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Chapter 1

“I'll be late, Baby Girl. Have a drink while waiting for me.”

I sigh, disappointed. It hasn't been ten minutes since I arrived at the club, and yet, it feels like hours.

One week. I have been dreaming of this day for one week. One week since I received my very first submissive collar. I still can't believe my dominant wasn't there to do it himself.

Yet, he had organized everything to ensure that I was well taken care of despite his absence. In the hands of his friend, I spread my legs again, giving myself, body and soul, to anyone who wanted to take me.

Totally exposed to the gaze of the members of this DSM club, I let myself go. My master was not there, and yet I wanted to satisfy him. Even if it meant being tied up completely naked in front of all these strangers. Even if it meant being touched for the first time by another woman.

I shudder as I suddenly remember the feel of her tongue between my legs, the way she treated me, her gentleness contrasting with the harshness of the men using my body as they pleased one after another. I was just a thing, a toy made available for them to cum over and over again.

I have been coming here for a few weeks now, and I believe that not once have I been spared by these many bodies against mine. I never could have imagined that I would like this. And yet, now, I would not want to do without these sensations, even for all the gold in the world.

Nevertheless, I must admit it. Among all the dominants who have taken care of me since my arrival, there is one who has a very special place in my heart, and between my thighs.

Jonathan.

He always pushes things further than other dominants, putting me through intense levels of pain before sending me into almost unbearable climax. Each time, he has outdone himself, always making me discover a little more of this world that was still unknown to me until recently.

Now he has made me his submissive. And I only dream of one thing: that he sees me with this collar around my neck. I hope he will be proud. Proud that I’m his submissive. Proud that I managed to complete all of his ordeals to get there.

It's been two weeks since I last saw him, and I can't wait. So, even though I know he still has work to do and will arrive soon, I can't help but find this wait unbearable.

I thank the bartender who hands me my mocktail, then turns to look around the room. The bar part of the club is rather quiet tonight. A few people are chatting quietly, sipping their drinks on one of the cozy bench seats.

This part of the club looks like a normal bar. Only an observant eye could notice the leather collars, the large, padded door leading to the area where it all really happens.

A smile forms on my lips when a familiar face appears. Rhys. The dominant who initiated me, when I was still a vanilla and shy girl, wondering what she was doing in a place like this.

It was he who held my hand, who made me discover what it feels like to submit to a man, to obey his every will. And how much I like it.

He gently kisses my cheek before taking a seat on the stool next to mine, giving bartender his order before giving me his full attention.

“Back already? Looks like you've become addicted.”

“Whose fault is it?” I replicate, a mischievous smile on my lips.

The man can’t hold back a small laugh, before letting his eyes run down my neck.

“Nice collar. Did you buy it yourself?”

“No. It's... Jonathan, he gave it to me.”

The man grimaces before making a disappointed pout.

“So, I have no chance anymore. Can't say I'm thrilled you're out of the market, but at least I'm reassured. I would have hated for you to fall into the wrong hands.”

I raise a questioning eyebrow, finishing my sip before asking the man.

“And Jonathan has good hands?”

“The best. Couldn't have chosen better, little girl.”

I smile, glad to hear him approve of my choice. For long minutes, we discuss everything and nothing. How strange it is to get to know a man after sleeping with him.

As I tell him about my boring job, a man walks up to us. He greets Rhys with a manly handshake before turning to me.

“Excuse me Miss. Megan, right? The boss would like to see you.”

I frown, taken aback. The boss? What could he possibly want from me? I don't even know who he is. One look at Rhys is enough to reassure me. He smiles at me and then nods his head, as if to encourage me to go.

So, taking my courage in both hands, I follow the stranger in a maze of corridors where I had never set foot before. I wonder what the man wants from me. How does he even know who I am?

I guess that, when the new girl gets fucked by a good part of the club in just a few weeks, the news spreads quickly.

My guide knocks on an imposing wooden door before opening it and letting me in. As soon as I enter, my mouth drops open in surprise.

In front of me is something I had not expected.


Chapter 2

Arms dangling, I stand in the middle of the room, shocked at what I see. I had expected everything. To see a man surrounded by women, each one more beautiful than the other. Or enter a dungeon full of chains, ropes, and leather toys.

But no.

It's a very ordinary office. Large dark wood bookcases line the walls, elegant burgundy leather armchairs face a huge desk.

And, aside from the huge black-and-white photo of a naked woman kneeling at the feet of her dominant in a suit, nothing here gives the impression of being in a place dedicated to pleasure. No, there is absolutely nothing shocking in these places. Except the man behind his desk.

Jonathan.

My dominant.

I knew he was the boss of his own business. But he never suggested that it was this club that I have been going to for weeks now. My surprise does not go away. I stay there, still shocked by this discovery.

The man doesn't flinch. He remains completely focused on his screen, as if he hasn't noticed that I arrived. I take this opportunity to observe this face that I missed so much.

Like the first time I saw him, something special catches my eye. His green eyes. Two emerald marbles which alone would be enough to melt me.

A lock of his brown hair falls in front of his eyes. I would give anything right now to sit on his lap and tuck it behind his ear. Then, my lips would land on his, as his hand would come to grip my neck authoritatively, holding me firmly in place to take possession of my mouth.

Then he would pick me up, throw all those documents that took my place on that large wooden desk. I would spread my legs, letting him rip off my thin black lace thong.

I can already imagine him, plunging his large cock inside me, without even bothering to prepare me. It would hurt, no doubt about it. But I don't care. All I care about is feeling him inside me. To be his little thing again. Let him take possession of my body.

Between my thighs, I can already feel my excitement growing. Like every time I'm in the same room as him, my traitorous body begins to get wet in the obscenest way.

I can't help but fidget, rocking from foot to foot. Despite the hours of training this dominant has given me, I still have trouble standing perfectly still. Yet it is necessary. Otherwise, I know he will not want to take care of me. I must have an exemplary behavior in his presence.

After long minutes, the man finally deigns to look up at me. I'm shivering. As usual, his face does not show the slightest emotion. It's impossible to know what he's feeling right now.

His eyes slowly roam my body, registering every curve, every detail. Then he lingers on my neck, the corner of his mouth twisting into a smirk of contentment. It only lasts for a second, but this simple sign of his satisfaction is enough to inflame my whole body.

We stay like that for a long time, staring at each other as if it were the first time we've seen each other. As the seconds pass, my excitement only grows. I say nothing, I do nothing, remaining in this desperate wait, hoping that finally, he gives me the signal to approach him.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

My stomach contracts, my clit throbs at these simple words. His voice alone is enough to make me tremble. I feel like I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me. Almost stuttering, I manage to answer him.

“Good… Good evening, Master.”

The man is silent again, his screen seeming to interest him more than my body offered to him. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hide my frustration. It's all part of his game. Again, he's testing my limits, and that doesn't matter if it drives me crazy. With this simple gesture, he reminds me who is in control here.

My blood freezes as he looks up at me again. His emerald eyes pierce me and hypnotize me. So, when he lowers them for a second before raising them to me again, I immediately understand what he wants.

No words are needed to understand this order. Without even thinking about it, my legs wobble, and I drop to my knees in complete submission. My eyes stay fixed on him.

I only expect one thing, that he compliments me, that he whispers a good girl. That he even gets up and comes over to gently stroke my cheek in satisfaction. But he does none of that, preferring to focus on his screen again, typing with great concentration on his keyboard.

A great discomfort rises in my stomach, and I have trouble staying in place. All I want is for him to give me some attention. Those days without him seemed endless. If I listened to myself, I would lie on the ground, spreading my legs and begging him to take me, right now.

I have nothing to do with shame, humiliation. Anyway, everyone at the club already knows I'm a slut. So, might as well prove it, right?

But I don't. Because I know it, the worse I behave, and the more he will make me pay for it. And there is no guarantee that it will be by one of his spankings that I have come to love. No. He could also decide not to touch me at all tonight, to let me languish.

Maybe he would even use toys on me, holding me close to orgasm without ever letting me fall into it. I swallow, imagining him locking me in a chastity belt, forcing me to remain in this state of arousal all night if necessary.

No, it really isn't worth it. So, I ignore the discomfort of the floor, and try to be patient for my dominant.

“Crawl.”

I almost jump at this order, as if reminding me of his presence after too long a silence. Slowly, I drop to my hands. I think I have more trouble doing that than receiving thirty whippings on my ass.

There is something incredibly degrading about being in this position. And yet, I do it with good grace. Because no matter how humiliated I feel, there's no way to hide the excitement growing between my thighs.

Slowly, I walk towards him. I try to look sexy, rolling my hips a little more the closer I get to him. But as I look up to see his reaction, I realize he's not even looking at me.

He looks passionate about what he's reading on his screen, like I'm not there, stooping to the most humiliating things for his pleasure. How can he ignore me like this? He hasn't seen me for a long time either. Didn’t he miss me? Does he really not care about me?

My throat tightens. He wasn't there, but maybe where he was, he had another submissive waiting for him, ready like me to give body and soul for this man with such an expert touch.

After all, I have no rights over him. And then, not a week ago, I was giving my body to half the club, letting them use every bit of me again and again. Why should it be any different for him?

I’m his submissive, he confirmed it to me with this collar. And yet, he never really told me what it meant to him. We are not a couple. Just a dominant and his submissive.

I bite my lip, looking down again, trying to forget the feeling of discomfort that twists my stomach. I need to be in the moment. It doesn't matter how our relationship is defined. He's here, and he's ready to play with me. It's all that matters.

When I get to him, I remain perfectly still. For endless seconds, he ignores me, focusing on his work. But when finally, one of his hands lands in my loose hair, I forget everything. It is only a simple gesture and yet, it’s enough to drive me crazy.

“Sit.”

I do so, before looking up at him. He catches my chin gently between his fingers, no doubt admiring the blush that decorates my cheeks.

“I still have a little work to do. Can you keep me company?”

My mouth drops open in excitement, and I nod greedily, my enthusiasm squeezing a faint amused sound from him. He keeps his hand in my hair, stroking it absently. From time to time, he takes it off to type on his keyboard.

I'm so happy it's almost ridiculous. Of course, I would have preferred that we kiss, that we let the passion flow again. But his presence is so imposing, so reassuring, that I manage to be content with it. I even think I could purr with pleasure as I feel good against him.

Time passes slowly, without any words or gestures being exchanged. I try to stay calm and not move, despite the discomfort that this position gives me. I don't really have the right outfit for this. This little leather dress he gave me is undeniably sexy, like it was made for me.

But now, it is terribly tight. If it highlights my generous shapes, it is not very comfortable when it comes to kneeling near my master. I thought that, as usual, I was going to find myself naked less than an hour after I arrived here. I certainly hadn't considered that I would spend so much time sitting at my master's feet.

I almost jump when, finally, the man starts to move. Without ever taking his eyes off his computer, he unzips his pants before grabbing me by the hair. Firmly, he guides me between his legs, leaving me little doubt about what he wants from me.

One look at him is enough to confirm it. So, with feverish fingers, I finish undoing the closure of his pants. I can't help but lick my lips when his half-stretched cock rises in front of me.

It’s without a doubt one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. Long, wide, its silky texture only disturbed by long ribbed lines that I like to caress slowly.

Without waiting a moment longer, I grab it, holding it in my hands as if it were the most precious thing in the world. Maybe because in my eyes, it is.

Without rushing, I begin to do some slow back and forth. I know, none of this is enough to really satisfy the man. But I feel playful, just as I want to make this moment last. To savor it for as long as possible.

Of course, the man does not let this pass. Without even glancing at me, he plunges his hand back into my hair, gripping it tightly. He's not forcing me into anything yet, but his grip prevents me from moving backwards.

I really have no choice but to stick my head out and take it. I start by letting my tongue slide down his length, almost sighing with pleasure when I find his taste so delicious.

For a few moments, I tickle his tip with the tip of my tongue, collecting the few drops of semen that accumulate there. He’s now pretty hard. Slowly, I capture his rounded tip between my lips.

I don't think I'll ever get tired of his cock. Never before have I enjoyed giving blowjobs so much. But seeing his belly rising a little faster as I continue to push him inside me is a pride I can't live without.

I take my time, his length and thickness making things much more complicated. And yet, I hold on, ignoring the reflexes in my throat as his cock bumps against it. His satisfaction is all that matters to me right now.

And too bad if I feel like I'm running out of air. Too bad if this cock chokes me. If that's what it takes to be a good submissive, then I'll do it.

I take a deep breath as finally he is totally inside me. His member seems more massive than ever, I have the impression that I will never be able to survive this ordeal. But I must. The rest of my evening depends on it.

Without rushing, I go up the length of the man's cock, taking care to cover every little bit of his skin. He can't hold back a sigh of pleasure as I thrust him inside me again, no longer hesitating to take him as deep as humanly possible.

If he claims to be still focused on his work, there are gestures that do not deceive. His fingers squeeze a little harder in my hair, as if to hold back from a fall a little too fast for his liking.

But as I begin to speed up my movements, light knocks are given on the door, making me jump. He strokes my hair to reassure me, before letting his deep voice echo through the room.

“Come in.”

My body freezes. By reflex, I try to step back to avoid being found in this shameful position. But my dominant is faster than me, his fingers closing tightly in my hair, preventing me from moving.

My breathing quickens as someone enters. I would like to hide, but I can only pray that this imposing office hides me.

However, my hopes are quickly dashed. The guest approaches to shake my dominant's hand, and I can perfectly hear the amused sound the newcomer is making.

“Always have fun, even at work, right?”

“Exactly. I take it you're here to talk about the new club?”

Frightened, I hear the two men talking business as if nothing happened. As if I wasn't there, Jonathan's cock in my mouth. A few tears of shame well up in my eyes as my dominant keeps his hand tight around my hair, preventing me from moving.

The position is most uncomfortable, both physically and mentally. And yet, I must hold it. I don't really know why I react like that. I have already been fucked by the whole club, tied on the stage in the middle of the main room, offered to all their eyes.

A blowjob in the presence of someone else should be easy for me now. And yet, there is something in this place, in this situation, which is much more difficult to bear than dozens of eyes on my naked body used as a reel.

Maybe because we are in private parts of the club. Or maybe because this moment was an intimate one between me and my dominant, disturbed by the arrival of a stranger.

And yet, despite my shame, I can't help but be excited. The two men's discussion seems to be coming to an end, much to my relief. But just as I believe the man is finally going to leave, my entire body tenses as he comments.

“Looks like she’s super wet.”

My cheeks turn scarlet. I suddenly realize that the office has no bottom, and that the man has a perfect view of my skirt, up on my hips. He can see everything from my thong barely hiding my soaked pussy.

I look up at my dominant. Slowly, the man tugs on my hair to pull me back. I take a deep breath as finally; my jaw is freed from its ordeal. With an almost tender gentleness, he caresses my cheek, his green eyes piercing mine.

“How about we check that out?”

Before I even have time to figure out what he means, the man wraps his arms around my body, lifting me up like I weigh nothing. With a single motion, he turns me around, my breasts crashing against his desk.

I find myself face to face with the newcomer, discovering his face for the first time. He is vaguely familiar to me without my knowing if he ever took me.

I was often blindfolded during these depraved sex parties with these strangers. And when that was not the case, their number and their power often made me completely lose my head. So, I don't know if I've ever been with him.

I can't stop staring at him. He's a bit older than my dominant. In his early fifties, probably. His black hair and thick mustache give him an authoritative air. There is no doubt, the man is also a dominant.

I can't hold back a gasp of surprise when the master of the place forcefully lifts my skirt, bringing it completely up to my hips. Then, with a quick gesture, he pulls down my thong, not even bothering to remove it completely.

What really interests him is already exposed, he clearly doesn’t care about my comfort. My embarrassment kicks up a notch as his hand lands unceremoniously on my ass. Before I even have time to realize it, his fingers find themselves along my slit, collecting my excitement.

A mocking sound escapes his lips as I guess he shows his drenched hand to the other. The latter smiles, looking at me with condescension and amusement mixed. I bite my lip but don't look away. After all, everyone knows I'm a slut. There is no reason to deny it now.

A high-pitched squeal escapes me as my dominant forcefully plunges two fingers into my tight pussy. My cheeks burn as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I’m unable to hold back my moans of pleasure. He could do anything to me. Just having his hands on my skin seems enough to completely lose my footing.

Our spectator changes position, settling closer to the edge of his chair, as if he wanted to see more. My eyes slide down his pants, discovering the bump created by his erection. I lick my lips before looking at him intently. He smiles at my reaction before addressing my Master.

“Too bad we weren't here last week. I heard she gave them a hell of a show.”

“Well, let me give you a sneak peek.”

My fingers curl over the edge of the desk as my dominant resumes his intense movements inside me. But as I feel the orgasm coming, he jerks his hand away, depriving me of all pleasure.

I don't have time to moan in protest. Before I even understand what’s going on, his cock lines up at my entrance, sinking in me in one powerful motion. All the air escapes from my lungs as his member tears me in two despite his preparation.

My dominant puts his hand on my upper body, forcing me to stay in place. Without wasting a moment, he begins to move his hips, making me feel his power. My silent moans turn into high-pitched cries that I can't hold back.

This man is way too good. I could do just that if he wanted. Become his full-time plaything, stay at his feet all day, just in case he needs me. In case he wants to empty himself into me.

My nails are digging into the wood now. His thrusts are intense, almost moving the desk each time he dives into me. My whole body is on fire. Orgasm is not far away. In a strangled voice, I begin to beg him.

“Please, Master, can I cum?”

The man doesn't answer right away, his hand squeezing a bit more into my neck as he bends over me.

“Did Max let you cum so fast last week?”

I moan pathetically. No. I had to wait for all the men who wanted to pass on me before having the right to orgasm. I could lie, but what's the point. Jonathan is the one who planned it all. He was surely the one who suggested this idea to Max.

I bite my lip to keep from complaining as I feel the dominant withdrawing from me, leaving me more desperate than ever. My cheeks flush with shame as I hear him jerking off behind me.

A few endless seconds later, I feel his seed land on my bare ass, left free for him. I’m more humiliated than ever. I know he's not gonna let me clean myself up. I'm going to have to wear this sign of his passing on me all evening.

I should probably already be grateful to have his body against mine. That's all I wanted when I arrived. But now I want more. Much more. I want to cum over and over again, my body writhing in pleasure until I feel like I'm dying.

My master doesn't care, getting dressed and leaving me lying on his desk. Then he makes a sign to his guest.

“Can you pass me the leash next to you? I think it's time to take her for a walk.”


Chapter 3

My heartbeat quickens as my dominant tugs on the leather tie, forcing me to kneel beside him as he sits down on one of the comfy benches in the main room.

I can't believe he has me on a leash like that. Oh sure, I’d seen others do it with their submissives. But I never thought it could happen to me too.

As if everything was normal, my master greets the other people seated here. I vaguely recognize a few faces, without being able to put names to the people around us.

Without paying me any more attention, Jonathan launches into a big discussion with them. Kneeling on the cold ground, I remain motionless. Yet all I want right now is to snuggle up to my master, lay my head on his lap to remind him of my presence.

But of course, I don't. I must be docile and patient, and this, even more so when we are surrounded by other dominants. Everyone must have their eyes on me. I must behave well. Show everyone how well he trained me. He’s the owner of the place, his submissive must be perfect. I am his showcase.

So, when he presses on my upper back to get me down on my hands, I don't put up the slightest resistance. Another squeeze of his fingers brings my head down, my hair falling in thick curtains around me.

I can no longer see what is happening in the room. The message is clear. I must take care of him, and him only. Right now, that means standing still at his feet as he chats with his guests.

I focus on my breathing, trying to forget the feeling of embarrassment that twists my stomach. I am only an object of decoration, a showpiece that my dominant exhibits.

Boredom comes quickly in this position. And I can't do anything about it. If at least he had let me get on my knees, I could have observed the surroundings. Watch what happens on the different scenes of the room.

Very exciting stuff, I'm sure, if I believe what I hear. Everywhere around me, I can distinguish moans, cries. From time to time, one can distinguish the sharp sound of a riding crop which falls against the thin skin of a submissive.

This atmosphere only increases my excitement. I'm still frustrated that I wasn't allowed to cum, and my clit throbs between my legs, desperate for some attention from its owner.

I don't have the slightest doubt now. Jonathan is the owner of this intimate part of my anatomy. I’m ready to offer it all to him. He has the right to do with it what he wants. Because even if he likes to torture me by making me languish, I know that the moment he decides to really take care of me, I will come like never before.

I can suppress a slight sigh of contentment when his hands begin to absently stroke my hair. Many would certainly be shocked to be treated by a man like a dog at the foot of its master. But me, I love it. And his fingers getting lost in my hair only reinforces my desire to satisfy him.

With this gesture, it’s as if he showed them all who I belong to. As if marking his possession on my body. Maybe he shared me in the past, and maybe he will do it again. But in the meantime, I am his.

He is the one who has complete control over my body, and no one can argue with that. But as I feast on these delicious sensations, a startled squeak escapes my throat.

The man has just turned on the vibrating egg that he had hidden inside me before making me leave his office. I bite my lip. For the moment, these sensations remain light. But I know it, my master will not stop there.

If he enjoys hurting me, humiliation is also one of those favorite treatments. With my head tilted down like this, I couldn't see the reaction of those around us. Can they hear the vibrations in me? There's so much activity in the club, so much noise around us, that I'm not sure.

And yet, I feel my cheeks flush at the thought. My fingers curl in on themselves as the vibrations inside me increase. My pussy, already well solicited by my dominant in his office, contracts and throbs, happy to receive attention again.

But I know better than that. He won't let me come. He's going to give me just enough pleasure so that I can't hold back my screams and expose myself to everyone. Let my humiliation be known to all present.

The sounds all around me do not help me to bear the situation. On a stage near me, a woman seems to be having the best time of her life. I can't see what's being done to her, not without raising my head to watch. And that is forbidden to me.

I have to stay in place, perfectly docile as my master slowly takes me on the road to orgasm. I close my eyes, letting myself go with the sensations as the young woman screams louder and louder.

I can't help but imagine what they do to her. Maybe her dominant is using a crop on her bare skin. Maybe a toy is resting on her clit, giving her unparalleled stimulation that's almost impossible to bear.

I bite my lip to hold back my own moans of pleasure. I know I should stay calm, not get carried away. And yet, I can't help but imagine myself in this woman's place.

Hanging on to a cross like last week. Getting hit again and again with a whip or a crop whose delicious burn would immediately send me down that fine line between pain and pleasure.

I snap back to reality as I hear laughter echo around me. Surprised, I start to lift my head, but my master stops me, his fingers clenched in my hair holding me firmly in place.

My cheeks flush as I understand. So absorbed in my fantasy and my own pleasure, I had to moan out loud, forgetting where I was. And of course, it amuses all these men.

I can't hold back a scream as my dominant’s hand smacks my ass hard. Like his way of calling me to order and reminding me my place. I’m an object, a decoration at his feet. Objects don't react.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying in vain to limit my reactions to the little toy moving inside me with even more force now. But I fail, my body shaking, my legs and arms threatening to give out as I feel my orgasm coming its way.

Suddenly, my dominant pulls on my leash. With this simple gesture, I find myself on my knees, facing him. He leans towards me, his face inches from mine as his hand grips tightly around my collar.

I can't help but squeal, as the vibrations continue inside me, still intense. Yet I see it. My dominant is not satisfied with my performance.

I lick my lip nervously. My eyes dive into his, trying as best I can to prove my good will. But that doesn't seem to convince him. He sighs, shaking his head, before paying attention to his guests again.

“Gentlemen, you'll have to excuse me. I think my submissive needs a little lesson.”

Under the mocking laughter of the men around us, my dominant gets up and pulls on my leash. Crawling beside him, I can't help but twist my stomach in worry.

I know it, my punishment will be terrible.


Chapter 4

I shiver as the man closes the door behind me. The room he chose for the rest of the evening is completely empty. Cold. The floor is made of concrete, and I notice here and there loops, ready to receive chains and ropes to imprison the body of a submissive.

At the back of the room, a mirror has been installed in such a way as to imitate a window. I wonder if it's like in one of those police stations. A window behind which people can sit to see everything that happens in this room. I shudder at the idea, but I don't have time to think about it anymore. My dominant's voice rings out.

“Take off your clothes.”

Immediately, I obey him. He already looks upset enough with me that I don't try to push him. Slowly, I slide the zipper that holds my little leather dress. I'm glad I can finally take it off. To free myself from his far too tight embrace.

My dominant watches me, his face totally impassive as my breasts reveal themselves. The dress ends up falling at my feet. I am now naked; my dominant having kept my panties after our adventures in his office.

I stand still. I still have my heels on my feet, but I'm not taking them off. I know, they have as much place on my submissive body as this leather collar he gave me. I don't have to take them off, even if it makes things uncomfortable.

The man details my curves, impassive. Then, with a gesture of his chin, he points me to the mirror.

“Go over there and bend over.”

I swallow hard but follow his order. My fingers rest on the sill of the false window, while my eyes dive into the mirror in front of me. I can't help blushing, suddenly feeling embarrassed.

I can't get it out of my mind that someone is behind that glass, watching my master punish me, degrade me. The idea scares me as much as it excites me.

I don't really have time to think about it, not when my dominant is approaching me. His voice cracks through the air, deep and stern.

“You behaved badly, Submissive. You knew what I expected of you. You disappointed me, and now I must punish you. You’re gonna count, and you’re gonna thank me for being so patient with you. Understood?”

“Y… Yes Master. I’m sorry, Master.”

The man clicks his tongue, making it clear that my apologies won't change his judgment. He's going to punish me, and I better let myself be, if I want things to go further tonight, and even after.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through my body. I had expected everything. His firm, warm hand. An intense whip. A flogger with a thousand leather straps.

But he chose something else. Something I had never known before. A cane.

And the least I can say is that it hurts me more than any of the instruments he had used on me before. The pain is so intense that I almost forget my mission. Fortunately, I manage to speak before my master makes me pay.

“One. Thank you, Master.”

Another blow of the cane falls on my ass, just as painful as the first. I thank him again, as I try to ignore the pain emanating from my raw skin.

The blows continue to rain down, precise and intense. Each time, I have the impression that my whole body is on fire, that it is each of my nerves that he hits. I gasp, my senses clouded. A scream rips through the air after a particularly hard hit to my thighs.

I frown, suddenly confused. The shock was so strong that I forgot where we are. My breathing quickens, I panic, as my master waits behind me.

“So? Don't make me start over, Submissive. You know I will.”

I shudder, remembering all too well the time when, almost at the end of my punishment, a mistake on my part had caused him to start all over again. I don't think I would bear it today. So, gathering all the remaining gray matter in my brain, I give it a try.

“T… Thirteen? Thank you, Master.”

I almost breathe a sigh of relief as two blows land on my ass. If I was wrong, he would have let me know.

My fingers tighten on the sill of the fake window, nervously waiting for what's next. But nothing happens.

My whole body relaxes as it is his warm hand that rests on my globes reddened by these blows. I lay my head against the mirror, feasting on this comforting warmth, these caresses trying to erase the marks of his passage.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his fingers caress my pussy. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked. I'm not sure it's normal to take so much pleasure in pain. But I don't care. It's all too good.

“Look at me.”

I look up, my gaze meeting his in the mirror. My cheeks flush intensely as two of his fingers enter me in a wet, obscene sound. He takes pleasure in coming inside me, slowly, far too slowly. His game lasts a few moments. Then he withdraws his hand before slamming it hard on my ass, making me squeal.

He grabs my globes and pushes them aside with one hand, as if to get a better look at me. I shudder when I suddenly feel a liquid flowing into it. My throat tightens. No need to be a diviner to know what he's doing there.

Moments later, my doubts are confirmed when I feel a small metallic object stick to my most secret entrance. A plug.

It's not the first time he's used one. He has even already plunged his cock into this place yet so taboo. And I would be lying if I said I didn't appreciate that.

I bite my lip as he thrusts the object into me, suppressing a soft moan. I wonder if he will take me there tonight, or if he will settle for this little gem of a very special kind.

I don't care. All I want is for him to take care of me.

Gently, he helps me straighten up, pushing aside a few strands that have stuck in my face, wiping away with the tip of his thumb a tear that had flowed without my noticing it. His sudden tenderness warms my heart, and I have to restrain myself from snuggling into his arms.

Now is not the time. I know his punishment has only just begun. It is only at the end of our session that I will be entitled to all his tenderness, to all the warmth of his body against mine.

His hand slips into mine, and without a word, he leads me to the middle of the room. Without violence, he presses on my shoulders, forcing me down to the ground. Confused, I let him lie down, spreading my arms and legs on the floor.

It's only when he approaches me, leather straps in hand, that I understand what he's going to do. All around me are rings. He will attach me to it.

I shiver, as much worry as excitement. Without being able to explain it to myself, I love it when he ties me up. It is as if he offered me a cocoon, a firm and comforting presence, to help me better bear these things that are so often unusual.

The dominant takes his time, sliding one by one the straps on my body. He ties my arms, my belly, before going down on my legs. After tending to my ankles, he goes back a bit, putting the finishing touches on his masterpiece.

My thighs are caught in turn in these bonds. A shiver runs through me, excitement growing in the pit of my stomach. I don't know why, but having this part of my body blocked excites me more than anything. I’m completely open, and no movement is allowed to me. I am totally at the mercy of my dominant and his lustful desires. And I love that.

The man circles around me, admiring his work. His carnivorous smile makes goosebumps appear on my skin. Who knows what's going through his mind right now?

“You still have so much to learn. I think you need a bit of help here.”

Before I have time to ask myself any questions, he goes to the door to open it. My mouth drops open in surprise as I see who's behind.

Rhys is the first to enter, a mischievous smile on his lips. Noah follows him, raising an amused eyebrow at my position.

I'm blushing. I hadn't seen him since our session together. The one where he played with my most taboo intimacy, taking a virginity I never thought I'd lose.

My cheeks turn scarlet as I realize that in this position, they can see everything about me. My breasts. My wet pussy facing them.

I don't really know why I react like that. They saw my body in far more awkward positions though. They touched it, hit it, degraded it. So their mere gaze on me shouldn't trouble me so much.

I hold back a surprised gasp when Max appears at the door. He was the one who made me pass my Master's tests last week. He who led the dance of my humiliation, there, in front of the whole club.

And again, he’s not alone. I manage to move my head just enough to see that at his feet, held on a leash, is his submissive. Laura.

The pretty redhead gives me a big smile. Her curly hair is pulled back into a high ponytail today, making her look sophisticated. I smile back at her, almost relaxing as the door closes behind them.

So, tonight, it's going to be played out between us. On the one hand, that reassures me. It’s not a crowd of countless strangers passing one after another over my body. No, I know these three men standing in front of me. I have already passed through their hands. I trust them to take good care of me.

Silence takes its place in the room. For long moments, no one says anything. Words are useless. The tension rises on its own, as my body is scanned by the eyes of these men. Standing near me, they look like wolves, ready to devour me.

However, they are not the ones who get started. With a slight tug of the leash, Laura starts walking. With incredibly sexy slowness, she walks towards me, her hips rolling the better to catch the eye of the males around us.

Arrival between my thighs, she gave me a quick wink before looking up at her dominant. A single nod of his head is enough to allow her to move into the next part of the night.

The pretty redhead bends down, her hands framing my hips as her hot breath caresses my soaked pussy. I shiver with impatience. I remember all too well the feel of her lips between my legs. From the expertise of her tongue running over every inch of my wet skin.

A long moan escapes me as I rediscover the extent of her talents. She's not trying to play, to make me languish. No, she immediately relieves my desperate body to receive a little pleasure.

Her tongue slips into the folds of my lower lips, collecting my excitement as if it were the best of nectars. She draws a long line, teasing my drenched entrance before moving up to my nerve button.

Without waiting a moment longer, she captures my clit between her lips. Without hurry, she sucks it, pulling me sighs more and more strong as the excitement warms every square inch of my skin.

I bite my lip as her dominant crouches down next to us, gently stroking his submissive's hair in encouragement. Then, his leash still in hand, he grabs one of my pointed nipples.

Impatiently, he twists it between his fingers, making me squeal. The sensation is intense, but not unpleasant. My senses are disturbed under these treatments. My body reacts, tries to move, but is blocked by these bonds that keep me on the ground.

I am completely open, offered to my lovers for a night. They just have to bend down to help themselves. To use my body in whatever way they think is best.

My moans echo through the room as Max now takes care of both my breasts, twisting them powerfully before pulling on them, as if testing the elasticity of the skin.

My whole body is shaking, I gasp. Orgasm is not far off, my toes bend under the effect of pleasure. But when the ultimate pleasure is at hand, everything stops.

The dominant let go of my breasts before pulling on the leash of his submissive, forcing her to stop her delicious licks on my clit yet ready to explode.

Without looking at me, he leads her a little further into the room. I turn my head, curious. He settles her on her knees, caressing her face as the young woman looks at him with unparalleled admiration.

They make the perfect dominant-submissive couple, and I can only dream of looking like that too with Jonathan. But to do so, I must obey him. To be patient. Even if it means staying like that, naked and exposed on the floor.

The men seem more interested in the little redhead than in me. Rhys approaches her, undoing the opening of his pants to reveal his already taut member. With enthusiasm, the submissive takes it in the mouth.

I lick my dry lips watching her, almost jealous. I too want to satisfy these men. To let them use every part of my body.

But that doesn't seem to be in their plans. Noah joins the other two men beside her, while my dominant is content to remain in a corner of the room, leaning against the wall nonchalantly to appreciate the spectacle.

Tears well up in my eyes as Max and Noah undo their pants. Never ceasing to work the length of Rhys, the submissive beauty grabs the other two dominants in her hands, squeezing their erect cocks to satisfy them.

I want to be in her place. I want to touch them, taste them. Prove to them I too can give them pleasure. Oh sure, I don't have as much experience as her, but I'm sure I could do it.

To find myself there, alone, naked, ignored, is one of the most difficult tasks that I have been given to do since I started frequenting this club. Even being tied up in front of countless strangers seems to me now a more enviable fate than my current situation.

I raise pleading eyes to my dominant. He plunges his emerald beads on me, piercing me with his gaze, as if he wanted to probe the smallest particle of my soul. I try to convince him by the thought to come near me. But nothing happens. A tear rolls down my cheek, and I have to stop myself from whining.

He remains impassive. He knows it. If I was really very uncomfortable and unhappy with my position, I would say my safe word. Then everything would stop. He would come and untie me and take me in his arms, whispering reassuring words to me. But I don't want to say it.

No. It's all part of the game. I know that I can hold out a bit longer, no matter how difficult and humiliating my position is. I want to prove to him that I can do it.

My heartbeat quickens as Max leaves his wife to approach me. I lick my lips, pathetically trying to arch my back despite my bonds to show him my desire for him.

He kneels beside me, running his fingers over my skin. A trail of goosebumps emerges from this touch that is far too light to bring me any satisfaction. I bite the inside of my cheek, suppressing a moan of protest.

I know it, the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. And that's not what I want. What I want is to feel him inside me. For him to take me for good.

I turn my head to the side, observing the gestures of the other submissive. With only two men left to satisfy, she goes from one to the other without ever losing the rhythm, alternating between licks and expert caresses.

A gasp of surprise takes me as Max undoes the bonds holding my lower body to the ground. I never expected to be released so quickly. But it suits me perfectly, especially when he lifts my legs to throw them over his shoulders.

I find myself twisted in two, my upper body still firmly against the ground. My mouth opens with pleasure as the man lines up at my soaking wet entrance.

Without wasting a moment, he buries himself in me. He’s neither as wide nor as long as my Master, but this position makes me feel him bigger than ever. I close my eyes, savoring the feel of his member caressing my inner walls.

Already, he is moving his hips, giving me deep and delicious thrusts. My moans fill the room as he speeds up, almost pounding me. The movements of his cock push on the plug still hidden in me. I feel incredibly full. Incredibly well.

It's as if time stopped. There is nothing left but our bodies harmonizing, running after a pleasure as destructive as it is exceptional.

His fingers dig into the thin skin of my legs, clinging to me to better fill me. With my eyes, I seek my dominant. A slight smile parts the corner of his lips, the only sign of any satisfaction.

He always knows how to remain so serious, so stoic, whereas me, everything can be read on my face. And it is a grimace of frustration that decorates it now.

While my orgasm was close, I’m once again deprived from it. Without ceremony, Max withdraws from me to empty himself on my belly. I hold back a disappointed sigh. For the second time today, my skin is covered with the seed of a man. I would have preferred him to empty himself into me. To have him fill me with his long hot ropes of his excitement.

But I’m not the one who decides, and I watch him with regret walk away to find the company of his charming submissive.

I shiver, suddenly cold, alone on the concrete floor of the room. My legs are free, but I still can't move. Otherwise, I could have turned around. Crawl up to them, participate in their lustful activities. Playing with the other submissive, tasting her lips again.

But I can't do it, and I have to wait for Noah to lose interest in the little redhead so that hope can finally come back to me. With his usual carnivorous smile, he approaches me. I lick my lips without ever taking my eyes off him, intensely following his every move.

One after another, he releases my arms. Then his hands get lost on my breasts, massaging them firmly before removing the last strap that still hinders my body.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around. I find myself head against the rough ground, my ass in the air, presented to his gaze. A sound of satisfaction escapes his lips as he touches the plug deep inside me with his fingertips.

I blush, remembering that he was the first to take me to this place. He who made me discover these sensations so strange and yet so delicious. We both know that tonight, there is no question of that between the two of us.

Only Jonathan has the right to touch that part of me now. But that doesn't mean the dominant other isn't going to have a little fun.

All the air in my lungs seems to evaporate as he slides into me with a powerful thrust. His leg goes over mine, and he grips my hips with both hands. I am totally at his mercy. Despite my limbs now free from any hindrance, I can do nothing but suffer his powerful assaults.

My face rubs on the rough floor, so much that I think I'll keep some marks. What is certain is that it will take several days for my ass to recover from these treatments. Noah doesn’t hesitate to reinforce the redness created by the cane by hitting them copiously, tearing me cries at the limit between pleasure and pain.

My eyes crash into those of my dominant. I can see the glint of excitement in his eyes. Finally, he seems to feel something. And if I look down, I can perfectly guess the bulge stretching his pants.

Yet he does nothing to satisfy himself. He doesn't touch himself or use Laura for his pleasure. No. He waits patiently for the sequence of events.

I moan louder as Noah grabs hold of the plug still inside me, rocking it back and forth. The gesture is slow, contrasting with the speed of his cock working my soaked pussy. I don't need to see it to know that I cream it with my excitement.

My breathing is erratic, my clit throbbing. I want to come. I believe I will die if this does not happen. So, in a hoarse voice, I take the risk of speaking.

“Can I cum? Please!”

The men laugh softly, and even my dominant lets a smile adorn his face. He glances at his friend and nods. At this moment, I could cry, as I feel relieved by this silent agreement.

Without wasting a moment, Noah slides his hand between my legs. A muffled scream dies in my throat as he captures my clit, pinching it just enough to send me into orgasm immediately. After an evening of being frustrated, I didn't need more than one pressure to send me into ecstasy.

After a few more back and forth, the man indulges in turn, filling me for long seconds with his hot seed. I sigh with relief, my body limp after the intense pleasure it just felt.

It takes me a few seconds to realize that the dominant has pulled back and walked away. However, I’m not alone. Still in the mists of orgasm, I let someone move me, like a disarticulated doll.

Without really knowing how, I find myself above Rhys. The man smiles at me, stroking my face as his other hand guides his cock inside me.

I moan, still sensitive. However, I don’t hesitate to sit completely on his member. I have never refused pleasure to a man, even less to the one who was my very first dominant.

The mists of orgasm dissipate as I move my hips, hunting for new pleasure. My fingers tighten on his chest as his hands grip my hips, rocking me back and forth over his body like I'm a toy for his pleasure.

A big smile lights up my face as my dominant finally joins me. Jonathan gently strokes my hair as Rhys repositions us. I no longer have the slightest doubt about the sequence of events.

My master only confirms it when, a few seconds later, he pulls out my plug, admiring my entrance open for him. I shudder as I feel him align with me. The other dominant has stopped, giving us time to settle down.

I grit my teeth, my fingernails digging into the skin of the man in front of me, as my master lets his massive cock enter my tight intimacy.

Despite the preparation, and the thick layer of lubricant that covers his member, this trial is not the easiest. He is so wide, so long, that I feel split open. And the presence of the other as a man does not help matters.

However, the two dominants are patient, leaving me to get used to this cock soon entirely inside me. I rest my head on Rhys' shoulder, trying to calm my breathing as they finally begin to move slowly. The sensation is intense, and I have the impression that at any moment, I will pass out under the intense pressure.

A cry snaps me out of my trance. Beside me, Laura undergoes the same treatment, the two men in her now moving at a faster pace. Rhys and Jonathan seem to take this for a competition. In turn, they speed up, tearing me small acute squeaks.

I’m nothing more than a toy, a reel. A little thing that they have to take, that they have to fuck until orgasm ensues. However, they don’t forget my pleasure.

A hand slips between our bodies, grabbing my little nerve button. This one is sensitive to all the stimulations it has received this evening. And yet, the tugging dissipates very quickly.

This is all way too good for pain to be an issue. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. The game is worth every bit of it.

I push my head back, reaching for my master's lips. He does not refuse me the kiss, one of his hands wrapping around one of my breasts in a pressure that makes me lose my footing for good.

I break the kiss, my cries of pleasure mingling with those of Laura in a most obscene choir. My entire body tenses as a violent orgasm runs through me. My holes contract around my lovers, who no longer hold. Each in turn, they empty themselves into me, making me blush with pleasure at this degrading act.

I know I will go home with their seed running down my thighs. And that idea alone is enough to reignite the fire in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter 5

- Two months later -

With a smile, I grab the glass of champagne my dominant offers me, before admiring the view. The ocean is even more gorgeous when observed from the jacuzzi of a luxurious hotel room.

I discovered that in the end, the club is only a tiny part of Jonathan's business. Like a side passion project, if you listen to him. Hospitality is his real livelihood. And what a livelihood. Since I became his official submissive, he showered me with gifts, each one more sublime than the next.

A real relationship developed between us. It goes way beyond a few games at the club. He takes me to restaurants, on hikes, to the movies. We are a real couple. And this, for my greatest pleasure.

I never could have imagined finding someone who understood me so well, both sexually and emotionally. We are in perfect harmony, and our relationship of dominant and submissive only reinforces this feeling.

I sigh with relief, clinking glasses with the man I love so much. He smiles at me, absently stroking my arm before announcing, almost spontaneously.

“You should come live with me when we get back.”

“F... For real?”

“Yes. What we have here? I want this. All the time. Not just a few nights a week. I want to come home and know that you'll be there, waiting for me. Preferably with a nice leather collar around the neck.”

I can't help blushing at these words spoken in a more sensual voice. And yet, they inflame my heart and my belly. I bite my lip, considering his proposal. It’s a big step, and some would say it’s too fast.

Maybe they’re right.

Without giving him an answer, I put my glass down to straddle the man. He lets me do it, his hands resting naturally in the hollow of my waist. My arms around his neck, I lean over him to kiss him passionately. He answers me, making his tongue meet mine in a lewd exchange.

I don't need more to be sure of myself.

I'm going to move in with him.

And together, build our own house of pleasures.
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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.
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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 in Series:  Bound to submission

◆◆◆

His Submissive Fiancée
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“I know you didn't choose me. But as my wife, if you misbehave, you’ll be punished.”

I'm an heiress. All my life has been planned for this moment. Meeting my future husband. I expected everything, but not this. It's Charles Thompson, the successful businessman. He may be older than me, but he fills all my most lustful dreams.

I’m ready to do anything so he sees me as the perfect wife. And when he tells me he’s a DOMINANT, my will only strengthens.

What he orders, I will do.

Even if it means lowering myself to things I didn't even know existed. Tied to the bed of this hotel room, I’m going to let this man I barely know take my body as he pleases.

I never thought I would enjoy being spanked. Or having to crawl for a man. Or even being touched in my most taboo places. And yet, I love it. Pain or pleasure, I'll take it all without ever saying my safe word.

Under his hands, my innocence is flying away. Before he puts a ring on my finger, I will become his submissive fiancée.

◆◆◆

The Innocent Submissive Series Bundle
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My dominant’s rules are clear: arrive on time. Undress. Put on my collar. And open my legs for his pleasure.

All my life, I saved myself for the man haunting my dirtiest dreams. Daniel, my 40-something neighbor. I know I’m only twenty-two, but I’m sure he’s the one. A man of experience who can make my body twist with pleasure.

But when I take my chance, nothing goes as planned. Because he wants more than a simple companion by his side.

He wants a submissive.

For weeks, he’s going to put me to the test, pushing my limits one by one. Handcuffs or rope, everything is good to submit my body to his desires. With toys or with friends, in his room of pleasures or in public, he’s going to visit every part of my body, offered to him without the slightest shame.

Pain or pleasure, I'm ready to scream under his treatments.

And to beg for more.

When he is done with me, there will be nothing left of my innocence.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

You liked this short? Get 17 of them, reunited in one megabundle!
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

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

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

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

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

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

They’ll always beg for more.
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