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Starlight Slave: Mira Joins Professor’s Harem

An older man, younger woman tale of domination and submission
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The paths of people intersect and pass each other by every day. Sometimes however, these paths collide. My master and I were on one such collision course. From the day I was born, fate set upon a path, moving ever closer, the years passing by, then becoming months, the months weeks, then minutes, then seconds ticking down until finally crashing into Master and inexorably submitting to him, naked on my knees. 

I stepped into the shower, freshly fucked and abused, and glowing with love. As I soaped up, washing off my sweat and his cum, my sister slave, a black girl named Thandie, opened the door and joined me. 

“You sounded like you had a good time in there tonight,” she said, rubbing soap into my breasts. My nipples hardened at her touch.

“He masters me so well.”

“You’re a born submissive slut, Mira.”

She leaned in and kissed me, pressing her small, brown breasts to mine. Her hand slid down my slippery belly to my pussy, her fingers sliding into me, making me cum for the fourth time tonight. I have been reduced to a pleasure toy, for both men and women alike, having shed all pretense of social convention. It was only natural that I did.

My parents, being libertarian, didn’t believe in filtering my laptop and phone. That would have been a violation of my personal liberty, and, in their eyes, an intrusion into my life. So, they raised me with a solid foundation of right from wrong, taught me to not infringe upon the rights of others, and left any self-discovery, erotic or otherwise, up to me.

My first few encounters with porn were with my girlfriends. These were giggly, red-faced antics with lots of finger pointing, exclamations of disgust, and hilarious cries of “Eww!” We weren’t really disgusted, of course. We were actually quite fascinated. As time passed, I watched porn alone more frequently, and began discovering the wide variety of indulgences that people engage in. We are rather complex creatures, aren’t we? We have our private face, one which perhaps no one else knows about- a world filled with perversions and fantasies, perhaps violence even. This inner self we keep hidden. Then there is a public face that is presented to the outside world- one that adheres to social standards, the rules by which we are expected to conform. 

The pendulum of social convention has swung this way and that throughout history. We’re currently much more liberal than, say, Edwardian London, where social relationships were strictly defined, and interactions between people were governed by an array of complex and rigid rules. There have been times in the past however, when sexual conduct was rather uninhibited. The flappers, girls who rejected the rigidity of their Edwardian parents, were quite promiscuous. They raised their hemlines and wore shameless, sleeveless dresses, bobbed their hair, drank, smoked, danced to sexualized African-American music, and were rather loose with their bodies. Then the pendulum swung back again in the fifties, was rejected by the hippies in the sixties, and so on. Going back even farther, pretty much anything was possible. Who knows how much fun people had in Sodom and Gomorrah before God smote them and turned their cities to ash?

Regardless, at some point I discovered the dark underworld of domination and submission. This was a revelation, and my world turned upside down. I learned that I was not the only woman who secretly craved submission under a strong man. That’s where my heart lies. With no outlet for my desires however, I was forced to follow a path not of my choosing, a supposed equal among young men who were taught the same.

I liken my transformation to the life cycle of the sea turtle. A female sea turtle mates with several males. To anthropomorphize her behavior, she would be called a slut, but her behavior ensures genetic diversity. When her clutch of eggs is fertilized, the mother sea turtle swims to shore, digs a hole in the sand with her flippers, and lays her eggs. She covers the hole back up with sand and swims back into the ocean, leaving the hatchlings to fend for themselves. Survival of the baby turtles then depends on luck. There is power in numbers, so she lays many eggs. Only one in a thousand will survive to adulthood, for they are subject to predation by all the creatures of the sea. 

Two months later, the baby sea turtles hatch at night. They dig their way out of the sand and look for the brightest spot on the horizon. Normally, this will be the open ocean, filled with starlight, with the dark shadows of the sand dunes and trees to their backs. They make their way to the starlit water, and swim offshore to protected grounds. The ones who make it will grow to adulthood. 

There’s a new glitch in this one-hundred-million-year-old system, however. With the invention of electricity and high-rise apartment buildings, the glow in the sky is now brighter on land than it is over the ocean. The baby turtles follow the streetlights, not the starlight. They crawl onto streets and are run over by cars, or get lost, starve, and dehydrate. They meet an untimely, unnatural death on land. As an infant, we are born into the starlight, but I, like most people, have been taught to follow the streetlights of social convention, and not the starlight of the natural order and desire as my ancestors did. This story is how I returned to the starlight.
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My story begins in my freshman year of college. I was living far from home, in a small studio apartment off campus. I reveled in my newfound freedom as a freshly minted eighteen-year-old adult, and was enjoying my independence. I registered for the usual freshman classes, stocked my apartment with food and toiletries, and began making friends. 

I quickly became close with one girl in particular, Carly, whom I met in my Introduction to Philosophy class. We happened to sit next to each other on the first day of class, and, noticing her pretty nails, a deep burgundy with little daisies painted on them, I leaned over and whispered,

“I love your nails.”

She looked at me quizzically, then smiled. “Thanks. They cost me a small fortune, though.”

Our instructor, Professor Sedgwick, turned from the blackboard and looked at us.

“If I may have your full and undivided attention. Ladies?”

We blushed and were silent for the rest of the class. No one likes being singled out in a crowd. Not on the first day of class.

I wrote a note on a scrap of paper and handed it to her. 

It read, “He’s cute.”

She turned and frowned at me, then wrote back. “He’s old!!!”

Well, he was clearly much older than my eighteen-year-old self. I guessed he was in his early forties, with a messy mop of black hair and the shadow of two-day-old stubble on his face. He was tall and broad-shouldered, and represented everything in a man that I find desirable- confident, strong, intelligent, and virile. I soon found myself daydreaming about him taking me into his arms and kissing me. Silly schoolgirl stuff. I knew he’d get into big trouble for fraternizing with a student, but I couldn’t help myself. I was aching for an older man.

Carly and I began hanging out. We studied together, went to movies, thrifting, campus events, and so on. Before long however, she met a boy and I began seeing less of her. I was sad, but what can a girl do? A hard cock and compliments on how pretty we are trumps pretty much everything, doesn’t it? 

One day, we went to the local diner together for lunch. It was on a Saturday, and we had made plans to hang out at the local mall together afterward. She was going on and on about her new boyfriend- how nice he was, how handsome and athletic he was, and how he treated her like a princess. I smiled and listened attentively, but it was becoming tedious. All I could picture was a naked Carly lying on her back, legs spread wide, with a sweaty, grunting boy on top of her. It reminded me of my early days with my girlfriends, red-faced and giggling, pointing and screaming, “Eww!” I wanted a man, not a boy.

I looked up and saw a handsome man walk in with a very pretty young woman.

“Hey, isn’t that
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