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BOOK FOUR TEASER

Sweat and Surrender in the Gym


Prologue

London had changed Clara.

Not in a single moment, not in a dramatic break, but slowly, quietly, the way a tide reshapes a shoreline. When she and Peter first arrived, she believed the city would be about new beginnings, tidy routines, and the small, safe life they had planned together.

Then she met the professor.

What began as morning runs and polite conversations became something else entirely, a framework that awakened her body as much as her mind. Under the professor’s steady authority, Clara discovered a new kind of excitement, one that came not from romance or sweetness, but from being guided, directed, claimed sexually. The certainty in his voice, the way he expected her to obey without hesitation, drew responses from her she had never felt with anyone before. He took her rather than asked. Displayed her for his own sexual enjoyment. This was new and exciting.

Curiosity slipped into willingness.
Willingness deepened into obedience.
Obedience, slowly and quietly, became desire, and then need.

She still loved her husband. She still lived in the same small annex, kept the same calendar, cooked the same dinners. But before dawn, she crossed into another life, one ruled by a man who did not ask whether she understood, only whether she would follow. An older man, a black man.

And she did.

Amara arrived like a mirror held up to that obedience. Calm. Experienced. Already shaped. With her, Clara learned that what she had believed was unique was part of something larger, a pattern, a system, a world with rules she was only beginning to grasp. Shame mixed with pride. Jealousy mixed with relief. She was not alone, and yet she was no longer entirely herself, either. This was her first time with another woman. And her first time being watched.

By the end, Clara had crossed lines she once thought unthinkable, not in chaos but in ritual. Not with rebellion, but with acceptance.

Now, the mornings no longer feel like secrets.

They feel like preparation.

Because the professor has made one thing clear without ever saying it aloud: obedience does not remain private forever. Lessons evolve. Circles widen. And when he decides she is ready to be seen through other eyes, through the eyes of his colleagues, his world, it will not be a question.

It will be the next step.

Clara wakes each day knowing this:

what began with a run in the garden has become something she cannot easily leave behind.

And whatever comes next…
she is already walking toward it.


Chapter One

Dinner was simple, as most evenings were.

Peter had chosen a new recipe from a blog he liked, annotating the margins with substitutions and notes, the way he always did when he thought he might make it again. He talked while he served, talking still while they ate, his words winding through names she half-recognized and experiments she didn’t fully understand.

“The professor thinks the data set needs another pass,” he said, cutting into his food. “He’s right, of course. It means more late nights, but if the model holds, it’ll be worth it.”

Clara nodded, listening. Or at least, appearing to.

There had been a time when this was their shared world. University libraries, essays spread across floors, the thrill of new ideas and the quiet comfort of believing they were growing into adulthood together. Back then, Peter had seemed older, steadier, a step ahead. He had been the one to explain, to reassure, to coax her forward.

Now, he still spoke as though that was true.

But Clara knew something had changed.

He hadn’t noticed the shift, not really. He still approached life like a puzzle to solve methodically, trusting schedules, trusting rules, trusting the invisible promise that if he worked hard and behaved well, the path would stay straight.

Clara had stepped off that path.

She sat across from him with the same soft smile she’d worn for years, but the woman behind it was different. Not reckless. Not wild. Just… opened. Her world had widened, stretched in ways she could not easily explain without unravelling everything between them.

Peter sipped his wine and continued.

“He’s demanding,” he added, not unhappily. “But he sees potential. When he asks for more, you feel like there must be more to give.”

Clara’s fork paused halfway to her mouth.

She looked at him, really looked, at the earnestness in his eyes, the boyish pride in pleasing a mentor he admired. Once, she would have shared that feeling completely. Now, his words struck a different chord.

When the professor asked her for more, it was not about deadlines or data.

It was all about sex.

She lowered her gaze, letting the moment pass unnoticed.

They talked about rent afterward. About groceries. About a film Peter thought they might watch on the weekend. Their lives, on the surface, remained ordered and ordinary, the kind of marriage people would describe as “settled” and mean it as a compliment.

But beneath the quiet domestic rhythm, Clara felt the other life: the mornings, the structure, the discipline; the strange clarity that came from being guided so completely. With Peter, she had once believed she was learning adulthood. With the professor, she had learned something else entirely, a new language of attention and control that left her breathless and still.

Peter reached across the table and squeezed her hand.

“You look tired,” he said gently. “Are you doing too much?”

Clara shook her head.

“No,” she replied softly. “I’m just… adjusting.”

He smiled, satisfied with the answer, unaware of how true it was.

Clara finished her meal, helped clear the plates, listened to him hum absent-mindedly as he rinsed the glasses. She moved with practiced familiarity through the small rituals they had built together.

But somewhere behind her composure, a different anticipation coiled quietly.

Morning would come.
The other world would return.

And the line between who she was at this table and who she was becoming elsewhere felt thinner than ever.


Chapter Two

Clara dressed in the dark.

She didn’t need the lamp anymore; her hands knew where everything was. The outfit had been chosen the night before, folded neatly at the foot of the bed like a quiet admission of intention.

The vest was brief, hugging her chest and cutting off just beneath it, leaving her midriff bare. She didn’t bother with a bra. She hadn’t for some time. The fabric clung to her, outlining every curve of her firm 34C breasts without apology.

The shorts were smaller still, soft and tight, lifting and shaping the round curve of her hips and round heart-shaped ass. She slid them up and smoothed them into place, not with vanity, but with precision. This was not about fashion. It was presentation.

She checked herself once in the mirror, not shy, not bold, simply aware.

Then she laced her shoes, slipped quietly from the annex, and crossed the garden as the sky hovered on the edge of morning.

He was already there.

Professor Mensah stood near the hedge, stretching, the faint light edging the outline of his shoulders. No Amara today. No second presence to mirror or measure herself against.

Just the two of them.

Their eyes met briefly. There was no greeting. There rarely was anymore. Instead, he took in the way she stood, the set of her shoulders, the deliberate minimalism of her clothing.

A small nod. Barely noticeable.

“Ready.”

It wasn’t a question. As they moved off her gave her ass a very hard slap. This had become part of their routine. His control, his dominance. Like he owned her.

They began to run, falling into pace almost immediately. The city was still half-asleep, streets quiet, air cool. Clara’s breathing settled into rhythm, muscles warming, body remembering its role. There was a steadiness to these mornings now, not routine so much as ritual.

She matched him stride for stride.

Sometimes, she felt his gaze when they turned corners or passed beneath streetlamps, not lingering, not leering, simply assessing, as if she were something he had shaped and was now evaluating. His to enjoy.

And instead of shrinking under it, she found herself lengthening her posture, letting the movement of her body speak.

When they returned to the garden, the sky had begun to lift into pale light. Peter’s car was already gone from the driveway; he would be on his way to the university by now. The space felt quieter because of it. He stopped, and she stopped. Without needing to be asked, she moved to their usual place and lowered to stretch.

His corrections were quiet. A hand at her hip. A firm press between her shoulder blades. A slight adjustment of her stance.

She yielded easily.

There was no nervousness in her response anymore. Only that calm, electric awareness she carried whenever they were alone, the feeling of being seen with purpose.

He stepped back.

“Good,” he said simply.

The word settled over her like a mark placed exactly where it belonged.

Clara exhaled slowly, the day ahead beginning to take shape in her mind. Breakfast with Peter. Normal conversations. Chores. And beneath all of it, the quiet certainty that this hour, before dawn, was still the one that defined her.

The professor turned toward the house.

Clara rose, waiting.

Morning wasn’t finished yet.


Chapter Three

The door clicked shut, and the familiar, heavy silence of his study settled around Clara like a second skin. The only sound was the soft rustle of her own breathing. He turned from the door. He looked at her, his dark eyes calm, utterly focused. The single word was a quiet command, a stone dropped into still water.

“Strip.”

Her hands went to the hem of her damp tank top without hesitation. This was the ritual. The peeling away of fabric, the baring of skin, was the first act of obedience. It was steady, methodical. Vest top gone, the cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She bent, sliding her shorts and thong down her long, toned legs in one smooth motion, stepping out of the pooled fabric. She straightened, naked. Waiting.

He did not move toward her. He simply watched, his hands resting loosely at his sides.

“Turn,” he said, his voice low. “Slowly.”

Clara turned on the spot, a full, slow rotation. She felt the prickle of his gaze tracing every inch of her. It was not a lover’s gaze. It was the assessing, unhurried look of a connoisseur, a teacher evaluating a piece of work. She felt the cool air on her back, then her front again as she completed the turn. Her heart was a steady drum against her ribs, a rhythm of anticipation mixed with a sharp, humbling vulnerability.

“Stop.”

She halted, facing him fully. He took a single step closer, not to touch, but to see better. His eyes travelled from her face, down the column of her throat, over the slopes of her shoulders.

“Your posture is improving,” he remarked, his tone clinical. “Shoulders back. Chin level. Do not slouch to hide. Present.”

A flush crept up her chest, but she obeyed, rolling her shoulders back, lifting her chin. The movement pushed her 34C breasts forward, the full, firm swells tightening in the cool air, her large nipples pebbling into hard, sensitive peaks. She was acutely aware of them, of his eyes lingering there.

“Better.” His gaze descended, over her flat stomach, the subtle definition of her abs from their runs. It swept lower, to the neat, shaved triangle of her pubis, now completely bare and exposed from his command. A fresh wave of heat, unrelated to the room’s temperature, pooled low in her belly. His eyes traced the line of her hip, down the long, toned yet distinctly shapely length of her legs, all the way to her feet.

Then his gaze swept back up, pausing on the curve of her ass. It was round, firm, a pronounced heart shape. The faint, pink blush from his slap this morning was still visible on the pale skin. A mark of possession. A lesson remembered.

“The marks are fading,” he observed, as if noting the progress of an experiment. “A reminder of consequence. Of focus.” He circled her now, a slow, predatory orbit. She felt his presence behind her, a warmth at her back. “Arch your back slightly. Emphasize the line.”

Clara obeyed, tilting her pelvis, feeling the stretch in her lower back, the way it made her ass tilt up and out. The position was inherently submissive, offering. Her breath hitched.

“Good.” His voice came from just behind her left ear. She could feel the heat of him, but he still did not touch. “You are learning to be seen. Not as Peter’s wife. Not as a girl from the country. But as a body that responds to discipline. To authority.”

His words settled into her, truer than anything she had ever known. This inspection was the training. It was the lesson in being objectified, evaluated, and accepted for it. The arousal it sparked was a secondary symptom, a biological confirmation of the psychological shift.

He completed his circle, standing before her again. His eyes held hers. “Do you understand why we do this?”

She swallowed. “To… to learn my place.”

“To learn acceptance,” he corrected gently. “To understand that your value here is in your obedience and your capacity for response. Your body is the instrument. I am the conductor. You must know the instrument intimately before it can be played to its full potential.”

He reached out then, finally. But not to grope or fondle. His index finger came to rest under her chin, tilting her face up a fraction more. It was a simple, deliberate point of contact. A claiming.

“Now, kneel.”

The command was soft, but absolute. Clara sank to her knees on the plush rug, the fibres soft against her bare skin. She looked up at him, her eyes wide. He looked down, his expression unreadable, but his gaze was hot.

“You performed well with Amara,” he said, his voice dropping into a deeper register. “You accepted pleasure from a source I designated. You allowed the circuit to be completed.” He pushed his shorts down. “Now, you will serve the source directly.”

He freed himself, and Clara’s breath caught. He was fully erect, thick and heavy. The sight of him, after the long, slow torture of the inspection, sent a jolt of pure, liquid need straight to her core. Her mouth watered.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, her lips parting. He stepped closer, the head of his cock brushing her lower lip. The scent of him, clean and masculine, filled her senses.

“This is not for your pleasure,” he instructed, his voice a calm, dominant murmur. “This is an act of service. Of acknowledgment. You will take me, and you will hold still. You will not move unless I instruct you to. Do you understand?”

She nodded, the motion making his tip glide against her tongue. The salty, musky taste bloomed in her mouth. Yes.

He pushed forward, slowly, inexorably filling her mouth. She relaxed her jaw, letting him in, focusing on the weight, the stretch, the overwhelming sense of being used exactly as he dictated. He slid deep, until she felt him nudge the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, but she held, breathing harshly through her nose.

He stood there, buried in her mouth, his hands coming to rest on the sides of her head, not forcing, but cradling. Owning. He held himself there for a long moment, letting her feel the full, claiming intrusion.

“Good girl,” he breathed, the praise vibrating through her. Then he began to move. Not a frantic fuck, but a slow, deliberate pacing. Withdrawing until just the tip rested on her tongue, then pushing back in, deep and steady. Each stroke was a lesson in control, his control, her submission.

Clara’s hands, which had been resting on her thighs, clenched into fists. Her own arousal was a live wire, sparking with every gentle thrust into her mouth. The vulnerability of kneeling, being inspected, and now being used in this specific, commandeered way, coalesced into a single, white-hot point of need between her thighs. She was wet, aching, her bare pussy throbbing with a rhythm that matched his slow strokes.

He watched her face, her watering eyes, the flush on her cheeks. His breathing remained even, but she could see the tension in the cords of his neck, the faint sheen of sweat on his temple. He was enjoying this. Not just the physical sensation, but the scene. The power of it. He looked down at her, his dark eyes drinking in the sight of her submission. Her big, wide eyes were glistening with unshed tears, her full, sexy mouth wrapped around his thick, dark cock. The vulnerability in her gaze made his chest tighten, a primal satisfaction stirring within him.

She was beautiful like this, on her knees, his cock buried in her mouth, completely at his mercy.

Her full breasts heaved with each laboured breath, her nipples hard and pebbled from the cool air kissing her skin. He let his free hand trail down her side, feeling the shiver that ran through her at his touch. When his fingers grazed the curve of her hip, she whimpered softly around his length, the sound sending a jolt of heat straight to his core.

“You’re doing so well,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “So obedient. So perfect.”

He withdrew almost completely, letting her tongue drag along his sensitive underside as he pulled back. A string of saliva connected them for a moment before breaking, and he groaned at the loss of her warmth. Then he pushed back in, slow and deep, reclaiming her mouth.

Her hands clenched into fists on her thighs, her body trembling not just from the cool air but from the overwhelming arousal coursing through her. She was so wet, so ready, and yet he held back, prolonging the sweet torture of her submission.

When he finally pulled out completely, he let his tip rest on her swollen bottom lip for a moment, watching her eyes flutter shut as she fought to keep still. He stepped back, his cock standing hard and proud before her, glistening with her essence.

He looked down at her, his cock standing thick and proud before her face. “Stand up,” he commanded, his voice thick with a promise that tightened her stomach.

Clara rose on shaky legs. Her body was humming, every nerve ending alight.

He didn’t touch her. Instead, he gestured toward the large, worn leather armchair by the bookshelf, the same chair he’d taken her in before. “Go. Sit on the edge. Legs apart. Show me what the inspection has done to you.”

Her breath caught. This was the shift. The door closing on the lesson of observation, opening onto the lesson of application. She walked to the chair, the air cool on her wet flesh, and sat on the very edge of the worn leather. She leaned back, bracing her hands on the arms, and let her knees fall wide, exposing herself completely to his view.

He approached, stopping just before her. His eyes darkened as he took in the glistening evidence of her arousal, the swollen, pink flesh now openly displayed. A low, satisfied sound escaped him.

“You see?” he murmured, his hand coming up to cup her cheek, his thumb stroking her bottom lip. “The mind submits, and the body flowers.” He leaned down, his mouth close to her ear, his next words a dark vow that made her clench around nothing. “Now, we see how deep the roots have grown.”


Chapter Four

He doesn’t touch her. He simply watches from a few feet away, his expression unreadable, his arms crossed over his broad chest. The command hangs between them, a new variation in their ritual. He wants to watch. The implication is clear, this is not for her relief, but for his observation. It’s a test of her willingness to perform, to be the instrument under his focused gaze.

Clara’s heart hammers against her ribs. She leans back in the large leather chair, the cool material a stark contrast to her feverish skin. Her legs are already spread wide from his earlier command. She hesitates for only a second, her eyes locked on his, searching for permission. He gives a single, almost imperceptible nod.

Do it.

Her hand, trembling slightly, drifts down from her stomach, over the smooth plane of her shaved pubis. Her fingertips find her folds, already slick and swollen from the inspection, from kneeling, from the sheer psychological weight of his dominance. The touch is electric, a jolt that makes her hips twitch. She lets out a shaky breath.

“Look at me,” he says, his voice a low rumble. “Don’t close your eyes. I want to see it in your face.”

Her gaze snaps back to his. The intensity is almost too much, being this exposed, this vulnerable, while maintaining eye contact. It feels more intimate than anything they’ve done. She presses two fingers against her clit, a soft, circular motion. A sharp gasp escapes her lips. Her back arches slightly, pushing her breasts forward, the nipples hard and aching.

“Slower,” he instructs, his eyes darkening. “I didn’t tell you to chase your climax. I told you to show me. Make me see what you feel.”

Clara bites her lip, forcing her hand to slow. She drags her fingers through her wetness, gathering it, then returns to her clit with a lighter, maddeningly deliberate pressure. The sensation builds in a slow, torturous wave. Her breath comes quicker. She can feel his eyes on every micro-expression, the flutter of her lashes, the parting of her lips, the faint sheen of sweat on her collarbone.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he demands, taking a step closer.

“I’m… thinking about your eyes on me,” she pants, her fingers working in that slow, persistent rhythm. “About how it feels to… to perform for you. To be your… your show.”

“Good.” The word is a reward. “And does it feel different? Touching yourself for my benefit, rather than your own secret relief?”

“Yes,” she moans, her hips beginning to roll in tiny, helpless circles against her hand. “It’s… it’s deeper. It’s everywhere. In my skin. My bones.”

He watches, utterly still, as her movements become less controlled, more urgent. Her other hand grips the arm of the chair, knuckles white. Her thighs tremble. Her moans are soft, breathy things that fill the silent study. She is a live wire of sensation, every nerve ending screaming for release, yet she holds his gaze, giving him the show he demanded.

The orgasm, when it crests, is not a sudden crash but a relentless, rising flood. It starts deep in her belly, a coiling tension that unravels in a long, shuddering wave. Her back bows off the chair, a silent cry caught in her throat. Her fingers work frantically, milking the sensation as her entire body convulses, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around nothing. Her eyes glaze, but they stay open, locked on his, letting him see the utter dissolution of her control.

For a long moment, there is only the sound of her ragged breathing. She slumps back into the chair, spent, trembling, utterly exposed.

He moves then.

In two swift strides, he is before her. His hands close around her wrists, his grip firm and unyielding. He pulls her to her feet. She stumbles, her legs weak, but he steadies her, turning her away from him. With a gentle but irresistible pressure, he guides her forward, toward the heavy, dark wood desk.

“Bend over,” he says, his voice now thick with a hunger he no longer bothers to conceal. “Hands flat on the surface.”

Clara obeys, leaning forward until her torso is pressed against the cool, polished wood. Her breasts flatten against the hard surface, the sensation a sharp contrast to the softness of the chair. She spreads her hands, bracing herself. Her heart is a frantic bird in her chest. This position, now so familiar, signals a shift from observation to possession.

He stands behind her. She feels the heat of his body mere inches from her bare skin. Then his hand comes down on her ass.

SMACK.

The sound is sharp, startling in the quiet room. The pain is a bright, stinging bloom that radiates deep into her muscle. She gasps, her fingers curling against the wood.

SMACK.

Another, on the other cheek. The twin sensations ignite, a fiery claim on her body. The lingering vulnerability from her public masturbation transforms into a sharp, focused ache. She feels her skin flush, warming under his palm.

SMACK.

A third, lower, where her ass meets her thigh. A moan is torn from her throat. It’s not a cry of pain, but of raw, desperate need. The spanks aren’t punishment; they’re a branding. A physical proclamation of what is about to happen.

He spreads her legs wider with his foot, nudging her ankles apart until she’s stretched open, utterly exposed to him. She feels the blunt, insistent pressure of him then, the broad head of his cock pressing against her dripping entrance.

He doesn’t ask. He doesn’t prepare her with words. He simply holds himself there, a silent, potent threat, letting her feel the sheer size of him against her most sensitive flesh. The contrast is obscene, thrilling, her wet, little pussy, stretched and aching, and the hard, thick reality of him.

“This is what you wanted when you touched yourself,” he murmurs, his voice a dark vibration against her ear as he leans over her. “This is the conclusion your body was begging for.”

Then, his voice cuts through the tension, low and commanding. "Tell me what you want," he growls, taking a step closer. His presence is overwhelming, the air between them charged with anticipation. "Tell me that you want me to fuck you."

Clara’s breath catches in her throat. The words seem to hang in the air, heavy with intent. She feels exposed, laid bare before him, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. Her lips part, but no sound comes out. She’s paralyzed under his gaze, waiting for his next move, his next command.

"Say it," he commands, his voice dark and insistent. "Tell me you want it. That you need it."

She swallows hard, the pressure of his will bearing down on her. "I…" she stammers, her voice barely a whisper. But he doesn’t let her falter.

"Louder," he demands, his hand tightening on her chin, forcing her to look at him directly.

"I want it," she finally gasps, the words trembling out of her. "I want you to fuck me."

He pushes forward.

The intrusion is immense, inexorable. Her body yields, but it’s a tight, burning stretch that makes her cry out, her nails scraping the desk. He doesn’t stop. He sinks into her, inch by devastating inch, filling her completely, until his hips are flush against the reddened curves of her ass. She is impaled, speared on him, her inner walls fluttering wildly around the invading girth.

He lets out a long, ragged groan of pure satisfaction. “God, Clara. Look at you. Taking me so completely.”

He withdraws slowly, almost completely, then drives back in with a firm, purposeful thrust. The rhythm is established instantly, not frantic, but deep, deliberate, and utterly commanding. Each stroke is a claim, a physical reinforcement of every lesson, every inspection, every moment of submission.

The pain of the stretch melts into a searing, overwhelming pleasure. The earlier orgasm has sensitized her, making every nerve scream with heightened awareness. Each thrust rubs his body against her throbbing clit, sending shocks of sensation through her core. Her cries are muffled against the wood, a continuous stream of moans and pleas.

“Whose are you?” he growls, his hands gripping her hips, holding her in place for his use.

“Yours!” she sobs, the words torn from her.

“Say it again.”

“I’m yours! Please…”

He increases his pace, the slaps of their flesh meeting echoing in the room, mingling with their ragged breaths. The desk creaks in protest. Clara is mindless, reduced to pure sensation, the fullness, the friction, the burning on her skin, the absolute mastery of his body over hers. Another orgasm begins to coil, deeper and more terrifying than the first, built on a foundation of complete surrender.

He feels her inner muscles begin to clench rhythmically around him. “Cum for me,” he commands, his voice guttural. “Cum on my cock. Show me what I’ve made you.”

The command breaks her. The climax detonates, a violent, consuming wave that whites out her vision. She screams, her body bowing as she shatters around him, the pulses milking his length. Her obedience, her pleasure, is his final, triumphant proof.

With a final, deep grind, he follows her over the edge. His thrusts become erratic, then he stills, buried to the hilt, as his own release pours into her, hot and claiming. He groans her name, a sound of pure, primal victory.

For a long moment, they are frozen there, joined, panting, the air thick with the scent of sex and leather.

Slowly, he pulls out of her. She whimpers at the loss, the sudden, empty ache. He turns her around to face him. Her eyes are dazed, her lips swollen. He cups her face, his thumb stroking her cheek.

He steps back, his cock still glistening with her wetness. His eyes, dark and commanding, lock onto hers. “Tomorrow,” he says, his voice calm but dripping with possession. Then, with a firmness that vibrates through her very core, he adds, “Now, on your knees, clean me.”

Clara’s breath catches. The command is stark, unyielding, and it leaves no room for hesitation. She obeys immediately, sliding off the desk and onto the floor. Her knees hit the hardwood with a soft thud. Her hands tremble as she reaches for him, her lips parting instinctively as she leans forward.

Her tongue darts out, tentative at first, brushing against the swollen head of his cock. The taste of her own arousal mixed with his sends a shiver down her spine. She licks more deliberately then, swirling around the tip before taking him deeper into her mouth. Her eyes flick up to his, searching for approval.

He watches her with a possessive intensity, his hand tangling in her hair to guide her movements. “Good girl,” he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that stokes the fire building in her core. “Take your time.” She does, her tongue exploring every inch of him, cleaning him with a slow, deliberate thoroughness that leaves no part of him untouched.

When she finally pulls back, her lips swollen and glistening, he gives a nod of approval. “You did well,” he says, his voice dripping with satisfaction.


Chapter Five

The flat smelled of garlic and rosemary and the faint sweetness of onions softening slowly in the pan. Clara stood at the stove, wooden spoon in hand, moving carefully, deliberately, as though the act of cooking itself demanded reverence.

She had chosen the recipe with thought, not habit. Something comforting. Something that felt like care. Peter loved this dish. He always said it reminded him of the few holidays they had taken together back when everything felt simpler.

A pot simmered. The oven hummed. Soft music played from the little speaker on the counter.

Her world, here, was ordered. Predictable. Safe.

She wiped her hands on a tea towel and glanced at the clock. He would be home soon.

For a moment, her mind flickered. Not to the kitchen. Not to the flat. But to the quiet weight of the morning. The closed door. The voice that gave instructions and expected obedience. The sense of being shaped, guided, used, and defined. The professor watching naked, watching her perform for him.

A different life.

She inhaled deeply and blinked it away.

She set the table with their good plates, the ones they saved for weekends or when they felt like playing at adulthood. She straightened the cutlery. Re-folded the napkins. Lit a candle. The flame steadied, then held.

This was love, she reminded herself. This was loyalty. She had promised him something once, in a registry office with cheap flowers and photographs taken by a friend. He had kept his promise. So had she.

The key turned in the lock.

Peter stepped inside with his usual awkward smile, shrugging his bag from his shoulder. “Smells amazing,” he said, already softening, already glad to be home. He kissed her cheek, quick, familiar, and squeezed her hand.

“How was your day?”

She listened as he talked. About the lab. A disagreement over data. A funny email someone had sent. The kind of frustrations that could be solved with patience, caffeine, and enough time. His hands moved animatedly as he spoke, his expression brightening when she laughed in the right places.

He didn’t see anything unusual in her eyes.

He never had.

They ate. He complimented the food twice, then a third time with a sheepish grin.

“I feel spoiled,” he said, lifting his fork. “You made my favourite. Seriously, this is perfect.”

She poured him another glass of wine, smiling as though the word spoiled landed exactly where it was meant to.

Their conversation drifted to plans they might never quite make, visiting her parents, maybe a holiday later in the year. Something quiet. Affordable.

Clara watched him, and the warmth she felt wasn’t false.

She did love him.

Not as possession. Not as hunger. Not as surrender.

But as history. As safety. As kindness.

And yet, beneath the table, her foot curled unconsciously against the floor, as if trying to ground the dissonance humming through her.

Two lives.

Both real.

Both claimed by different men in utterly different ways.

Later, when they washed up together, Peter bumped her shoulder with his and grinned. “We should do this more often,” he said, as though he believed that effort and habit could keep everything steady.

She smiled back, soft and convincing. “We will.”

When he finally went to bed, drifting into the easy sleep of someone who believed their world was whole, Clara stood alone for a moment in the kitchen. She blew out the candle, watching the smoke curl upward, dissolving into the quiet.

Tomorrow would begin before dawn again.

And she would step, once more, into the other life she had chosen — the one she did not talk about, the one that shaped her in ways Peter would never imagine.

She turned off the light and followed him into the dark.


Chapter Six

The air after the run was damp and cool, but Clara’s skin was feverish. She stood, panting lightly, waiting for the professor’s hand on the small of her back, the silent nod toward the office door. The ritual.

He didn’t move. He stood beside her in the quiet garden, perfectly composed, looking out over the dew-kissed grass.

“Peter will be working late tonight,” he said, his voice as calm as if commenting on the overcast sky. “A departmental review. He’ll be home after ten.”

Clara’s breath hitched. The statement wasn’t a piece of shared trivia. It was a fact, delivered with the weight of an architect revealing the blueprint of a building he’d already constructed. He arranged this.

Before the dizzying implication could fully settle, he delivered the instruction.

“You come to my home office for five this evening. Five o’clock. A short dress. No questions.”

He turned and walked toward the main house. No touch. No reward. No ritual. Just the crisp command and the sudden, yawning chasm of hours until five.

The day was a form of exquisite torture. Clara moved through the flat like a ghost, suspended between a low, thrumming guilt and a sharper, more insistent hunger. When the clock crept toward four, she stood before her wardrobe. She chose a simple summer dress in pale yellow, thin cotton that whispered against her thighs. It was short. She pulled on the skimpiest thong she owned, a scrap of lace, and went without a bra. The cool air made her nipples peak instantly against the soft fabric. She hated how thrilling that felt, dressing not for herself, not for Peter, but as a package to be presented at a specific time.

At five minutes to the hour, she crossed the garden, she went through the open backdoor. The familiar office door felt heavier. She realised she was no longer arriving as a curious wife. She was arriving as someone already shaped, returning to the workshop of her maker.

She knocked.

The door opened almost instantly. He stood there, impeccable in a dark shirt and trousers. He didn’t smile. He simply stepped aside.

“Come in.”

She stepped over the threshold. The office smelled of coffee, old paper, and him. And then she saw him.

Another man stood by the bookshelves, tall, with a similar imposing presence. A man of similar age, with dark, intelligent eyes that took her in with a single, sweeping glance. He was refined, his posture relaxed yet authoritative. Like the professor, he too was black.

The professor closed the door. “A colleague,” he said, without flourish. Not friend. Not stranger. Someone already inside his world.

“Dr. Nathaniel Akoto,” the colleague said, his voice a smooth, cultured baritone. He gave a slight, polite nod. “Clara. A pleasure. I’ve heard so much about you.”

There was no leer. No vulgar appraisal. His gaze was clinical, detached. Which somehow felt infinitely more dangerous. This was not impulsive. This was planned structure. She was a specimen, and the examination panel had just expanded.

Fear prickled up her spine. Curiosity, dark and needy, uncoiled in her belly. And a sharp, shocking stab of jealousy, the realisation she may not be “special,” but rather chosen because she fit a particular, useful profile.

Under it all, a quiet, steady acceptance. She had come here willingly. Not coerced. Drawn.

The professor moved to stand behind his desk, a judge assuming the bench. “Now strip,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for ceremony.

Her eyes flicked to Dr. Akoto, who watched with detached interest. A hot flush of humiliation warmed her skin, but it was tangled with a perverse thrill. This was the next layer of exposure. She reached for the hem of her dress, pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion. The air in the room touched her bare skin. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong, pushing it down her legs. She stepped out of it, naked, and forced her hands to her sides.

“Turn. Slowly,” the professor said.

She obeyed, rotating on the spot, feeling the eyes of both men tracing the lines of her body, the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the curve of her freshly shaven sex, the long muscles of her thighs.

“Posture is adequate,” the professor mused, speaking to the room, to his colleague. “But observe the tension in the shoulders. Anticipation. Not fear.” He looked at Clara. “Are you afraid?”

She met his gaze. “No.”

“Good. Come here.”

She walked to the front of the desk. Dr. Akoto had moved closer, standing a few feet to her left, an observer.

“Kneel,” the professor said.

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, the familiar position both grounding and exposing.

“You understand the purpose of Dr. Akoto’s presence,” the professor stated, not asked. “He is here to assess your responsiveness. Your capacity for obedience in a… heightened context. You will perform as instructed. For him.”

Clara’s heart hammered against her ribs. She gave a slight, shaky nod.

“Your mouth. On me,” Dr. Akoto told her.

Her hands trembled as she reached for his belt. She unfastened it, pulled it free with a soft hiss. She unbuttoned his trousers, lowered the zip. He wore no underwear. His cock, already half-hard, sprang free. She leaned forward, her lips parting.

Clara’s eyes were drawn downward, her gaze locking onto Dr. Akoto’s cock. It was massive, even at half-mast, and it seemed to dominate the room with its sheer presence. The length was thick and heavy, the shaft a deep, almost brutal shade of mahogany that contrasted starkly with the plum-purple head. The tip was broad, the foreskin pulled tight at the base, revealing a ridge of flesh that looked both powerful and obscene.

She felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks as she stared at it, struck by the raw masculinity of him. It was not just his size, it was the way he held it, the way it seemed to command attention, demand submission. Every vein, every curve of his shaft seemed to pulse with a quiet, predatory energy. The ridge at the back of the head was pronounced, a visual promise of the pressure it could exert.

Her breath hitched as she realized this was no longer just about her obedience. This was about their shared control, their dominance over her body, her pleasure. She was being used, but not just by the professor anymore. Dr. Akoto’s cock was a tool in this game, as much a part of the structure they were building as the commands they issued.

Her gaze lingered on it, torn between shame and fascination. She had never been so exposed, so observed during sex. And yet, there was a perverse thrill in knowing how much they wanted her to see it, to understand the power they wielded over her.

Clara’s lips parted, but no sound came out. And as she looked at Dr. Akoto’s cock, she felt the first stirrings of something deeper, darker. This was not just about sex. This was about belonging to them.

“Wait.” The command came from Dr. Akoto.

She froze, her mouth inches from the professor’s flesh.

“Look at me, Clara,” Dr. Akoto said.

She turned her head, her eyes wide.

“Good,” he said, his voice smooth but unyielding. “Now, open your mouth.”

She obeyed, her lips parting slightly. Her focus remained locked on Dr. Akoto. He guided her head forward, his hand firm but not forceful.

“Wider,” he commanded.

She opened her mouth further, her breath quickening. Dr. Akoto’s cock brushed against her lips, the heat and weight of it making her pulse race. She hesitated for only a moment before taking him into her mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming, his size, the taste of him, the way he filled her mouth so completely. She moaned softly, the sound muffled by his length. Her eyes stayed locked on his, tears welling but not falling as she submitted.

“Good girl,” Dr. Akoto murmured, his voice both praise and command. He pushed deeper into her mouth, his hands moving to the back of her head to hold her in place.

The professor watched silently, his expression unreadable but his presence undeniable. This was no longer just about training or obedience, this was about claiming her, reshaping her into something that belonged to them both.

He watched her, his dark eyes tracing every movement as she took him into her mouth. Her lips stretched around his girth, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. She was beautiful like this, her submission a work of art. Her breasts jiggled with each bob of her head, the rhythm of her obedience hypnotic. The professor’s hand remained on the small of her back, a possessive anchor as she was used.

Dr. Akoto’s breath came heavier now, his control slipping as he thrust deeper into her warmth. “Look at me, Clara,” he commanded, his voice low and demanding. Her eyes flicked up to his, wide and tear-filled, but she didn’t break contact. She couldn’t. His gaze held hers as he pushed her closer to the edge, her body responding perfectly to his every movement.

The professor leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “You’re doing so well,” he murmured, his praise a stark contrast to the filthy act. His hand trailed down to her ass, squeezing gently as she worked around Dr. Akoto’s cock. “You were made for this,” he added, his voice a dark promise.

She moaned around the thickness filling her mouth, her body trembling with the effort to keep going. Dr. Akoto groaned, his hips snapping forward as he thrust harder into her warmth. “That’s it, Clara,” he encouraged, his voice rough with desire. He reached down playing with her nipples bringing her more pleasure even the thought was making her wet and wanting it to be real his fingers stroking her clit slowly at first then increasing the speed and pressure making her pulse race "Take it all,”

Clara felt the humiliation burn hot and deep within her. She had met this stranger only minutes ago, stripped naked and watched, and now she was on her knees, sucking his huge black cock. And loving every second of it.

Her cheeks hollowed with the effort of taking him into her mouth as deep as she could, her lips stretched taut around his girth. The taste of him, salt and musk, a flavour that should have repulsed her and instead aroused her to the point of desperation. Dr. Akoto’s hands were firm on her hips, not guiding but claiming, holding her in place for his use.

Clara’s eyes widened as Dr. Akoto’s cock filled her mouth, the sheer size of it overwhelming her senses. She moaned around him, the sound muffled by his thickness. Her tears welled but did not fall; she was too focused on the task at hand, servicing him, taking him deep into her mouth. The professor stood to the side, watching them with a quiet, possessive intensity.

She was sucking of Dr. Akoto’s cock. She felt the humiliation burn hot and deep within her. She had met this stranger only minutes ago, stripped naked and watched, and now she was on her knees, sucking his huge black cock. And loving every second of it.

The professor’s presence loomed over her, his gaze predatory and calculating. He watched her being reshaped for their pleasure, his voice a dark promise as he murmured, "You're doing so well." Clara’s submission was complete, her body trembling with the effort to keep going. She was made for this, and they were relentless in ensuring she fulfilled her purpose.

And she loved every second of it.

The professor’s grip tightened on her back, his presence undeniable as he guided her through it. “You’re ours now,” he said, his tone final. She whimpered around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations sending shivers through her.

Clara’s body trembled as she took more of him, her throat working around his girth. She could feel the power dynamics shifting, the control slipping from her hands into theirs. But instead of fear, a sense of inevitability settled over her.

This was who she was now.

Dr. Akoto’s grip tightened slightly, guiding her movements with quiet authority. “Swallow,” he instructed, his voice firm but not harsh.

She obeyed, the act itself a form of submission that sent a shiver through her. Her eyes never left his, the connection between them deepening with every passing second.

The professor finally spoke, his voice calm but laced with satisfaction. “Do you understand now, Clara? Do you see what you’re made for?”

She couldn’t answer, her mouth still full of Dr. Akoto’s cock, but her gaze remained locked on his. Tears slipped down her cheeks as she accepted the truth, her desires, their authority, the irreversible change.

This was just the beginning.

The professor's voice cut through the heavy air, calm and commanding. "Release him, Clara," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation. Dr. Akoto slowly withdrew his thick, hard cock from her mouth, a string of saliva stretching between her lips and the tip of his shaft before snapping. He lay back on the floor, his massive erection standing upright, veins pulsing along its length. The sight of it sent a shiver through her body.

"Mount him," the professor ordered, his words deliberate and unhurried. Clara hesitated for only a moment before stepping forward, her movements careful as she straddled Dr. Akoto’s strong, broad frame. Her soaking wet pussy hovered just above his cock, the anticipation making her tremble. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, the thick girth of his shaft spreading her wide as it penetrated her fully. A low moan escaped her lips, her body instinctively adjusting to take him deeper.

"Ride him," the professor commanded from behind her, his presence looming. Clara’s hands moved to Dr. Akoto’s chest, steadying herself as she began to move on him, her hips rolling against his length. The sensation was overwhelming, heat, friction, fullness, every inch of his cock pressing into her, claiming her. Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her submission absolute.

The professor stepped closer, his own thick erection now level with her face. "Turn to me," he instructed, his voice low and possessive. Almost instinctively, Clara shifted her focus, her mouth opening to take him in. His cock slid past her lips, the taste of him flooding her senses. She moaned around him, her eyes fluttering shut as he filled her mouth, deeper and deeper, until she gagged slightly, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"You’re ours now," the professor repeated, his words a dark affirmation as he thrust into her mouth. Clara’s world narrowed to the sensations, the weight of Dr. Akoto beneath her, the stretch of the professor inside her throat, the overwhelming fullness of being used by both men at once. Her body was no longer her own. It was theirs.

Clara's mind was a haze of pleasure and submission, every nerve in her body alight with the overwhelming sensations of being filled, stretched, and used by both men. The professor’s cock thrust deep into her throat, the thick girth of it pressing against her lips as she gagged slightly, tears streaming down her cheeks. Dr. Akoto’s massive length was buried inside her, every inch of him claiming her pussy with a possessive intensity that made her shudder with need.

She could barely think, the double sensation of the professor's thick cock pushing down her throat and Dr. Akoto's huge cock stretching out her little pussy driving her wild. Her breath came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her submission absolute. She could feel the emotion of having her first time being used by two men at once; this excited her even more and drove her quickly to her orgasm.

Her orgasm crashed over her in waves, each one more intense than the last. She collapsed forward; her hands splayed across Dr. Akoto's broad chest for support. The professor grabbed her head firmly, guiding her back to suck his cock with a possessive grip. “My little slut, you don’t stop.” His voice was low, commanding, and unyielding. “Your pleasure is secondary; you’re here for us.”

The words sent a shiver through her, another wave of humiliation mingling with a dark thrill she couldn’t resist. She was made for this, trained for this, owned for this.

Clara’s mind was a haze of pleasure and submission, every nerve in her body alight with the overwhelming sensations of being filled, stretched, and used by both men. She could barely think, the double penetration driving her wild. Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her submission absolute. She could feel the raw emotion of having her first home with being used by two men at once; this excited her even more and drove her quickly to her orgasm again.

The professor’s presence commanding as he reached down and lifted Clara off Dr. Akoto. He turned her around, pushing her down onto her knees between the doctor's thick, muscular thighs. "Suck," he commanded, his voice low and unyielding. Clara hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her lips parting as she took Dr. Akoto’s huge cock into her mouth, already wet with her own juices. The taste of him, salt and musk, flooded her senses, and she moaned softly, the sound muffled by his girth.

The professor lifted her hips, forcing her ass up as he positioned himself behind her. With one hard thrust, he pushed into her, balls deep, his thick cock stretching her wide. Clara gasped, her body trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being filled by both men at once. Her submission was absolute, her mind a haze of pleasure and humiliation as they claimed her completely.

“You’re ours now,” the professor repeated, his words a dark affirmation as he thrust deeper into her pussy. Clara’s world narrowed to the sensations, the weight of Dr. Akoto beneath her, the stretch of the professor inside her, the overwhelming fullness of being used by both men simultaneously. Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her body no longer her own. It was theirs.

Clara’s body shuddered with the intensity of her second orgasm, each wave crashing over her more overwhelming than the last. She was no longer her own, every inch of her belonged to them, their desires, their commands, their pleasure. As the professor’s thick cock pulsed inside her, Dr. Akoto’s massive length claimed her mouth with a possessiveness that left her trembling with need.

Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her submission absolute. She could feel the raw emotion of being used by two men at once: owned by them. This excited her even more and drove her quickly to yet another orgasm.

The professor’s thick cock pulsed deep inside her, his cum filling her pussy as she sucked Dr. Akoto's big, heavy cock down her throat. Clara’s world narrowed to the sensations, the weight of Dr. Akoto beneath her, the stretch of the professor inside her, the overwhelming fullness of being used by both men simultaneously. Her breaths came in short, desperate gasps as she obeyed, her body no longer her own. It was theirs.

The professor thrust harder, his thick cock stretching her wide as he came deep inside her pussy. She moaned around Dr. Akoto’s massive length, her submission absolute. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and humiliation as they claimed her completely. “You’re ours now,” the professor repeated, his words a dark affirmation. Clara’s body shuddered with the intensity of her orgasm, each wave crashing over her more overwhelming than the last. She was no longer her own, every inch of her belonged to them, their desires, their commands, their pleasure.

The professor’s hands were firm on her hips as he lifted her once more, positioning her dripping, leaking pussy back down onto Dr. Akoto’s massive cock. Clara gasped, her body trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being filled by the huge cock one more. Her submission was absolute, her mind a haze of pleasure and humiliation as they claimed her completely.

With a single, powerful thrust, Dr. Akoto buried himself deep inside her, his huge cock stretching her wide as he fucked her to his own orgasm filling her with his own thick seed.

The professor lifted her off Dr. Akoto, her little pussy dribbling a mix of their spunk down her thighs and onto the doctor. “Clean him first, then clean me,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. Clara hesitated for only a moment before obeying, kneeling alongside the doctor. Her hands trembled as she reached for him, her breath hitching at the sight of his thick, heavy cock still glistening with her juices and his release.

Her lips parted as she took him into her mouth, the taste of him, salt and musk, flooding her senses. She moaned softly, the sound muffled by his girth as she began to lick and slurp the mix of her own slick and the professor's seed from his softening length. The act was both humiliating and deeply erotic, her submission absolute as she serviced her new masters.

Once she was satisfied that not a drop remained, she turned to the professor’s own now-soft cock and took it into her mouth to clean. His breath hitched as her warm lips wrapped around him, her tongue swirling around the head to collect every last bit of their combined release. Her cheeks hollowed with the effort, her body trembling with the overwhelming sensation of being used so completely.

The professor’s thumb brushed her cheek again, a silent praise for her obedience. “Good girl,” he murmured, his tone dark with approval. Clara whimpered around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations sending shivers through her. Dr. Akoto’s breath grew heavier, his presence undeniable as he watched her submit to their shared command.

She belonged to them now, mind and body. No questions, no hesitation. Just obedience.


Chapter Seven

The flat was dim and tidy, the only light coming from the small lamp beside the sofa. Clara sat curled into one corner, Peter’s oversized T-shirt hanging loose on her frame, the soft fabric brushing her bare arms. She had showered as soon as she got home, standing under the water longer than necessary, watching it swirl away.

The sweatpants were comfortable. Familiar. They grounded her.

And yet, beneath the quiet stillness, her body still carried echoes of the afternoon, a heaviness low in her belly, a fullness she couldn’t quite ignore. She could feel their combined spend still inside her. She folded her legs tighter beneath her, as if that might help contain the secret.

She had made dinner earlier, before she’d crossed the garden, before five o’clock had come and gone and changed the shape of the day entirely. The smell lingered faintly in the air. Peter plate still covered with foil, warming gently in the oven

The key turned in the lock.

Peter stepped in, shoulders tired, eyes brightening when he saw her. “Hey,” he said softly, dropping his bag by the door. “Long day.”

“I kept something for you,” she replied, her voice steady. “It’s still warm.”

He kissed her cheek, grateful, and went to the kitchen. Clara listened to the sounds: the oven door opening, cutlery clinking, the chair scraping back. Ordinary noises. The soundtrack of a life that had once felt complete on its own.

And as she sat there, she felt the softness of Peter’s kiss linger on her skin, gentle, careful, almost tentative, and it struck her how different it was from the firm, unquestioning way she had been used only hours earlier. Two kinds of touch. Two worlds. Both real, but pulling her in opposite directions.

He ate quickly, hungry, distracted. From the living room she heard him mutter, half to himself, about meetings that dragged and colleagues who couldn’t decide anything. She smiled when appropriate, answered when he called out a question. Everything between them worked, the way a well-used appliance works: functional, dependable.

A little while later, he joined her on the sofa.

He slid in beside her, warm, familiar, smelling faintly of office air and deodorant. His arm draped across her shoulders, pulling her gently against his chest. She settled there automatically, fitting into the curve of him the way she always had.

The television flickered. Some forgettable programme. Background noise. People laughing at jokes that weren’t truly funny.

Peter sighed, content. “This is nice,” he murmured.

“It is,” she answered, and meant it.

Her head rested on his shoulder. His thumb traced small circles on her upper arm, the soft, absent-minded affection of someone who believes love is steady and safe and enough. She closed her eyes briefly, letting herself sink into the warmth, into the rhythm of his breathing.

Two worlds. Both real. Existing side by side inside her chest.

He talked quietly about the review he’d been pulled into, about how grateful he was that the professor had trusted him with extra responsibility. Pride coloured his voice. Hope, too. The future he imagined for them still lived entirely inside this version of life: careers, savings, visits home, quiet holidays by the sea.

Clara smiled, nodding, encouraging.

She didn’t flinch.

But somewhere behind the soft glow of the television, she felt the edges of the other life pressing in, the one that began before dawn, behind a closed door, under a different kind of gravity. Discipline. Authority. The feeling of being transformed, piece by deliberate piece.

Peter squeezed her gently. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said, leaning a little closer. “Just tired.”

He kissed the top of her head. “We’ll get an early night.”

They stayed like that for a long while, wrapped in ordinary domestic comfort, watching something neither of them would remember. His breathing slowed. Her gaze stayed fixed on the screen, but her mind moved elsewhere, circling quietly around the day, the promise of morning, the pull she no longer tried to name.

Eventually, she reached for the remote and turned the volume down.

The room felt very still.

She threaded her fingers through his, held his hand gently, and let the silence settle between them, safe on the surface, restless underneath.

Tomorrow would come, as it always did.


Epilogue

The next morning came the way it always did; quietly, before the city had fully woken.

Clara tied her laces by the door, the air cool against her skin. Habit guided her steps across the garden. The lawn glittered faintly with dew. Birds stitched thin threads of sound through the stillness.

The professor was already there, as always. He lifted his chin in acknowledgement, nothing more. He gave her round ass a hard slap.

They began to run.

No words. Just the steady rhythm of breath and feet on damp earth, the loop they knew so well. Clara felt the familiar burn in her muscles, the way the morning carved her clean and sharp again, narrowing the world to movement and purpose.

When they returned to the garden, they moved straight into the stretches. He corrected her gently when she rushed a position. His hands were calm, assured. Not possessive. Not tender. Simply… directing.

And she responded the way she always did now: attentive, focused, receptive.

The sky had softened into a pale wash of gold by the time they finished. He straightened, wiping his hands on his towel, eyes lingering on her for a moment with that measured, unreadable consideration she had come to know.

The garden air was cool and damp against Clara’s flushed skin. She stood, breathing hard from the run, waiting for his usual instruction. Hands on hips. Stretch the right quad. The ritual was a comfort, a known quantity.

But the professor did not move. He simply watched her, his dark eyes calm and assessing in the soft morning light. The silence stretched, broken only by a distant lawnmower and the chatter of sparrows. He’s changing it, she realized, a cold trickle of awareness slipping down her spine.

“Remove your shoes,” he said, his voice as level as if commenting on the weather.

Clara blinked. She bent, fingers fumbling with the laces of her running shoes. The damp grass prickled the soles of her feet. She straightened, awaiting the next command.

“The rest,” he said. A simple, understated phrase. No theatrics. No explanation.

Her breath hitched. Here? Her eyes darted to the high hedge that bordered the property. It offered privacy, but not invisibility. The upstairs windows of the main house were dark, but the garden itself felt suddenly vast and exposed. The morning sun was climbing, painting everything in sharp, revealing light.

He stood perfectly still, waiting. Composed. As though asking her to undress in his garden was the most natural extension of all her previous lessons.

A flicker of fear, bright and electric, sparked in her chest. It was chased immediately by a deeper, warmer pull, the pull of obedience. Of being trusted with something new. She knew she could refuse. She also knew, with a certainty that felt like gravity, that she would not.

Her fingers went to the hem of her damp brief vest top. She pulled it over her head, the cool air kissing her bare midriff. She kept her eyes on his, a silent plea and a promise. Her shorts and hr skimpy were next, shimmying down her long, toned legs until she stood completely naked in the middle of the lawn. The world felt louder. The lawnmower. A car door slamming somewhere. A bird landing on the hedge. Every sound was a potential audience.

“Kneel,” he instructed.

The grass was dewy and slightly rough against her knees. She settled back on her heels, back straight, hands resting on her thighs. The posture of waiting. Of service.

He took a single step closer. She watched, mesmerized, as his hands went to the waistband of his running shorts. He pushed them down, just enough. His arousal was evident, thick and already flushed. He didn’t touch himself. He simply presented.

“Suck.”

The command was quiet. Final.

Clara leaned forward. The first touch of her lips was tentative, then deliberate. She took him into her mouth, the familiar weight and taste flooding her senses. He’s not even holding my head, she thought, a dizzying wave of vulnerability crashing over her. Her hands stayed on her thighs. This was her act, her obedience, performed under the open sky.

She found a rhythm, her head bobbing slowly. Her eyes remained open, fixed on the dark colour of his running shirt. Her entire world narrowed to the sensation in her mouth and the terrifying, thrilling awareness of exposure. Every muscle in her body was taut, listening. Was that a curtain twitching? A footstep on gravel?

He let her work. His breathing remained steady, but she could feel the tension coiling in him, the subtle shift in his hips. His hand came to rest, not on her head, but on his own thigh, a picture of restrained control.

“Eyes on me,” he murmured.

She tilted her head back, her gaze traveling up the planes of his torso to meet his. His expression was calm, focused. He was watching her, studying her submission as if it were a complex data set. The intimacy of that look, in this exposed place, was more devastating than any touch.

His rhythm faltered. A low, controlled groan escaped him. “Take it.”

The heat spilled into her mouth, sudden and insistent. She swallowed convulsively, the salty taste overwhelming. Some of it escaped, dripping from the corner of her lips, sliding in a warm, slick trail down her chin. She felt it drop, a single fat bead, onto the curve of her bare breast, tracing a path down her sternum.

He held himself there for a long moment, then withdrew.

Silence.

He straightened his clothing with efficient, unruffled motions. Clara remained on her knees, naked, the evidence of his release glistening on her skin. The garden sounds rushed back in. The fear-thrill was a live wire under her skin, humming.

He looked down at her, his gaze sweeping over her kneeling form, the dampness on her chin, her breast. “Stand.”

She rose, her legs trembling slightly.

“You will walk back to the flat. As you are. Carry your clothes.”

The command landed softly, but its implications roared in her ears. Walk. Naked. Across the garden, past the garage, up the external stairs. Every step a potential unveiling. The postman? The milkman? Amazon driver? A dog walker?

He didn’t wait for a response. He simply turned and began walking slowly back towards the house, leaving her standing alone in the centre of the lawn.

Clara bent, her movements mechanical, and gathered her discarded pile of clothing. She didn’t dress. She held the bundle against her chest, a pathetic shield. Then she began to walk.

The grass gave way to the gravel path. Each crunch under her bare feet sounded explosively loud. She passed the rose bushes, the patio furniture. She felt the cool morning air on every inch of her skin, a constant, shocking reminder. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She kept her eyes forward, her posture as straight as she could manage, but she felt utterly, devastatingly visible.

As she reached the edge of the garden, she dared a glance back.

He had stopped at the French doors of his study. He was standing there, watching her. Not with lust, but with a quiet, possessive assessment. His eyes tracked the sway of her hips, the tense clench and release of her round ass cheeks with each step. He owned this view. He owned her in this moment, more completely than he ever had in the privacy of his study.

Clara turned the corner, out of his sight, and the familiar shape of the garage and the flat’s external staircase came into view. The mundane world waited. And she had to walk, naked and marked, right into it.


BOOK FOUR TEASER

Clara once believed she understood the rules.

There were morning runs. Quiet commands. A world built around discipline, attention, and the quiet thrill of surrender. She thought the line between her marriage and the life she lived before dawn could still be managed, contained, hidden.

But the circle is widening.

What began as one man’s guidance becomes something larger, quieter, and far more deliberate. Clara starts to realise she was never the end of the story, only the beginning of a design that has been unfolding around her for longer than she knew.

Others step into view. More men, more women. She is his slut to be used and shared.

Women who have already learned the language she is only now beginning to speak.
Men who recognise the signs of obedience as easily as breath.
Spaces where expectations are set before she walks through the door.

With every new boundary she crosses, Clara feels the same paradox deepen: the fear of losing control, and the deeper, darker relief of letting go.

She is no longer being taught for one man’s pleasure or approval.
She is being prepared.

And the question that once terrified her now refuses to leave:

What happens when surrender stops feeling like a choice?

Book Four takes Clara further into the world she has allowed into her life: a world that will test how far she is willing to go, how much she is willing to give… and what remains of her when there is nothing left to hide behind.

Her first DP and her first Gangbang. She will be shared with her husband’s peers, not just the university senior staff. Her husband’s fellow colleagues will come to know her as the professor’s slut.

If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: She Surrendered to Power’ you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Sweat and Surrender in the Gym

A Slow-Burn Interracial erotic Story of Strength and Submission

By Emma Sluttily

Amber Lewis lives for control, the burn of training, the rhythm of her own breath, the discipline that keeps her life in order.

Then Jamal Brooks walks into her gym.

He’s a former kickboxing champion with quiet command in every movement, the kind of man who makes focus feel like temptation. His gaze lingers, his voice low and steady, every correction in her form brushing closer to something she doesn’t yet dare name.

Each session pushes her harder, draws her nearer, until strength and surrender blur into one irresistible ache. Amber thought she was here to build muscle and confidence; instead, she’s discovering what it means to yield to a power she’s never faced before.

Sweat and Surrender in the Gym is a sensual, slow-burn interracial erotic and kinky sex story pulsing with heat, dominance, and the sweet loss of control. A beautiful woman trained to be their slut.

“The woman in the mirror was a stranger, vibrating with a new kind of energy. Her skin was flushed pink from the shower. She let her eyes travel downwards, a critical, then appreciative gaze. Her shoulders, strong from countless hours of bag work. Her arms toned and defined. Her breasts, full 34C’s, were high and firm, their pink tips hardening instantly in the cool air, pebbling into tight, sensitive buds. Her gaze dropped lower, over the taught plane of her stomach, the subtle definition of a six-pack hinted at beneath smooth skin, a testament to her discipline. Her hips curved gently, a feminine sweep that led to powerfully built thighs, still humming with the ghost of the deadlifts Jamal had guided her through.”
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