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Chapter 1

“Yes, that's it. Just like that. Damn, you’re hot.”

My cheeks flushed, I push the man a little deeper into my mouth. I never thought that one day, I would suck the dick of a man I barely know. Even less in a public place.

Oh, sure, we are not the only ones doing this. In this BDSM club, everything is done for people to have fun. As I discovered the first time I came. And what a first time...

No sooner had I arrived than a most attractive dominant approached me, flirting and introducing me to this new world. I planned to be a simple observer; I became a submissive. And when this man offered to fulfill one of my most secret fantasies, I hastened to accept.

Blindfolded, I let him invite other dominants into one of the club rooms. Thus deprived of my sight, I couldn’t say how many men passed over me. All I know is that I loved it so much that I'm already back.

Much less nervous than the first time, I entered the club, immediately heading for the main room. The one where everything is allowed, as long as you find someone with the same desires and kinks as you.

I scanned the room, looking at the bodies that were already mixing, feasting on the sounds of flesh and pleasure, barely drowned out by the light background music. Immediately, I felt my arousal rise, soaking my panties obscenely.

I couldn't help but stare at all the men there, wondering if they were there last week, when I was offered to everyone. Did they see me naked? Have they tasted my mouth, my pussy?

Not seeing Rhys, my very first dominant, I sat on one of the chairs, enjoying the spectacle of a woman tied to the ceiling, her breasts trapped in a rope while a man has fun taking her ever closer to orgasm, without ever letting her fall into it.

That's when Noah came along. Gently, he grabbed my hand, placing a light kiss on it. I couldn't help but smile at this gesture of gallantry, seeming so out of step with the rest of the room.

But you have to believe that this is an effective way of attracting the attention of a woman. Because immediately, I turned away from the show to focus only on him. It didn't take long for us to start kissing. To start touching.

Now I'm leaning over him, busy taking him into my mouth, forgetting that there are people all around us. These are probably too busy with their partners to even care about what we’re doing. But if they want to watch us, I'm not going to stop them.

Kneeling on the velvet bench, I expose my ass, enclosed in my little leather skirt, to everyone. This one is so short, I'm sure it shows off my black lace thong. I had to go buy another one, after Rhys destroyed mine last week.

I wonder what he did with it, after slipping it into his pants’ pocket. Maybe he kept it as a trophy. A wave of excitement overwhelms me at this idea. I've always been a good girl, but now I've turned out to be a real slut. In this club, my only goal is to find out what other dominants can do to me.

With Noah, things seem to be off to a good start. Between two grunts, he changes his speech, going from encouragement and compliments to degrading words, each bringing me the same thrill of excitement, the same desire to satisfy him a little more.

One of his hands closes over my hair as I take him a little deeper, until he touches the back of my throat. I choke a little at this unpleasant contact, but hold on. More than anything, I want to satisfy my dominant, even if he has this role only for one night.

As his fingers hold me down on his member, his other hand slides slowly down my back, leaving a trail of goosebumps all over my body. The man takes his time, discovers me, makes me languish, until he finally reaches my ass.

With a firm movement, he squeezes my globes in his grip, squeezing a little squeal of pleasure from me. I discovered it last week. I like being manhandled. Used. In pain. This unnatural stimulation excites me more than I dare admit to myself.

The heat burns my face as the man slowly pulls up my skirt, baring my ass and offering it for all to see. Without wasting a moment, the dominant slides his finger under the thin piece of fabric barely covering them. He plays with the string for a moment, making the nervousness rise in me, but he doesn't take it away.

Then, he passes his hand inside, letting it discover my soaked pussy. I moan, trembling with pleasure at this simple gesture. But soon, he reveals his intentions, moving his soaked fingers over my crenellated contour.

Shame takes hold of me. If last week I let Rhys plunge a plug into that taboo spot, I never expected to be touched there again so quickly. And even less in front of all these people.

However, I do not pronounce my safe word, nor do I weaken in my movements of the head. He doesn't move his hand, just leaving it there, while his other hand gently caresses my hair in an almost intimate gesture. Then he leans over me, his warm voice making me shiver as much as his words.

“I've been dreaming about your little ass all week. Ever since I saw you with that plug, I wanted it to be mine. What do you say? Are you going to be a good girl and give it to me?”

I freeze, letting his words infuse in me. So, he was there last week. He is one of those men who used me without the slightest shame, as if I were their little toy.

I don't know why, but I feel even more excited at this prospect. He saw what I am capable of, and appreciated it. Otherwise, why would he be with me right now?

His question resonates in me without me being able to find an answer. If I fantasized about going a little further, I don't know if I'm able to take the plunge. I feel torn, and continues to slowly suck his length to try to gain some time.

But the man wants an answer. Slowly, Noah grabs my chin, forcing me to let go. Our gazes dive into each other. His is peaceful. It is neither threatening nor frightening. He just wants to continue my initiation. And I think... I think I’m going to accept.

“Let's start slow, and we'll see if you like it. You have your safe word if you want to stop. So, little girl, what do you say?”

Reassured by these few promises, I nod my head before taking his hand, ready to follow him wherever he decides to take me.


Chapter 2

I let out a long moan as his mouth crashes against mine, his tongue visiting me obscenely, roaming every inch of my cavity. I have never been kissed so passionately. I feel like I'm swallowed up by this man, and I wouldn't want it to stop for anything in the world.

Without ever breaking the kiss, the man's powerful hands land on my hips, holding them firmly before sliding onto my stomach.

I suddenly feel very small, thus held in his arms. I hadn't noticed how imposing his stature was. I feel like one move of his hands would be enough to snap me in two.

Far from frightening me, this prospect excites me even more, and I can't help but wonder how I would feel if he put his powerful fingers on my throat.

For the moment, it’s on my belly that he moves them. With force, he grabs the tails of my light shirt. Before I even have time to react, he pulls on it, popping the buttons of the garment one by one.

I squeal in protest. It was my prettiest top. But the man doesn't care, his hand sliding over my ass to smack it with authority. I understand the message. He's in charge here. I have no say.

This idea only heightens my excitement. I am now fully soaked, and desperate for his caresses to intensify.

I moan uncontrollably as the palm of his hand closes over my breast still covered in my black lace bra. Through the fabric, the dominant enjoys grabbing my nipple, pinching it barely enough to make me feel anything.

Yet I'm so stimulated that it's enough to make me squeal. The man smiles, satisfied with the reactions he manages to snatch from me. Playfully, he grabs my bottom lip between his teeth, pulling just enough to drive me crazy.

I feel like I'm fainting. It's only the firm grip of his arm around my waist that keeps me going. Slowly, his fingers join my crotch. He lets out a mocking sound against my lips as he realizes how wet I am.

My heart beats a little faster as Noah expertly unhooks my bra. Without missing a beat, he rids my chest of all clothing, breaking the kiss to admire what will be his tonight.

The man licks his lips, a gleam of excitement in his eyes. Slowly he puts his thumb on one of my sensitive spots, making me shudder. His gaze is so intense in mine that I have to look away.

I feel like my whole body is on fire as he caresses me with treacherous slowness. But before I even have time to blush with shame at my condition, the man picks me up, making me cry out in surprise.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around and presses me against the desk behind me. I, who was wondering about its use in such a place, now I understand better.

For a moment, I stop breathing at the sudden brutality. The man is even stronger than I had imagined. If he wanted to, he could destroy me. And I won't stop him. I don't know where these dark thoughts are coming from, but I don't care.

Because the arousal has never been greater than now that his hand is resting on my upper back, holding me firmly in place. My breathing quickens, my breasts stuck against the cold glass covering the desk.

With the same force, the dominant grabs my skirt, pulling it up over my hips to give himself a full view of my ass. I squeal as one of his hands lands on my thin skin. My whole body shudders at this contact, which is repeated again and again.

I like being spanked like this, transformed into an object that he can dispose of as he wishes. Even though they are painful, his fingers snapping my ass have the same effect on me as if they were placed on my clit. The latter contracts, silently begging for a caress, for a mark of intense attention.

The man suspends his blows to slowly slip his fingers under my thong and make it fall down my legs. I shudder as I feel him lower behind me, his warm breath caressing my most private parts.

I'm shaking, soaked like never before. I chew my lip impatiently, praying that he will taste me. If he's as good with his tongue there as he was in my mouth, I know the ecstasy won't be long in coming.

I moan as he blows on my private parts. This simple gesture is enough to make me lose my mind. I know I should show more restraint. To wait patiently to receive what my master deigns to offer me.

But I can't help but wiggle my hips in a desperate attempt to receive his mouth on my desperate clit. The man's response is not long in coming.

I yelp as he slams his hand down on my ass again, a slap much harder than he's ever given me. Unconsciously, I approach my hand to my buttocks, trying to soothe the burn he has just created.

But that too, I have no right to. He slaps my hand sharply to remove it, taking its place on my inflamed globe. His fingers grip me, digging hard into my skin in a massage that's as painful as it is exciting.

I lick my lips as he leaves my ass to descend a little lower, giving me a glimpse of the possibility of a little more pleasure. But at the too light touch on my skin, I understand that the man has no intention of relieving me. He barely brushes my tense clit, only adding to my impatience.

I let out a long, frustrated moan as the man scoots back onto my thighs, skimming along them at far too slow a pace, setting my nerves on edge, a trail of goosebumps covering my entire body as my arousal continues to flow between my legs.

His fingers take hold of it, coating themselves in my natural lube without ever touching me more than necessary. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep myself from moaning. I know the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. I have to be patient and accept what he wants to give me. He'll take care of me eventually, right?

I hold back a cry of surprise as, without the slightest warning sign, one of his fingers plunges between my buttocks. Although it’s covered with my excitement, its passage is not the easiest. The man has thick fingers, I realize now that a first knuckle is sinking into my most taboo entrance.

Still leaning on the table, I try to keep control of my breathing. I hadn't expected it to happen so quickly. And yet, I don't have the slightest desire to stop him, even if I'm worried about what will happen next. How would I be able to take a man in this tight spot of me when I can barely accept his finger?

My dominant doesn’t seem to be thinking about these kinds of questions. Unfazed, he continues his dive into me, opening me inch by inch. His free hand rests between my shoulder blades, in a gesture as possessive as it is protective. I focus on the warmth it gives me, rather than the tight feeling it causes between my legs.

My forehead rests on the table below me again, and I can't help but sigh in relief when finally, his finger is all of me. It's not much, but knowing that he can't go any further at the moment reassures me.

I take a deep breath, getting used to the feeling as he stays still, giving me a few moments of respite before beginning to slowly move back and forth. Little by little, my grunts of discomfort turn into light sighs of relief.

I'm almost disappointed when Noah pulls his finger out and walks away, leaving me on that table. Thus positioned, leaning, legs apart, I feel more exposed than ever. My cheeks blush, I find it hard to stay still, I feel so ashamed. A part of me would like to cover my naked body.

I am ridiculous. Why would I want to hide from a man who, not thirty seconds ago, had his finger stuck deep inside my ass? You can hardly get more intimate than that. And yet, I really want to hide from his gaze.

But considering the power he put into his spanking when I had done nothing, I dare not imagine what he would do to me if I moved without his permission.

I take a deep breath, trying to stay calm. Soon, the man is back with me, his hand caressing carelessly my sore ass. I can't wait for him to touch me again. But Noah doesn't seem to be in a hurry.

Slowly, he runs his index finger through my body, having fun making me shiver. I do my best to stay still, although it is more difficult than ever. Despite the irrepressible urge that takes me, I don't turn around to see what he's doing.

My stomach contracts as I hear the sound of liquid coming out of a tube. I know it, this sound means only one thing: he’s about to insert something into me.

All the air comes out of my lungs as I feel a tight ball moving inside me. I don't recognize the object. It's neither his finger nor a plug. He continues to push it down, a second ball appearing. This one is slightly larger than the previous one.

Despite the surprise, I manage for the moment to hold the position. This object is not as wide as my master's fingers. I lick my lips, surprising myself enjoying the feeling. I who was desperate to receive it in my dripping wet pussy, now I'm ready to forget that.

I almost groan with pleasure when a slightly larger third ball followed the other two. I think I now know what it is. It's a kind of wand. I've seen it once, while browsing a sex toy site. I believe that my reaction to seeing this object for the first time was disgust.

I never imagined that one day, I would spread my legs to let a man push such an object into me without my protesting for a moment. Even less a stranger. I don't recognize myself. I who thought a good girl, I now discover that I am a real slut.

The wand continues its progress in me. The balls are much bigger, much wider, and they find it harder to force their way into me. I grit my teeth, feeling more open than ever.

The man takes a break and yet I feel that the wand is not yet fully in. That I still have more to take. I take a deep breath, trying not to think how huge the last ball might be.

Maybe it's smaller than his cock. I had it in my mouth. He’s BIG. Wide, and long. I don't even want to imagine what it would be like to have him in my tightest hole. I'm not sure this is possible. Has he ever done it with another woman? I dare not ask him.

I let out a squeal of discomfort as the man resumes his dive into me. The next ball suddenly seems huge to me, associated with all the others before it.

And yet, I do not stop him. I want him to go all the way. I want to see what I'm capable of, despite the fear that twists my stomach. I really don't want to say my safe word.

How is it possible to place such trust in someone you barely know? Sure, he was already inside me last week, if I believe his words. But is this reason enough? I didn't know, so he remains a complete stranger.

And yet, I trust him blindly. I absolutely don't want him to stop. Even if the new ball he has just pushed makes me grit my teeth and bring tears to my eyes. I'm not afraid of a little pain.

I feel like it makes me more alive. That all my senses are heightened. That pleasure is much stronger, much more explosive. Yes, there is no doubt. I like being a submissive.

His hand caresses the back of my neck gently as I tremble now, the last ball entering me, wider than ever. He doesn’t say a word, his presence still threatening above me.

And yet, with this simple little gesture, he reminds me that I am safe. That he is there for me. So, I focus on my breathing again, trying to calm my racing heart against my chest. Against the desk under me, it seems.

The man does not move for a long time. Then, seeing that my body is starting to relax, he begins to caress my buttocks, bringing me the comfort that my damaged skin is crying out for.

Then, with the same force, he flips me over again, spreading my thighs apart as my back rests on the cold surface of the desk. I prop myself up on my elbows to get a better look at him as his hand slides from my throat to visit my chest, passing between my breasts without touching them, almost making me moan in disappointment.

He continues his descent until brushing against my clit, without ever pressing on it. I bite my lip and give him a desperate look. A smirk parts the corner of his lip as his hands settle on my thighs, holding them wide open. My chest is heaving rapidly now, and I look forward to what's next.

My mouth opens in a perfect O as, without taking his eyes off me, the man drops to his knees, his mouth aligned with my soaked pussy. I bite my lip, not really daring to believe it.

And yet, the next moment, he sticks out his tongue and passes it slowly over my slit offered to his gaze. I let out a long moan and close my fingers around the edge of the desk. What I would really like is to run them through his hair, to keep him in this position to force him to continue his exciting gestures.

But again, it's not up to me to choose. He is the master. He’s the one who decides. And like everything he's done since we started, he takes pleasure in keeping me waiting.

His mouth slides over the thin skin inside my thigh, depositing light kisses that make me shudder. Then he sticks his tongue out, drawing small gestures on my skin, showing me what it would feel like if he put it where I really wanted it.

But here, excitement mixes with frustration. I have to bite the inside of my cheek so I don't beg him. So I don’t moan.

Again, the man returns to my nerve button. He licks it lightly. It's barely if I feel this gesture, and yet I let out an incredibly loud moan. I'm not even trying to pretend. That's what comes naturally to me as he does it over and over again.

His fingers firmly hold my open thighs, digging into the tender flesh. I push my head back as he begins to suck on me, capturing my clit between his lips to tug on it with an almost painful gentleness.

One of his hands suddenly moves up my body, gripping one of my hard nipples. I let out a small squeal as he twists it, sending strong electric shocks throughout my body. Then he drops his hand again to better grip the wand still inside me.

Without ever stopping his licks, he begins to move the object, setting all these balls in motion, tearing me apart a little more, and snatching even more powerful moans from me.

I groan in frustration as he suddenly stops. Slowly, he steps back and gets up. I can't help moaning again as he slowly removes the balls from my private entrance.

A mocking smile forms on his lips as the wand is completely removed, leaving me emptier than ever. He leans over me, making me shiver with his power, his arms framing me. His face brushes mine without ever kissing me. I am a prisoner of his body. Of his will.

“You wanna cum little girl? You must beg me for that.”

Stunned, I stutter pathetically as he walks away, fetching a new toy. He totally ignores me, not seeming to listen to any of my desperate please, Master.

He comes back to me, a fine dildo in his hand, which he coats with lubricant. My entire body freezes as his eyes dive into mine.

“So, tell me little girl... Where do you want me to fuck you with that?”

I blush heavily. The wisest answer is obvious. I would like him to take me in the normal way, in the entrance of my body that was created for this.

And yet, there is a little voice inside me that tells me that this is not what he expects. Worse. That little voice makes me realize that I don't want it either.

So, intoxicated by his caresses and stimulations, I forget my shame and hear myself begging him.

“In… In my ass. Please Master. I want you to take me there.”

A mocking sound escapes the man. Slowly, he pushes the dildo against my most taboo entrance, making it enter me without much difficulty. I breathe a long sigh of relief, delighted to be fulfilled again. Glad to be able to take it, too.

The man pushes it all the way in, making me moan. I could never have believed it was so good to have something in that shameful place in my body.

The man goes down on his knees, starting to lick me with passion. I squeal softly as he captures my nerve button between his teeth, biting it just enough to send me on that fine line between pain and intense pleasure.

I gasp, totally desperate. And yet, he proves to me that I am far from having seen everything.

Suddenly he turns on the dildo, making it vibrate inside me. I can't help but arch my back, disoriented by this new and yet delicious feeling. He presses his arm against my stomach, forcing me to hold him in place as he continues to devour me like a starving man.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, feasting on my excitement, making me scream at the top of my lungs. I put my hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples hard. I think I'm going to explode if I don't come very quickly.

The man does not stop, plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy, making me simply scream with pleasure now. I completely lose my footing as a powerful orgasm washes over me, making me convulse on this uncomfortable desk.

For long moments, the man accompanies my ecstasy, slowing his movements as my body relaxes, becoming limp against the furniture.

Slowly he removes the dildo and kisses the inside of my thighs, before coming to capture my lips, giving me a taste of my own excitement.

“Not bad for a first, right? You’ll see, soon you’ll never want to come with anything other than your little ass.”


Chapter 3

I speed up, trying to keep up with Noah to use his imposing stature as protection. We left the bedroom to return to the main room. However, he did not let me get dressed.

Here I am in heels, my breasts exposed to the sight of all. My skirt badly put back lets appear the line of my buttocks, deprived of the least underwear. My heels click on the ground in a heady music.

I'm dying to hide my chest, to shelter myself from all those looks I feel on me now that we're back among the other customers. However, I am far from being the most undressed.

Some people are having a blast, naked as on the first day, mixing with others without the slightest restraint, the bodies starting and ending without clear distinction.

Still, I would like to hide myself. At least put my hand in front of my chest, keep my boobs from bouncing every time I put my foot down. And yet, a single look from my dominant for the night makes me realize that it is out of the question. He looks so stern all of a sudden.

His hand slips into mine though, his fingers intertwining with mine to guide me to the bar. I cling to it a little more than I should, finding some confidence and comfort.

I straighten up, raise my chin, and parade proudly on the arm of this man so attractive. I'm sure there are plenty of other women who would love to lose themselves in his arms tonight. And yet, he chose me.

I keep this thought in mind as the man orders me a juice. I hurriedly down it, realizing how much I needed that boost of energy. Then, I observe the room, watching what happens there, the things that people do, not caring about being completely exposed to the gaze of others.

Noah chats with the bartender for a few moments, before putting his arm around me and whispering in my ear.

“You remember what you did last time?”

“Y… Yes.”

“How about we do it again?”

I shudder, remembering only too well the hands that manhandle me, the bodies using me, the men going over me one after the other, holding my thighs open to use me to satisfy their needs.

No, I did not forget anything. And this memory alone is enough to awaken all the desire in me. The man must see him, a delighted smile forming on his lips. I think about it for a few moments, trying to find a good reason to refuse. But I can't find any. I think I'm well and truly ready to do it again.

I nod, an almost candid look on my face. The man leans over me and kisses me fervently, making me shiver again. I come closer to him, my bare breasts caressing his chest still covered in an impeccably tailored shirt.

Without rushing, he breaks the kiss before taking my hand to guide me to a new room. This is nothing special at first sight. Then, I discover an object. A machine. It doesn't take long for me to figure out what it's for.

Taken aback, I turn to my dominant, who smiles at me, sweeping the few hairs that have escaped from my ponytail to fall on my face, putting them behind my ear.

“I thought you'd appreciate this little thing, considering last time.”

I bite my lip, finding no answer to that. The man doesn't care, leading me to the bed. Without delay, he gets rid of my skirt, letting it slide to the ground, undressing me completely.

“Lie down on your stomach, and stretch your arms behind your back.”

Slightly trembling, I obey. For long minutes, nothing happens. I wait, as impatient as anxious. I don't know exactly what he's going to do with me. All I know is that, soon, this room will be full of men again, all ready to pass over me.

And if I believe what we did earlier... It seems that they will have the right to explore a new part of my body tonight. I had imagined it last week, while finding the idea frightening. But now, the prospect of being taken by two men at once makes me more curious than ever.

The man approaches me, closing leather handcuffs on my wrists. Then, he does the same with my feet, connecting them to my thighs to force me into an impossible position.

Thus tied, I know that only the men will be able to control the movements of my body, lifting me at will to use me as a rag doll. I feel my pussy contract at this idea. I'm more soaked than ever, and the memory of my recent orgasm is now far away. I need more. Much more.

The man approaches my face, leaning in to kiss me. His warm tongue rushes into my mouth, capturing mine in a dance that makes me moan. I don't think I had ever been kissed by such a gifted man. A simple kiss, and I feel myself falling. How is this possible?

He pulls away slowly, stroking my hair for a moment before pulling something out of his pocket. I widen my eyes realizing what it is. A gag. Visibly proud of my reaction, the man has a dangerous smile on his face.

I shiver, feeling the fear rise within me. I could still stop everything. Shout my safe word while my mouth is still free. But I don't. Not because fear paralyzes me. No. Because the dark excitement rising within me takes over my anxiety.

The man, after giving me this moment of reflection, puts his hand on my jaw, forcing me to open my mouth to slip this small round ball between my teeth. I bite it, trying to calm my quickening breathing. I know it's only just begun, I can't panic right now.

With a slow gesture, the man attaches the leather strap to the back of my head, before stepping back to look at me thus harnessed, completely submissive to his will. He strokes my hair in a comforting caress.

He remains thus long moments to watch out my reactions. Giving me time to tap my feet or hands to tell him that I want to stop.

Despite the fear that twists my stomach, I do nothing. I really want to continue. See what can happen, thus harnessed and surrounded by men.

“Good girl.”

He whispers in a deep voice, caressing my cheek tenderly. These simple words send a wave of heat through my body. More than anything, satisfying a dominant is something that makes me proud, and keeps me going.

The man pulls away from me, putting his index finger on the back of my neck. He slides it down my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. I bite the little ball in my mouth a little harder as his finger comes between my buttocks.

Slowly, he traces the outline of my crenellated entrance, before placing two powerful slaps on my buttocks. I squeal, my whole body shaking. Still, I want more, arching my body as much as I can despite the restraints he placed against my skin.

The dominant continues his descent, again plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy. I gasp in surprise, barely muffled by my gag as he jerks back and forth inside me.

I can feel my cheeks flush as I hear the wet sound echoing through the room. No doubt, I am indeed wet, ready to receive him and all his guests.

I shiver as I hear him bring the machine closer to me. He drips lube on it, before sticking it to my soaking wet entrance, replacing his fingers. I can barely swallow with my mouth thus held open.

I have to concentrate on my breathing as I feel the dildo at the end of this machine push through me. It's pretty wide, but nothing I can't stand. I know it, all these men ready to take care of me are going to give me a lot more trouble.

I take a deep breath as the object is now completely inside my privacy. I get used to its presence, now waiting for the dominant to start it, and make me discover the omnipotence of this object until then unknown.

However, nothing happens. Taken aback, I look up as I feel the man walking around me. My eyes widen as after a few moments out of sight, he returns again with an object I recognize all too well. A camera.

I try to follow him with my eyes as he sets it up on a tripod, at an angle that I know will show all of my decadence. My breathing quickens, I panic a little. I'm not really against the idea, but I don't know what the man intends to do with this video.

Once everything is installed, he approaches me, catching my chin between his fingers.

“Don't worry. From this angle, no one will be able to recognize you. Your face won’t appear. I just don't want to miss the chance to have you in my private collection. It’s alright?”

Shyly, I nod, suddenly excited at the idea of being kept for posterity, even if it's in such a degrading position. I think that's what excites me the most. He whispers a good girl again, before pulling back, caressing my body absentmindedly.

Again, he approaches my ass. My nervousness increases as I hear the sound of lube dripping. I can't help wondering what he's doing. Quickly, I have my answer when he spreads my globes firmly, before pushing a small piece of silicone against my still open entrance. A plug.

I barely sigh when he pushes it in, now used to much bigger things. Once the toy is installed, he gently massages my ass, making me let my guard down.

A gasp of surprise escapes me, barely muffled by the gag, as the machine suddenly kicks into gear, driving the dildo in and out of me in a painfully slow rhythm. It's really not enough to satisfy me, but I have to be content with it.

I know it, in a few moments, they will be a whole cohort of men, ready to run over my body. I should probably take advantage of these last moments of respite before being used again in the most degrading ways.


Chapter 4

My breathing quickens as the doors open, revealing unfamiliar faces. It's the first time I've seen them, and yet what I'm about to let them do of my body is one of the most intimate things there is.

It's probably madness, I should be embarrassed just to think that this could happen. And yet, despite the blush rising on my cheeks, I feel more ready than ever.

Unlike last week, this time my eyes are not blindfolded. I can see all these men. Their faces, their bodies. I wonder how I would react if I came across one of them on the street, or at my job. I can't help but sigh in relief realizing that I don't know any of them.

It’d have been awful if I had found there a colleague, a neighbor. I should have quit, moved away. Because even if I'm ready to take the plunge and get ganged again by all these men, I really don't want to let it be known everywhere how much of a slut I am.

In a seemingly planned choreography, the men settle down one after the other around me. Timidly, I look up, looking at them one after the other. My cheeks are redder than ever.

I am ashamed of my position. Ashamed to be exposed like this. Ashamed of not being able to hold back the few moans that escape from my gag because of this infernal machine in me.

I spot a few smiles, a few erections that are already starting to tighten the pants. I can barely hear my one-night dominant explaining the rules of the game to everyone, telling them my safe word.

Despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I'm not afraid. I know that they will listen to me, that they will respect my limits, if ever I managed to reach them. Deep down, I hope I'll hold on.

That no matter what perversity they want to do to my body, I bear them all and satisfy them one after another. Until, I too reached new, unexplored heights of pleasure.

I feel intimidated by all these eyes on me. I believe this is more difficult than last week. I thought seeing them would make it easier for me, because I could see what they're doing, what they think of the show.

But I suddenly find myself tiny, thus tied naked while they seem huge, muscular, and above all still fully clothed, standing above my body.

A first man comes forward, more determined than the others. Slowly, he settles in front of me, his face leaning on mine. I can feel his breath caressing my skin as an almost sickly smile tugs at his lips.

With a theatrical gesture, he raises before my eyes the remote control connecting me to the machine, having surely received it from my dominant. I swallow hard, wondering what he's going to do to me now.

For the moment, the comings and goings of the dildo in me are very light, I barely feel them. But that is changing fast. Without warning me, the man presses a button, drastically increasing the speed of the back and forth of the machine.

I instinctively arch my back, my body finding itself blocked by the many restraints placed around my skin. My high-pitched squeal provokes a few laughs from the room. I watch the men, a frightened expression on my face as I feel overwhelmed by events.

Some have already started caressing each other through their pants, ready to intervene. They look like wolves, ready to pounce on their prey to devour it whole. I am the sacrificial lamb, and it suddenly worries me.

The man holding his hand to the remote grabs my face, forcing me to look at him. His hazel eyes are bewitching, and I anchor myself to them like a buoy, trying by all means to regain my footing and not completely lose my control of myself.

I breathe a quiet sigh of relief as the toy stops, giving me some respite. The man is having fun, stroking my face before slyly resuming the thrusts of the machine inside me, even more powerful than before.

I fight in spite of myself, my body reacting to the power of these movements in him. Again, this makes the men around me laugh. Everyone seems happy to see me struggling like this and losing control of my body.

This little power game seems to excite them. And if I'm being honest… It turns me on too. The machine pounds me at a steady pace, driving me crazy. It's unlike anything I've experienced before.

With this gag on, I can't stop a little drool from dripping down my chin, only adding to my sense of humiliation. I have absolutely no control over anything. I am their object. Their little thing, and they don't hesitate to let me know.

A man approaches us as the former continues to stare at me, changing the speed of the toy inside me at an excruciating rate. The newcomer puts his hand on my neck before sliding it down my back.

He plays with my tied hands, before landing on my buttocks. He begins by spreading them, offering himself an even better view of the plug in me. Then, after slapping my ass loudly, he grabs the little toy, making it move slowly inside me.

I have trouble breathing, and can no longer swallow to try to regain some control. My squeals become pathetic groans against my gag. I feel like I'm going to choke if they don't take it away from me.

The man in front of me is amused, grabbing my throat in his steady hand. I shudder at this mark of strength and power. He clenches his fingers slightly, making me shiver.

But despite the instinctive fear I feel, I can't help but be aroused, my intimacy tightening a little more around the dildo inside me.

The man bends over me, his cologne soaking up my nose, his heady scent making me vibrate.

“You are going to be a good girl and suck my cock.”

Greedily, I nod, too eager to finally be rid of that painful bond in my mouth. Happy to finally be able to show them what I'm capable of.

Without hurrying, the stranger undoes the leather buckle behind my head. When the object finally leaves my mouth, I can't help but have a long sigh of relief. But I can't rest any longer. Because without me realizing it, he undid his pants and pulled out his cock, already presenting it to my lips.

I swallow hard but open my mouth without him having to ask. Immediately, he lets his thick tip slide inside me.

The man takes his time, not trying to destroy my mouth immediately. He seems to take pleasure in controlling the pace of this meeting. It's as if there was only him. As if there weren't all these men around us, also waiting to have the right to touch me, to use me.

After a while he lets himself go, going deeper and deeper, slapping the back of my throat. A muffled sound escapes me as at the same time he further intensifies the movements of the dildo. It doesn't take long for him to pick up the same pace, tracing his thrusts to the machine, pounding me hard from both sides as the other man continues to wiggle the plug inside me.

I close my eyes, trying to keep my footing and not be intimidated by the situation. I know this is just getting started. Soon, this plug will surely be replaced by another man. I shudder, concentrating on the man in my mouth so as not to think about the rest.

As best I can, I move my tongue, trying to tickle its tip, its length, to make it come faster. The man lets me do it, a satisfied rattle escaping from his throat as I focus more and more.

His hand slides into my hair, squeezing it roughly as his movements quicken. A few more thrusts, and he drops his seed deep in my throat, making me cough. He pulls back and walks away without a single glance at me, tossing the remote casually at another man as some of his liquid drips down my chin.

I don't have time to be moved by the situation when another man arrives, taking his place without hesitation. He’s not as big as the other, and I take him without difficulty. The comings and goings of the machine within me have calmed down, now unbelievably slow. Far too slow.

I arch my back a little and try to move my hips to give me more friction. A loud smack hits my ass, and I have to stop myself so as not to bite the man's member in my mouth.

I hadn't expected this. However, I know it, I must respect the rule of the dominant around me. It is up to them to decide my fate. Not for me.

I feel them getting closer to me. Although I can't look, the sounds I hear leave little room for interpretation. And as a new man settles in my mouth, I feel wet drops fall on my back, on my ass.

My cheeks flush as I realize that a man has just jerked off on me, not waiting to have access to my mouth or my pussy to let himself go. Maybe he'll come back later for a second round. If that's what he wants, I'll do everything in my power to satisfy him. For him like for the others, I want to be the perfect slave.

I don't know how much time passes like this, the men playing with my mouth and with the remote control of the toy inside me without ever letting me get my fill. I feel more frustrated than ever, my clit throbbing, desperate for release.

I gasp in surprise as suddenly the plug is pulled out from between my ass. I can't stop my breathing from quickening as fingers trace my jagged outline. Looks like serious things are about to begin.

A lubricated finger slides inside me slowly, barely enough to make me sigh. After everything my dominant has done to me, I'm going to need a lot more. As if the stranger guessed, he adds a second finger, pushing it deep in one motion.

I moan against the cock in my mouth as he begins to scissor inside of me, slowly but surely tearing me apart as the dildo continues to pound me at a slow pace.

I'm sure that now, I’m staining the sheets under me, as my excitement is strong. In the room, we can quite hear the wet sound of my pussy being penetrated at this mechanical rhythm. This little game goes on and on, until the man in front of me empties into my mouth with an obscene rattle.

I swallow his seed without asking questions, far too concerned about what's going on behind me. I can't hold back a smile when Noah comes near me. I didn't know the man until a few hours ago, and now I see him as a buoy, something to cling to so as not to sink.

His hand slides up my cheek, his thumb picking up some fresh seed sliding down my chin. Unceremoniously, he shoves his covered finger into my mouth, giving me a silent command.

Slowly, I begin to lick him, looking up at him and giving him my most lustful gaze. The man smiles, visibly pleased to see me so shameless. He kneels down to my level, his warm breath against my skin making me shiver again.

“Tell me little girl, how about we show them what you're really capable of?”

My mouth opens and I feel my cheeks blush. I understand very well what he wants to do. I feel thousands of questions swirling around in my mind. Is it reasonable? Should I accept it? What if it hurt? What if, what if?

The man, seeing my questioning, delicately places his lips on my forehead, offering me unexpected comfort. When he pulls away, I smile, and nod my head gently. A mocking grin lights up his face.

“Beg me.”

I bite my lip, suddenly realizing what he's asking of me. Doing all this in public is one thing. But saying it out loud, even begging it, is something I hadn't considered. And yet, I know that I have no choice. What will happen if I shut up? I wouldn't have what I want, that's for sure.

But he might even decide to punish me. Maybe he'd leave me strapped to this machine, letting it pound me at a slow pace over and over until I couldn't take it anymore, my body shaking and I starting to cry, to beg him to deliver me.

So, with a trembling voice, I decide not to make myself suffer more than necessary.

“Please Master. Fuck my ass.”

A few laughs and hisses break out here and there in the room, the men seeming visibly excited to hear me beg for such a degrading thing. The man pats my cheek as if to congratulate me on my obedience.

The fingers between my ass come out as Noah walks around me. The men stay in a circle around me, no one coming to fill my mouth. All doubtless want first to observe the spectacle of my degradation.

I close my eyes and focus on my breathing as I hear the sound of lube coming out of its tube. At least he is preparing properly.

I can't stop my nails from digging into the palms of my hands as he climbs on top of me, accommodating my position as best he can. The dildo stopped inside me, halfway in, just enough to remind me of its presence without being too uncomfortable.

My breathing stops when, finally, I feel the tip of the man slipping between my globes that he holds apart. A pathetic squeak escapes my throat as the man tries to squeeze his massive member into that tight spot inside me.

He’s way larger than the largest ball of the wand he played inside me with earlier. My forehead rests on the mattress beneath me as I try to calm my heart, which is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to burst out of my chest any moment now.

A few tears stream down my eyes as my one-night dominant continues to progress inside me. I feel like he will never stop entering me. I have never felt so open, so torn. And yet, I have to hold on.

It's what I wanted after all. To be taken there. And I don't want him to stop. My mouth is free, I could very well beg him, ask him to stop with my safe word.

But despite the difficulty and the tug I feel right now, I want him to continue. I want to see what it feels like to be caught there, maybe even with the machine running, or with another man. I don't know if I could handle it yet, but more than anything, I want to try.

Noah puts his hand between my shoulder blades, stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb as he thrusts his last few inches into me. Sounds worthy of an animal come out of my throat, groans and squeals that I had never heard myself utter before.

In the room, the men fell silent, as if they were witnessing a historic moment. I almost smile at the idea when finally, the man's hips come to meet mine. I breathe a sigh of relief, and it's like the entire room catches its breath.

A murmur of approval rings out, some men even starting to touch themselves at the sight. Breathing hard, I stare at them one after the other, as if seeking their approval. Showing them my pride.

Behind me, Noah begins to slowly move his hips, testing the waters, seeing what I can take. Then he begins to pull back, squeezing an uncontrollable hiss of discomfort from me. His hand continues to stroke my back, encouraging me to hold on, grounding me in the present.

Little by little, his movements become faster, making me discover what it feels like to have the thick and hot member of a man in my most taboo entrance. It has nothing to do with the toys he has used so far.

Even though its thickness is hard to bear, it tastes way more delicious than any piece of silicone on earth. Hearing me moan slightly, a more playful man decides it's time to push things a little more.

A squeal of mixed pleasure and surprise escapes me as the dildo resumes its course inside me. For a few moments, I stopped breathing, too stunned by these new sensations. I open up even more, if that is possible.

My dominant does not leave me the slightest respite, continuing his comings and goings despite the machine that pounds me in turn. Worse, he even adapts his pace to make sure that at no time am I empty.

I thought I was having trouble breathing, but now a man comes to prove to me that I haven't seen anything yet. Approaching me, he lifts my chin firmly, putting his hand there to force me to open my mouth.

Without the slightest elegance, he plunges his cock into me at once, snatching a muffled sound from me. If I had forgotten that I was there to be a toy for them to use, here is a clear reminder.

I close my eyes, trying to regain control of my breathing. It's the only thing I can control right now. I feel deprived of my own body. It's as if I was floating in a world out of time, where I feel things without really understanding how they are happening to me.

The men do not leave me the slightest respite, pounding me from all sides, swinging my body back and forth in a smoothly conducted ballet. The man in front of me doesn't seem to want to take his time, using my mouth at a breakneck pace, feasting on my muffled sounds, my obscene chokes.

Without warning, he lets himself finish in my mouth, pulling his cock out in one quick motion before forcefully holding my mouth shut, making sure I swallow all of his lustful gift. I comply without even thinking about it.

I can't even think anymore, it's so intense. And when a hand slips between my legs, pressing my nerve button, I just start screaming with pleasure. The men around us hiss and cheer me on as the strongest orgasm I've ever tasted ravages my body.

I convulse, unable to get rid of the pressure inside me. Then, the movements of my dominant stop. He withdraws before coming, snatching me a small, disappointed moan. A dark part of me would have liked to feel him empty himself deep into my taboo entrance.

I frown in surprise as he pulls the machine away as well, leaving me empty as ever. Despite my recent orgasm, I can't help but feel frustrated. I would like to have even more, if possible.

Firmly, he lifts my body to change my position, throwing me without the slightest delicacy on the mattress. Thus positioned, my crotch faces the camera. My cheeks flush violently as he spreads my ass firmly.

His fingers sink painfully into my skin to offer the lens and all the men in the room the vision of my holes widened by these violent treatments. I let my face sink into the sheets beneath me, trying to hide my shame, as if they hadn't all been there moments ago as I came shamelessly.

A sound slap crashes on my soaked pussy, tearing me a high-pitched yelp making the men of the assembly laugh mockingly. Noah turns me around again, throwing me onto my back.

The harness strapped around my legs forces me to keep my thighs open. An invitation that some men are quick to honor. A first slips between my legs, gripping my breasts as his cock plunges into me.

I sigh with pleasure. Even if the machine was a most exciting experience, having the warmth of a man again in my soaked pussy gives me a much better feeling.

One after the other, the men crowd around my body, using me as they please, their hands caressing my body, making me tremble without ever letting me fall in ecstasy.

Despite these animal needs that they relieve, none cross the line imposed by my one-night dominant. Only he is allowed to use my most taboo entry. They can look, touch, but they are forbidden to plunge their cock into it.

A most welcome mark of possession, especially when the longest, thickest man I've ever seen approaches me. I shudder as he settles between my thighs, his member suddenly looking giant.

With my eyes, I look for my dominant. He's a stranger, and yet I need his presence, his gaze telling me that I can do it. He smiles at me as the giant caresses my clit with the tip of his thumb, snatching me a moan worthy of a porn actress.

Then, unexpectedly, he wraps his hands around my thighs and picks me up as if I weigh no more than a feather. With my hands still harnessed behind my back, I can't hold on to anything, totally dependent on him to keep my balance.

Without the slightest difficulty, he aligns his member with me, and makes me slide on him, opening me in two of his imposing member. I lay my head on his chest, trying not to faint in the face of this unbearable presence.

His thumb rests on my clit again, helping me to relax and push some more of his cock inside me. I shudder as I feel a presence behind me. Noah is back, his taut cock rubbing against my ass.

I don't have time to be afraid of what's to come, he's already slipping his point inside me, opening me up again. A silent scream escapes my mouth as I fall effortlessly onto his tense member.

I'm on the brink of failure, and yet my body is holding up. I could never have believed that it was possible to welcome such monsters in oneself. That it was reserved for porn actresses. And yet, that's what I do.

In low voices, the two men whisper compliments to me, encouraging me to hold on. Then, slowly, they begin to move inside me, sending electric shocks throughout my body.

My breathing is uncontrollable, I can no longer think, no longer feel, as the two men take total possession of my body. Fingers rest on my clit, turning it, pinching it, pulling it, making me cry out in a voice that doesn't seem to be mine.

Under these conditions, it doesn't take me more than a few minutes to come again, white flashes crackling in front of my eyes as the men continue to pound me, surely destroying me for good.

Totally lost in the mists of this devastating orgasm, I barely feel the two dominants enjoy each in turn, spreading their seed deep inside me like a gift that I will cherish for long hours.


Chapter 5

With my toes, I turn on the tap, adding a little hot water to my bath. I think I've been in it for hours now, and yet I'm not ready to get out of it. I take a little foam between my fingers, bringing it closer to my body to revel in its softness.

I jump when I hear the man laugh, suddenly remembering his presence in the room with me.

“Don't you think it would have been easier to ask me to do it for you?”

I smile mischievously. I hadn't really planned to spend the end of my night in a hotel room. But Noah insisted, wanting to make sure I was safe after everything my body had been through.

It didn't take me long to be convinced. Only someone crazy could refuse a night in one of the most luxurious hotels in the city.

With his fingertips, Noah picks up one of the strawberries on the plate next to me, before sliding it to my lips. I accept this delicious offering with great pleasure, delighted to be able to regain some strength.

A smile on his lips, the man grabs his phone and turns the screen towards me.

“Look how beautiful you are when you come.”

My cheeks flush as I can't look away from the video. It pictures me, trapped between the two men, a look of ecstasy plastered on my face as they use my body with a strength that seems even more impressive now that I see it.

Almost tenderly, he kisses my forehead before putting his phone away. Then, he grabs a washcloth and gently runs it over my body, helping me clean myself. There is no question that we have any relationship, but I appreciate the attention he gives me.

I lick my lips, realizing how much my life has changed in such a short time. I would never have believed that finding an address on the internet could have led me to such experiences. I should be horrified to have been used like this by so many men in such a short time.

And yet, I only dream of one thing.

Do it 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 & 3.Bound to Punishment

◆◆◆

Dominated by the Biker
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“You have to learn your place. I’m the Dominant, you’re the Submissive. You don’t get a say.”

I’m the luckiest woman in the world. Stuck in a snowstorm, I could have ended up anywhere. But I came across a biker bar. And the owner plans to do much more than offer me a drink. I already found him attractive, but when I learn that he’s a dominant, I only have one idea in mind:

Let this stranger initiate me to BDSM

Whatever he orders, I obey without even thinking of saying my safe word. This is how I find myself naked in the middle of his bar, my wrists tied by his leather belt. The spanking he gives me is painful... And delicious. He’s a complete stranger, yet I offer myself completely to him. My whole body is open for him to take.

For this older biker, I become the perfect submissive.

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.
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