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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This is short story contains steamy scenes involving an alpha male and an innocent (virgin) submissive.

It also contains scenes with domination and submission, exhibitionism & voyeurism, bdsm, spanking, and plenty of consensual sex. Chapters with 18+ scenes are indicated with an asterisk (*).​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Look Inside

[image: ]




HE TIED MY OTHER WRIST to the railing as well, trapping me at the balcony.

"Dom, please! Let's go inside," I pleaded, twisting around to try and reason with him. He unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection. I could see the precum around his head, slick and glistening. His cock was so hard that I could see the veins wrapped around it throb.

"Are you going to be a good little girl for me?" he asked.

I nodded frantically. "Yes, anything. Please," I begged. I was so exposed. I knew a few of our neighbors who lived downstairs. There was a nice young couple two floors below ours who liked to enjoy their evenings on their balcony. The thought of them walking out and catching me like this, naked and tied to the railing, pussy dripping with desire, filled me with shame.

His fingers dragged down my back, moving down my spine, electrifying me with his touch.

"You were being very naughty earlier," he murmured. "Running away from me... playing hard to get..."

"I'm sorry," I whimpered. "Please. I promise- I promise I'll behave."

"Really?" he asked, one hand around my neck, the other holding onto my hip. He stepped closer, rubbing his manhood over my slit. It was so blisteringly hot. I found myself tilting my hips back, wanting more. "You'll say anything to get yourself out of trouble, won't you, you little slut?"

My pussy clenched. "No!" I begged when he pulled away. I wasn't sure if I was responding to his accusation, or saying no to him leaving. "Please! Dom! I'll do anything. Let's- let's go inside," I whimpered. "I'm- I'm cold," I lied. Sweat was trickling down my forehead. I was burning up.

He grinned. "So desperate. How about we play a little game. If you win, we can go inside."

I nodded. "Yes, yes! Please."

He made a considering noise. "But if you lose, I'm going to fuck you right here," he said.

I made a considering noise and gasped at the feel of his dick against my pussy lips, just the head of his cock sliding in and out of me. "No! Stop..." I whimpered even though my body was begging for more, my ass tilting back to get more of his hard length inside me.

"I'm going to spank you," he said and my knees buckled at his words. He held me to him with his hands on my hips, leisurely sliding in and out of me, just the head of his cock spreading my pussy lips, filling me, but not enough.

"Oh, yes, yes," I gasped, pushing my ass towards him to feel more of the delightful, unbearable pleasure inside me.

"And you're not going to make a single sound," he said, pulling out.

I whimpered at the lost, stiff nipples tingling with excitement as I tried to brush against the metal railing like a dog in heat. I was completely unprepared when his palm cam down on my buttocks and spanked me hard.

"Oh!" I cried out, feeling an ache form where he'd hit me, no doubt leaving a bright red mark as wide as his hand on my cheeks.

He leaned over to whisper in my ear. "Seems you've lost already," he said. My body stiffened and he ran a soft hand down my back. "You know what that means..."



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1*: Restraint
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I HAVE ALWAYS BEEN very good with self-restraint. Time had proven this many times. The need for submission that gnawed inside me was no exception. I've wanted this since the first time I've felt a man's touch on my naked skin, but I've wanted other things I could not have.

My first boyfriend was so gentle with me that I was sure he would panic and bail if I told him he could grab my boobs a little bit rougher, pinch my nipples a little tighter. In fact, I would like it very much if he had snuck his hands under my panties instead of continuing to rub over them. The relationship ended when his parents realized he was dating a girl 'below his social standing'. I didn't mind when he broke up with me.

All my second boyfriend wanted was blowjobs. So much so that I was pretty sure I had perfected the art of giving the perfect head and while I loved how his fingers would grip my hair so tightly that I could feel my hair being pulled from my scalp, he only ever wanted cumming in my mouth. If he grew tired of my begging, he would reluctantly fuck my anal hole with his finger and various toys. I was embarrassed to admit that it had taken me five months to realize he was gay and two more months to finally break up with him.

I gave up with relationships altogether shortly after. It wasn't too hard since I had other things to worry about, like keeping a roof over my head. I couldn't even find a decent boyfriend, let alone a boyfriend who could give me what I wanted. I learned to accept that this was just another one of those things that I couldn't have in life, like unlimited food and money.

Oh, but how I wanted. When I closed my eyes at night, I fantasized about large men holding me down and fucking me while I screamed for them to stop. I dreamed about men tying me up and using my holes to satisfy their lust. When I woke up from those dreams, I wished I could go back to sleep.

I heard my peers discussing their sex life, boasting about how gentle their lovers were, and how they would make sure that there was always enough lube and condoms, and realized that there was something wrong with me. Good girls didn't dream about men twice their size ravishing their bodies and leaving bruises and scars on their skins. Good girls dream about gentle lovers, roses, and candlelight dinners.

I was convinced that there was something wrong with me. So I ignored that want. It was easy. There were other things I needed: A roof over my head, money, and security. I grew up poor and continued being poor after I graduated high school. My parents couldn't wait to get rid of me and for a short while, I barely had enough to eat.

I met and married the Dom because he offered everything I needed. He didn't care that I was poor, or that I barely made enough to feed myself. He had an apartment complex he had been given by his employer, and more money than he knew what to do with. And most importantly, he promised to spend the rest of his life loving me. It was the most beautiful thing anyone had ever said to me.

I met Dom on the train. The quiet, large man terrified me when I first saw him. He was handsome in a rugged, sturdy way, hard muscles and bulges obvious beneath his black top and leather jacket. His skin was tanned from too much sun exposure, a healthy dark tone that made me want to rub my hands all over him. I stared at him from the reflection in the window and twice our eyes met, but we looked away hastily each time.

There were smears of grease over his face and a smell of sweat and grime on him. Even in the crowded train, he looked particularly unkempt, like a wild beast trying to fit in, almost an entire head taller than everyone else there. His eyes were cruel, glaring at anyone who so much as wandered into his personal space, and there was an air of danger about him that kept everyone at bay.

He was the only one who did something when he saw a lecherous old man deliberately brushing his hand against my ass every time the train rattled.

It began, probably, when Dom grabbed the man by the arm and pulled him away from me. I noticed his hands, rough and strong, not a quiver in them. He said, in a voice that was two octaves deeper than I thought was humanly possible: "Scram."

The man tripped over his own feet trying to get away.

"Are you alright?" he asked me, turning his full attention on me. I froze. His clear blue pupils seemed to stare straight into my soul. I wanted to ask why he did it. It was an embarrassing thought, but I liked that I was pretty enough to have gotten the man's attention. And then, just as swiftly, I wished he had been the one who kept trying to grab my ass. I curtailed the thought, but it occasionally surfaced when I least expected it in the following months.

"Thank you," I said demurely and watched in satisfaction as twin blushes appeared on his tanned cheeks. He offered to walk me home that day, and then everyday for the next two weeks before he admitted that he worked as a mechanic in a garage and only took the train that day because his colleague borrowed his bike.

Dom was an immigrant with a working visa. He was good and caring and strong and I found myself falling for him the more time we spent together. It was almost unfair how easy it was to love him.

And one day, whilst taking me home, he kissed me and it was almost enough, to have his gentle touch and his soft caresses. It was gratifying to see the way he looked at me, like I was a china doll, something delicate and worth treasuring. But it was not enough. I wanted to be held down onto the bed, tied up and fucked raw, abused and spanked. I wanted to be hurt and humiliated, owned and rebuilt at the hands of the one man whom I trusted above all others.

I knew I couldn't tell Dom. I couldn't tell him about the treasure-trove of fantasies, built up from months of frustrated longing because they're not worth risking him for.

So when he asked me if I would marry him, six months after he saved me from the molester on the train, I was both elated, and anxious. I promised myself that he would never find out about how much I wanted him to be rough. It would scare him off.

It was a small ceremony, with only five of his close friends and colleagues, and two of mine who were willing to skip classes to attend.
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