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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by strangers as others watch (and join in). There are also scenes of humiliation, Master-slave roleplay, daddy roleplay, exhibitionism & voyeurism, bdsm, spanking, urolagnia (clothed urinary incontinence), and much more. 
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​​Look Inside
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"Quiet, baby," Master whispers, curling his arm around her waist tighter, keeping her in place. "Your Daddy's playing the piano. We shouldn't disturb him," he says. "That would be rude, wouldn't it?"

She swallows the lump in her throat and nods, letting him guide her to the couch. She tries to wriggle out of his grasp and sit in the corner, but he yanks her into his lap.

"Shh..." he hums when she struggles. "Just relax." His hand snakes between her legs, rubbing her through her sweatpants. She jolts, letting out a yelp as he begins to rub up and down her heat. Her eyes widen and she turns towards the piano, only to see Daddy still immersed in the symphony he's playing. It's soothing, but she's the furthest thing from calm at the moment.

"You- you shouldn't," she starts.

He hushes her, hand reaching up her shirt, easily tugging her bra out of the way so he can toy with her nipples. She shudders, knees weakening as they pebble almost immediately. Her body grows warmer with every touch. She can feel the hard heat of his length pressing up between her cheeks from underneath him, his arm around her waist working to both keep her there and position her in such a way that she's not sitting on his cock. She shifts, trying to put some distance between them, but all she manages to do is rub up against his cock even more. She whimpers, her breasts pressing into his palms, the underside of the bra poking uncomfortably into her skin.  "Look at you, rubbing your ass up to my cock like a little slut."

"I'm- m' not," she whimpers.

"Aww. You really are an innocent little kitten, aren't you?" he says, rolling her pebbled nipples between his forefinger and thumb. "You're going to feel so good, pretty thing," he croons. "You'll be begging for us to ruin you in no time."

"N-no," she whines, tearing up as he continues to alternate between massaging her breasts and tugging her nipples, his free hand still rubbing up and down between her legs. "I- I don't- I don't understand," she whimpers. "Daddy?" she calls out, hoping he could put an end to this, come and explain everything to her. He said he wanted her to experience school and have fun with her peers. And even if he had changed his mind about that, she thought he would be the one to take her first time and she would have been fine with that.

The man at the piano stops playing and sighs. He stands and turns around, letting her see him for the first time.

The first thought she has, oddly enough, is that he looks younger than his pictures. His eyes are what drew her to him in the first place, dark and dangerous, hiding a depth that she wishes she could reach and even those look different. Lighter, somehow. He's supposed to be in his early forties, but he looks younger, probably something in his thirties. She wonders why the profile picture would make him look older, but then again, he's on the site as a 'Daddy', so maybe looking older gets him more results and they probably edited his eyes to look more mesmerizing.

"Daddy?" she whimpers again, gasping when Master pinches her nipples.

His lips curl up. "Aw, look at you," he says, his voice matching the sneer and she doesn't know why she thought getting his attention was a good idea in the first place. He moves in towards her and all she feel is trapped. "You know why you're here, don't you? You put your pretty little face up on that slutty website because you want to be fucked," he says.

"N-no," she denies, moaning as Master grabs her thighs and spread her legs open so that Daddy can rub her between her lets with his fingers. He's pretty gentle about it, just rubbing up and down, not really too upset about her clothes still being in the way, but then he tugs her shirt up over her breasts and she makes a small, frightened sort of noise and his eyes light up in a way the she knows isn't going to be good for her.

"Look at you. We haven't done anything yet and you're all worked up already," he says.

She shakes her head, wanting to deny it even though it's true. Everyone here know it's true and there's no use denying it but she wants to anyways. "I'm not- I'm not a slut. I just- I needed- I wanted-" she trails off on a sob, starting to cry again.

"Aww. Poor baby. It's alright. Daddy's not going to judge you," he says.

Master- the man behind her- snorts. "There's nothing wrong with wanting to be fucked," he says.

She blinks at him. That is probably the nicest thing he's said to her all night. "Really?" she mumbles, leaning into Daddy's napkin as he wipes at her damp cheeks. She likes it better when they're being nice to her.

"Really," he says and she can feel him smiling when he presses his lips to her neck, kissing her there.
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​​​Chapter One: Master
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She's breathing hard by the time she reaches the apartment complex.

When she received the message from her Sugar Daddy telling her that she needs to come here or he'll take away all her allowance, she panicked and rushed out of her apartment without a second look back.

The whole thing is really new to her, most of their conversations done online. She hasn't even met the man in real life yet and the sudden shift in tone makes her worry a little.

Okay, more than a little. A lot.

She wonders if he has changed his mind about sponsoring her education.

She wonders what she'll do if he does change his mind about that.

Cry. A lot.

He has sent her some money already, a few thousand in excess after she paid for all the stuff she needed, but definitely not enough to get her through the next few semesters if he decides to drop her. And what if he wanted the money back?! She would have not way to pay him the money back at all.

It felt too good to be true when he first offered to pay for everything, from her accommodation to tuition and food, and maybe now everything's going to crash and burn.

He promised that he wouldn't do anything she isn't comfortable with and even that had felt like a lie.

Maybe now, she's going to be told it really is all a lie and she has to start paying for what he's giving her with her body.

Which-

Which was what she thought she had to do from the very beginning, so she's not really all that worried about that. Well, not excessively worried about that.

The thing is, he's really hot, from his stern gaze to his large hands and muscular body. She kind of loves all the pictures he posts up on the site. They aren't meant to be erotic, but she can't help but imagine them in erotic settings nevertheless. She has been thinking about his large hands on her body, his arms wrapped around her as she touches herself at night and is actually kind of looking forward to experiencing the real thing.

She's never been very good with being slow in learning anything, and this thing is particular just happens to be sex. She's looking forward to losing her virginity, really.

But this is really sudden!

She isn't at all prepared for this! She hasn't even taken a bath or gotten herself prettied up in anticipation of losing her virginity.

It's all happening too fast and she has never been very good with dealing with sudden changes.

A million and one thoughts twist and turn and wrap around one another in her head as she enters the apartment complex. Damien, her Sugar Daddy, had messaged her the key code to the building earlier so she can get past the gate, but now that she's actually inside the building and in the reception office, she's not quite sure what she should be doing.
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