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Chapter 1

Have fun at the club tonight, Baby Girl.

I sigh as I put my phone back in my pocket. I have to forget Jonathan, at least for the time of the evening. My favorite dominant won't be here tonight, I have to accept that idea.

Since I discovered his talents a month ago, I've had a hard time thinking of anything else. If other men have made me vibrate in this BDSM club, no one has ever pushed me to my limits as much as him.

Each time, it's the same explosion, the same feeling that I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me, if he doesn't kiss me. I have never known something so intense.

Under his hands, I go from the most acute pain to the most dazzling pleasure. I didn't even know it was possible to feel like this, just with sex.

He made me an insatiable little thing, always ready to go a little further to satisfy him. And if he agrees to share me with other men, then I'm perfectly satisfied.

I let my gaze roam the room. Subconsciously, I'm looking for him, as if hoping he's not really on a business trip. I probably shouldn't be so addicted. This man is not my boyfriend, he is not even officially my dominant.

We had several sessions together, and we often text each other. Photos mostly, often intimate. Still, that does not make us a couple.

I sigh again, before taking another sip of my soda. I'm here now, might as well enjoy it. Who knows, I might even find someone even better than him. I doubt it's possible, but it doesn't hurt to try.

Still, I can't help but think of him again, admiring myself in one of the mirrors in the room. The sexy little red dress he got delivered to my house this morning fits perfectly, like it was custom made for me.

The fabric stops at my buttocks, offering quick and easy access to whoever will want to slip between my thighs. As for my breasts, they are barely held up by the thin straps of the deep V-neckline of the dress.

I smile, playing with my long black hair. I have never been so beautiful than since I started going to these places. It's as if something had changed in me. As if the ropes and the punishments had finally made me freer. Sexier.

“Megan?”

I almost jump when I hear my name, snapping back to reality. I turn around, discovering a man who smiles warmly at me.

“Hi, I'm Max. Jonathan asked me to make sure you have a good night.”

I can't help but smile back. It's really the type of the dominant to put me under someone’s protection. Even if he’s not there, he shows he’s in charge. And that idea alone makes me wet.

My attention goes back to Max. The man is attractive. He is tall, much taller than me. His chestnut, almost blond hair is long, tied in a messy bun.

His fleshy and greedy lips are surrounded by a perfectly maintained beard, in which I suddenly want to pass my fingers.

I refrain from any movement. I've been coming here for two months now. If I knew nothing about BDSM before I set foot here, I’m now beginning to know the codes.

He is the dominant. It's up to him to lead the dance. Even if I don't know exactly what his role will be tonight.

Maybe he'll just make sure I feel comfortable, before letting me explore the pleasure room, located just behind the door of this otherwise ordinary bar.

But I hope not. I have no trouble seeing myself trapped in his steady hands. I bite my lower lip, noticing that his arms are covered with tattoos. Does he have any elsewhere on his body? On his chest maybe... On his lower abdomen?

A light rush of adrenaline suddenly courses through me as I imagine myself kneeling before him, my tongue sliding over lines of ink I'm not even sure exists.

I jump when I realize the man has caught my eye on him. My cheeks flush with shame at having been caught in the act. I don't know why I keep reacting like this.

Every time I've been here, I've ended up tied up and naked in a room, offered to any man who wants to use me. I shouldn't feel embarrassed by those little looks anymore.

I shudder as Max walks up to me, his slightly tangy scent reaching my nose. Slowly, he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. His eyes don't let go of me. It's like he wants to memorize every line of mine. Like an image to keep forever in his mind.

I suddenly realize that he has me backed against the wall, his imposing body against mine. I feel ridiculously small against him. And yet, I’m not afraid. On the contrary, I’m hypnotized by the hazel gaze of the man.

My mouth opens, ready to receive his lips against mine. His warm breath on my skin makes me shiver, and I only dream of one thing: that he puts his hands on my body.

I feel myself melting, but the man does nothing. It would be so easy for him to lift my skirt though. To discover the soft skin of the inside of my thighs, the wetness he has already caused between my legs.

Finally, I understand why he does none of this. Why he doesn't take me hard, just here, against the bare beam. We are in the part of the club where we must behave. The one where only a few kisses can happen. For everything else, you must change rooms.

The man smirks, as if he understood my thoughts. He pulls back and holds out his hand to me.

“Come on Princess, let's see the surprise your Master has prepared for you.”


Chapter 2

My heel clicks on the floor as I follow Max into the large room. I try to stay calm, but nervousness twists my stomach, reflecting on the movements of my body. My dominant hadn't told me about a surprise.

I thought his presence would be limited to this dress he gave me, and this man guiding me. But it looks like he has more planned. I don't know if it excites me to know that he will be present, in his way, or if it worries me.

The man knows no limits. He likes to hurt me, push me to the limit, both physically and mentally. Oh sure, he knows how to spot them, and never puts me through more than I can take. But will it be the same with this stranger?

I know the men here know what they're doing. And if something goes too far, all I have to do is say my safe word, and it'll all be over. Still, I can't help but worry. And that feeling only gets stronger as I look up and notice the stares on me.

I feel like I'm in one of those bad dreams. As if I arrived naked at school and everyone laughed at me. The only difference is that here… I’m really about to find myself naked. I don't know where, I don't know when. But it’s going to happen.

Unconsciously, I hide behind Max, trying to take advantage of his imposing stature to disappear a bit from prying eyes. I keep my eyes downcast, admiring the toes of my shoes following the heel of my one-night dominant.

I can't help but lick my lips at the size of his feet. Hopefully, the rest will be up to them.

I squeeze the man's fingers a little tighter, trying to find some comfort and warmth. He may be a stranger, he’s like a link with my usual dominant. Something that connects me to something familiar and a little less scary.

Especially since I have the unpleasant impression that the people around us are becoming more numerous, closer. As if everyone was interested in us, rather than indulging in the pleasures of the flesh as they usually do.

Suddenly, I stop, my hand leaving the other's as I realize what's going on. There is no one performing on one of the stands. No submissive tied and punished by a master. No group intertwining in a sensual dance of naked bodies on one of the sofas. No.

If a few flirtations take place here and there, most people seem to be waiting for something. A few discussions take place, calm and inaudible. Like in a cinema, a few minutes before the show starts.

Feeling me brake, Max turns to me, an amused smile on the corner of his lips.

“Well Princess? Don't you want to see the surprise your Master has prepared for you?”

I swallow hard before grabbing his hand again, nodding shyly. Your master. These words shouldn’t touch me so much. I know it, my relationship with Jonathan is not official. And yet, having this bond of authority recognized by another man gives me courage and hope.

I must trust my dominant, my dominants. Even if it's scary. I know it will also be very, very good.

Despite everything, my heart begins to beat faster as what I dreaded happens. The man does not lead me into one of those many private rooms with such different themes. No cold dungeon or cozy hotel room for me.

No, it’s towards the central platform of the common room that he directs me. I follow him obediently, taking care not to fall despite my high heels. The man holds my hand more firmly, helping me up the few steps leading to the stage.

My heart beats a little faster, my breathing quickens. I've never really been one to like being in the spotlight. But now I don't really have a choice.

Slowly, Max turns around, a confident smile on his lips. I take a deep breath, fixing my gaze on his in an attempt to ignore everything around me. I use him as a way to anchor myself in the present, a way to forget everything around me.

I focus on the facial features of the man. He has an incredibly harmonious face. I wonder if he ever posed for a photographer. He could without problem, as he is beautiful.

In my observation, I discover a small scar at the corner of his lip, on the right. I wonder how he got it. It's barely visible, slightly hidden by his beard. I have a sudden urge to raise my hand and caress it, to feel its irregular contours under the pads of my fingers.

But again, I know I can't. I have to wait, be patient, again and again and see what he has in store for me.

I shudder as he bends over me, his warmth mixed with his heady lemon-scented scent making every one of my nerves react to him. This man is far too handsome, far too bewitching. It should be forbidden to parade like this, turning women's heads with his mere presence.

But he doesn't seem to care. He comes a little closer, his breath caressing my face in the most erotic of ways. I can't believe I'm soaked already. Nothing happened, and yet I'm already excited, desperate for him to touch me, even though all eyes of the club are on us.

My heart skips a beat as his lips are only one inch from mine. I don't move, I don't react. I forget my urge to beg him to kiss me, just waiting for him to do so. My patience is finally rewarded a few seconds later.

With unexpected gentleness, the man puts his mouth against mine, making me shiver. The kiss is slow and gentle. Like a caress that I feel in every fiber of my being. His hand slips into my neck, making me feel all the power present in his body.

He is so big, so strong. He could surely destroy me with a single move. And yet, he has nothing but gentleness towards me. Even when he slides his tongue against my lips, silently telling me to open them to let him in.

Without the slightest hesitation, I obey him, giving him full access to my mouth. My whole body ignites as his tongue begins to play with mine.

I don't know how long this exchange lasts. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? There's no way to tell. All I know is that I don't want this to end. It's all too good.

But of course, the man didn't make me come up there just to kiss me. We are no longer teenagers, we have other needs to satisfy.

The dominant breaks the kiss and takes a few steps away. I shudder, feeling completely exposed now that I no longer have his comforting warmth against my skin.

I swallow hard, unable to help but stare to the side. To face the gaze of these strangers staring at me, admiring me.

But before I can really look at them, the dominant's voice rings out, much louder than before. That's it, the man puts on a show, addressing the crowd although the words he utters are intended for me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I shudder. I had to expect this to happen, and yet, here I am, totally petrified. My reaction is silly, inappropriate, and yet I find myself unable to move. I should at least look away, so I don't look like I'm defying him by not obeying him.

I’m not. I just can't move. I knew this would happen, I couldn't really hope to stay dressed, as I'm standing in the middle of the room on a stage that has more furniture and props than in any BDSM movie than the can be found on the Internet.

Despite this, I’m unable to move, my eyes wide open, stunned like a doe in front of the headlights of a car. I barely hear the man repeating his order, his voice barely firmer than the first time.

I’m totally paralyzed, and my brain is not helping me, screaming at me to move before the man grabs me. If I piss him off too much, who knows what might do to me?

Maybe he'll come and tear my outfit with his mighty hands. I'm sure he could do it with no difficulty. Afterwards, he might throw me on his lap, administering the most painful spanking I've ever known, in front of all these spectators, feasting on my shame and my helplessness.

As much as this idea shames me, it excites me. So, when Max lands leaning toward me, I jump, ready for him to turn this little fantasy into reality. But he doesn't, leaning into my ear, resting his fingers on my shoulder in an almost tender gesture.

“You want to say your safe word, Princess? You have every right, no one will blame you if it's too much for you.”

I'm shaking a little, and my eyes are still wide open. No, I don't want to say it. I may be frightened by the situation, but the idea of giving up is even more unbearable to me. So, I gently shake my head no, my throat too tight to manage to answer him.

The man smiles, pressing my shoulder again discreetly as if to congratulate me on my courage, before stepping back again.

“Submissive, I'm asking you for the last time. Take off your clothes.”

This time it's the right one. His voice brings me out of my torpor. Slowly, I place my trembling fingers on the zipper of my dress, pulling it down in a gesture that I want to be sensual despite my nervousness.

Then I slide the straps down my arms, letting the piece of fabric fall to my feet in a puddle of silk surrounding my stiletto heels. My legs seem endless, enhanced by these uncomfortable shoes. My modesty is hidden only by a thin black lace thong. And then my chest...

My chest and bare. I wanted to play, not wear a bra, let my nipples stick out through the thin fabric of my master's dress. Now I'm paying a high price for it. Oh sure, no matter what, I was going to end up naked. But I could have been protected by that piece of fabric for a few moments longer. That's how it is, I can't do anything about it now.

I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the staring eyes on my body. I wanted to play, it's up to me to bear the consequences now. Without waiting for Max's request, I remove the last little piece of fabric still present on my body, the thong joining my dress on the floor.

I blush as I hear a man complimenting the firmness of my breasts, their roundness. He explains in detail to a person that I can't see what he would do to me, if he was my dominant.

How he would have me on my knees, keeping me there for hours, patiently submissive, waiting for him to take care of me. How he would use every part of my body until I beg him to stop.

I lick my lips, excited. That's exactly what I want too. To become the sexual slave of any man. I've never been particularly good at anything in my life. But being submissive seems like what I was made for.

Max grabs my hand, spinning me around to better introduce myself to the crowd. I blush as I feel observed in every detail. My mouth opens in surprise and excitement as the man slides his hands over my chest.

One after another, they weigh my breasts, as if to present them to others. I can't suppress a high-pitched moan as he twists my tips between his fingers. A few smiles appear on the faces of the men in front of me. I try to ignore them, remaining focused on the man's gestures.

With sensual slowness he descends over my body, caressing my bare belly, making me shiver. My breath catches as he plays with the elastic of my thong, threatening to slip inside.

I gasp in surprise as his fingers dive quickly over my pussy, playing before I even realize it with my little button of nerves. Sighs of pleasure come out of my mouth that I can no longer control.

I like the way he touches me, both firm and delicate. Giving me just enough friction to make me feel pleasure, without pushing me to orgasm. A high-pitched cry escapes me as he suddenly plunges two fingers into me, giving me no warning.

“She is already soaked. A real little slut. But we already knew that, right?”

My cheeks burn with shame as the snickers echo around me. Yes, they knew that. It was never really a mystery. Yet hearing it out loud isn't the most obvious thing to do.

But how could I hide it, when I can't hold back my squeals of pleasure when the man continues his comings and goings in my tight pussy. I think I'm dying of shame when he finally takes his hand away, only to slide it against my lips.

Without even trying to protest, I open my mouth, taking his fingers and discovering the taste of my own excitement. The gaze of the man on me is burning, and yet, I support him, as if in defiance.

A ridiculous reaction, especially in front of a man who has so much power over me. So, I try to show him that I'm a good girl, licking his fingers meticulously until he pulls them back, finally satisfied.

Without waiting a moment longer, he grabs my arm and leads me to a corner of the stage. I swallow when I see a large cross. Never before have I been attached to such an object. It's impressive, and yet, I've always wanted to test it.

I thought I would try it with my usual dominant. I hoped so. But we don't always get what we want in life.

I focus on my breathing as he attaches one by one my limbs to the torture device. I shudder when he pulls back, giving the crowd a plain view of my body.

I would have liked to be blindfolded, so as not to see this crowd that seems ready to devour me. And what happens next doesn't help my situation.

The man comes back to me, a leather riding crop in his hand. It's not the first time I've been subjected to such an object, but I've never had so many spectators to watch my punishment.

“Look at you. Wet, desperate to be touched. And yet, you were in no hurry to obey my order. I can’t accept that. I have to punish you.”

Without further ado, he raises his arm and lets his crop fall violently on the inside of my thigh. My response cry is powerful and expresses both my pain and my surprise. But I barely have time to get used to it when two shots follow in turn, making me tremble and moan.

“Tell them what you are.”

I open my eyes wide, trying to figure out what he means. Then, his words from earlier echo in my head. I blush even more, feeling shame tense my stomach. However, I don't want to upset the man, even less when he has this whip in his hands. So, I manage to stammer.

“I'm a slut.”

The whip slams down again, on the side of my ass this time, making me moan. I would like to have a blindfold so that I no longer see the mocking smiles in the room, so that I no longer meet the eyes burning my skin.

And for once, I wish I had a gag in my mouth so that I couldn't say any more of those words that humiliate me, even if they were the truth. But of course, my master for a night doesn't have the slightest desire to do that.

“Say it again.”

“I’m a slut.”

The man continues to hit me, following no logical order, only making it harder to bear. Yet I continue to do what he tells me, to say these degrading words, until I scream them after an even louder blow.

“I'm a slut!”

I'm panting, my legs are shaking, threatening to let go. If it weren't for those leather ties keeping me upright, wedged against the cross, I think I would already be on the ground.

The man smiles, visibly satisfied. I shudder as the whip comes dangerously close to my pussy. With insane slowness, he passes it over my lower lips, making me breathe a little harder under this unexpected stimulation.

He continues to rub it, until my excitement covers the object of leather. Of course, he does not fail to show it to the crowd, handing the whip to the people closest, tearing them small satisfied smiles. Then he turns to me.

“It's true, you really are a slut. But you took your punishment well, so you deserve a reward.”

I frown, taken aback. Max walks away, even coming down from the stage, weaving through the crowd of regulars. I try to control my breathing, not to panic at being alone on the stage, tied up and exposed. The task turns out to be more difficult than expected, while the dominant is slow to return.

My breath stops for good as I finally see him. The people around the scene step aside, letting him pass. In his hand he holds a leash. At the end of it, a dog collar attached around the neck of a pretty redhead.

I find it hard to calm my racing heart. The spectacle of this woman walking on all fours behind her master overwhelms me to a point that I would not have imagined. I'm shocked, a bit. Excited, too, imagining myself in her place.

I never could have imagined that one day, I would want to be considered as a dog by a man, following him obediently, lowering me to this degrading position. And yet, that's what I feel when I see them approaching me like this.

My belly twitches as I wonder what will happen next. I've never done anything with another woman, never even considered it.

The idea makes me nervous, and yet I have to play the game. I don't want to say my safe word. I don't want to freak out before I've even tested it.

The strange couple finally arrives to me, stopping almost theatrically in front of me. I can't take my eyes off the woman.

Her long red hair falls in a cascade of curls against her milky skin. She wears a black lace bodysuit, showcasing her voluptuous curves. A veritable picture of lust, offered to me.

With a light tap on the leash, Max brings her a little closer to me. Without even needing a word, the woman kneels in front of me, putting herself in an uncomfortable position.

There is now no longer any doubt about the sequence of events. Thus installed between my open legs, the woman has few options. And when her master gives her a soft "Go ahead", she doesn't waste a moment.

A scream dies in my throat as she begins to lick my pussy. It's slow, gentle. Incredibly sensual. I almost regret that she does not put her slender fingers on the inside of my thighs. I'm sure her skin is extremely soft.

But she too must obey the man. Even if it means being in that awkward position, licking a woman in front of an excited audience. The sexual tension in the room kicked up a notch as the pretty redhead sat down in front of me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see couples making out, hands wandering around, erections released from pants that have become too tight.

A wave of pride washes over me. This is partly thanks to me. They saw me in pain, they saw me moan with pleasure. My body offered to their gaze enough to put them in unparalleled states of excitement.

I can't hold back my moans any longer as the woman's licks get faster, more precise. Gently, she captures my clit between her lips, pulling lightly on it, just enough to drive me crazy.

My chest heaves at a crazy pace, catching the man's attention. Max still hasn't let go of the leash. With his free hand, he grabs one of my nipples between his fingers, pinching it until I cry out louder than the others.

I lose my footing, thus delivered to this infernal duo, stuck on this cross. I can't do anything else, just leave myself to the moment, to pleasure.

My body begins to contract, I feel my orgasm coming, getting ready with delight to welcome it. But before I can feel this long-awaited ecstasy, the man pulls on the leash and lets go of my breast.

The pretty redhead stops immediately, remaining seated on her heels, looking up at her Master. He bends down, jamming the leash between the woman's teeth before turning back to me.

One after another, he undoes the bonds that keep me clinging to the cross. I sigh in relief, shaking my aching limbs from being held down like this.

My eyes lift to the man, full of hope. My orgasm was close, and I'm more frustrated than ever to have been deprived.

Max gives me no indication of the sequence of events, content to grab my wrists in his hand, before closing a pair of handcuffs around them.

Nervous, I wait for the continuation. With a wave of his hand, he makes the woman get up. She is shorter than me, her petite stature only making her curves even more desirable. The man speaks to her, as if there was no one around.

“Take her to room number three, then meet me.”

I hold back a disappointed squeal, realizing that I won't be able to come right away. Almost jealous, I watch the couple kiss, an obvious symbiosis linking them.

I'm so frustrated. I would like to kiss someone. Find myself under the heat of a body. That the night never stops, a cock in me until the early morning.

But for the moment, this isn’t on the program. Resigned, I let myself be guided by the submissive, who takes me with a perky step to my next test.


Chapter 3

Breathe in, breathe out. Everything is going to be okay. You can do it Megan.

Sitting on the leather seat, I observe my surroundings. Apart from this comfortable lounge chair and the screen in front of it, there is nothing else in this room.

Here, as everywhere in the club, the walls are thick. I can't hear a thing about what's going on out of here. The room is plunged into total, almost suffocating, silence.

The submissive didn't stay with me long, only making sure I sat down before leaving me with a wink. Now I feel even more alone and vulnerable than when I was on stage.

My hands are still held in these handcuffs. It doesn't hurt, far from it. Between my legs, my clit continues to throb, more frustrated than ever at having been deprived of near deliverance.

I take another look around the room. After all, no one is there. And my cuffed hands fall into the perfect spot. No one will know if I touch myself. If anyone comes in, they won't suspect a thing.

I can't hold back a long sigh of relief as one of my fingers slips slowly between my lower lips. I press harder and harder, still taking my time.

If this club has taught me anything, it's that patience is often rewarded. The pleasure made more intense by the wait.

But before I can go any further, the screen in front of me lights up, causing me to gasp in surprise. Immediately, I stop touching myself. The screen remains in gray tones, only a red dot lights up at the top of it.

A camera.

Someone is watching me, that's for sure. But I can't see who it is.

Modestly, I squeeze my legs, trying to hide my pussy. Then, I try as best I can to tighten my arms to hide my chest. But all it does is make it more imposing.

I can't take my eyes off that red dot, my breathing causing my chest to heave at a rapid pace. I wonder who is there, behind his screen. And what he expects from me. Or she.

For what seems like hours, time passes without a word being spoken, without a face appearing on the screen. I find it increasingly difficult to stay calm, yet trying to reason with myself so as not to panic.

Suddenly, a familiar voice sends an electric shock through my body.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

Jonathan. My usual dominant. My Master. I can't believe it's him, but I would recognize his voice anywhere. His detached tone. His controlled nonchalance.

A big smile forms on my face, and I look more intensely at the camera, as if I could probe his eyes through it.

“Good evening, Master.”

“So Little Girl, I heard you had fun?”

“Yes Master.”

“Was it good?”

“Yes Master, but Max didn't let me come.”

“I know, those were my orders. And what did you think of my final surprise?”

I instinctively lower my eyes, feeling my cheeks flush. I know what he is talking about. Of this little redhead, of her fleshy mouth between my legs, licking my clit with softness and sensuality, bringing me ever closer to the precipice.

I never would have believed that sleeping with a woman could have pleased me. But I must face facts. This first experience, although short, was incredibly hot.

My throat tight, I can't say it out loud. Still, I can hear the mocking air in my dominant's breath, in his voice that echoes all around me in the room.

“I… Yes. It was good. Thank you, Master.”

“You’re welcome.”

Silence falls again in the room. My chest continues to heave, this time with impatience. I am there, offered to his virtual gaze, and I only want one thing: for him to launch the game.

I'm sure he has something in mind. He's not going to just stare at me like that naked, just for a few moments, is he? I look up at the screen again, daring to break the silence.

“You... You don't show yourself, Master?”

“No. Not yet. You haven't earned it.”

I can't hold back a sulky pout. I would have liked to see his face, see his reaction as I spread my thighs a little more, giving him a clearer view of my fully soaked pussy.

I don't know where this sudden courage comes from, but I like it. I probably shouldn't provoke him, but I can’t help it. And then he is far away. He'll have to wait to punish me himself.

If he notices my shenanigans, he says nothing about it, picking up the thread of things.

“I need you to do something for me, Submissive.”

“Whatever you want, Master.”

“Good girl. I prepared something for you, under your chair. Grab it.”

Intrigued, I comply. I lean my body, trying not to lose my balance despite my cuffed hands. Fumbling, I seek his surprise. I find a small box that I hasten to put back on my lap.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when I open it and discover its contents. An anal plug, and lube. I instinctively look up at the screen, as if I could see my master. Satisfied sound escapes from the speakers in the room. Apparently, I got the reaction he expected.

I swallow, looking down at the object again. It's not the first time I've had one in me. But usually, it's one of the men I've slept with who installs it for me. I never did it alone. And this prospect frightens me. As if noticing, the dominant guides me.

“Start by putting lube on a finger. Go slowly. Take your time, we have all evening.”

I inhale deeply before executing his order, trying to forget my shame to better satisfy my dominant. The thing is not made easy with my handcuffs. As best I can, I begin to dig a finger inside myself, doing everything to focus on my movements while making sure my master doesn't miss a thing of the show.

I'm doing this for him. For him and for him alone. I don't want to give this place of me to anyone else anymore.

I relax little by little, even beginning to find pleasure. I can't go very deep, this position preventing me, but it doesn't matter.

At my master's command, I add a second finger, enlarging my most taboo entrance under his gaze that I imagine burning with excitement.

I hope now he regrets going on a business trip. Who knows, maybe next time he'll take me with him. I shudder, imagining myself naked and tied to a bed in a luxury hotel room, spending my days with a vibrating egg inside me, activated remotely by my lover as he negotiates big contracts.

I want to do these things. Become his official submissive. And for that, I must prove to him that I'm worth it. Even if it means doing degrading things.

After all, I can't hide it. It pleases me too. I could deny it all I want, the excitement between my legs would contradict me.

“I think you're ready for the plug.”

I nod, withdrawing my fingers to replace them with the heavily lube-covered object. A sigh of satisfaction escapes my throat as I suddenly feel full.

“This little hole is mine. Nobody has the right to play with it tonight, is that understood?”

I nod, a wave of warmth washing over me at the sound of him being so possessive with my body. Even if he shares me, lets me explore this new sexuality with other men and women, I remain his, and he wants to show it.

“You're soaked baby girl. You want to come, right?”

“Yes Master. I wish you were here to touch me.”

“Go ahead. Show me what you would like me to do to you.”

I bite my lip, a big smile lighting up my face at the words. I spread my thighs a little more, giving him an unobstructed view of the show. Then I rest my body against the chair, making myself comfortable.

I begin by raising my cuffed hands to my breasts, stroking them as best I can despite my limited movement. But quickly, I lower them on my belly. My clit is desperate and ready to explode. I can't make it languish any longer.

However, I imagine myself in the place of my dominant. I know he would start by caressing the inside of my thighs with crazy slowness. So, I imitate him, arching my back a little more under this gentle gesture.

Finally, I put my hand on my nerve button, letting out a long sigh of relief as I trace light circles on it. My movements are slow, but intense, as I put more and more pressure.

I must stay focused to keep my legs open, and make sure he misses nothing of my vice. I keep my eyes glued to the camera, like I'm trying to bond with him, show him how much I want him.

“Speed up.”

I moan, complying without the slightest difficulty. His command electrified me, and I'm going much faster now, moaning unrestrainedly as my feet begin to tense in pleasure.

“Harder. Go on Little Girl, make yourself come.”

I bite my lip, small, high-pitched squeaks escaping me. I don't have the same strength, the same power as the man, and yet the pleasure is definitely there. My eyes close as I imagine him next to me, that he’s the one touching me with such expertise.

I arch my back and a dull cry escapes my mouth as the long-awaited orgasm finally explodes through my veins. I continue my hand movements, erratic, doing what he would do, prolonging my orgasm for as long as possible.

I open my eyes again as the mists of pleasure clear, my breathing harder than ever as my heart pounds in my chest.

I smile at the camera, satisfied. I don't know if the man touched himself at the same time as me, also seeking his pleasure. It doesn’t really matter though. I'm sure he liked what he saw.

“You've been a good girl, Megan. Now get up. You're not done with my surprise yet.”


Chapter 4

It takes me a few moments to collect myself as I re-enter the main room. The atmosphere is very different from the small cell where I was a few moments ago.

After the silence worthy of a cathedral, and the bareness of the grey room, my senses find themselves assaulted. From all sides, stimuli spring up. My eyes don’t know where to rest. Everywhere, bodies come together and come apart in sensual exchanges.

I just came, and yet, I already feel horny again. The slightest spark, and my whole body ignites. To say that before reaching orgasm only once was already a feat for me. Now I have to come again and again, otherwise I'm not satisfied.

I lick my lips, observing a woman strapped where I was earlier in the evening. I wonder if I too looked so sexy exposed this way, limbs torn. Despite the force her dominant puts into his whipping, the woman's moans are clearly of pleasure.

There is something reassuring about seeing that. Yes, I’m clearly a slut. But still, there's nothing wrong with me. I'm not the only one with these dark desires. To appreciate a little pain, to better feel the pleasure right after.

It's not something easy to explain. To make it understood. So, to have found a place where I am not judged, and even where I am understood, is an unexpected gift.

I come out of my contemplation, feeling a warm hand land in the small of my back. I had forgotten that I was naked. I’m usually so modest, this place completely transforms me.

Max is there, a big smile on his face. He’s alone, his pretty submissive absent. I’m almost disappointed. She looks interesting, I would have liked to learn a little more about her.

Since I started going to the club, I have mostly dealt with men. With dominants. I would like to bond with other submissives. Discover more.

For the moment, I content myself with the reassuring presence of the man next to me. His thumb traces small circles on my bare skin, as we both stare the stage. The dominant has just untied his submissive, now taking her in his arms, stroking her hair and body to relieve her after this intense session.

A strong bond seems to unite them. Immediately, I think of Jonathan. Hearing his voice, having come under it, was more than I could have expected tonight. And yet, I miss him.

I can't wait for him to come back, and to do all these things with him again. I think I'm ready to go back on stage, despite the embarrassment I felt.

I jump as Max's hand drops lower, playing with the plug I've tucked between my ass. I tense, hoping he doesn't try to pull it off. My Master has been very clear. This area is his, and his only. No question that he shares, not even with the one to whom he nevertheless entrusted me this evening.

“Nice accessory. Ready for what's next?”

I follow his gaze to the stage, empty again. An embarrassed smile forms on my lips. I wanted to go back, I just hadn't expected it to be so soon. Putting aside the hesitation that's beginning to plague me, I nod, grabbing the hand he offers me.

A few people approach, seeing us return to the stage. Our previous performance must have pleased them. So much the better. Even if I'm the submissive, and I don't have much to say about the course of the actions, being admired like this gives me incredible confidence. I feel strong. Powerful. Like a goddess to be admired and feared.

Yes, I think I could get used to that feeling. Even if in a few moments, the dominant could very well make me cry, or howl in a pathetic way. He can't take that gleam out of my eyes. This desire to continue.

My heels are the only clothes I still have on me, like a highly erotic symbol. I let them echo on the floor as the man guides me to my next ordeal. This time, it's not to the cross that he wants to tie me, but to a bench.

Gently, he helps me settle on it, my belly coming into contact with the leather as my knees settle on either side of the object. Max closes the straps around my calves, making me shiver.

Being tied up is probably one of my favorite things. Being deprived of my movements, totally offered, has something both reassuring, but also terribly exciting.

He continues his installation, putting his leather ties around my back. Then, my arms, freed from my handcuffs, find themselves attached to either side of the bench.

My cheeks are hot. I am totally open, exposed to everyone's gaze. I know, in this position, my viewers can see my plug, my soaked pussy. They can miss nothing of my degradation.

And this idea makes me even more wet.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when it's not Max that I see settling near my face, but the pretty redhead from earlier. She has a big smile, giving her an even more ingenuous look, contrasting with the very feminine shapes of her body.

She crouches beside me, so close I can smell her perfume. Rose, mixed with something else... A little lemon, I think. Like her dominant. Perhaps it’s his perfume that has been transferred on her. Who knows what they did, while I was busy giving Jonathan a virtual show?

She gently pushes back a strand of hair that has escaped from my ponytail, before approaching a little closer to me. And then, without warning, she presses her lips to mine. I don't push her away, or protest.

This is the first time I've kissed another woman. And I must admit that it is not so bad. It doesn't have the urgency, the almost imposing force of the dominants that usually capture my mouth. It's soft, light. Pleasant.

She pulls back, giving me a wink. Then she grabs what Max hands her. He’s there, a few inches from us, observing us. I look down to see what he has planned for me.

A gag, adorned with a silicone ball. I bite my lower lip. This is not the first time that I have to bear such an object. And yet, it still impresses me as much.

Forgetting my nervousness, I open my mouth when the other submissive approaches the object of my face. Without hesitation, I bite into the ball, trying to get used to its imposing presence between my lips.

I know it's going to be unpleasant for a while. But I have no choice. I have to accept the trials presented to me.

Although I must admit, I would rather have my mouth filled with cocks than this object. I must be patient. Everything comes at the right time to who knows how to wait, right?

I shiver as the infernal duo pulls away. Here I am again alone, totally open and vulnerable. I close my eyes, focusing on my breathing rather than the curious gaze. Some have come forward, just to see my face, my reactions, while I'm there, bound and gagged.

It’s impossible for me to know what awaits me. What are the other two doing? They may be gone for good. Maybe this is my test. Stay naked and exposed for as long as they want, until I start crying. Begging, my complaints stifled by this ball in my mouth.

My cheeks are already blushing. What a humiliation it would be to be treated like this. I don't know if I could bear it. It seems a bit extreme. And yet, what can I do against it? If it's Max's will, or Jonathan's order, there's not much I can do about it.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I feel something touch my skin. A finger, traversing the hollow of my spine in a sensual gesture.

A trail of goosebumps takes shape on my body at this erotic passage. It's light, excruciatingly light, and yet it's enough to fire me up.

But my excitement falls the moment the finger is replaced by something else. Leather straps. A flogger. This object is not the easiest to bear. With each blow, the straps draw a new pattern, bringing new pain to a piece of skin that has yet to be explored.

My buttocks are exposed, my arms and my thighs too... Just like my pussy. The playground seems endless for the dominant. And I know he's going to have a field day.

For the moment, he is content to caress my skin with his object of torture. Slowly, he smooths it over my exposed skin, making me shiver with both pleasure and fear.

I know it, at any moment, he can stop this gentle movement to replace it with a violent blow. There is nothing I can do to counter this. Just take a deep breath, and hope it passes quickly.

I shiver as he descends along my legs, having fun taking his time on the inside of my thighs, an area that is particularly erogenous to me. Then my calves are entitled to the same treatment, then my feet. I hadn't even noticed that my shoes were gone before then.

A cry escapes my throat, muffled by the gag. Without warning, the man just kicked the soles of my feet. Never before had a dominant been interested in this part of me, let alone during a punishment.

He repeats the movement twice, three times, before switching to the opposite foot. My toes curl up, unused to the feeling. It's painful, and the feeling is different than on the fleshy parts of my buttocks, my thighs.

It's as if I felt everything more intensely. As if every nerve in my body was activated at this stimulation.

He goes up on my calves, offering me a little respite. After the feet, it seems like a cakewalk. But of course, the dominant is not there to make things easier for me.

No sooner has he given me time to come to my senses than he starts kicking my feet again. My entire body contracts, and drool escapes down my chin without my being able to hold it back.

I look up, meeting the lustful gaze of a man. Obviously, he is enjoying the sight of my downfall. He's not even that attractive, and yet I'd like him to come closer. That he opens his zipper, to show me this member visibly stretched through his pants.

He could take my gag off and stick his cock in my mouth. There was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it. And this idea excites me terribly.

I snap back into reality as the blows go up, my dominant now attacking the fragile skin of my thighs. I can't stop my body from arching, trying to fight against this unnatural situation.

I can’t help it, my survival instinct takes over, making me move in all directions. But Max doesn't care.

He knows it, only three close kicks of my right foot should make him stop. My safe word, when words are impossible for me. So, in the meantime, he continues his choreography on my skin. And then he tied me too well for my movements to give any real result.

I let out a higher squeal as the flogger lands on my ass like a million little bites. The pain is intense, and delicious. I feel it, between my thighs, I'm more soaked than ever.

I’m ready to receive a man, any man. I just want to be filled again and again. Get the whole club over me, if that's what they want.

But for the moment, I still have to endure these strong blows on my ass, on my thighs. I feel my skin redden under this strong treatment, and yet, I do not move my foot. I can do it. I can hold.

My fingers close on the leather armrests where my wrists are attached. I dig my fingernails into the fabric, convinced that I'm not the first to attack it like this.

The blows are strong, until finally stopping. I lower my head, unable to hold back a sigh of relief despite the now drool-soaked gag. What a pathetic sight I must put on.

Despite my shame, I absolutely don’t want this to end. I want to continue to be used like this. Humiliated. I know, the pleasure I feel later will only be greater.

I tense as fingers slide over my soaked pussy, parting my lower lips to caress my raw skin. The gesture is light, but enough to make me shiver as it goes back to my clit.

I moan against the gag as the movements quicken. Then, without warning, two fingers dig into me. They move fast enough that a wet sound is heard, despite the background music and the talk and other activity taking place in the room.

My cheeks flush as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I would give anything for these fingers never to stop. They know exactly what to do, where to press, to make me lose my footing.

“She’s ready. If you want to use her, now is the time.”

Max's voice makes me tremble. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. Once again, I’m going to find myself in the hands of many men. I’m offered to them, completely open, ready to receive them for as long as they wish.

A man approaches me, removing my gag without missing a beat. Then, without delicacy, he brings his tense member into my mouth.

My jaw is already tired from being held open like this by the little ball of silicone. But I don't really have a choice. I must satisfy all those who will want to use me. It's the rule of the game.

So, I focus, trying to give him as much pleasure as I can despite my restricted movements. I manage to move my head to perform a few back and forth on his cock, occasionally adding small well-placed licks that make the man moan.

Behind me, the fingers continue to move, in and out of me at a brisk pace. However, no thumb comes to rest on my clit. No cock comes to replace this hand. I must be patient, despite my body shivering with envy.

I gasp in surprise as the fingers move away in a quick motion. It doesn't take more than a few moments for something else to line up at my soaking wet entrance. A disappointed sigh comes out of my throat occupied by this cock.

It's not a man who enters me, but a stupid silicone toy. I don't have the slightest doubt about that. Still, I can't help but savor this moment. I needed to be filled, to feel something tear my pussy.

It doesn't have the warmth or naturalness of a real man, but for now, that's enough. I focus a little more on the cock in my mouth, accelerating my movements, snatching very recognizable grunts from him.

A few more seconds, and the man's body tenses, his seed invading my mouth without warning as his fingers close in my hair.

I swallow everything he gives me without complaining, taking advantage of this short moment of rest. I know it, soon, another man will come to take his place.

Behind me, the dildo thrusts intensify, making me moan as another cock enters my mouth. I suddenly wonder who is holding the dildo. It could be Max, or it could be an unknown man.

Or... A woman. After all, my dominant made it clear to me that he wanted me to explore this path.

I moan against the man's cock as a hand lands on my clit, pinching it lightly. A rush of adrenaline runs through my body. My limbs contract in response to the pleasure I receive. I know, my orgasm is not very far.

A few more moments, and a white flash erupts before my eyes, almost making me clench my jaw on the cock still in my mouth. In me, the dildo continues to be moved without stopping. It doesn't matter that an orgasm runs through my body. I will have to endure all the attacks they want to give me.

The man empties into me before unceremoniously walking away, zipping up his pants like he's coming out of the toilet. I take a deep breath, trying to control my emotions. For the moment, no one is coming to take his place. Only the dildo continues to keep my senses awake.

I yelp as a loud slap hits my ass, followed by a second. The blow is powerful, and delicious. A few smiles appear on the faces around me, visibly amused by my reaction of pleasure in the face of these painful gestures.

My fingers tighten a little on the leather in front of me, as I feel another orgasm coming. I've never had one so close, let alone with a toy. But the fingers that continue to turn on my clit leave me no choice, and again, I see myself going through a wave of pleasure.

I barely have time to recover that the object is removed from my soaked pussy. Immediately, a man plunges into me. I can't hold back a cry. He’s long, and stops only once completely in.

My breathing quickens as the man grabs my ponytail, tugging on it so that I arch my back a little more against my bonds. He doesn't take his time, his thrusts intense as high-pitched squeals come out of my throat.

I’m his object, his little thing, his reel. He uses me as he pleases, and I just have to submit. Exactly what I wanted. I close my eyes, indulging in the sensations as he quickens his hip movements.

A hand slides over my clit, and again, I lose my footing. I don't even understand how this is possible. But the almost mechanical rhythm of the man in me, combined with this expert hand, plunges me into orgasm again.

I barely feel him emptying into me, my pussy contracting around his cock plunging him into his own pleasure. He’s immediately replaced by another man, working on me without the slightest elegance.

The minutes pass and the men follow one another. Hands squeeze my ass with force, or grab my hair, my shoulders. I shudder, and feel exhausted from being abused like this, totally limited in my movements. I feel like the next orgasm will kill me. And yet, I only want one thing: that it happens.

I want to cum again and again. Receive each of these men in me, several times if they want. And why not women too, harnessed in strap-on. I'm just a shaky, desperate little thing. I no longer control anything. My libido dictates my thoughts, and I have no intention of stopping it.

The little redhead comes to kneel in front of me, stroking my face gently as I find myself open in two by a huge cock. The young woman's smile helps me hold on.

A few whistles echo around us as she comes a little closer, kissing me. Her tongue drags mine into a frantic dance, igniting everything else in my body as my clit finds itself pinched hard again.

My cry of ecstasy is muffled by the kiss, my body tensing before completely relaxing, as if drained.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief as the man slips out of me and I feel my body released from its bonds. Hands hold me, helping me slowly return to a normal position. The little submissive stays close to me, helping me keep my balance after all this time hanging upside down.

Max is there, his hands resting on my hips. A soft smile lights up his face, and he leans over me to kiss me. It's soft, light. Like a comfort after the power of what I just felt.

“How about you spend the rest of evening with us?”

Still in the mists of orgasm, I nod my head. I don't want to be alone. And I think... I think I have just enough energy to find myself stuck between this sensual couple.

Without thinking any more, I take the hands they both hold out to me, letting them guide me to a more intimate part of the room. In an alcove with shades of burgundy velvet, we settle down. I stay up, waiting for my next order.

Max slowly undresses as the petite redhead sits on the couch, observing the room. My breath catches as I discover a tattoo on the man's hip. Exactly as I had imagined. I lick my lips as the dominant sits down.

He places his hands on my waist, pulling me closer to him. I straddle him, sitting on him lap. My hands lay mechanically on his muscular chest. He smiles at me, his fingers sliding up the back of my neck as he pulls me into a kiss.

It's soft, sensual. A contrast to what I suffered just a few minutes ago. A most welcome comfort. I sigh against his lips, feeling perfectly safe.

The kiss deepens, getting hotter and hotter. I feel his cock grow against me, and I can't help but grab it. It’s like the rest of his body. Big. Strong. Perfect.

The man loses patience under my hand and ends up lifting me to align me with his hungry member. I squeal against his lips as he drops me onto his cock. I may have been more than prepared by the others, but I still feel a slight tightness. No man was as wide as him tonight.

I have to get used to it, however, because the man does not intend to give me a break. His hands on my hips, he makes me come and go on his cock at an already hellish pace. Then he breaks the kiss.

“Can you help Laura?”

I turn my head, realizing that the little redhead is there, a few inches from us, touching herself without ever taking her eyes off us. I nod and reach for her. She steps closer, allowing me to run my fingers through her hair. My lips land on hers as I tentatively lower my hand to her breasts.

This is the first time I've touched a woman. Nervousness is followed by excitement. Her skin is so soft, it's like touching silk.

One by one, I grab her nipples, making her moan against my mouth. Max, on the other hand, seems to be enjoying the show, slowing his movements to allow us to catch up with him.

I take courage and slide my hand on the belly of the young woman, until reaching the fine fleece that covers her sex. Without thinking, I land on her clit, rolling it between my fingers. Laura breaks the kiss, needing air to moan. Apparently, she likes what I do to her.

Her hand slips between my body and that of her dominant, who in turn accelerates his movements. Our moans mingle with his grunts. There is no more logic, no more pride. Only beings of lust running after their pleasure.

I’m the first to come, my body over-stimulated by this most incredible evening. My forehead rests on the man's shoulder as he captures his submissive's lips in a passionate kiss.

It doesn't take much for the pretty redhead to also come against my fingers, her little squeaks ringing in my ears like the most erotic sound in the world.

His submissives satisfied, Max only focuses on his own pleasure. His hands grip my hips tightly. I no longer have any energy. I'm like a rag doll that he impales on his cock again and again, until he finally tenses and empties deep inside me.

Panting, he grabs Laura and wraps his arm around her, holding us both in his comforting warmth. There's nothing else in the club that matters. Only our bodies, intertwined to better come down from this intense ecstasy.


Chapter 5

A loud moan escapes my throat. It's not very sexy, but I don't care. I’ve had my dose of sex for at least three days. And this thing is way too comfortable.

Take a bath after an intense session? It's nice and relaxing. But a bubble bath? That’s heaven.

I adjust my position, letting the powerful jet massage my aching back from these bonds and these many cocks inside me. I don't know how many men have run over me tonight again, and I don't care. My inner beast is satisfied, it doesn't need more.

Max told me he sent some photos and video clips to Jonathan. I hope my dominant was happy with what he saw.

Maybe he's very busy right now. Alone, in his impersonal hotel room, jerking off and imagining himself in my company. Imagining that he was the one who did all this to me. I really hope next time I can travel with him.

But I’m surely putting the cart before the horse. For now, I'd better enjoy the moment. Especially when Laura approaches me, a loofah in her hand.

She begins to gently clean my arms, my breasts. It doesn't take much for my nipples to point again. I roll my eyes as the young woman laughs softly.

You'd think my body would have had enough after all that stimulation. But apparently, it still has excitement to spare. Without me. I had enough.

I just want to finish this bath, get dressed, and go home to get into my bed. I let out a small sigh, already imagining the softness of the sheets against my raw skin.

I’m out of my daydream by Max. The dominant approaches, tenderly kissing his submissive. They have been together for four years, they told me. They live together, and the club has become their second home. Where they come to explore their sexuality together.

I can't help but envy them, imagining myself in the same situation with Jonathan. Maybe someday...

The young woman gets out of the bath, letting herself be wrapped by her lover in a huge towel. I keep admiring their perfect symbiosis for a few minutes before getting up in my turn, grabbing the towel that the man gives me with a smile.

As I get ready to get dressed, Max comes back to me, a medium-sized box in his hands.

“Jonathan wanted me to give you this, if you were able to pass his tests. No one doubted you would, far from it.”

His wink makes me blush, and I try to hide my embarrassment by grabbing the box. My breath catches as I open it.

Inside is a submissive collar. With a small metal medal, engraved with a J. Jonathan. I'm his, it's real now. Laura claps her hands happily, almost happier than me.

“Your first submissive collar, how exciting! Give it, I'll put it on you, and then we'll send some pictures to Jonathan.”

Still in surprise, I let her do, admiring myself in the mirror once my neck is adorned with the very special jewel. I touch the leather with my fingertips, appreciating its softness and suppleness.

While Laura makes me pose in positions each more sensual than the next, I am obsessed with a single thought.

To see my dominant again.
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“Spread your legs for us, pretty doll."

Since I walked through the door of this BDSM club, my life is no longer the same. I used to be an ordinary woman, with dark, unspoken desires. But since I finally dared to indulge them, I discovered how far pleasure can go.

No matter how many men want to take me, I'm ready to be their perfect SUBMISSIVE.

They can tie me up with ropes or handcuffs. They can punish me with their hands or a riding crop. Put a blindfold on my eyes, or a gag in my mouth... Nothing scares me anymore.

I will submit to any of their desires. Even if it means doing it with another woman. Even if it means letting them take every part of my body at the same time.

Insatiable, I’m going to offer myself to every DOMINANT of the House of Pleasures.

If you like shorts better, here is First & Next in Series:  1. Bound to submission & 5. Bound to serve
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“You’re going to take it all. You hear me, Submissive?”

When I accepted this job as a bartender in a BDSM club, I thought it’d be just another job. I never thought I'd enjoy it so much that I'd ruin all my panties. Even less that I’d end up taking part in these lustful games.

But when this attractive DOMINANT offers me to become his SUBMISSIVE, I can't resist.

He’s older than me, and has more experience than any man I have known before him. Despite my nervousness, I surrender myself to his hand. Without ever saying my safe word, I let him trap my body in ropes.

And the dreaded spanking? It makes me scream with pleasure. Soon, I find myself begging him to touch me. To take me. Anywhere he wants.

Forget the shame and the vanilla ways. For him, I open up completely.
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[image: ]

“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.

It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.

And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve. Even if it means spreading their legs for other men.

They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.
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