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The woman is kneeling at the foot of the bed.

Tiny drops of sweat make her wonderful skin glow; she is a gorgeous creature though too haughty for his taste.

Her wrists are cuffed behind her back and she looks up at him with beautiful emerald green eyes, so full of desire and feverish that they cause him to resist for a few more moments before acting, although a hoarse, stifled moan uncloses those plump lips.

He approaches slowly resting, on her back, his wonderful erection, but then he lifts her forcefully, flinging her onto the bed on her stomach.

He sinks slowly between her firm, perfect buttocks, opening them with his hands, feeling an unexpected and immediate sensation of warmth: she is completely open to penetration.

The woman moans, groans loudly, panting she manages to get her voice out

"Oh my Lord...this is so...so huge!"

He should have gagged her, he hates to hear comments about her sex; in fact, he feels irritated and brutally sinks deeper and deeper into her with violent thrusts, to break her breath and dominate her as only he knows how.

He feels a rage mounting, he takes her long hair in his hands to heighten her arousal and she cries out, cries of pleasure, but this is only the beginning and it is still all too quiet for his liking.

The Master lifts a hand and begins to violently pound those firm and wonderful buttocks, the woman's eyes widen as she screams in pain.

That's better.

Much, much better.

Feeling her stiff now, she tries to evade those vigorous spankings, undecided whether to cease the session or play along, but the violent blows accompany the rhythm of penetration that gradually, gradually becomes more and more relentless.

"Please...stop my Lord, stop! You're hurting me!" she sobs with tears in her eyes.

But the Master rests his lips along her back, which quivers and trembles at the same time, then with his tongue he tastes her skin feeling her fear.

Oh! That's better.

He feels her trembling as he caresses that wonderful ass that until a few moments before had been beaten, and suddenly she calms down concentrating only on the pleasure that huge cock is giving her.

Again the Master begins to plunge hard again, harder and harder, and she clenches her eyelids trying to resist, but his voice again comes out without warning

"Stop! You're hurting me so much my Lord...so much!" the Master stops, pulls his cock out of that wonderful ass, then loosens his grip on her hair and that same hand that had beaten her just before becomes gentle and caring.

"Are you afraid?" he whispers in her ear in a persuasive voice.

"Yes, my Lord," replies the woman in a broken voice, it is true he has frightened her enough, now he must flatter her, flatter her, humor her.

He rests his lips again on that magnificent back, now drenched in sweat, devouring her with small sensual kisses accompanied by light bites.

He frees her from the handcuffs and turns her gracefully, her firm breasts resemble two champagne glasses so perfect, he kisses that pink and delicate aureole while with one hand he tightens her wrists bringing her arms above her head.

He binds her again by joining her wrists with the silk rope that lies dangling at the head of the bed, put there especially for her; then, he spreads her legs even further apart and penetrates her vagina now soaked like an overflowing lake.

The rhythm of his lunges is slow and steady and follows the mount of pleasure. His member is turgid, almost about to burst, as she is tense in the wave of the now imminent orgasm, lighting up to the depths of her bowels.

"Yes ... yes my Lord," she pleads, tipping her head back under the intense fulfillment.

"More! More!" she gasps quivering more and more.

The silk sash is stretched between the Master's hands and as the pleasure mounts overpoweringly he passes it around her neck wrapping and squeezing her tightly and firmly.

The woman's eyes widen, the smell of fear seems to permeate the whole room, "Enjoy even more, surrender yourself and don't resist me," he orders her, tightening the scarf until it almost takes her last breath.

And there a very violent orgasm takes her all at once, that pleasure has another taste, it is immense, priceless, wonderful.

"Bravo ... you were wonderful," he exclaims, loosening his scarf and pushing his huge cock with all his strength into that soggy, wonderful cave.

Finally the orgasm takes him, he bends his back and leans over her adhering to her body, his moans are deep but controlled, raises his head and fixes his irises on those emeralds that are watching him lost in the immense pleasure.

"Thank you my Lord," she gasps kissing him on the mouth.

He shakes and pulls away from her, loosens her wrists then hits her with a slap on the cheek.

"Get up!" he orders, she complies, and in the blink of an eye she is in front of him.

She would do anything to please him, the man has gotten under her skin, in her blood and guts, she is so possessed that she feels completely captivated every minute of her day.

"Kneel down."

His voice is calm, persuasive, almost sweet.

"Yes Master.”  And there she genuflects before him, proud and haughty like a queen.

He rests his hands on her head, takes her long hair in his fingers, squeezing it tightly, then pushes her against his cock, still ready, still hot.

"Feel how hard it is, let me enjoy it with your tongue now, suck it and take it all in your mouth."

She begins to lick the glans ring, it is glowing red and seems to be pulsating, she runs it up and down wetting it with saliva.

"You like the taste of it, don't you?" she moves her head, nodding, feeling it soak her vagina again.

The Master arches his neck in pleasure, that velvet tongue brings him indescribable pleasure, he lowers his hand and caresses the woman's face, gently, to let her know it is time to ask for more.

"Take it all in your mouth and be gentle."

He guides her forward, making her swallow the large head, then thrusts hard.

Despite that violent act she resists without objecting, but struggles to accommodate its width and length, nevertheless she begins to suck him sliding her mouth up and down.

"You are amazing, like this, like this..."

Watching her like that is heavenly for him, but it is even more so the instant he feels the orgasm mounting, she sensing it tries to come out but he grabs her head forcefully to prevent her from doing so.

"Swallow it all!" he orders her in a commanding voice.

She stiffens, her tense body and closed eyes make it clear to the Master that the woman does not like it, but he is her master and she is his slave, so she has only to obey.

He empties himself inside her, without remorse some, that orgasm was magnificent and devastating, and it is only right that he enjoy that show to the end.

When she pulls away, he runs his thumb over her swollen lips, red with fire from the excellent job they did!

"Get up," he orders, a few seconds and the woman is standing in front of him, ready to be taken again.

____________________________________

"Anna! Anna!"

But what's going on? Where is that voice coming from and why on earth is it breaking into such a sublime moment, so intense?

"Christ Anna did you do it again!"

Sandra screams at her like an obsessive, and then she shakes herself and all of a sudden realizes that she has fallen for it again, again!

She turns around flustered, her partner's face inches from hers.

"What-" but it's too late, a male voice comes to her immediately, it's a familiar voice, a longed-for voice.

"Miss Poletti are you sure you know where you are?"

Anna opens her eyes wide, a shiver runs down her spine causing a spasm that is hard to hide, yet she manages but relinquishes control over everything else.

"Yes my Lord."

Thunderous laughter floods the classroom as she feels completely in shock at the words she has just spoken.

The man, as well as her literature professor, arches an eyebrow, looks amused, then retorts with his trademark aggressive manner.

"If he were so obedient in his studies as well, I'm sure he wouldn't need all those repetitions. Her homework is bad and her attention span baffles me, are you sure you have the brains to attend college?"

Anna blushes overwhelmingly, she would like to speak but her voice seems imprisoned in an unknown corner of her brain, so she fumbles but cannot counter those denigrations that make her feel like a nobody.

"Miss Poletti are you listening to me!?" the professor shouts, slamming a fist on Cernuschi's desk, which she flinches just in time.

She nods in repetition, terrified and still lost in that image dreamed just now, but she continues not to answer, she can't, she is so stuck by him that she wants to melt and disappear in that very instant.

Ever since she saw him two months earlier, he has so disarmed her that he completely takes away her control, she dreams of him at night, draws him on paper, and when she attends his classes she imagines scenes that seem to become reality, leaving her dismayed.

Fuck, it had happened to her before to imagine herself that way with him...and now how to get out of the predicament of that figure without looking like a silly, abnormal little girl?

He is standing there in front of her and staring at her with fiery eyes, his voice finally coming out.

"I...I don't feel well professor, can I come out please?"

He scratches his head in surrender, then replies annoyed.

"He can't even defend himself, he's only capable of running away, is that all he can do?"

Anna bows her head, rises from her seat and walks past him involuntarily brushing against that body that seems to emanate testosterone in every pore of her skin, and takes the direction determined to leave the classroom.

"I did not give you permission! Stop immediately!"

That voice breaks in again, it seems as if that daydream is turning into something tangible, real, and that he somehow felt it, because it seemed to her that that order came from within him.

But she is not naked in front of him, she is not bound with silk ropes, and she has not even had a very intense orgasm, only that command remains, which, however, is enough to make her shamelessly wet.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2



[image: ]




She instantly freezes and turns around sustaining her gaze, there is a strange silence in the classroom, it seems that everyone is witnessing a scene that has the unbelievable, the bastard professor and the student without weapons, without defense, but all of a sudden Anna shakes herself, regains her lucidity and the merciless and true reality overbearingly faces her, what the fuck is she doing?

Could it be that she has lost that brave, aggressive edge that has always made her proud of herself?

And it is at that very moment that her brain reacts by suggesting words to her that she never wanted to say.

"Would you like to see me pee here in front of you professor? Do you think you might like it? Because you see if you don't hurry up and give me your permission, it is possible that it will happen."

Stefano Manieri's eyes widen, that unexpected answer makes him flare up so much that his complexion becomes almost vermilion.

"Don't be funny Miss Poletti, I'm sure your detrusor muscle is still well trained; however, in order to avoid an unpleasant incident I order you to get out now!"

"Thank you, sir," Anna replies, imposing a forced smile on herself.

As soon as she reaches the bathroom, she locks herself in, sits on the toilet taking her head in her hands.

What the heck is she up to? Has she perhaps fallen victim to perverse erotic hallucinations? Is it possible that she can't notice when this happens to her?

What a shitty figure! What a total embarrassment!

"Yes my Lord!"

Fuck she had actually said it and she had done it without even realizing it. She absolutely has to do something, she cannot risk another daydream, she is now aware that she cannot control it anymore.

The flashing lights remain on throughout the night in Mister Roland's sex shop, just to attract the many buyers who do not wish to be noticed during daylight hours.

Anna always starts after 10 p.m. because at that time the pay is higher and she has to contribute to the college tuition expenses, as she agreed with her family.

Of course, she told her father that she works in a warehouse and is subject to grueling shifts; therefore, being a hundred kilometers away from home makes her safe from being checked.

Except for her best friend, no one knows that she works there; it is best to keep quiet in order to avoid strange curiosities that she would surely arouse; therefore, she has maintained confidentiality with all other acquaintances.

But now, after what happened to her during class, she is beginning to fear that it was that very environment that misled her, that she imagined erotic scenes of that kind, and moreover with Professor Stefano Manieri, a decidedly attractive specimen of male.

This evening she arrived at the store slightly late, crossed the threshold in a daze, looked around for the proprietor, and not seeing him behind the counter, she dashed into the fitting room.

Hanging from a little man wedged in the recess of a shelf, her work uniform is just waiting to be put on. She also wears a mask over her eyes and a well-made wig with the latest fashionable cut, since the main rule is precisely not to be recognized.

She hurriedly gets ready, puts on heavy makeup on her face then comes out ready to serve customers

"Welcome darling," her boss begins as soon as he notices her walking expeditiously.

"Hi Roland, sorry for the delay but I had a bad day today." He admires her curvy figure, weighs his gaze on her generous cleavage and short, skimpy skirt, giving her a sincere smile.

"You look stunning tonight baby."

"Do you think so, you dared a little too much with this skirt, if I bend over you can see my panties."

"That's the whole point, now go some very special customers are coming tonight. Serve them well and take them to the section you just set up, some really interesting toys have arrived."

"Okay, I'm going, I'm going, but then you update me eh?" Roland arches his right eyebrow.

"Count on it," he replies, thinking that this girl has such a heated curiosity that it makes her very, very intriguing.

And she doesn't even notice.

She accompanies three men along the glass cases, the ones that house an array of really interesting accessories: strange glass dildo shapes stand out above them all, showing rounded protrusions and indentations to take pleasure to the extreme.

Anna, as she always does, pauses to describe their features, convincing two customers to buy some, then moves to the other wing of the store to accommodate the request of the third customer, an S&M lover.

"This may suit you," he says, pulling out a leather collar topped with rather disturbing pointed studs.

"No, I just want it leather with two steel rings and for it to be more snug."

"I see, then I have just the thing for you," she replies, pointing him to the case in which is housed a black leather constrictor collar, which by the way has just arrived.

"This is perfect miss," he exclaims all excited.

She works for about an hour without being interrupted, it seems that this evening is really profitable for Roland, the prices of the items are exorbitant and yet those people don't care, as money is the least of their problems.

They are mostly mature men, men with excellent financial resources.

The moment she pauses for a short break she lifts her face in the direction of the counter and sees Roland exchanging a few words with a newcomer; they are very talkative, probably knowing each other because the exchange of hugs and pats on the shoulder is indicative of friendship.

The dim light does not help her bring that new customer's face into focus; only when she is almost beside him does the man notice her.  It is like getting a slap in the face, there in front, with two sparkling eyes and two sensual lips that would attract any female within a hundred kilometers, is Stefano Manieri.

"Honey, accompany this very dear friend of mine to the S&M department, he wants something really special," orders Roland without noticing Anna's strange expression.

The man is standing there motionless waiting slides his gaze over her admiring her uniform, Anna blushes with overbearing gratitude that the light is so low, then crosses her fingers hoping he won't recognize her.

"Follow me," she exclaims, modifying her stamp slightly, though she knows she cannot maintain it for long.

They walk briskly along the shelves of the department concerned, Anna feels his eyes on her, she even feels as if she can feel his hands all over her, she has to get a grip or else she will screw up everything.

"What exactly do you need?" she asks, trying not to look him in the face.

"I'd like a gag."

"Do you want it in fabric or leather?"

"In leather, I hate whimpers."

Anna swallows, beginning to fear that serving Stefano Manieri is no joke, the man is an expert, but he has to pull it off without being recognized.

She picks up a pair and hands them to him.

"This one also has an inside bite, the other one has none."

Stefano takes the two products in hand, studies them, feels the inside, tests the closure, then returns only one.

"The one with the bite is perfect," he replies, staring at her without restraint.

"Anything else?" asks Anna gesturing, to divert the rather marked attention to her generous cleavage.

"Yes, ropes, a pair of metal-only handcuffs and a collar without studs, possibly with two opposite rings." She nods feeling shamelessly wet to the core.

But who is this man really? What kind of double life does he lead? And how on earth does he make her feel so aroused just by uttering a few words?  

She accompanies him to the appropriate shelf, shows him the collar she had asked for, the handcuffs, and in the meantime pulls the rope off the spool.

"How many meters?"

"Fifteen," he replies, jingling the pair of handcuffs he is holding.

He watches her shamelessly as she fumbles with that rope, then suddenly gets curious.

"Have you been working here long?" Anna catches her breath and without looking at his face replies, "Two months."

"I've never seen it before, and tell me do you like it?" she twists the rope, secures it with a knot and puts it in his hand.

"It's as good a job as any," she replies decisively.

Now she is standing still in front of him, she has raised her head and her eyes are mirrored in his.

"Anything else needed?"

Stefano does not answer right away, something seems to have hit him, Anna is sweating to the bone, but he does not lower his head.

"I was wondering if...do you live in the area?"

What the fuck does he want now? He can't have recognized her, she is certain, so what is he looking for?

"In the area," she answers dryly, he smiles at her vague answer.

"I see, in the area huh? Anyway, no, I don't need anything else, thanks," he dismisses her, returning to the counter.

Now he can release his breath, inhale at the top of his lungs and relax his shoulders.

She anxiously waits for him to pay for her purchases by peering in the direction of the counter, but pauses to talk to Roland again.
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Their conversation is thick, thick, Roland for a moment lifts his face looking around, Anna immediately slips away but it is too late for her boss not to see her. Damn it. She is certain they are talking about her. Stefano Manieri is an unwieldy person, if she were only to find out his true identity it would be a frenzy. They finally say goodbye, she serves two more customers then is suddenly called by the boss.

"What is it? Do you need anything?" she asks in amazement.

"Yes, come to my office, Amanda will take over for you," she replies gesturing in the direction of the other saleswoman.

She sits down on top of a small sofa, Anna is standing, a strange feeling piercing her from head to toe.

"Would you like to round up your pay in the next twenty days?" She remains in apnea, would accept with all her might but something stops her.

"Explain yourself, where's the catch?"

He waves for her to sit next to him, she hesitates but knows Roland is a serious person, since he has been working there apart from verbal appreciation, he has always been a gentleman.

"No catch, in fact it's pretty damn serious."

"Go on," she urges him.

"That friend of mine I told you to serve in a special way..." Anna feels her legs go limp, her heart about to burst and the air vanish from her lungs "he organizes somewhat secretive get-togethers and sometimes needs girls to practice what, all along, has characterized him, he has noticed you and would like to know if you might be interested."
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