
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Mastered 4: Librarian's Experiment

        

        
        
          Mastered, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Daisy Rose

        

        
          Published by Daisy Rose, 2018.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MASTERED 4: LIBRARIAN'S EXPERIMENT

    

    
      First edition. January 17, 2018.

      Copyright © 2018 Daisy Rose.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1370255795

    

    
    
      Written by Daisy Rose.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


​​​This is a standalone short story featuring an alpha male dominating an innocent young woman for the first time in public.

It also contains scenes including voyeuristic humiliation, public humiliation and groping by strangers, MFM, and lots of other steamy scenes.

Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Look Inside

[image: ]




"Stop it! She's going to wake up," Jessica murmured, urgently, but there was a hint of amusement in her voice, as if she was enjoying watching her lover groping me in my sleep.

"She seems to be liking this. Look how hard her nipple is getting," he said, his voice so deep and gravelly it vibrated through me. My nipple felt like it was on fire. I wanted nothing more than for him to continue touching me.

"Stop it, Dom," Jessica begged.

Please don't stop.

"Oh, you don't like it when I touch her?" he teased. As if to antagonize her even more, his fingers circled my nipple. I let out a soft moan as my body reacted to his touches. I wanted his hand between my legs, rubbing against my burning clit, but that would be too much to ask for. The last thing I wanted them to know was that I was awake, and enjoying being groped.

I felt heat rush to my cheeks and prayed that they wouldn't be able to see me blushing in the dim light.

His fingers moved from my nipple to circle around my breasts, pushing in the dress a little. I reminded myself to breathe steadily as his hands roamed over to finger my collarbone and neck.

Without warning, he pulled my dress strap over my shoulder and down my arm, exposing my naked breast to them. The cold air perked up my nipples even more and when he touched me again, I couldn't help but lean forward in pleasure. It felt so good to have his fingers on my body. He circled my exposed nipple with his finger, bringing the sensitive bud to life.

"Touch yourself, Jessica," he ordered, and I heard her gasp as he pinched down on my nipple. Or maybe she was gasping because she was fingering herself. I dared not open my eyes to be sure.

Pleasure washed through my body. He tugged the loose sleeping gown over my other breast and massaged the ignored nipple, pinching and tweaking it to coax moans from my lips.

Instead of deterring him and scaring him away, the noises I made only spurred him to capture my nipples between his fingers, tugging gently to elicit louder moans from my lips.

"Told you she loves it," he said.

"Dom, please. Touch me," she begged, a hint of hysteria to her voice. She sounded desperate for him. I almost felt bad for her, but I was too busy feeling the ecstasy of his fingers on my skin.

"I want you to keep touching yourself."

He let go of my nipple and I whimpered at the loss of contact, only to inhale sharply when I felt something wet on my nipple. He was sucking my nipple into his mouth!

Little whimpers and moans left my lips as he licked and teased my nipple, making my body tremble in response. My inner thighs clenched together as I felt my pussy throb. I wanted too much to touch myself. My fingers were resting on my belly, where I could feel his warm breath.

When he finally let go, I was trembling with need, moisture leaking between my legs to betray my lust.

Unable to stand the teasing any longer, I turned around to my side so that my back was facing him, and he was no longer teasing my nipples, hard and pebbled, even to my own eyes.

There was silence from the duo as they held their breaths and tried to figure out if I was awake. I snuggled into the pillows, feigning deep slumber.

I almost jumped when I felt his hand on my thigh, hiking my dress up all the way to my ass, exposing my naked buttocks to them. The cold air touched my clit and woke every nerve ending in my body.

"Do you think she'll wake up if I fuck her?" he asked.
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Chapter 1*: Sleeping Voyeur
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"Would you like more coffee?"

Jessica turned to me with a bright smile and a quick, "Yes, please!" She returned to typing furiously on her laptop immediately after. She said she was an aspiring writer, but hadn't gotten any of her books published yet. She wanted to do things the old-fashioned way, whatever that meant.

I refilled her empty coffee cup with steaming hot caffeine and retreated back behind the counter to wipe down the already shining tabletop.

The cafe was in the middle of nowhere and the only customers we got were regulars who enjoyed the peace and quiet they couldn't quite get at other cafes. The peace and quiet was welcomed, but it was sometimes too much peace. I wish the cafe had more customers.

I patted away imaginary creases on my white top and made sure my blazer was buttoned properly. My brown cargo pants were too comfortable to look good, but it didn't really matter since the boss only ever visited once a month and he didn't care what I wore as long as I had the blazer with the name of the cafe embossed on it.

The first few months at the cafe, I wore makeup and fancy dresses and skirts to look good. After a few weeks of realizing nobody paid any attention to what I was wearing, I started dressing for comfort instead of aesthetics.

I was making a fresh pot of coffee when Jessica said something.

"I'm sorry, what did you say?" I asked, turning around to face her. She was a beautiful young woman. Unlike me, she continued to dress up before coming for her daily dose of coffee. The table by the counter might as well had her name on it. She came every day except weekends in order to get her caffeine fix and work on her novel.

Today, she was wearing a blue sleeveless dress that she had managed to buy from a shop down the street during lunch. She had been wearing a t-shirt and shorts just that morning. I saw the dress on the window display just a few days ago. It was a hundred and twenty bucks, which was exactly twenty dollars more than I had in my account.

She turned away from her laptop and gave me an inquiring glance, as if she had forgotten her own question already. She wore a full face of makeup, which added a few years to her twenty-three years of age.

"I asked if you've managed to get the manager to get WiFi installed in here," she asked.

"Oh yeah, I asked him about that," I lied. "He says it's not going to happen." I looked around the empty cafe and then back to her, hoping she'd understand. The cafe wasn't earning enough money to be spending more. I was being paid peanuts, but the job came with free food (as long as I used ingredients in the kitchen) and lodgings, lodgings. She sometimes took advantage the apartment upstairs as well.

"Pity," she said and returned to her work and allowing me to return to my own thoughts.

When I was certain she had her attention back to her laptop, I peeked at her. She didn't know she had roused me from my sleep yesterday night.

She asked if she could spend the night after a late night party and I told her to let herself in. She had stayed over enough times that she had her own keys. I was fast asleep by the time she got there, but was woken up some time in the night. There was only one bed in my apartment so I set up some blankets and pillows beside my bed for her to sleep.

I shuddered as I recalled what had woke me up in the middle of the night...

...

My eyes opened reluctantly and I tried to bury my head back into the clouds. I was having one of those peaceful dreams about flying that I wished I could go back to. I closed my eyes to coax myself back to sleep. The bed and pillows were at their optimal temperatures and the dream was fresh enough that I could just dive right back in if-

"Ohh!"

My eyes shot open at the unfamiliar noise in my room. For a moment, I panicked, thinking I had an intruder in my room, but the memory of allowing Jessica to stay the night returned to me in a calming haze.

I adjusted myself and turned to the source of the sound almost unconsciously. I wondered what kind of dream she was been having to make that kind of noise. Sleep lingered close and my eyes drifted close.

"Oohh!"

The sound jolted me back up. My eyes cracked open and in the darkness, I started seeing what it was that woke me up.

Jessica wasn't alone. Her pale skin shimmered with sweat in the dim light and I realized with a jolt that she was completely naked, as was the man behind her.

She was on all fours on the floor and a man was behind her. His hands were on her breasts, too big to be hidden by even his large palms. Her ample breasts hung heavily, nipples almost touching the ground. I spied her pebbled nipples between his fingers as he kneaded the soft flesh in both hands.

His skin was a start contrast to hers, a dark ebony tone that disappeared in the night.

The way he moved in and out of her made my insides clenched with an uncomfortable need. He pinched her nipples and pulled hard, pulling at her breasts to make little keening noises come from her lips.

His hands moved from her breasts to her waist, pulling her deeper into him forcefully. I could see his thick black cock plunging in and out of her pink pussy lips. The sound of their bodies coming together was wet and loud. It made me wonder how I managed to sleep through the sound in the first place.

Were they trying to wake me up? The thought sent a spasm through my core. The floorboards creaked and I was instantly grateful that the only thing downstairs was the cafe. At least no one would make the mistake that it was coming from me. God knows I needed sex.

Jessica's lover slapped her bottom as he plunged into her, moving in and out with a steady rhythm that I couldn't look away from. I had never watched porn and here I was, voyeuristically watching my temporary roommate getting her pussy pounded by a guy he probably just picked up from the bar.

"You like that?" he growled as he smacked her ass. His voice was a deep groan, husky with sex and arousal. I held in a shudder and bit my bottom lip.

He was eye-level to me, his sweat-stained cheeks only a few meet from my face. It was almost a miracle that he couldn't see that I was awake, but he was too engrossed in his own pleasure to pay any attention to me.

He pulled out, plunged in, then smacked her ass. It wobbled slightly and left red marks over her skin.

"You like that, bitch?!" he asked.

I flinched a little at his choice of words, but my pussy throbbed in response. I squeezed my thighs together uncomfortable, feeling a scorching wetness between my aching thighs as I did. An uncomfortable need bubbled from my stomach.

I wanted nothing more than to reach out and brush the hair away from his eyes.

"Answer me, whore!" he growled. I was stunned by how rude he was being. I've heard some guys liked to talk dirty during sex, but to hear it first hand was a different matter altogether.

"Yes!" Jessica gasped. "Yess! Oh god!"

His teeth shone in the dim light as he grinned and stopped spanking her. His hands went back to her breasts to massage the soft mounds as he continued to plunge into her.

Jessica collapsed onto the ground, her cheeks kissing the pillow as her hands gave out. She trembled and spasmed, little keening noises coming from her lips as the stranger in my room pulled and tweaked her pebbled nipples.
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