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The young seducer: Marquis de Sade is a new series based on the life and works of the Marquis de Sade. 

Alphonse is a young aristocrat who, being his father so protective and not letting him leave the castle walls where they live, in his adolescence he has not yet known the fruits of love.

With the arrival of an uncle, accompanied by his children, visiting the castle to see their father, everything will change.

The cousins, experts in the arts of love, begin to teach him everything that has been lost ... 

This series is based on the compilation and study of anonymous erotic writings from the 19th century and adapted to the vision that the writer has of the life and work of the Marquis de Sade.
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Erika Sanders is an internationally known writer, translated into more than twenty languages, who signs her most erotic writings, away from her usual prose, with her maiden name.

Author's website:

https://www.instagram.com/erikaasanderss/

Contact E-Mail:

erikasanders98@gmail.com
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On the afternoon of the second day, I made great preparations for the event about to take place. 

They served me a dinner so elegant that it would have tempted Epicurus himself. 

All the women belonging to my harem were at the table and I served them so well, with high quality wine, that none, except Aysel, got up sober.

When I gave the signal for us to retreat to the bedroom, they moved, staggering, like many drunken sailors. 

When we got to the room, we all undressed and I took Aysel in my arms.

I carried her to the center bed and threw her on her. 

But fearing something that my potency was affected, since the African black slave had worn me out the other night, I ordered and drank a cup of my magic chocolate that I knew would allow me to go through all the intended acts as a conqueror.

I gave the order and all the girls surrounded the bed playing their instruments and singing a beautiful song that I had composed for the occasion.

With everything ready, I got on the bed, placed my slave in the best position, got between her thighs and passed a whip that was near the bed to one of the girls.

I grabbed my battering ram and struggled to force its way in. 

The head is already in, the soft flesh gives way to my fierce thrusts.

I walk in, he screams in pain, but I don't stop.

It is music to my ears. 

That tells me that I am about to reach the seat of bliss.

I push and push harder.

Everything makes me more passionate.

The spanking on my buttocks gives me double strength, and a fierce thrust from me sends me to the far end of his grotto.

At that very moment I watered the tender and bleeding deflowered flesh of my dear little slave with a stream of fiery sperm like never before a woman had received from a man.

I thought my cock and balls were dissolving in a constant stream of pearly liquid.

After resting for a moment on his chest, I discovered that my battering ram was ready for another round and fiercely pushed it back towards its opening.

Three times before she took me off, I wasted my body milk on her without asking her for any kind of favor.

She lay and moaned with pleasure and pain, and as I looked, I saw that she had hit and terribly hurt the entrance to the pleasure seat.

I picked her up and put her in a warm bath and after drying her I put her back to bed. 

After giving him some wine and having some myself, I found that I was back in shape for another round.

Like a spring I put myself between her thighs.

I got into it, without much hard work anymore.

God of voluptuous love, what heat reigned in her body!

How deliciously his sweet flesh enveloped my strong rod!

A few thrusts and a few movements in and out awaken her to a sensation of pleasure.

He approaches me, he realizes the fever that runs through me. 

Faster, faster, he lunges toward me to meet my ferocious thrusts as I lead my sparkling steed through his gap into the rich pasture. 

She hugs me in her arms and throws her snowy thighs around my back, the rebounding of her butt pulling me out of her.

I feel like she's coming. 

Oh my God, she comes, she comes! 

The sperm now comes from her in a torrent. 

Me too, I cum again! 

A ... Great God! This is too much! I die! Oh! Oh!

And then release your spirit in a soft, gentle sigh.

My God, how voluptuous, how delicious is the Arab beauty! What heat it expels! With what fire, with what energy he met all my efforts to obtain and dispense pleasure! How deliciously it squeezed me when I was in it! How abundantly did she release the milk when the agony of pleasure invaded her!

We swim in a perfect sea of ​​totally indescribable voluptuousness. 

Man cannot imagine, the pen cannot describe it, it was an intoxication of delight: pleasure created in agony, inexpressible bliss, more exquisitely delicious than that enjoyed by the houris of Paradise when they are in the arms of true Muslims, or of the enjoyed by the spirits of the Champs Elysees.
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I felt considerably spent for a couple of days so I refrained from going back into my slave girls' caves of Venus until I got back on the ship to sail fairly on my projected cruise in search of love and beauty in the climates of America, where I expected the most exquisite pleasures from the ardent ladies of Cuba and the island of Hispaniola.

When arriving near Bordeaux I ordered to stop the navigation with the purpose of giving the sailors the opportunity to let off steam with some girls and so that Aysel and two other slaves, Mary and Fanny, would know my summer mansion, where they would stay to await my return from America.

In two days, everyone had already kidnapped a girl, so afterwards we left for Havana, since I had heard about the beauty of the women of the island.

The intention was to stop there long enough to get more slaves. 
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After a few weeks of sailing, upon arriving in Havana, I took some rooms in one of the best hotels, giving orders to the Captain to keep the brig ready at all times so that I could quickly set sail at any time.

In the guest dining area I noticed a pretty and vivacious brunette, evidently an island resident. 

His eyes were quite hidden under a mass of deep black hair that covered them with his shadow; but I could perceive that while I was at the table, she was looking at me continuously, and the moment my eyes met hers, she would suddenly drop her eyes to the plate or look in another direction.

From this, I augured favorably and considered the success to be true, thinking that I had made a conquest.

At night I attended the theater accompanied by the Captain, and the two well armed. 

There I saw the lady in a box in the company of a couple of older gentlemen.

Who I took as her husband was an old-looking, ugly, and short-tempered guy.

I followed her to her hotel room to find out where she lived with the intention of winning her over.
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