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Chapter 1

Always, ALWAYS, beware of a man with green eyes. You knew it, Megan.

I knew it full well, and yet, I still find myself in a delicate situation. Like every time I let myself be enchanted by a man with far too beautiful eyes. Every time, it’s like all willpower escapes from my body to turn me into the perfect prey.

But how to resist? This man is so attractive. Impeccably styled brown hair, broad shoulders, and a suit that looks like it was custom made to show off his muscular body.

And of course, those two sparkling emerald marbles. The moment I noticed them from across the room, I was their captive.

To say I wanted to start things slowly tonight. This is only my third time coming to this BDSM club.

Each time, I found myself tied up, submitted to the will of a dominant, and offered without the slightest shame to a whole group of men. They made me spread my legs, take them one after the other in every part of my body, as if I were a porn actress.

And to think that barely a month ago, I was more of a vanilla girl. The kind that doesn't do much exciting things. The kind who is content with a few caresses and kisses in the dark.

I don't know what got into me when I decided to come and visit this place. But now it seems to have become my lair. Three times in less than a month, I am surely one of the most diligent new members.

Tonight, I was supposed to take the time to chat with people a bit, instead of going straight into the frenzy of raging bodies.

I certainly hadn't expected to find myself already there, in a room stripped of all furniture, tied up and at the mercy of this green-eyed man.

Everything had started according to plan. I had stayed in the bar part, the one where no one touches each other, the one where you can still pretend to be in a normal place, and not somewhere dedicated to lust.

I ordered a non-alcoholic drink before getting comfortable. I observed the room, the people, even chatting with a little redhead with boundless energy, and a smile that would melt the coldest of men.

But then, I saw him. Jonathan.

I didn't know him yet. At least, I don't think so. The first time I came here, I was blindfolded, while all these men took my body one after the other. For all I know, he was there too.

The man did not approach me right away, remaining seated on a sofa on the other side of the room. He just watched me, his eyes probing me with as much power as if he could read my every thought. These wasn’t probably difficult to guess, as I could not detach myself from him.

Between my legs, I could already feel the excitement building as I imagined myself doing things with him. One thing is certain, since I started frequenting this place, my libido has skyrocketed.

And even if each time, it took me several days to recover from these intense sessions, I kept touching myself thinking of when I would have the chance to come back here and live them again.

We stayed like that for a long time, staring at each other across the room. Then, he emptied his glass in one go, before putting it carelessly on the table and getting up.

Unhurried, he approached me with a gait worthy of a predator. I didn't move, just staring at him, a ball of excitement rising in my stomach.

Once near me, he began to detail me, letting his gaze run over my body’s voluptuous curves, lingering a little more on my breasts highlighted by this little leather dress that I just bought.

Never before would I have dared to wear such a provocative outfit. But now I don't feel the slightest shame.

After a few more moments of observation, the man finally began to speak, holding out his hand to greet me. I took it, holding it in mine for a few moments. He didn't let go, his body heat radiating into mine.

I shivered, feeling his skin of rare softness. This man takes care of himself, there is no doubt about it. He introduced himself, gave me his name, and nodded toward the padded door.

“Are you going there tonight?”

I shuddered, following his gaze. Behind this door is a large pleasure room, followed by individual bedrooms. This is where it all happens. Where bodies exult, where taboos fall. Everything is allowed there, as long as the people are adults and consenting.

I swallowed before nodding my head. Of course, I wanted to go. If I had just wanted a drink, I could have gone anywhere. I just didn't expect it to happen so quickly.

He held out his hand to me, and, hypnotized by his gaze, I took it without asking myself any questions.

Now naked, I have no choice but to submit to his law. Waiting for him to decide my fate, tied up and vulnerable, just for him.


Chapter 2

“Take off your clothes.”

I shiver at this order. The man doesn't even look at me, lingering on his phone as if what we're doing here doesn't matter at all.

The room is different from the one I've been to the last few times. Here, nothing resembles a comfortable hotel room. No. The room is cold and bare. Like in those porn videos I've seen many times.

It's a little intimidating, scary even, especially when I see the toys available. Whip, crop, and other instruments of pain.

I swallow. However, I don't want to leave. The other dominants have already given me a glimpse of these things, with a spanking, or a little tough treatment. But it looks like this one wants to push things even further.

My fingers slide down the zipper of my dress, pulling it all the way down until the piece of leather falls at my feet in a loud plop. The man waits a little longer before turning his head towards me.

A smile stretches his lips when he realizes that I am already naked. I decided to play with fire tonight. No panties, no bra to hide my most private parts. Of course, I had not imagined that I would find myself naked so quickly.

I had imagined discussing with a dominant first, flirting with him. He would have slipped his hand on my thigh, making it go up until he would have discovered my nudity by surprise, comfortably seated on a sofa.

I lower my eyes, suddenly embarrassed by this look that pierces me. The light is harsh here, he can see all of me. Miss nothing of my curves, of my flaws. The urge to hide myself twists my stomach.

I could slide my hand in front of my sex, and an arm in front of my chest. But what’s the point? This man is a dominant, he would not let that pass. Whatever I do, he will eventually know everything about me and my body. I might as well get used to the idea right away.

The man takes a few steps towards me, still seeming fascinated by my flesh offered to him. Then he stares at me, making me shiver.

“I have heard of your exploits. Everyone told me a lot of good things about the new girl. So, I want to try it for myself. Their compliments do not honor you though. You're even hotter than they described.”

I discreetly lick my lip, flattered by this compliment. I don't know if that's true, and I don't care. Hearing such an attractive man tell you that you are sexy is something no woman can resist.

“I know what the others have done to you. It seems you like pain. But what you've known so far was nothing. With me, things will go much further. You think you’re up to the challenge?”

I bite my lip, glancing around the room again. The objects around us leave little to the imagination. Even though I don't know his plan in detail, I know he didn't bring me here to make sweet love to me.

My pussy contracts at this idea. Vanilla sex is not for me anymore. So, even though I'm nervous about the ordeal ahead of me, I nod shyly. I am ready.

The man smiles again and walks over to me, resting his hand on the crook of my waist.

“Very well Princess. Let's play.”

The atmosphere in the room changes at these simple words. Everything suddenly becomes serious. I stay there, standing, naked, waiting to see what the man has in store for me.

He begins by picking up one of the ropes made available in a corner of the room. Without a word to me, he approaches and begins to twist the object around my breasts, leaving my arms free for the moment.

The knots grow more complex around my chest. Slowly, he hugs each of my breasts, hard enough to make me feel his grip, without taking my breath away.

I look down when he completes his work. My breasts look even bigger now. Amused, the man slaps one almost nonchalantly, causing me to gasp in surprise. My arms and legs are still free, but it doesn't last.

Slowly, the man backs me up until my legs come into contact with the single bed that adorns the room. I let myself sit on it, barely noticing its hardness, so mesmerized by the man's emerald eyes. It's as if he had cast a spell on me, depriving me I don't have any will of my own.

He starts by tying one of my arms to the bedpost, using a new cord. Then my other arm finds itself in turn stretched by a cord connected to the foot of the bed. I find myself positioned in a cross along the entire length of the bed. It's not very comfortable, and it's just getting started.

Without much delicacy, he grabs my leg and bends it so that it comes to touch one of my tied arms. I had no idea I could be this flexible before today. So much the better, because the man is determined to tie me up in this unnatural and uncomfortable position.

My ankle is bound to my wrist, my calf to my elbow, in a grip so tight that it is absolutely impossible for me to get out of it.

But just when I thought it was over, the man takes up my opposite leg. The same method. Wrist-ankle, elbow-knee, all enclosed by thin cords.

I try to calm my breathing. This position is really not the most comfortable. I find myself totally open, exposed to his gaze. But the worst is not yet here.

With horror, I see him approach me with a pair of scissors. Instinctively, I start to move, suddenly worried. It's not much use, I'm tied too tightly for it to do anything. The man stops immediately, a smile both mocking and tender on his lips.

“Don’t panic. It's just to get you out of there faster if ever you don't feel well. I promise, it's not for use on you. I'm not that sadistic.

I can't help but let out a loud sigh of relief, my body relaxing slightly at the news. The man laughs softly at my naivety and inexperience.

Slowly, he lays the blade down next to me, keeping it close at hand. I lick my lips, trying to regain some composure, now that I'm reassured about my fate. The man doesn't talk much, that's probably part of his game. But now I'm sure he has my safety and comfort at heart.

I blush as he towers over me and stares at me, his intense gaze on my body as if assessing what's in front of him. I take a deep breath as I feel my cheeks flush. My fear had made me forget my position, but now I am well aware of it.

I am completely naked, torn apart, open to his gaze and his judgment. I can't hide absolutely anything from myself. He does not deprive himself of it to take advantage of it.

I blush even more strongly when his gaze remains locked on my private parts. The ones I carefully shaved before coming here. Another thing I didn't do before. But judging by the man's smile, and judging by the subtle movement of his tongue over his lips, I think he likes it too.

Still, I can't help but feel ashamed. Slowly, he places his hand on my lower abdomen, sliding it lower and lower until it comes to my lower lips. With controlled slowness, he begins to pull them apart, stroking their soft skin without ever getting close to where I expect him most.

I feel it, I'm already soaked, and my clit is throbbing from these few attentions it has just received. But the man made it clear to me. He's not going to make things easy. If he likes to see his partners suffer, no doubt he will take a malicious pleasure before letting me feel anything.

His finger continues its descent, dangerously tracing the contours of my most taboo entrance. I blush, stupidly. He's not the first to touch me there. They all saw it last week. I now can take a man there, and even a very well-endowed one.

I wonder if Jonathan heard of this when he was told about my exploits. Probably. That’s not something you forget mentioning.

I swallow. Does he also want to take me in this shameful place in my anatomy? I can't help but hope so. Just the thought makes me wet. I can't believe I can be so excited when nothing has really happened yet.

The man barely touched me. He didn't even kiss me. Is it really his behavior, his natural authority, that gets me so worked? It seems so. There is no other explanation.

A squeal escapes me as he plunges a finger inside me. I'm so soaked that it fits without the slightest problem. The man smiles as he slowly moves back and forth inside me. I feel embarrassed, yet I can't look away.

The dominant licks his lips as he continues his slow movement inside me. I don't think I've ever wanted a man so much in my life. He is so intoxicating, so seductive. I find it hard to believe that he wants me. But I understood it well. He’s going to spare me nothing.

He withdraws his finger from my pussy, pulling me a disappointed sigh. This is quickly replaced by a surprised hiccup. The dominant has just slid his index finger into his mouth, tasting my sweet juice. A smirk forms on his lips, visibly proud of his effect on me.

“Delicious.”

My cheeks flush, and my breathing quickens as his hands glide lightly over my bare skin offered to him. He begins by brushing against my thighs, making me shiver, before going up on my belly which he caresses with his fingertips.

Finally, it comes to the most interesting part. My breasts. He begins by going around them, touching the soft skin at their base, amusing himself with barely touching me, to drive me crazy.

I try not to fidget, not to take advantage of the little freedom he has left my body despite the ropes that keep me in this shameful position. A cry escapes me as a slap hits my breast. It's more of a surprise than real pain.

He rests his hands on my breasts, brushing my nipples without ever really touching them. They are already harder than ever, desperate to be used. I fidget a bit, futilely trying to trigger something. The man looks at me, amused.

“You want something?”

“Please, Master, touch me.”

A slap on my thigh greets my plea. I yelp at this painful and unexpected contact.

“You haven't earned the right to call me that yet. For now, you will call me Sir. Is that understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

I can't hold back a smile at that compliment. It’s stupid, and yet, I think that's one of my favorite things about being a submissive. To be complimented. Praised for my most depraved behaviors.

The man slams my inner thigh again, making me moan. Then he places his fingers back on my chest. With an expert gesture, he pinches my nipples with force, sending an electric shock along my nerves.

The gesture is as painful as it is delicious, taking me to this now well-known line. The one where I no longer know what I feel, but where I want everything to continue. I just want to feel him on me.

A disappointed squeal escapes me as he walks away again, leaving me open and vulnerable on this makeshift bed. I can already feel my legs getting tired from being stretched like that. And yet, I know that it is far from over.

My breath hitches as he comes back to me, small metal claws in his hands. Without looking at me, the man firmly grabs a first breast still enclosed in its ropes and attaches a clamp.

I grit my teeth, trying to get used to this new feeling. It's not really painful. It's as if he was pulling non-stop on my nipple, minus the warmth of his skin. Quickly, my other nipple receives the same treatment.

The dominant pulls back, admiring his work. His hand lays carelessly on the inside of my thigh, making me sigh with relief and impatience. I feel it, between my thighs, my excitement is more visible than ever.

But pleasure is not on the agenda. Not when Jonathan pulls out a new toy from the panoply at his disposal.

This time, I'm shaking for good. Because what he holds in his hands is a paddle. I have never tasted this object of pain before. Only hands clapping my skin carelessly. But now I'm in for real punishment, it seems.

“You're going to count out loud. And you will thank me after each hit. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Sir.”

I barely have time to finish my sentence when a blow lands on my thigh. I arch my back despite my restrictions, my body trying to escape this unknown pain. Another slap falls, on the opposite leg this time, much stronger.

“What did I say? You don’t want to disobey me, Submissive.”

“Sor... Sorry Sir. Two. Thank you, Sir.”

A satisfied smile forms on his lips. Gently, he pats my pussy with the leather end of his instrument. I can't help moaning, totally confused by these contradictory sensations.

A terrifying scream escapes my throat as he hits me again, smack in my most sensitive parts. It's hard to breathe, and yet I manage to stammer.

“Three. Thank you, Sir.”

An identical blow falls, making me scream again. Again, I manage to say my thanks, despite the pain radiating between my legs.

I shiver, trying to regain my composure as the man slides the paddle over my lower lips, over my clit. The sensation is almost pleasant after the blows. Almost.

The man resumes, hitting my buttocks barely exposed in two successive blows.

“Five, six. Thank you, Sir.”

Not knowing where the next blow will land is probably the hardest thing to bear. Slowly, the man pats my crotch. The gesture is not strong enough to be counted, and this stimulation excites me again.

I know it, the leather is soaking with my excitement. But as I let my guard down, a blow much stronger than the others lands, making me scream.

“SEVEN! Thank you, Sir.”

I close my eyes, trying to catch my breath, bracing myself for an eighth slap. Then a ninth. A tenth. But nothing comes.

I open my eyes again, trying to understand. He smiles, laying his paddle carelessly on the mattress.

“Seven is my lucky number.”

I sigh lightly, relieved that it's over. My eyes widen as suddenly he kneels in front of me. His hot breath caresses my pussy, still irritated by his blows.

Then he sticks his tongue out and begins to draw a long line, reaping my excitement. I moan, unable to know if this gesture calms me down or only worsens the extreme sensations I feel on my sensitive parts.

For a long moment, the man takes his time, frustrating me more than anything. Then, he begins to accelerate his gestures, drawing unknown patterns on my sensitive skin, going from my clit to my wet hole, from my wet hole to my clit.

He ends up capturing it between his lips, pulling me a sigh louder than the others. I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands as the man begins to lightly suck on my nervous tip, sending waves of pleasure all over my body.

Thus open, I’m totally at his disposal. Served on a silver platter, he has only to bend over to taste me. And he doesn’t hesitate. My breathing quickens, my hips move forward despite the ropes keeping me stuck in bed.

I feel it, orgasm is not far away. My body tenses, trying to fold in on itself to deal with these waves of intense pleasure. But as I moan louder and louder, the man stands up, wiping his lips unceremoniously.

I hope he'll come back between my legs, knowing full well that he won't. I follow him with my gaze as he walks around me, coming to stand at my head. A hand on my throat, he leans over me, his delicate scent filling my nostrils.

“Now you are going to show me what you can do with your pretty mouth.”

While saying these words, he undoes his belt and opens the zipper of his pants, pulling out his already tense member. I lick my lips seeing it. I don't think I've ever seen so many beautiful cocks as I have since I joined this club.

It has the perfect size. Long just enough, and above all, wide. No doubt, I will feel it going through me. My chest swells with desire at the thought as he approaches, holding his cock between his fingers.

I open my mouth, wanting to show him my obedience. With my head tilted back, I know it will be more difficult than ever to welcome him into me. But I want to do it anyway. Even more so now that he's been between my legs, giving me too slight a glimpse of the pleasure he could give me, if I obeyed him.

Without hurrying, the man brings his tip between my parted lips. I cover it immediately, welcoming it into my warm cavity. I can hear the soft sigh that escapes his throat. For the first time, it seems to me that the man drops his mask, even if only for a moment.

This simple whisper is enough to encourage me. Despite my position offering me only limited choices, I decide to do my best to satisfy him. Slowly, I wrap my tongue around his imposing member, gradually discovering the lines of his silky skin.

The man continues to sink a slow but steady pace. Soon it finds itself deep in my throat, making me cough at the uncomfortable movement. Still, I hold on. I don't panic.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I will submit. For as long as he wants, I will be his. More than anything, I want to prove to him that I deserve to call him master.

I don't know why, but not having this permission hurt my ego. The other men who dominated me immediately asked me to call them that, creating this bond between us, a kind of intimacy.

Meanwhile, Jonathan does everything to keep a distance between us. He speaks little, exercising his control over me through silence and gestures. This way of doing things is new, but it suits me perfectly.

Especially when he starts caressing my neck, squeezing it very lightly between his fingers. The pressure isn't strong enough to hurt me, nor really threaten my breathing. Still, it's enough to thrill me.

All I want is for him to show me the extent of his strength and power. Let him make me understand how much I am at his mercy.

Slowly, the man withdraws, letting me breathe for a moment, before plunging back into me, making me cough again. A soft laugh comes out of his mouth, so soft that I wonder if I even really hear it.

As he continues his back-and-forth movements at an incomparable slowness, the man lowers his hands on my chest, having fun pulling on the clamps attached to my nipples, making me squeal against his cock.

Then he takes them off, before putting his hands on my breasts. With his palms, he massages them, bringing comfort to my tight and aching nipples. His movements in my mouth are accelerating, and yet I hold on.

My throat vibrates against him as he resumes tugging at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body. Never have I felt anything like this. I feel that this simple stimulation would be enough to make me come. How is this possible when he doesn't even touch my clit?

I blush, suddenly realizing he hasn’t even kiss me. That the first thing I had against my mouth was his cock. Who do this? It really wasn't my type, but it seems like it is now.

My heavy breathing echoes through the room as he pulls away from me, still tense. He too did not come.

Letting his finger slide over the bare skin of my legs, he walks around me again, coming back to stand between my thighs. I moan in anticipation as he pats his cock against my taut clit.

“Please, Dir.”

“You want something, Submissive?”

“Please. Fuck me, Sir.”

A smirk forms on his face. The man waits a little longer, making me languish, as if weighing the pros and cons, wondering if he should give in to my request or not.

A long sigh of relief escapes my throat as he finally slides his cock inside me. It's wide, and I have to focus on my breathing to get over that tearing feeling.

My body is starting to get tired from being held in such an uncomfortable position. With my legs thus spread apart, the man has no difficulty in completely plunging me.

I close my eyes, focusing only on my breaths to calm my heartbeat. But I quickly open them as a slap falls on my thigh inside my thigh.

“Eyes on me.”

I nod nervously as the man pulls away before diving in with a powerful thrust, squeezing out a moan that I can't tell if it's pain or pleasure. The man repeats his gesture several times.

All I can think of is his hand resting on the inside of my thighs, his thumb an inch from my clit, doing absolutely nothing to relieve me.

I dream more than anything that he begins to touch it, making me moan, offering me this orgasm which was promised to me and which I hope will be due to me.

Jonathan quickens his movements, plunging deep into me with every thrust. Thus tied, my body can not move, perfectly still to receive the cock of the man deep inside him.

Screams escape my throat as his thumb finally moves on my clit. The rhythm is mastered, perfect. I don't think a man has ever touched me as well as he does.

I struggle not to close my eyes as my body is invaded by these intense sensations. And when he grabs one of my nipples, I start screaming for good, totally submissive to this man who pounds me constantly.

“Please Sir, can I come?”

“Go ahead, Princess. Come for your Master.”

My eyes widen in shock hearing him say that. But I don't have time to think anymore. An orgasm overwhelms me, my cries echoing around us as my entire body tenses, the ropes tighter than ever around my limbs.

The dominant continues to pump inside me for long moments, prolonging my own orgasm, making it more beautiful, more intense. In a bestial grunt, he empties deep inside me.

We remain without moving for long moments, our bodies panting in rhythm, trying to find a normal heart rate. As he begins to untie my ropes, I manage to whisper.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 3

Nervous, I walk through the door that the security guard holds open for me. Two nights in a row at the club, that's a first. I wonder if anyone will notice. I can't be the only one who comes here so often, right?

I play with my fingers, trying to clear my conscience. However, there is no doubt about it now. I am a real slut. A month ago, I knew nothing about BDSM, and now I couldn't do without this place, and its dominants.

Yesterday's experience was so intense that I couldn't stop thinking about it all day, to the point of obsession.

I want more.

More sex. More punishments.

More Jonathan.

The dominant left a permanent impression on my body. One session with him was not enough. I shudder, remembering the feel of his fingers on my bare skin. The way he hit me, the way he grabbed me with force, without ever being violent or scary.

He always knew how to keep a perfect balance, keeping me on that fine line between pain and pleasure all evening. But I think what I liked even more was the way he took care of me after we both came.

One after another, he removed the ropes that surrounded my body. Then he helped me back into a normal position, stroking every inch of my muscles, aching from this unnatural position.

I let myself go, heaving sighs of relief and hoping that this moment would never end. Of course, we had to leave. Without hurrying, he led me into a bathroom made available to us. He locked the door, giving us all the privacy we needed.

Once again, he took care of me, putting me at the center of his concerns. Slowly, he pulled me into the shower, running hot water over my aching limbs. With his hands, he washed my body, lathering the soap on every square inch of my skin. As if he wanted to make sure I was clean after all those shameful things he made me do.

Once it was all over, he finally kissed me. I was breathless at this gesture. Without hurrying, he put his tongue in my mouth, discovering mine, reviving an unspeakable heat inside me.

I wanted this kiss to last for hours. That the man picks me up and presses me passionately against the cold tiled floor of the shower. Let him shove his cock deep inside me again.

Cum, again and again, against the muscular body of this man who seems so perfect.

But he didn't. He broke the kiss, caressed my cheek gently, before pulling me out of the shower and wrapping me in a towel. From that moment, everything went quickly, too quickly.

We dried off, I put my little leather dress back on, feeling far too tight and uncomfortable, now that I had known lust. And then we went our separate ways.

For the first time, I left this club frustrated. No matter the strong emotions, no matter the intensity of my orgasm. I would have liked to have had more. That's how it is, that's who I am. I’ve always been into excess. Apparently, this also applies when I play my submissive role.

I scan the room, vaguely letting myself be carried away by the jazzy music of the place. It's probably delusional, and yet, I can't help but hope that my dominant is there.

My dominant.

I called him Master once, and now I have these kinds of thoughts? Even if he's here tonight, nothing tells me he still wants me. After all, he didn't want to pursue any further last evening. He could have kept me all night if he wanted to.

I swallow hard, now wondering if I was a big disappointment to him. They praised me when they talked to him about me. Maybe he wasn't as impressed as his fellow dominants.

Pushing this idea in a corner of my head, I resume my observation. I meet charming smiles, men looking at me with interest. Before my experience yesterday, I would surely have let myself go, going to sit with one of them.

These guys don't have to be ashamed of their appearance, and probably know how to use a woman's body. But none rival Jonathan's emerald eyes.

I have to face the facts. He's not in this room, the tamest in the club. Discreetly crossing my fingers, I head for the padded door at the back of the room. Behind it opens the world of pleasures.

I enter, nervous. Maybe he's not there. Maybe he's already in a private room making another woman scream in pleasure and pain.

Despite these negative thoughts, I go back to looking for the dominant, scanning every corner, observing every body, every face. Things are much more advanced here. Some women are already naked, kneeling between the legs of men who are talking to each other as if they weren't being sucked off by divine creatures.

I blush, imagining myself in the place of these submissives, working hard to satisfy a man who prefers to discuss than to be interested in what I’d do to him. Guess the pain isn't enough for me. I also want to try humiliation.

But for the moment, I have only one obsession. Jonathan.

I freeze, finally seeing him. He's sitting on one of the sofas, his hand resting loosely on the inner thigh of one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen.

Voluptuous, her curves seem to have been painted by one of these great Italian masters of painting. Her generous chest is enhanced by a neckline that is as elegant as it is sexy. Her long, curly red hair only highlights the pallor of her skin, the fire in her eyes.

She laughs, letting her hand rest on the man's chest. I can't help feeling jealous. I would like to be in her place. Let it be in my ear that he whispers these lustful things. Let it be my skin that he touches. Let it be me who can smell his bewitching scent, touch his muscular stomach through his perfectly tailored shirt.

I know that I have absolutely no rights over this man. He's not even really my dominant. A single session does not bind us by contract, especially in a place like this. He has all these submissives available, why would he bother with me?

I should move, go back to the bar, or invite myself with other participants. But I stay there, stupidly standing in the middle of the room, watching this man and dreaming of being his.

Eventually, he noticed my presence, probably sensing my burning gaze on him. He looks up at me, his emerald eyes piercing me like the mightiest of spears.

I'm shaking. My brain is ordering me to leave, to do something, to hide. But my body is unable to move, bewitched by the gaze of the man who captures mine.

When his eyes slide over my body, taking in my provocative new dress and the curves it barely conceals, I feel like I'm melting, ready to dissolve on the floor. A discreet smile forms on his face. I regain courage when he no longer seems to pay the slightest attention to the woman at his side.

After a few more moments of this intense gaze exchange, the man turns back to the creature next to him. He pats her thigh and leans towards her, whispering in her ear again. The submissive smiles politely as the man is already getting up.

I feel like I’m about to faint, as he approaches me with his predatory gait. The club disappears around me. There is only this man. Only our bodies, ready to meet again.

I have to focus not to fall when, finally, I find myself enveloped by his scent of honey and wood fire. If it were possible, I would totally wrap myself in this smell, bathing in it all day long.

For a few moments we are silent, only the sound of my heart pounding seeming to echo through the room. Then, a mocking smile forms on his lips.

“Back already, Baby Girl?”

“I… I want to play again, Master.”

The man licks his lips, provocative. He examines me in silence for seconds that seem like hours, before finally ending my wait.

“Let's go then.”


Chapter 4

The dominant circles around me, ever more imposing. I should feel nervous, maybe even scared, for throwing myself into the jaws of the wolf like this. And yet, I can't stop a smile from forming on my lips.

I won. I am with him again. He chose me, when he could have stayed with this wonderful woman who seemed ready to give herself to him.

I shudder as he walks a little closer to me. Today again, he made me undress as soon as we arrived in the bare room. But unlike yesterday, I'm not anxious.

I undressed with enthusiasm, almost playing with him, trying to make my gestures sensual and exciting, to give him a show he won't soon forget, hoping to stay in his favor.

Who knows, maybe if I satisfy him again today, this relationship of dominant and submissive might last a little longer than just for a session.

We are back in the same room. I wonder what he will do to me this time. In what position he will tie me. If he's going to put his lips between my thighs again and taste me like I'm the best food he's ever been offered.

For the moment, he is content to make his show of force. His step is slow and prowl, his stern gaze resting on my body. My smile fades into a scream as he hits my ass without warning.

My body reacts and moves forward in shock. I put myself back in place immediately. I must be as docile as possible for my master. He slams my ass again, making me shudder.

“You didn't have enough yesterday, ugh? What a little slut.”

My stomach tenses hearing that. I should feel ashamed or offended. Leave. But in the contrary. I'm more excited than ever. The man slaps my butt again, before continuing.

“I should have known, given all you've done at this club since you arrived.”

The man stands in front of me, his index finger sliding into my neck, so gently I barely feel him. However, this is enough for my body to cover with goosebumps, totally bewitched by this man in front of me. His face comes closer to mine, his warm breath caressing my face.

“I wanted to keep you all to myself. But I'm starting to think you're gonna need more. Perhaps a new punishment will make you stop to be so insatiable.”

I shiver as his hand closes firmly on the back of my neck. With a brisk gesture, he pulls me against him, crushing his lips against mine. I barely have time to react that, already, his tongue rushes into my mouth.

He pulls me into a passionate, almost violent kiss. I keep my hands to the side, digging my fingernails into the palms of my hands. My master didn't allow me to touch him. So, I must behave. Even though all I want to do is dig my fingers into his hair. Cling to him like a buoy.

My legs falter, my body struggles to stay straight. Only the hand of the man in my neck allows me to remain upright.

As suddenly as he had started it, he breaks the kiss. He walks away, leaving me panting in the middle of the room. I focus on my breathing, trying to get my heart beating back to normal.

We've only just begun, and I know what's to come next will be far more powerful than a simple kiss. I have to be ready for that.

The man comes back to me, a rope in his hands. I can't hold back a shiver of excitement at the sight. Even though the position he placed me in yesterday was most uncomfortable, it turned me on like never before.

Now I dream of feeling those ropes wrap around my body again. The pressure they bring me is surprisingly comforting. Like a cocoon in which he locks me up to keep me safe, while he does all the perversities his mind can invent.

Like the day before, he begins by surrounding my breasts. One round. Two rounds. Three rounds. And then, knots. I think these are more decorative than useful, but I don't mind.

I look up, finding a mirror in the corner of the room. I am perfectly placed to admire myself. My breasts look bigger this way. My body, more vulnerable, at the mercy of this man.

I admire myself. I, who have never particularly liked my body, am learning to discover it. Even though I'm the submissive, I feel incredible power rising every time I'm in the hands of these dominants.

It's me they want. It is with me that they want to take all their time. My body they want to use for their darkest desires.

The man slaps my ass, gently, almost like a game, while the rope is now perfectly tied. He grabs another, this time dragging it down my thighs.

With infinite patience, he creates a web of knots on my bare skin. At the moment, it doesn't hinder my movements, just decorating me with this delicious-feeling cord.

Then he grabs my arms tightly, crossing them behind my back. With a final rope, he ties my wrists together. Once again, I find myself in an uncomfortable position. My shoulders are already pulling me, and I feel like I'm going to have a hard time with this for very long.

I recover quickly. I endured much worse yesterday. It's not a little knot that's going to scare me. I can do it. I'm going to get there.

The man walks around me again, absently pinching my nipple, causing me to squeal slightly. He doesn't care, looking with interest at the knots he's created, the patterns taking shape on my thin skin.

Slowly this time, he presses his lips to mine, making me sigh with relief. The exchange is light and fast. Too fast for my taste. The dominant takes two steps back, his mouth stretching into a playful smile. From his pocket, he pulls out a silk headband.

“This is how it's going to be. I want to share you, but I’m a proud man. I don't want to risk you liking another more than me.”

I shudder at this mark of possession. It's all part of the game, and it just makes me more excited. With slow gestures, he ties the piece of fabric around my face, depriving me of one of my senses.

This isn't the first time I've been blindfolded. And yet, I feel the same nervousness as the first time. Even though I know this dominant. He may be abrupt, like making his partner suffer, but I know he won't put me in danger.

I take a deep breath, sinking back into the present moment. Once again, I will taste the ultimate pleasure. That's all that matters right now.

“Let the serious things begin. You’re ready, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

He gently pats my cheek in approval, before walking away for good. I don't need to see them to understand that the doors open, leaving free entry to whoever wants to use my body.

Has he selected the dominants who take their place in the room, or does he not care, letting whoever wants to invite himself into this chamber of pleasures?

I now regret not being on my knees. Eyes thus blindfolded, arms stuck behind my back, I have the impression that my balance is very precarious. Even more when the room fills with this masculine energy that I now recognize.

These males are so ready to devour me that it can be felt in the air. I'm sure I could cut testosterone if I ran a knife through the air around me.

So much the better. That's what I wanted. To be desired. Admired. Used. And they are not going to deprive themselves of it.

Someone is already near me. It doesn't take me long to recognize my dominant's scent, his unique presence. His hand lays carelessly on my belly, as if to mark his ownership with this simple touch.

“Gentlemen, our little princess is back, and she's hungry. You know the rules. If she pronounces the word red, or, if her mouth is too busy, she taps the ground three times with her foot, everything stops. Otherwise, everything is permitted.”

Whispers of approval ring out, the men surely encouraged by the prospect of being able to do absolutely anything to me. But just as I believe things are finally about to begin, and my pleasure, to happen, my Master speaks words that make my blood run cold.

“Oh, one last thing. She's not allowed to come until you all do it at least once. So, make the fun last.”

Laughter echoes around me, making me blush. My dominant does not immediately leave his place, preferring to grab one of my nipples between his fingers. Firmly, he tugs on it, making me squeal in discomfort.

I can barely make out the contented murmurs of our onlookers, as Jonathan resumes his actions on my opposite breast.

I can't hold my ragged breath. Instinctively, I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. My dominant notices it immediately.

Unsatisfied, he gives me a painful and loud slap on the ass. I push myself back into position, trying to forget the burn on my thin skin as I feel people moving around the room.

“On your knees.”

I shudder at this authoritarian order. Almost shaking, I bend my legs, dropping down until I meet the cold concrete floor of the room. Here, no rug, no carpet. Nothing but this raw material to accompany my pain.

It only makes the experience even more impressive. But before I have time to worry about my discomfort, things speed up.

A hand runs through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift ponytail to leave my face exposed. I think I recognize the grip of my dominant, even if I'm not quite sure. It probably doesn't matter, but I still prefer to believe it's him.

The idea that he is the one who controls my movements, who has the power here, and not these strangers, warms my stomach. If it's him, he's showing them all who my master really is. Who is the real dominant in this room. And this idea makes me wet like never before.

“Open.”

I don't need any more explanations. Slowly, I open my mouth, leaving free access to whoever wants to get started. Already, the salty tip of a man slips between my lips.

He wastes no time, engulfing himself as far as his medium-sized cock will allow. At least it's not too uncomfortable. It gives me time to get used to this position before someone bigger takes his place.

The stranger moves back and forth quickly in my mouth, reinforced by the hand that holds me in place. With these ropes blocking my body, I am not free in any of my movements. I can't hold them in my hands, or decide the rhythm. I'm just a toy, a doll, placed in the middle of the room, freely accessible so that they empty themselves into me, onto me.

The man chooses the first solution, already sending his hot seed deep in my throat. I barely have time to swallow it when someone else comes to take his place. This one is wider, and I have to try harder to accommodate him in my mouth.

In reality, all I have to do is focus on my breathing. It's the only thing I can control.

The men follow one another in my mouth, without my really being able to count them. The hand in my hair is still firm. But despite the hardness of that grip, I can't help but find it comforting.

I'm sure it's my dominant. And knowing that he is there, close to me, watching, controlling everything, makes the task much easier for me to bear.

I swallow again the seed of one of these strangers, and open my mouth, ready to welcome a new one. But nothing comes. I wait patiently, too worried that this is a trap.

If I were to close my lips, believing this was over, they would punish me. Say that I wanted to take control when I have absolutely no right to do so.

But nothing happens. The hand in my hair pulls back, making me realize how tight he held it. I hold my breath as the locks fall down either side of my face. Maybe I should have tied them. Not to add confusion to my body, which is already well assaulted from all sides. But I hadn't thought that tonight he was going to want to share me.

I thought it would be like yesterday. Just him and me, our bodies intertwining in perfect harmony. His voice telling me how to behave. A unique bond between him and me. Now I am blind and surrounded by all these men. I don't know where he is, or if he likes the show I'm giving him. Would he have preferred to have me all to himself?

As much as I wish that was the case, I can't deny it. I love what's happening to me. There's something incredibly exhilarating about being used like this. To no longer control anything.

I just have to let myself go in the present moment, and respond as best I can to what is expected of me. I shiver as my dominant’s voice rings out again.

“Lay down. Only good girls can go on the bed. And you are a slut. Your place is on the floor.”

I swallow with difficulty. His words are of unparalleled harshness. And yet, I can't help but shudder with excitement hearing them.

As best I can despite my hands tied, I comply. I shiver as my bare skin touches the icy concrete. The position is more than uncomfortable, with my arms locked behind my back.

I'm arched, my hips elevated as my head rests on the floor. Who knows what this concrete has seen? I try not to think about it, as my dominant’s voice is heard again.

“Spread your legs. Show them how wet you are.”

I'm blushing. I know he is right. I’m truly soaked. I feel ashamed to have such a reaction. A decent woman would surely not be excited to be manhandled like this, used as a mere toy to be picked up and then thrown away.

But that's what I feel. Nobody really touched me, and yet, I already feel ready to explode.

Yet I know they all have to come at least once before they really care about me. And nothing tells me that they will let me come once they do.

They have to play with me first, make sure to show their omnipotence, the control of the alpha male over the poor, helpless, and vulnerable submissive. Nevertheless, this prospect does not frighten me. On the contrary, it excites me all the more.

So, I spread my thighs a little more, letting them see the long-awaited spectacle of my soaked pussy. A few whistles accompany my gesture, as well as mocking laughter. This is the spectacle of my downfall, offered for them. And they seem to like it.

This idea makes me blush all the more. I never would have believed that one day, I could be the target of such reactions in a man, let alone a whole group. But that's what's happening.

Now quivering with excitement, open and offered, I can't help but hope that someone will finally touch me. The seconds pass, each longer than an hour. But when finally, a gesture arrives, I regret my impatience.

My mouth opens in a silent scream as a multitude of tingles fall on my bare skin. It takes me a few moments to realize what just happened to me. Suddenly, I remember the objects hanging on the wall of the room.

Next to the riding crops, a kind of whip with a short handle and, in place of the long leather strap, a multitude of small ones. I take a deep breath as a second blow lands. Yes, that's what it's about.

A flogger, if I remember my research correctly. I did my homework during those long days when I wasn't at the club, dreaming of coming back here to find out more.

Now, I pay a high price for this curiosity. I don’t know who holds the handle of this object of torture. I lick my lips, hoping this is my dominant. I'm sure only he could have that expertise in his gesture. He seemed so sure of himself yesterday.

I no longer have the slightest doubt. It's him. Maybe it's wrong, but it helps me hold the tingling sensation on my skin.

The man knows what he's doing. He alternates the power of his blows, sometimes hard, sometimes light, so light that I'm not sure I felt them. He alternates places too, making it harder to bear. At least during a spanking, I know where it's going to fall. But here, everything is allowed. Inside of my thighs, outside, and even my breasts.

I cry after a particularly vicious hit on my globes. Each strip falls on my skin like a thousand little pricks, making me feel like I'm burning and being torn at the same time.

But after all, my mouth is left free. I can speak. If I wanted to, I could say my safe word. Stop him. Beg him. But I don't.

Once again, I find myself enduring and loving much more violent things than I thought I was capable of. I now believe that I was made for this. Made to be submissive, made to submit completely to a man's will. And even several.

I let out a louder cry as these straps fall on the inside of my thighs, brushing dangerously against my soaked pussy. As if sensing it, the man stops punching me for a moment, sliding the object between my legs.

My heart pounds as the straps caress my crotch, lingering over my throbbing clit.

This touch would be almost pleasant, if I weren't so frightened that at any moment, he would start hitting that sensitive area of my anatomy. I remain tense, anxiously waiting for this to happen.

But it's something else that arises on my lower lips. I barely have time to recognize the object that it starts up. My entire body arches violently as the round ball vibrates against my clit at an almost painful rhythm.

I have trouble breathing as the sensations are strong. My body struggles, and I almost tip over to the side, my balance made precarious by the ropes keeping my body locked. Hands rest on my shoulders and thighs to hold me in place.

I am totally immobilized. My body has no choice but to accept these intense vibrations, so intense that I feel like I'm going to explode.

But as I feel my orgasm coming its way, the vibrator pulls away, leaving me more desperate than ever. I arch my back, trying in vain to fight the hands holding me down, illusively hoping to find friction on my pussy.

For a few moments, no one says anything, leaving me totally alone and pitiful. I feel like I'm going to die if nothing happens. So, in a voice that I don't recognize myself, I start begging.

“Please, please, please. Put a cock in me. Please!”

Laughter echoes around me, mocking. They seem to appreciate the spectacle of my downfall. But no one moves, no one speaks. My breathing is erratic, I find it difficult to keep calm in these conditions.

I don’t know what to do. Who to beg. What to promise in exchange for finally being fulfilled. I feel a huge void inside me, and I need them to fill it.

I regain hope as I hear the sound of a jar of lubricant being emptied. But before I have time to realize it, a small metal object finds itself embedded in my most taboo entrance.

I let out a gasp of surprise at the introduction of this unexpected plug. I should have guessed that though. Not a single time has passed without someone using the most intimate part of my anatomy.

No sooner is the toy installed than someone slips between my legs. So, they're going to take me there, on the floor. The idea is degrading, and yet it excites me more than ever.

I heave a long sigh of relief when, finally, I feel a cock fill me. Its size is perfect, adapting perfectly to my hot, silky walls.

Without wasting a moment, he begins to move back and forth, making me moan louder than I should. This is how desperate I am. With each gesture, I squeal with pleasure.

These moans are reinforced when hands land on my breasts, twisting my nipples again in the most delicious way.

I feel again the orgasm coming, the plug and this cock in me filling me as I had hoped so much. But before that happens, the man quickly withdraws, letting his seed escape on the soft skin of my stomach offered to him.

My breathing is jerky as immediately another man replaces him. I squeal in discomfort. He’s wider than the other, and his penetration is more difficult. Still, I hold on. I must. My orgasm depends on it.

I'll take them all ten times if that's what I have to do to come again. It doesn’t matter if I can't walk for a week after that. This simple promise of pleasure is well worth it.

I don't know how many men pass over me. Three? Five? Twenty? It doesn't matter in the slightest. Each time, I welcome them with pleasure, doing my best to satisfy them despite my restricted movements. It seems that only the warmth of my pussy is enough to send them straight to seventh heaven.

Me, I still do not have the right to come. As if they felt it, they always stop at the perfect moment, changing pace or leaving me, just to make sure to deprive me of this ultimate pleasure that makes me dream so much.

I moan in disappointment as someone removes the plug from between my buttocks. I should surely be ashamed to feel this but having it inside me makes me feel even stronger, more desirable.

I jump when I’m turn around without the slightest consideration. My face smashes into the cold, rough concrete, as my butt ends up lifted into the air, exposed for all to see.

Hands grab my globes, spreading them to provide an even more plunging spectacle of my soaked pussy. I don't think I've ever been so wet. Nor was it ready to com.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I am filled again. But this time, it's a dildo that enters me. It's long and wide, forcing me to focus on my breathing which has stopped for a few seconds.

Then I shudder. A viscous liquid just fell on my most taboo entry. So that's how they want to end me. By taking this area so sensitive, and yet, that I learned to appreciate during our sessions.

I shiver as the man leans over me, his honeyed voice whispering in my ear.

“Come on baby girl, show them what you can do when you're in the hands of your master.”

I barely have time to groan, as surprised as it is approving, that the man lays his lube-covered cock against my tightest entrance. I can't help smiling.

It's my dominant who is there. I recognized his voice. I suddenly feel reassured and relieved. If it's him, I'm not afraid. I know he will know how to take perfect care of me.

I'm already well filled by this huge dildo, leaving little room for my master to settle. Still, he continues his dive, making little squeals of discomfort come from me as he moves forward.

My tied fists close, my fingernails digging into my palm as he doesn't slow down. Finally, he is in me. He gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me for holding out so far.

The position is most uncomfortable, but I don't care. I feel proud to have succeeded in satisfying this perfect man.

Slowly he pulls out, giving me time to get used to his imposing length. His movements are slow, but delicious. I never could have believed that being so filled could bring me so much pleasure.

He goes faster and faster, turning my little sighs of embarrassment into real moans of pleasure. Seeing me relax, he proceeds to pound me, my face grinding against the hard floor beneath me.

But I don't care. I want him to continue. To use me. To degrades me. I am his. He can do whatever he wants with me.

I scream for real as his hand lands on my clit. Fervently, he presses on it, turning it so hard that electric shocks run through my body.

I no longer pay attention to anything. I forget that there are people around us. I forget that I am tied in an uncomfortable position. There's only this cock coming in and out, this hand trying to make me lose my head.

“Come on baby, come on my cock.”

I don't need more to let myself go, white flashes crackling before my eyes like the most violent of storms while my dominant empties in turn deep inside me.

My whole body stiffens violently before collapsing to the ground, emptied of all substance.


Chapter 5

“You didn't have to do that.”

“Of course I did. I'm not the type to push a submissive to the point of unconsciousness and leave her there.”

I smile shyly, picking up the cup of tea the man hands me. I barely remember how I got there. All my memories are confused. One minute, I was coming harder than ever. The other, I was in a taxi, held tight in this man's arms.

I take a look around me. So, this is what his apartment looks like. It's simple yet elegant, as one would expect from a single man in his late thirties.

After giving me a hot shower, he wrapped me in a bathrobe worthy of a palace, before carrying me to his bed. I pretended to be able to walk, but he wouldn't listen to me. Maybe he was right after all.

My body is already feeling the aches from this session, not to mention the tightness between my legs. But it doesn’t matter. This bed is far too comfortable, and this dominant is far too caring, for me to feel any annoyance. One thing is certain, I have no regrets.

Even less when Jonathan climbs into bed next to me to pull me against him, bringing me his comforting warmth. I feel incredibly well in his arms. If I liked each of the men who have taken control over me since I set foot in this club, he is truly special. It's as if a special bond had been created between us.

However, I dare not broach the subject. I'm still a newbie at this. Maybe it's just the newness that makes me feel that way. Maybe in the end, it doesn’t mean much. And then, for him, I could be just one delicacy among others.

I shake my head, pushing the thought away. I'm in no rush, I don't need answers right away. And I know it. Tonight was far from my last time at the club. Things will happen when they happen.

Who knows, maybe in the near future, he will make me his official submissive.

And just at this idea, I feel wet again.


You want more?

Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!

In the meantime, have you read this?

House of Pleasures Series Bundle


You liked this story? Find the whole series in just one bundle.

[image: ]

“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 & 4. Bound to humiliation
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Filthy Training
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.




◆◆◆

Training Her
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The rules are simple. As soon as you walk through the front door, you get naked and put on your collar. For the next twenty-four hours, you’re mine.”

My hot, charismatic neighbor haunts my dirtiest dreams. He may be older, but I've never wanted anyone but him. Only he will be able to twist my twenty-two-year-old body with pleasure. When he starts looking for a companion, I know this is my chance. I just didn't know he was looking for so much more.

He wants a SUBMISSIVE.

I may be inexperienced and nervous, but I don't run away. I'll let him do whatever he wants. He'll test my patience, forcing me to kneel beside him while he works. He'll punish me for coming uninvited and acting like the slut I am. I'm not ready for him to tie me up, but he knows me better than I know myself. Pain or ecstasy, he's going to give it all to me, filling my whole body with his toys... or him.

I’m ready for him to be my DOMINANT. Even if it means losing every bit of my innocence.
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