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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/
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I attended all the orgies of the club, of which I had become a full member, and where new diversions were made every week.

At each meeting, my predisposition towards a delightful creature that I had slept with the next time, after my initiation night, increased to such a degree that I decided to have her and keep her to myself if possible.

She was Rose, she was the daughter of the Marquis de Tulle. 

In the club she was known by the nickname of La Rosa Amorosa, by whose name I will continue to call her.

She combined all the graces and charms of the sweetest sex.

She had tantalizing little feet, which showed the excellent smallness of the luscious cleft, which nature had placed between a pair of mature fleshy thighs, supported by a pair of almost white buttocks, which rose beautifully and swelled at the same time. spanking them, to the partner's bold relief, when he introduces their parts from behind.

A soft white belly like a bed of snow, a slim waist like a nymph, a neck like a swan, a small mouth, inlaid with two rows of ivory, pink and full lips, and soft cheeks like the velvet of an overripe peach. 

With languid dark eyes, bright and radiant with lascivious fire, in the shadow of long silk lashes, as her brown hair fell in a profusion of curls over her neck and shoulders, half concealing a pair of large breasts that rivaled alabaster in whiteness, with hard and red nipples like rosebuds.

In fact, she was "the perfect image of a personified loving goddess."

The day after my last visit to the club, I received a letter from Prussia, announcing the death of my father, entrusting me immediately to go there in order to transfer his remains to France.

Now I have to say that I had never seen my father enough to care for him.

What little filial affection I had at the time was soon drowned out by the ideas that crossed my mind of the various ways I was going to enjoy myself now that I was going to have immediate success with women because of the inheritance of his great fortune.

But in any case I didn't like the idea of ​​giving up my current pleasures, especially giving up my meetings with La Rosa Amorosa.

Upon receiving the letter, I immediately went to Tulle's residence, and upon asking for Rose, I was taken to the drawing room.

The maid returned to escort me to her mistress's dressing table, where, opening the door, I entered and found her reclining on a sofa, in a dazzling disposition. 

Her neck was uncovered, the camisole that covered her body ajar, half showing her pretty boobs. 

One foot resting on the sofa, the other on an embroidered stool, the dress lifted above the knee, revealing a finely rounded calf. 

After closing the door, I read her the letter I had received and, telling her that I could not part with her, I begged her to leave her home and to accompany me on my journey.

I also told him that, on our return to France, I would accommodate my, now, my castle in the north of France with all the luxury of an oriental harem, where we could reside amid all the pleasures that love could induce, and the luxury That wealth could buy

After a few short murmurs, she consented, and I left her to make the necessary preparations for our departure the next day.
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As she was going to accompany me in masculine attire, acting like a page, I was forced to turn to my faithful valet, to acquire suitable dresses, etc.

At nine o'clock at night we had everything ready, and since we were going to start the trip as soon as the next day dawned, Rose, under the pretext of going to a dance, came and spent the night with me in my room at the house of my uncle.

In daylight we set off as fast as four good horses could give us.

My presumed partner seemed like a very handsome boy and it caused us to have some very fun adventures on our trip.

In a small town on the border, where we stopped, when I showed my passport to Monsieur Buchet, he insisted that we stay the night at his house, which I finally complied with.

He was an old man in his sixties, gray-haired and bald. 

After arriving at his home, he sent a servant to inform his wife that there were strangers in the hall below and that they desired his presence.

In a few minutes, to our pleasant surprise, a very charming young woman, rosy-cheeked and lively, in her early twenties entered the room.

Over the course of the night, I observed from the almost contemptuous way in which she considered her husband that the union with him had been a "marriage of convenience" and, furthermore, from the glances that I perceived passing between her and Rose, that she I thought he was a beautiful page, I knew she wanted the opportunity to give her husband a slip.

So I decided, if the opportunity offered, to return Monsieur Buchet's hospitality by adding an addition to his bald crown in the form of a pair of horns.

Upon retiring for the night, my lover informed me that he had an engagement to our host's wife. 

That she intended to drug a glass of wine for her husband at bedtime, which would guarantee his freedom for at least ten hours, and that as soon as her husband was sound asleep, she would go to his room.

I told Rose to undress and get into my bed, and I entered the room prepared for her and, undressing perfectly, waited in the dark for the arrival of the charming hostess.

After waiting an hour, I heard a light step that advanced towards the room, the door opened and she entered, and whispering the name of Pierre, which was the name that Rose had taken as a man to disguise, advanced towards the bed. 

Slipping the bolts on the door, I caught her in my arms and found she was just as naked as I was. 

Upon kissing her, she immediately knew from my whiskers that I was not the person she expected to meet, and fearing she had made a mistake in the room, she gave a low cry and fought violently to free herself.

But I firmly held her
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