of Victor pinning her down filled her head, the sound of his growl echoing in her ears. She gasped, biting her lip, her hips rocking against her hand.

But it wasn’t enough.

She slid her other hand behind her, pressing two fingers against her tight, sore hole. The stretch burned, making her whimper, but the humiliation of it sent her arousal soaring. As she pushed deeper, she felt the slippery wetness of him still inside her, Victor’s cum leaking out even a whole day later. The thought made her shudder, the shame of carrying him in her body feeding her lust. She filled herself where he had broken her, and the shock of the intrusion drove her closer to the edge.

Her fingers worked furiously, clit and ass together, her body trembling as she imagined his cock splitting her open again. The orgasm hit like a wave, tearing a sharp cry from her throat. She bucked against her own hands, shuddering, her juices spilling down her thighs as her ass clenched tight around her fingers.

Collapsing back on the bed, she lay panting, her skin slick with sweat, her reflection still watching from across the room. She had never felt so used, so filthy, so utterly changed. And yet, staring at her flushed face and ruined body, she knew the truth: she wanted more.

Slowly, she slid from the bed and sank onto her knees before the mirror. Her thighs fell open, her pussy wet and glistening, still leaking from her climax. She looked up at the girl staring back, hardly recognising her. Her hair was a tangled mess, her big brown eyes no longer innocent but wide and hungry for more. Her full lips were swollen and bruised from his rough kisses, parted as if waiting to be filled again.

The beautiful girl in the mirror was not the shy country daughter who had arrived at university. She was something new, something raw, something Victor had made of her.


Chapter Eight

Esmeralda had never stepped into a shop like this before. The racks were filled with dresses she would have once walked past without a second glance, short, clinging, designed to flaunt every curve rather than hide them. She could almost hear her mother’s scolding voice in her head, calling them trashy. But Victor’s words echoed louder.

Choose something more than daring.

Her hands shook as she flipped through hangers, the fabrics cool and slippery under her fingers. Sequins, silk, stretch satin, every dress seemed more revealing than the last. Finally, her hand stilled on a black slip of a dress, cut so short it was barely more than a strip of fabric, the neckline plunging so low she blushed just looking at it. The thin straps promised little support, and the scooped sides made it clear that any girl with breasts her size would be showing side boob.

Her stomach knotted. This was the sort of thing she had only ever seen on girls in glossy magazines or women striding confidently into nightclubs, not on shy country girls with bookish habits.

Still, she carried it into the changing room, heart pounding.

The mirror reflected a stranger back at her. The silky material clung like paint to her skin, moulding to the curve of her hips and thighs. When she turned sideways, the hem lifted shamelessly, barely covering her ass. Her large breasts strained against the neckline, the swell of side boob clearly visible, and the thin fabric did nothing to hide the outline of her nipples. She tugged at the hem and the straps, but there was no hiding what the dress was designed to do; expose her.

A gasp from the stall next door made her freeze. Two girls were giggling as they tried on their own outfits, their voices bright and amused. One of them muttered, “God, someone’s brave if they’re buying that,” and the words cut through the thin wall. Esmeralda’s cheeks burned hot enough to sting.

She turned back to the mirror, biting her lip. The girl staring back was not the one who had arrived at university shy and nervous, hiding her curves in jeans and loose tops. This girl looked bold, indecent, almost hungry.

And yet the heat pooling low in her belly told her exactly what she had to do.

She bought the dress with trembling hands, avoiding the cashier’s eyes, and carried the small paper bag back to her dorm like a secret. All day she could hardly concentrate, her mind filled with the thought of wearing it for Victor, of his eyes on her, of how much of her body would be on show.

By evening, she was back at her mirror. The dress clung to her like a second skin, every line of her body exposed. She tugged at the hem, cheeks flushed, but there was no denying it: her tits looked ready to spill out, her ass was one careless move away from bare, her nipples vivid points under the thin fabric. She had never worn anything like it in her life.

Her stomach twisted as she stepped into her heels. She looked like someone else: bold, exposed, hungry. She hated how much she liked it.

Victor was waiting outside the club. The moment she approached, he took her wrist and pulled her close. Without a word he slipped something from his pocket, and before she could speak, a leather collar was fastened around her neck. The clasp clicked into place, snug but not choking.

Her eyes widened. “Victor….”

“Perfect,” he cut her off, adjusting it so the ring at the front rested against her collarbone. “Now you look like mine.”

Heat flooded her belly. People walked by, not noticing, but she felt every glance as if it burned her skin.

Inside, the club was a furnace of heat and noise. Lights strobed, music throbbed through the floor, bodies pressed together on the dance floor. Victor led her by the collar, his hand firm on her back. She felt every stare, convinced people could see too much: the swell of her breasts, the curve of her thighs, the roundness of her ass beneath the short hem of her dress.

On the floor he pulled her close, grinding his hips against her as the beat pounded. His lips brushed her ear, his voice hot against her skin. “They can see your tits,” he whispered. “Your legs. Your ass. Everyone’s looking.”

Her pussy clenched, wet heat spreading between her thighs. She buried her face against his chest, but he forced her chin up, making her look around at the crowd. The shame only made her wetter.

Later, in the shadows at the edge of the room, he pressed her against the wall. The music was deafening, lights flashing across their faces, bodies swaying nearby. No one seemed to notice as he yanked her dress up, baring her ass.

“Victor, not here….” she gasped.

He freed his cock, thick and swollen, and pushed into her from behind with one hard thrust. She cried out, the sound lost in the music, her nails scraping the wall. He fucked her roughly, his hips slamming against her bare ass, his breath hot at her ear.

“You’re leaking for me already,” he growled, pounding harder. “You love knowing they could see us.”

She was shuddering, overwhelmed, her pussy spasming around him as the music pulsed through her bones. The orgasm tore through her suddenly, her body jerking against the wall as she came, her slickness spilling over his cock.

Victor groaned, driving deep. He held her hips, buried himself to the hilt, and unloaded inside her, filling her with hot spurts until her thighs trembled.

When he pulled out, cum trickled down her legs. He smoothed her dress back into place with a satisfied smirk.

“Now dance,” he said, leading her back into the crowd.

Esmeralda stumbled after him, her pussy still leaking his cum, her body aching, the collar around her throat a mark no one else could see but everyone somehow seemed to feel.

The music swallowed her, bodies pressing tight on the dance floor. Esmeralda clung to Victor, her head spinning with heat, the collar snug at her throat. Each grind of his hips reminded her she was leaking, her thighs sticky with the mess of their earlier fuck, his cum still seeping down her legs. Every brush of her dress against her skin made her shiver.

She felt him swelling again, hard against her belly as he pulled her close. His eyes burned into hers, wordless, a command she couldn’t resist. Without breaking stride, he took her wrist and led her through the crowd, past the bar, through a side door into the cool night air.

The fire exit opened into a narrow back alley lined with barrels and crates. The heavy throb of the music was muffled behind the wall, replaced by the sound of her heels clicking on damp concrete. She barely had time to gasp before Victor pushed her forward, bending her over a stack of beer barrels.

The hem of her skimpy dress rode up easily, baring her round ass. She shivered as he tugged it higher, nothing underneath to cover her. Slickness glistened between her thighs, and with one sharp push his cock slid into her dripping pussy with brutal ease. She gasped, biting her lip to stifle the sound as he drove deep, her body gripping him eagerly despite the raw sting of being taken so roughly again.

His hand snaked around her chest, yanking the flimsy dress down until her breasts spilled free. He mauled them with greedy hands, twisting her nipples, groaning into her ear as he fucked her harder against the barrels. Each thrust sent her tits bouncing, her ass slapping against his hips.

After a minute he pulled out, cock slick with her juices. She gasped as he pressed the thick head against her other hole, the sore, tight ring still tender from the night before.

“Victor, please….” she whimpered, but the plea cut short as she froze.

At the far end of the alley, barely ten feet away, a small group of students were clustered in the shadows. Four, maybe five of them, cigarettes glowing in the dark, their laughter carrying faintly on the air.

Her stomach lurched. They hadn’t seen her yet, but if she made a sound….one moan, one cry, they would all turn and find her bent over the barrels, breasts bared, Victor pressing his cock against her ass.

Her whole body trembled, caught between the terror of discovery and the molten heat flooding her belly. She bit down hard on her lip, forcing herself silent as Victor ground against her, his voice low and mocking in her ear.

“Stay quiet, slut,” he whispered. “Or they’ll see everything.”

Victor’s cock pressed harder, the blunt head forcing her tight star to yield. Esmeralda shook her head into her arms, her voice muffled against her skin. The burn seared through her, tearing a sob from her throat as inch by inch he sank deeper into her ass.

“Take it,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips like iron. “Every inch.”

Her body clenched, her ass stretched wide around him, the pain unbearable and intoxicating all at once. She tried to stifle the sounds, biting her lip until it bled, but when he drove deeper, filling her, the sharp agony twisted into something hotter, something she couldn’t fight.

A cry tore from her lips, raw, helpless, a mixture of pain and searing pleasure.

At the end of the alley one of the girls turned at the sound. Her eyes went wide, fixed on Esmeralda bent over the barrels, her breasts swaying lewdly with every thrust, Victor’s cock driving relentlessly into her ass. She nudged the others, and soon all five were staring, cigarettes glowing in the dark as they watched.

Esmeralda froze in horror, but her body betrayed her, shuddering as Victor fucked her deeper. Her breasts bounced obscenely, nipples hard and flushed, her mouth hanging open as more cries slipped free. Shame flooded her, yet the heat only grew stronger.

The girl who had first turned to look didn’t glance away. Her mouth was parted, her expression raw with shock and hunger, her gaze locked on Esmeralda’s ruined body. One by one, the others leaned in, eyes wide, watching every savage thrust as if hypnotised.

Victor’s breath was hot in her ear. “They see it,” he snarled. “They see what a slut you are, taking it in your ass in the street.”

Her pussy dripped down her thighs, humiliation and arousal tangled so tightly she could no longer separate them, her body quivering as strangers stood only feet away, watching her most shameful surrender.

Victor drove harder, each thrust slamming into her ass, splitting her open. Esmeralda clung to the barrels, her nails scraping against the wood, her body jerking with every stroke. She could feel their eyes on her, the students at the end of the alley, staring at her swaying breasts, her round ass stretched wide, Victor’s cock hammering her tight little star. The added arousal of being watched, of knowing she was fully on display, only drove her faster toward orgasm, shame and heat twisting together until she could no longer fight it.

She tried to hold back, to keep silent, but her body betrayed her. The pain, the humiliation, the heat coiled together until it burst. A loud, broken cry tore from her lips, echoing in the narrow space. Her whole body convulsed, her ass spasming around his cock as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy dripped shamelessly down her thighs, juices streaking her legs as she came in front of them all.

Victor groaned low, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “That’s it. Come on my cock while they watch.” He slammed deep one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and his cock twitched as he emptied inside her. Hot spurts of cum filled her ass, forcing her open further, leaking around his thick shaft as he held her pinned.

Esmeralda sobbed into her arms, her breasts swinging obscenely, her nipples hard and wet with sweat. She could feel the cum dripping from her ass already, a filthy stream running down coating her pussy and the backs of her thighs.

The students didn’t move. They watched, transfixed, the glow of their cigarettes bright in the dark. One of the girls had her lips parted, eyes wide with hunger, while the boys stared openly, their gazes fixed on Esmeralda’s ruined body as Victor groaned and finished inside her.

He pulled out at last, smearing his seed down her ass and thighs, then tugged her dress roughly back into place. His palm landed with a sharp smack on her sore cheek. “Good slut,” he muttered. “Now they all know.”

Esmeralda stayed bent over the barrels, trembling, her ass leaking his cum, her chest heaving, the eyes of strangers still on her. Humiliated. Fucked. Owned. And hotter than she had ever felt in her life.

The five students still lingered at the far end, cigarettes glowing faintly in the dark. As Esmeralda and Victor approached, the girls gave her dismissive smirks, eyes flicking over her ruined body as though she were beneath them. She knew what they were thinking: that she was nothing more than a slut who let herself be used in the street.

The boys’ expressions were different. Their eyes lingered hungrily, fixed on her breasts still shifting beneath the thin fabric, her thighs sticky with Victor’s cum. The hunger in their stares told her exactly what they wanted: the chance to use a young woman as hot and shameless as she had just been.

Esmeralda lowered her gaze, cheeks burning, but the heat between her legs only deepened. With Victor’s hand tight around hers, she walked past them, knowing she was everything they though; and worse.




Epilogue

Esmeralda stood alone in her dorm, the campus quiet outside her window. She had showered, but the hot water hadn’t washed away the soreness in her body, the bruises on her hips, the lingering ache in her ass. She stared into the mirror, her reflection flushed and raw, her large breasts marked by his hands, her thighs faintly reddened where his cum had dried.

Her eyes looked different now. No longer shy, no longer innocent. Wide, dark, hungry.

She touched herself slowly, remembering the alley, the press of his cock splitting her ass, the group of students only feet away watching as she cried out. She could still see their faces in her mind: the smirks from the girls, the hunger in the boys’ eyes. The shame made her wet again.

On her desk her phone buzzed. A new message from Victor lit the screen.

You were perfect tonight. Next time, I won’t be the only one using you.

Her breath caught. Fear curled inside her belly, but it was drowned out by the rush of heat that followed. She looked back at her reflection: hair tousled, lips bruised, nipples stiffening under the camisole she had thrown on after her shower.

She spread her thighs slowly, watching herself in the glass as her fingers slid down between them. Her reflection smiled faintly, as if she already knew the truth.

There was no going back.

Esmeralda belonged to him now, and soon, she would belong to whoever else he chose.


Book Two Teaser

Esmeralda thought she had already surrendered everything to Victor, her innocence, her dignity, even her tight little ass in front of strangers. But her training is only beginning.

Now he wants to take her deeper. Toys enter their games, clamps that bite at her nipples, a flogger lashing across her breasts until they swell and ache, and a paddle that leaves her round ass glowing red before he fucks her raw. Each new torment drives her further into shameful arousal, teaching her body to crave pain as much as pleasure.

But Victor’s appetite doesn’t stop there. The next step is sharing her, and not just with anyone. He wants to see his beautiful, submissive slut kneeling before one of his older professors, used like a toy in return for Victor’s favour. Humiliation, exposure, obedience; Esmeralda will face them all, and discover just how much lower she can be made to fall.

?? Ready to see how far Victor will push Esmeralda?
In Book Two, pain and pleasure blur as toys, floggers, and paddles become part of her training. And when Victor shares her with his older professor, Esmeralda learns the true meaning of obedience and humiliation.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: From Neighbourhood Tease to Slut!’ you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

By Emma Sluttily

Candy knew what she was doing.

From her very first day as an intern, she dressed to be noticed, smiled to be remembered, and teased her way into conversations she wasn’t supposed to be part of. Tight skirts. Lingering glances. Just enough flirtation to keep power interested, but never enough to feel dangerous.

She told herself it was harmless.

She told herself she was in control.

But teasing is a promise, whether you mean it to be or not.

As Candy rises faster than the other interns, her reputation begins to work against her. Senior men don’t see charm, they see availability. Ambition isn’t admired; it’s evaluated. And the attention she once enjoyed starts to come with expectations she never agreed to but can’t easily refuse.

Daniel believes she knew exactly what she was doing.

Marcus believes she’s been advertising herself all along.

And Candy is forced to face the most unsettling truth of all, she got exactly what she asked for, just not in the way she imagined, and not on terms she ever expected.

Now the question isn’t whether the office will take advantage of her.

It already has.

The real question is how far they’ll take Candy.

How far she’ll let it go.

And how much she’s willing to trade before ambition, fear, and desire become impossible to tell apart.

A dark, provocative erotic novel about power, reputation, and what happens when teasing finally gets taken seriously.

Kinky erotica, oral sex, multiple partners, spanking, anal, DPs, group sex and first-time lesbian experiences. Humiliation and exhibitionism.

Now there’s no going back. Lily has fallen. She isn’t just Chloe’s flatmate anymore… she’s their slut. Their toy. Their plaything to use, share, and train.


Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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