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You want more?


Chapter 1

“Why are you here?”

For a moment, I look away from my bracelets to plunge my gaze into the man's. He's a little older than me, judging by the fine lines that are starting to appear on his face. Unconsciously, my eyes slide over his body, admiring again his square shoulders, highlighted by a gray suit jacket.

“To be fucked. Being tied with my legs spread, offered to anyone who would use me. All night long, becoming a plaything at the mercy of powerful men. »

My cheeks flush with shame at the thought. I could never say that out loud. Even though that's why I'm here for. I look down, going back to playing nervously with the bracelets I was given at the entrance. One is green, to say that I am alone and available. The other is purple.

Submissive.

That's what it means in this club, dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh. I could have gone anywhere to meet my physical needs. But to satisfy my darkest fantasies, I needed much more. A BDSM club. I have never done this before, and yet, I’m more than ever ready to discover this role.

“To experience new things.”

The man, Rhys, smirks, obviously pleased with my answer. I shiver as he changes seats, coming to sit on the bench next to me. The smell of his perfume, giving off subtle woody notes, sends charges of adrenaline to the pit of my stomach.

For this, as for everything else, the man is intoxicating, and I can't help but take one more look at his powerful hand as he rests it lightly on my knee. Around us, the soft conversations are in full swing, barely concealed by the background music.

In this room, there is nothing to show that we are in a place dedicated to lustful activities. It looks like any bar, with normal people coming out of work and wanting to relax. I know it, serious things happen behind that big, padded door, over there, at the back of the room.

I have not yet dared to take a look, preferring the company of this attractive man. Gradually, our banal conversation turns into a deeper flirtation. The man is direct in his questions, trying to see if we are kink-compatible for a night of fun.

Little by little, I put aside my modesty to answer him with honesty. A carnivorous smile forms on his lips when I confess that I have never been a submissive before.

“It's perfect. Training new submissives is my favorite pastime.”

I blush strongly at these words which excite me much more than I would dare to admit out loud. That's what I want. To be trained. To learn to satisfy a dominant. And if this dominant can be him, one of the most attractive men I had the opportunity to speak to, I don’t see what would stop me. This is my chance, I have to take it.

We talk for a few more moments, Rhys asking me questions about my desires and my limits. Then he gets up without saying a word, just holding out his hand. I take it and let myself be guided, squeezing it a little tighter than I should as we approach the large door.

That's it. Serious things are about to start. I readjust my short leather skirt and take a deep breath before following him into this den of debauchery.

I hold my breath as I find myself immersed in a whole different mood. From light to furniture, everything comes in shades of red and black, in an elegant and sensual mix.

My eyes do not know where to rest, attracted by the sounds, the movements. In more or less lit nooks, couples come and go, kissing and touching as if they were alone in the world.

For a moment, I can't take my eyes off this man looking like a giant, so tiny is the petite blonde against him. Her waist is thin enough to be engulfed by the hand of the man who rocks her back and forth on his leg, while he has his other fingers lost in the pussy of a woman near them. The latter comes forward, kissing the little blonde with passion. I suddenly feel hot watching this infernal trio, and find myself imagining joining them.

An intense scream draws me to the other side of the room. On a platform, a woman is tied up, her long red hair cascading over her milky skin. With each stroke of the whip the man makes on her, her imposing boobs rise, offering a most lewd vision to the whole assembly.

I’m hypnotized by the show, and cannot help imagining myself in her place, abandoning myself to the hand of this expert man. Against my thin thong, I can feel my arousal flowing, my clit begging for some action.

Trying to ignore the calls of my body, I continue to observe the place. On the other side of the room, a corridor seems never to end. I bite my lip, wondering what's behind all those doors.

I imagine dark and cold rooms, filled with objects, each scarier than the next. Torture chambers, as seen in some porn. My stomach tightens with anxiety, and I can't help squeezing Rhys's fingers a little tighter.

He's a stranger, and yet I cling to him like a beacon in a rough night. He’s my only point of reference in this place so unusual for me. His eyes are fixed on me, analyzing my every reaction.

I shiver as his arm wraps around my waist, pulling me closer to him. His sultry voice whispers in my ear, leaving a streak of goosebumps on my raw skin.

“Let’s find a quieter place. It's time to start your initiation.”


Chapter 2

I can't suppress a tremor as the door closes behind me. This is it. I'm in. My first experience as a submissive. Everything is going so fast. Not an hour ago, I walked in here, and now I'm ready to let a man dominate me. And what a man. Everything about him exudes self-confidence. Power.

Rhys approaches me, suddenly looking huge. If he wanted to, he could smash me with a single move of his hand. And yet, that doesn't scare me. It even excites me. I imagine him, running his fingers over my neck, squeezing it just enough to make me faint as a powerful orgasm runs through me.

I just want to lose myself in his arms and let him swallow me whole. He runs his hand over my face, resting it on my jawline before leaning in and capturing my lips in an almost tender kiss. It's not really what I expected, but I'm not against this moment of new intimacy, this bond that he gently creates between us.

I almost moan in disappointment when his tongue leaves my mouth, and he goes to sit in the armchair that decorates a corner of the room. I stand there, looking puzzled and a bit clumsy, wondering what to do.

I take advantage of this moment to observe the place. It's nothing like the cold and scary dungeon room I had expected. No, this is a comfortable and well-appointed bedroom.

If it weren't for these toys on display, these hooks on the ceiling and on the four corners of the bed, I could imagine myself in any beautiful hotel room in the country.

My eyes return to Rhys. The man remains utterly stoic, his gaze scanning me up and down, as if pondering on a course of action. I suddenly feel vulnerable, totally exposed to his gaze, like naked.

Nervously, I fiddle with the sides of my skirt, regretting that I can't pull on it to lengthen it. However, soon, that won’t have the least importance.

“Take off your clothes.”

I swallow with difficulty. My reaction is stupid. I didn't really come here to play cards. I knew what awaited me. Despite this, I can't help but tremble at the idea of finding myself naked in front of this stranger.

For long moments, I find myself petrified, unable to move the slightest part of my body. The man frowns slightly but says nothing, giving me a little more time.

But his patience is not eternal.

“Well? I think I asked you something. You remember your safe word, right?”

My throat is too tight to speak, so I nod. Yes, I remember. And I don't want to pronounce it. I don't want this to end at all.

A few more moments pass, the man's gaze still stern on me. Finally, I manage to regain control of my movements. Just in time, I believe. Even though he likes newbies, I'm not sure Rhys could have waited much longer for a reaction.

Slowly, I unhook the buttons of my blouse one by one, revealing my generous breasts enhanced by a black lace bra. Then, my fingers move down the side of my little leather skirt, undoing the zipper until the garment falls to my ankles in a loud plop.

A little less sure of myself, I move my hands up on my body again, continuing my striptease. Faced with the lack of instructions from the one who is now my master, I undo my bra, sliding it slowly down my arms, delaying as much as possible the moment when I would be naked in front of him.

As best I can, I forbid myself to put my hands on my body in a futile attempt to hide my modesty. I must continue my mission. But as I'm about to take my panties off, the man stops me.

I stay there, standing and almost naked, totally offered to him. Vulnerable, thus exposed to the dim light of this room. The minutes pass, and little by little, I gain confidence, encouraged by the gaze of the man on my body. Like an art lover, he observes my every curve.

I shudder as he finally moves, standing up to join me. His lips brush mine, his breath caressing my face without ever mixing with mine. One of his hands comes to meet my breasts.

His fingers roam my sensual curves, before grabbing my nipples. I let out a slight gasp of surprise as he pinches them, then pulls them towards him in a gesture that's as painful as it is delicious.

My breathing quickens as a hand reaches further south. My heart skips a beat as he slides it ungently into my panties, his fingers parting my lower lips to cover themselves in my arousal.

I blush, mortified to be so soaked by these few caresses. The man stares at me with a snide look, certainly making fun of my excitement. I who always wanted to show myself as a good girl, it looks like I'm a slut after all.

I moan as he lazily touches me, his fingers moving back and forth at a slow but steady pace, giving me far more pleasure than it should.

I can't help but let out a disappointed sigh when he withdraws his fingers. But this disappointment is quickly replaced by a shock. Without warning me, Rhys slides his fingers still soaked with my excitement over my lips.

“Open.”

I don’t long resist the pressing fingers of the man, blindly obeying him. Without thinking, I let him push his fingers inside me, licking them without hesitation. I can't believe I'm tasting my arousal like this for the first time, just to satisfy this man who was still a stranger just an hour ago.

I don't know why I submit in this way. All I know is that I want to have his expert fingers inside me again. Who knows what he will be able to do with his cock?

When he's finally satisfied with my cleaning, he pulls back and looks at me sternly.

“On your knees.”

I swallow, but obey him anyway, keeping my eyes fixed intently on his. Ignoring the rough ground below my knees, I lick my lips, my gaze moving unconsciously on the crotch of the man in front of me.

While I expect him to open his zipper for me to take him in my mouth, Rhys doesn't. After a light pat of encouragement on my head, the man moves away from me and goes to sit on the edge of the bed.

Deprived of his presence next to me, I feel vulnerable again, thus exposed in the middle of the room. For long minutes, the man remains cruelly silent, contenting himself with watching me maintain my position with difficulty.

My chest is rising faster and faster. Not out of excitement, but out of concern. The longer he stays quiet, the more uncomfortable it becomes. I wonder if I made the right decision. I expected an avalanche of orgasms, to find myself overwhelmed by intense caresses on my body.

Not to be treated like this, to have to wait again and again, never knowing what awaits me at the end of this ordeal. As I fidget a little more, the man clicks his tongue, immobilizing my whole body with that simple sound.

“Patience is the main quality of a good submissive. No matter your desires or your discomfort. You must respect the decisions of your dominant. Try to remember that, Submissive.”

I nod my head slowly, before trying again to remain completely still. The task is arduous, but I succeed, pulling an approving smile from my dominant. A few more moments, and my patience is rewarded, Rhys taking me to the next level.

"Crawl to me.”

I take a deep breath and drop to my hands and knees, trying to ignore the excitement those simple words have produced in me. In a movement that I want feline, I walk towards him, fixing my gaze boldly on his. As best I can, I try to appear confident.

With a smile on his face, the man watches me approach, authoritatively spreading his legs for me to lodge there. Kneeling between his thighs, I keep my head raised towards him, impatient and hypnotized by his gaze.

“You know what I want from you, right?”

Barely letting him finish his sentence, I throw my hands at his zipper, eager to finally see his cock. But my gesture is interrupted by his hand, which firmly grasps my wrist. I look at him again, a look of incomprehension plastered on my face.

“I asked you a question, Submissive. I didn't allow you to touch me. You really lack patience. I’m gonna need to correct that.”

I let out a slight cry of surprise as the man lifts me without difficulty, rocking me on his legs. Thus positioned, I find myself with my ass facing him. I know what awaits me.

Unceremoniously, the man rips off my panties as if they were a sheet of paper, stripping me completely bare. My cheeks are flushed with shame as I can feel his gaze digging into my drenched pussy.

Slowly, his hand passes over my ass in a firm but sensual gesture. I bite my lip. I know this is going to hurt, and yet, I can't wait for it to begin. It's meant to be a punishment, but it's one of the things I wanted to try the most.

So, I can't help but smile when a first slap lands loudly on my buttocks. It’s quickly followed by two others, then two more. My smile slowly fades as his hand swoops down in a steady rhythm over my thin skin, making it unmistakably red and swollen.

I bite my lip, muffling out sounds of both pain and pleasure. My senses are tangled while the man does not weaken. I thought he would take it easy, start with just a few little smacks, to show me what it looks like. But he doesn't falter, even increasing the strength in his hand, making me jump and wiggle on his leg.

“Hold still if you don't want me to start over.”

I nod frantically, focusing on his order. Although I appreciate that, the pain is starting to get stronger, more intense, and harder to bear. I don't know how long I could last like this. I absolutely don’t want to say my safe word now. We have only just started...

So, I take a deep breath and wait, submitting until his hand stops. He caresses my globes lightly before sliding onto my lower lips. With his fingertips, he spreads them, clicking his tongue before plunging two fingers into me.

“You are soaked, princess. You know that was meant to be a punishment, right?”

Cheeks flushed with shame, I nod my head, trying to hold back my moans as his fingers move in and out of me at a brisk pace.

A scream dies in my throat as he suddenly pulls his hand back to bring it down on my ass again. Once. Twice. Thrice. I gasp, my breathing uncontrollable as he wipes his still soaked fingers on the sore skin of my ass.

Then he caresses my back, before making me go down again between his thighs. Gently, he caresses my face.

“You took your punishment well. Go ahead. You can suck me now.”

Fingers still trembling from this experience, I tackle the zipper of his pants, somehow pulling his taut cock out of its fabric prison. I let out a gasp of surprise when I saw his size.

He is much wider and much longer than any man I have known in the past. I'm not sure I'll be able to get it inside me. But I sure want to try.

Holding it at its base with my hand, I let my tongue slide down its ribbed length, discovering its taste with delight. Going up slowly, I finally reach its slit, already letting out a few drops of pre-cum.

I lick it gently, before capturing its swollen tip between my lips. I stay there for a few moments, slowly nodding my head, before finally daring to push him a little deeper. I know it's going to be hard to squeeze all of his length into me.

And yet, I'm dying to try. I don't know why, but I have a mad desire to satisfy this most attractive man. Who knows, maybe he will return the favor once his desires are fulfilled.

So, gently, I push him further and further into my mouth, occasionally coming up to take a break from my exploration. His fingers dig into my hair, squeezing it roughly.

“That's right princess, show me how good you take my cock in your slutty little mouth.”

I look up at him while continuing to push his cock inch by inch. A few tears begin to well up in the corners of my eyes as his presence grows larger and larger in my mouth. However, I do not weaken, supporting his gaze, hoping to receive compliments and attentions.

A muffled sound escapes my throat as he is now fully inside in me. His fingers grow stronger on my head, authoritatively holding me in this position. I struggle to breathe, and try not to panic at this sudden lack of control.

Until now, he had let me do. But now he does show me who's in charge. A smile forms on his lips as I fight my body's sensations as best I can.

“That's it. Breathe. You can hold on a little longer. After that, I'll put my cock in your tight little pussy. You would like that, huh?”

Somehow, I answer him with a muffled sound, snatching a satisfied smile from him. For seconds that feel like hours, he holds me in position, before finally releasing his grip on my hair.

Still, I don't rush, sensuously moving up his length, playing with my tongue and squeezing an excited curse out of him. I go down slightly, waiting for a clear order to be given to me to stop.

Slowly, Rhys grabs my chin, pulling his cock out of my mouth. He pats my cheek to congratulate me, filling me with irrational pride. I managed to satisfy him, to be patient as he wished. And now I will have my reward.

Following the man's silent command, I step back, giving him room to get up. My eyes stay on him as he slowly undresses. My eyes dart back and forth between his tense member and his chest, appearing slowly as he slips out of his T-shirt.

His torso is lightly muscled, and he possesses the body of a man who does physical work. I lick my lips at the thought that, soon, his skin will be against mine. The man continues meticulously to get rid of his clothes. Then he grabs his belt.

“Hold out your arms.”

My mouth opens in surprise, yet I submit. Being tied up is one of my fantasies. But I had no idea he was going to do that with a belt. Yet that's what he does, performing tricks around my slender wrists, making sure I can't move.

When, finally, he is satisfied with his work, he lifts me up by the waist and throws me on the bed. I find myself on my stomach, my arms stuck on my body. He slaps my butt again before grabbing my hips so I get up on my knees. My face is crushed against the mattress as I offer him a plain view of my pussy.

I shudder as I feel the mattress sink next to me, and his presence towering over me. Without delay, he rubs against me, his cock slipping between my globes. I can't help but blush as his cock sways back and forth against my ass. The gesture is simply erotic, and my position, obscene.

I feel like I’m his toy, a doll he uses for his pleasure. And I love that. He slides his cock against my drenched insides, squealing softly from me as he rubs it against my taut clit. I don't think I've ever been so close to orgasm, with so little stimulation.

I can't suppress a squeal of discomfort as his tip begins to enter me. It's much larger than I'm used to, and, as he continues to plunge into me, I feel like I'm splitting open.

Yet I don't stop it. On the contrary, I arch my body, inviting him to continue. Because what he does to me there is exactly what I had hoped by coming to this club. To be deprived of my body and abandon myself to a powerful man.

Until now, he had dominated me with his gestures and his words. Now he does it with his cock, driving it inch by inch to stamp me with his dominating imprint.

My teeth bite the sheets beneath me as his presence grows more and more imposing. I can't hold back a sigh of relief as his hips finally meet mine. That's it. He is totally in me.

One of his hands caresses my still sore ass from his spanking, as if to congratulate me for holding on. Slowly, he withdrew from me to better sink back in. My back arches a little more at this passage, and my breathing becomes difficult as the man continues his slow comings and goings, opening me up always a little more.

A scream escapes me as he replaces his slow rhythm with one deep, quick thrust, throwing me forward, my head crashing into the mattress. He's starting again. Once. Twice. Thrice.

I find it hard to breathe under his powerful assaults, and it seems to me that he goes even deeper than before. Then, he resumes less ample movements, but much faster. I struggle to keep up, and I have difficulty to keep the balance with my hands thus stuck in front of me.

Suddenly, I freeze. Without ever stopping his jerks, the man slides one of his thumbs that he has previously soaked with my excitement against my most taboo entrance. I'm blushing. I hadn't really said no to this practice, without really daring to admit that I wanted to experiment with it. Did he feel it, testing my limits?

For the moment, he is content to draw the crenellated outline of my ring, watching for the slightest of my reactions. Between his thrusts and his finger movements, I don't know where to turn. All I know is that pleasure is taking more and more place in my body.

Seeing that I don't say my safe word and that I relax, the man plunges his thumb into me, tearing me a gasp of surprise. I couldn't describe the feeling. I have never been so full. And I love that.

He doesn't fit more than one knuckle inside me, just moving it slowly as his cock continues to work me. My legs are shaking now. Intoxicated by these sensations, I feel faint when his free hand rests on my clit.

In a voice that I do not recognize, I hear myself pleading with incoherent words. The man laughs softly before speeding up his movements. I keep begging.

“Please. Come inside me. I want to feel you. Fill me up.”

“Only good girls get that.”

“I'll be a good girl, I promise.”

“Prove it. Come for me.”

His fingers pinch my clit, and I don't need more to lose my footing. At this simple command, my body tenses, the pleasure going through me in a new way. Lightning flashes in front of my eyes and the man has to hold me back so that I don't completely collapse on the bed.

Both of his hands are now hooked on my hips. He pounds me without giving me the slightest respite, my screams filling the room. I forget that, behind the door, other people are present. Maybe they can hear us. Maybe they don't care. All I know is that I only want one thing: that he empties himself inside me.

But my wish is not granted. With a quick movement, he withdraws from me, grabbing his cock to release all his seed on my back. I can't help pouting, which he notices.

Slowly, he tilts me onto my back to get a better look at me. Without violence, he grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him.

His eyes shine with an indescribable sparkle. Even though he has just emptied himself on me, he seems just as hungry as when we began our exchanges.

“Don't pout. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 3

I breathe a sigh of relief as the man undoes the belt binding my arms. I haven't been tied up for long, and yet I still feel sore.

Gently, Rhys grabs my wrists between his fingers, gently massaging them. I watch him, mesmerized. His gentleness contrasts with the strength he displayed just a few minutes ago. It's fascinating to see how the same man can have two such different facets. This is surely part of his dominant role.

I think I could quite get used to this kind of treatment. Oh, not necessarily with him. I wouldn't be against trying other dominants, seeing what they are capable of. But for the moment, I’m loving this first experience.

I lick my lips, impatient. Despite the powerful orgasm that just passed through my body, I want more. I have no idea what more he could do to me, but I can't wait to find out.

Slowly, the man makes me sit on the edge of the bed, gently capturing my lips. My hand lands on his chest almost shyly, as if I'm not quite sure I'm allowed to touch him. As if he was going to evaporate at this simple touch, and that I was going to wake up, alone in my bedroom.

But the man stays there, starting to kiss me. For a few moments, our tongues play lazily with each other. It is no longer about power or passion. Just a moment of intimacy and connection before the sequel comes.

The man steps back, leaving me for a few moments to reach the bathroom adjoining the bedroom. He comes back with a wet washcloth, which he slowly passes over my face and my body. I shudder at the sensuality of this gesture, moaning when he lingers a little longer on my pointed nipples, awakening my arousal again.

He descends on my thighs, tracing every inch of my soft skin, making me die of anticipation as he comes dangerously close to my most private parts. However, he is careful to avoid them, passing on the inside of the opposite leg.

After a few minutes, he puts the washcloth down before grabbing my chin again. His brown eyes are probing me and I can't help but part my lips to seek a little air in front of the intensity of his gaze.

Without a word, he moves away from me to rummage through one of the available shelves. I hold my breath, worried about what will come of it. There are so many possibilities, so many objects, each more impressive than the next.

I swallow. The man comes back to my side and places his selection of objects on the bed. I can't help but take a peek at it. If I see the rope and the handcuffs, it's something else that catches my attention.

My body freezes, my heart stops. Because what he has just placed next to me, I have no doubt about it, is an anal plug. The man grabs my shin so I face him. His face is totally neutral, he doesn't let his emotions pass.

“If you want to be a good submissive, you have to surrender completely to the will of your master. To let yourself go. To forget the good and the bad. It's not easy, but I have something to help you get there.”

Slowly, he lifts a piece of fabric in front of my eyes. A blindfold. After observing my reaction, the man brings it close to my face, depriving me of my sight. I swallow, trying to stay completely in control of my emotions. Not being able to see what the man is doing makes things so much harder, and I can't stop the fear from rising in me.

My heart beats a little faster as Rhys puts his hands on my shoulders, laying me down on the bed. He remains perfectly silent, only heightening my anxiety. I take a deep breath as he lazily strokes my stomach with his fingertip.

Listening to his advice, I try to let myself go as metal hoops close around my wrists. Once the handcuffs are installed, he lifts my arms to attach them to the headboard of the bed.

I lick my lips, fear gradually giving way to excitement. To curiosity. What will he do now?

I imagine him, grabbing a whip, letting the leather straps slide over my raw skin, giving me a sensual caress before, without warning, striking the inside of my thighs, making me arch my back in pleasure and pain.

Or he could drip wax over my body, the hot drops falling on me like thousands of little pricks.

Dozens of scenarios race through my head as I patiently wait for my master to decide my fate. His fingers trace a line down my inner thighs. The gesture is light, but I am so excited that it’s enough to make me moan. The man lets out a laugh, visibly satisfied with my reaction.

He continues on his way, sliding his finger against my pussy, soaked with a new excitement. I can't help but move my pelvis, gaining some delicious friction. Surprisingly, the man lets it go. But my beautiful assurance is only short-lived.

His finger descends lower and lower, until it finds the jagged outline of my most taboo entrance. I tense up. So that's what he had in mind. I shouldn't be surprised. After all, I was the one who told him I wanted to do it.

Slowly, he slips his index finger inside me. I bite the inside of my cheek at this unfamiliar sensation. However, I cannot say that it hurts, nor that it is really unpleasant. I feel my cheeks flush slightly. I probably shouldn't feel that kind of stuff.

And yet, I can't suppress a slight moan of pleasure as he begins to lazy back and forth with his finger. He intensifies his movements, adjusting to the little sighs of relief that come out of my mouth as his other hand rests on my clit. He doesn't move it, but presses hard enough to stimulate my pimple of nerves.

I almost moan in disappointment when he pulls away. I stay on the alert, trying to perceive what is happening around me. I think I hear the sound of a liquid being poured, like a tube emptying.

Before I have time to think about it, a cold metal object is already pressing against my back entrance. The plug I saw earlier. I lick my lips, suddenly eager to receive this rhinestone adorned object inside me.

I grit my teeth as the object pushes through. It's wider than my dominant’s fingers, and doesn't have his comforting warmth. I take a deep breath as I feel torn in two by this foreign object.

Yet, despite the discomfort, I don’t protest. I don't say my safe word. No. Because I know that quickly, the pleasure will come.

Trying to distract myself from the resistance my body offers to this little toy inside me, I imagine everything he could do to me, once this object is fully installed inside me.

The man's voice echoes through the room again, making me shiver. I swallow hard as he tells me what's next. He won't be taking care of me alone.

He told me, I have to trust him blindly. Defer to the decisions of my dominant, because only he knows what is best for me. What I need. And apparently what I need  now is other dominants.

A streak of goosebumps forms on my skin as he approaches me, whispering in my ear in a reassuring voice.

“Don't worry. I will stay by your side all the time. I make the rules. If I tell them to stop, they will stop. You remember your safe word, right?”

I nod feverishly, slightly overwhelmed by my conflicting feelings. I've dreamed of this moment for so long, I can't believe it's really about to be happening.

The man gently strokes my hair, giving me a few moments to collect myself, before declaring in a playful tone.

“It’s time to welcome our guests.”


Chapter 4

The vein on my temple seems ready to burst, so much the blood which passes through it throbs with rapidity. I try to reason with myself, to lower my heart rate. After all, that's what I wanted.

To be tied up, spread and at the mercy of men guided by their overflowing libido.

I asked for all of this. I dreamed it, fantasized about it. How many times have I touched myself, imagining myself offered to complete strangers? Dozens, maybe even hundreds of times.

I lick my parched lips, starting to get used to the idea. If my brain still resists, my body knows perfectly well what it wants. I'm so wet I wonder if I'm staining the mattress under me.

My cheeks flush slightly at the depraved idea. In a few moments, these men will come in, and see me, vulnerable for them. I won't be able to hide anything of my excitement. Let alone hide the fact that I am a slut.

I shudder as the door opens and gravelly voices echo all around me. It's like being in the locker room of a gym, the men all talking louder than each other, surely congratulating themselves for being in the right place at the right time.

How many are they? With my eyes blindfolded, it is impossible for me to know. Yet, thus deprived of my sight, my other senses seem to be amplified. I can distinguish the sounds better, without being able to determine the number of men ready to use me as their little toy.

I perceive a mixture of high-end cologne and cheap deodorant. Usually, I would have been bothered by these strong smells. But tonight, it excites me more than ever. Musk, tobacco, citrus freshness… Everything blends into a scent that seems to have been tailor made for me.

With each breath, these male scents awaken my senses, sending a shock to the pit of my stomach. They are males, and I am the female ready to be bred.

Despite the impatience in the air, no one is moving. This pure male energy, this sexual tension, floats in the air around me, waiting for one thing: for my master to release it.

I should be scared of the prospect, but I'm more excited than ever. If I hadn't been in this submissive role, I think I would already be spreading my legs and begging them to take me. But my body no longer belongs to me, nor does this decision.

My one-night dominant finally speaks, reminding everyone of the rules of the game. That the second I say my safe word, everyone will have to stop what they're doing and step aside, to give him time to take care of me. The men nod in a whisper whose excitement is barely masked by seriousness. With a playful tone, Rhys finishes his speech.

“Have fun. But remember one thing: her little ass is mine.”

A few laughs escape the men, a few gritty comments are heard. But soon, the serious things begin. Around me, the sound of clothes crumpling, footsteps on the ground approaching.

And then, one hand, then two, then more than I can count, so my brain is assailed by these sensations. It seems to me that there is not a square inch of my skin that is not touched, caressed.

For the moment, strangers are rather soft, taking the time to discover me, to appreciate the softness of my skin. It's as if they were afraid of breaking me if they went too hard. I who was hoping to be a plaything, for the moment I find myself being treated like the most delicate of porcelain dolls.

A hand wanders to the inside of my thighs. This touch is so light that it makes me shudder as, slowly, the fingers move up my bare leg. But as I'm about to feel them land on my soaked pussy, they grip my thighs forcefully, forcing me to spread them. Thus installed, I reveal to all the extent of my excitement.

A few admiring whistles sound, accompanied by light laughter of excitement and gritty comments. I blush, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed.

As a reflex, I close my legs. But before I even have time to really protect my privacy, a loud slap hits my inner thigh, making me scream in pain and surprise.

A few mocking sounds are heard, reactions of joy at my reflexes. An arm wraps around my thigh, making sure I keep myself open for their gaze. I can't see them admiring me, but I can perfectly feel their eyes burning my skin with their desires.

Another hand holds my opposite thigh as someone attacks my breasts, pinching and tugging my nipple hard until I meow in discomfort. Yet these unpleasant sensations only increase my arousal and I feel my clit quiver and throb, desperate for someone to finally take care of it. A voice echoes near my thighs.

“She likes the pain, it seems.”

“She loves that. A good little slut.”

I blush when I hear the words my one-night dominant says. But I don't have time to feel more embarrassed, because someone starts pulling my nipple harder than ever. I squeal and arch my back at the sensation, futilely trying to get some control over my body.

Finally, a hand presses against my pussy. It stays still, encompassing my sensitive parts without giving me enough friction to really feel good. If I didn't have my thighs locked in this way by strong arms, no doubt I would have started lifting my hips to try and get some relief.

Maybe it's best that I'm tied down. At least that way, I can't disobey the rules. That way, I'm sure I'm behaving like a good girl.

Finally, the hand moves, two fingers spreading my lips to pinch my swollen clit. I can't hold back a long moan as the fingers move at an excruciatingly slow pace. Then, a cry.

The lazy caresses turn into a painful pinch. My arms struggle against the handcuffs as my clit finds itself twisted tightly by those sadistic fingers.

Despite my quickening breathing, I don’t pronounce my safe word. I want to see how far I can hold out. How pain can turn into pleasure, as long as I give it time to arrive.

Without realizing it, my breath hitched, and it isn’t until a man puts his thumb on my lower lip to make me open my mouth that I finally catch my breath.

The finger slowly sinks into my mouth, sliding over my tongue. I wrap it around, showing him how well I can behave. What I could do, if he replaced that thumb with his dick. Whispers of approval echo around me as, one by one, I take on the trials of these men.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly a man settles between my thighs, his tongue tracing a long line along my soaking wet pussy. I hadn't even felt him come on the bed, too disturbed by all these hands caressing me, gripping me, feeling the goods as if I were an animal on the cattle fair.

I let out a long moan as the tongue continues to explore me, sparing no corner of my nerve button. Then, it descends along my lips, until it finds my soaked entrance. Playful, the man plunges his tongue into it, reproducing rapid movements of penetration in a most obscene sound.

My breathing becomes more difficult, as much because of this man who devours me as if he had not touched a woman for years, as by the fingers which sink into my mouth, forcing me to take them one after the other as I would if it was a dick.

As the man between my thighs captures my clit, starting to suck it fervently, my breast finds themselves captured in turn by an expert mouth. I feel myself losing my footing as my body is constantly stimulated.

Two fingers enter my wet pussy, making me moan against the fingers still in my mouth. I admire the patience of these men. I thought that by now, they would have already filled all my available holes with their cocks stretched to the extreme by the vision of my body offered to them.

Soon, distinctive spasms begin to run through my body. My breathing is stronger, my chest rises at full speed. A scream dies in my throat as the mouth that captured my breast pulls back, before biting the outside of my globe, that bite on my sensitive skin enough to knock me off my feet completely.

My privacy tightens against the fingers of the man, who continues to administer his licks with passion on my clit, while a man frantically slaps one of my breasts, making my orgasm even more delicious. My whole body convulses, my hands tugging on their chains with a rattling sound.

Gradually, the man's movements slow as my body collapses onto the mattress in a shapeless puddle. I barely feel his fingers wiping on my thighs, covering them with my arousal.

Without further ado, other hands grab onto my body, turning it over without difficulty, my chains long enough to give them that opportunity. Still shaking from my orgasm, I obey as best I can as I’m ordered to get on all fours.

Without losing a moment, a man approaches me, presenting his taut cock to my lips. I don't need to be prayed for to open my mouth and slowly push him inside me. It's neither as wide nor as long as Rhys, and I'm relieved of that. My throat appreciates this semblance of rest.

Between my thighs, a man buries his face, tasting me in turn. My legs are shaking. It's almost too much stimulation, as my breasts are again touched, kneaded, held as if they were the greatest treasure a man could find.

Another man approaches my face. I don't see him, but I can feel the presence of his member against my face. Fingers dig into my hair, forcing me to let go of the cock I was sucking to take the newcomer.

With equal care, I take the man into my mouth, drawing a sigh of satisfaction from him. As best I can, I try to satisfy these two men, alternating between one and the other as best I can despite my tied hands.

I feel intoxicated by this moment. Even though I am tied up and at the mercy of all these men, I feel more powerful than ever. They want me, are turned on by me, ready to line up for a chance to taste my mouth, my tight pussy. I'm sure there are plenty of other women out there in this club. And yet, it is me they are waiting for.

I feel like a sudden rush of pride at the thought of it, and take on both men even more eagerly, sinking them a little deeper each time I alternate between them.

Between my legs, the man is not to be outdone, continuing to lick my intimacy with enthusiasm, alternating between long licks on my slit and sucking my clit, as hungry as if it hadn't been touched in weeks.

I never thought I had such a sexual appetite in me. It's like tasting a delicious dessert. The more we eat, the more we crave. And I'm sure I'll never get tired of these feelings. Certainly not when I feel a new orgasm pointing between my thighs.

My body is shaking, my cuffed hands clutching the sheets beneath me, trying to keep my balance as the men take turns pounding my mouth. But as my orgasm is about to take me, the man steps back, depriving me of the delights of his tongue.

My wait is only short. The mattress sinks, and I feel thighs sticking to mine. Against my butt plug lazily presses a taut cock. My breathing quickens and, while trying to stay focused on the men I have to satisfy, I remain on the lookout, waiting without the slightest power what the man behind me is going to do.

Slowly, he taps his cock on my ass, then on my plug still comfortably installed in my most taboo entrance. I can't help but have a slight gasp of surprise when I feel him do it. I think it amuses him to play with me like that. Maybe it's even a way to provoke my dominant, to play with his authority. A childish, primitive behavior. And exciting...

My pussy contracts, almost desperate to receive this cock in it. The man still does not hurry, as if he does not have an erection straining his member. Slowly, his dick glides along my lower lips, covering itself in my arousal before finally lining up at my entrance.

Without the slightest delicacy, the man enters me in one motion, plunging his cock deep inside me. I find myself thrown forward, the man's cock in my mouth ending up deep in my throat with this simple gesture.

A gasp of pleasure escapes his chest, and fingers close in my hair to hold me in this position. I breathe in loudly, trying to control my breathing despite the imposing presence in my mouth.

Behind me, the man withdraws with exaggerated slowness, as if to increase the tension. Then he begins to penetrate me again with one powerful thrust. Again, I find myself propelled on the cock in my mouth, almost choking me, so much it is deep now.

A few mocking laughs ring out, the men visibly happy to see me fight with my own body. It's degrading. Humiliating. And yet, I love it. Even in my wildest dreams, I hadn't imagined how good it would be to be used like this.

The man withdraws from my mouth, quickly replaced by another. The vision of my exploits seems to have inspired them and the tension has risen a notch in the room. Despite my disturbed senses, I hear distinctive sounds of men masturbating, occupying themselves as best they can while waiting their turn.

I don't know how many of them chain themselves under my tongue, as the man behind me happily takes me hard, alternating between powerful thrusts and quick jerks, rocking me back and forth on his cock at a hazy pace to better disturb me.

My dominant was right. There is no more good or bad, no more of what I would like to do or not. Just the present moment. Bodies using me. Me letting go, submitting to their pleasure... And mine.

Because I can't deny it. I love what's happening to me. I don't know how many more men have to pass on me, and I don't care. I want this moment to last for hours, even if it means I can't walk for days after this.

My stomach contracts as a hand pushes its way between my thighs, reaching for my clit. This is all too much. The sounds, the smells, my raw nerves... I can't hold on any longer, and soon my whole body is convulsing, my tight pussy clutching around the cock of the man inside me, as my mouth takes even more deeply the man who visits it.

A hand slams down on my bottom, slapping it in quick, loud slaps, making me moan, my throat throbbing around the man's member, triggering his own orgasm.

Without bothering to pull back, the man drops his seed deep in my throat, holding me in place until I swallow every last drop of his debauched gift.

I barely have time to breathe when another cock thrusts into me, as the man thrusts me hard behind me, pounding me as if his life depended on it. Then he pulls out in one swift motion before finishing on my back, painting it with his hot liquid.

I blush, much more excited than I should be by this gesture. He has just marked me with his passage, I belong to him.

Again, I’m turned around, and a new man comes to lie down between my thighs. I'm repositioned so that I can continue to suck off these men, each one more envious than the other.

The man between my legs doesn't waste a second, attacking my pussy as if he's been in there for hours already. A wave of warmth washes over me as I hear him growl, both to himself and to inform his companions.

“Damn, she’s so tight and wet. She loves it, the little slut.”

I squeal against the cock inside my mouth as someone grabs my breasts again, squeezing them in their hands, tweaking my almost painful tips as they are taut. Another hand finds its way to my over-stimulated clit.

I don't think I can take any more, and yet, I say nothing, letting them use me as they please. And soon, my own body proves to me that I was wrong to doubt. I who have never really managed to come more than once, now I feel my climax getting closer again.

Like a silent agreement between men, my mouth is left empty as my moans grow louder. As the man continues to thrust into my pussy with passion, my body convulses, and I arch my back despite my firmly bound hands.

My screams echo through the room, almost drowning out the cheers and admiring whistles of the men around me. The man no longer holds, and lets himself go, releasing his seed deep inside me.

My cheeks blush at this most depraved gesture. What my master had refused me, he gives it to me. This action, however, is an integral part of my fantasy. All I want is for them to empty into me one by one, whether in my pussy or in my mouth. Maybe even both.

The men follow one after the other, tossing and turning me, using me as their little toy. Exactly as I had dreamed. I cannot say how many men are in the room. They could be four, as they could be ten, twenty. I totally lost track, and I don't care. I’m content to welcome them, to accept with joy what they want to give me.

My intimacy contracts and again, I come under the encouragement of these men. My cheeks flush with pride. I never thought I could do this. Getting fucked by so many men is surely not something I should brag about. But I can't help it, despite the fatigue that is starting to set in.

Gradually, the rhythm begins to falter, the men sated with my body. After one last man empties onto my stomach, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as I feel my arms being released from the chains holding them to the bed.

However, my handcuffs are not removed, and I tense, feeling myself being lifted. In no time, I find myself sitting on top of someone, my breasts resting against the man's chest. I shudder as he whispers in my ear, and I recognize the voice of my one-night dominant.

“Ready for one last ride?”

My head stuck in his neck, I nod, no longer having the strength to speak after getting all those cocks in my mouth. Rhys picks me up, then positions me on top of his member, slowly impaling me there.

I let myself go, pushing little squeaks here and there. Despite the number of men who fucked me tonight, none were thick enough to compete with this man. I feel split open, his cock pressing the plug still inside me.

“Come on now, ride me. Show me how much you want me to fill you up.”

I bite my lip, trying to muster what little energy I have left in my body to get moving. Because one thing is for sure, no matter how many men have come inside me, on me, I want more than anything for it to be Rhys closing this depraved assignment. To have his massive cock erase the passage of all others, showing who owns me, even if it is only for one night.

So, I move my hips sensually, keeping it against his for the moment, shuddering every time my clit comes into contact with him. I think after that, I'm going to have to let it rest for a while, just to recover from this adventure.

But for now, I want to push it a bit more. Just to see if I can come again. Just one little time more.

Rhys lets me pace myself, resting his hands on my ass, squeezing them occasionally, as an encouragement to keep going. My head resting on his shoulder, I can't hold back a long moan as he grabs my butt plug, playing with it, pulling it out slightly before pushing it in as deep as he can go, making me moan uncontrollably.

I know the other men are still in the room, no doubt admiring the spectacle we offer them. But I don't care about that anymore, as Rhys' mouth comes to capture my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue slips inside, drawing mine into an erotic dance. I let myself go completely, letting my body express itself without controlling it anymore.

I break the kiss with a gasp of surprise. Taking advantage of my diverted attention, my dominant just removed the plug that was stuck inside me, tossing it carelessly into a corner. Then his hands land on either side of my buttocks, spreading them.

I'm blushing. Thus positioned, he offers a clear view of my hole enlarged by the plug, showing men what they could have, if he let them. But I know he won't. He told me so. This hole is his, totally.

I grit my teeth as he sticks his middle finger inside it, driving it all the way in, going much deeper than the plug that was there moments ago. My breathing quickens. The man sensually kisses my neck, tracing an invisible line to my ear as he slips a second finger inside me.

“You are going to cum for me, with my fingers in your little ass. Understood?”

I nod enthusiastically as he speeds up the movement of his fingers, and his hips start moving in turn. Despite my cuffed hands, I cling to him as best I can, trying not to fall under the force of his body.

I let myself go completely, no longer trying to control my movements, welcoming with joy this feeling of being totally spread open that it offers me. I never thought it was possible to feel so full. So satisfied.

A few more jerks and, without warning, an orgasm overwhelms me, more powerful than any I've felt tonight. My whole body is shaking, I'm ready to faint, and yet I still want to savor this moment for a few moments.

“Yeah, that’s it, milk my cock. Good girl.”

I move my hips eagerly, chasing every little spark of pleasure my body possesses, like a thirsty man finding water in the desert.

The movements of the man are more imprecise, more brutal. I’m now sure that he is destroying me, ruining me for others. And yet, I let him do it without the slightest regret.

Because soon, comes what I have been waiting for. In a powerful rattle, the man empties deep inside me, releasing his hot seed in the pit of my belly, marking me with his possession.

My head rests on his shoulder and I can't hold back a contented sigh as his cock continues to throb inside me.

I am his.


Chapter 5

Slowly, I open my eyes. A moan of pain escapes me as I move my legs. No doubt about it. Last night really happened. I would never have been so sore if it had only been a dream.

I stretch, falling back with relish against my soft pillow. Flashes from last night come to my mind. After Rhys emptied himself into me, the men left the room one after another, leaving us alone.

Rhys then removed my blindfold and gently pulled himself off of me. Then he lay down, drawing me with him. Embracing me, he hugged me, gently caressing my back, bringing me unparalleled tenderness and comfort.

This man was a stranger, and yet he knew how to show incomparable care. Apparently, this is part of the role of a dominant. Making sure his submissive feels safe, especially after such an intense session.

After a long moment of rest, he carried me to the bathroom. Despite everything that had happened, we couldn't help but do it again. He picked me up, pinning me against the shower tile as the water trickled over our bodies.

There was no more urgency, no more rough desire. Just an intimate moment, the need to feel our bodies unite one last time. Then, he accompanied me to the taxi that was waiting for me, before leaving me his number. In case something went wrong, and I needed help.

Then he whispered a few words in my ear so the driver couldn't hear, making me blush with mixed pleasure and pride.

“You were a very good sub tonight. It will be known at the club. I already know I have friends who would love to introduce you to more things than you could imagine. You should really come back. You have a gift for this, little girl.”

I smile thinking about those words. If I enjoyed my experience with him, I would not be against submitting to other dominants. See their method, discover new things. I still have so much to learn.

For now, I really need to rest. But one thing is certain.

I’m far from being done with this house of pleasures.
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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 next in Series: Bound to Pleasure
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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.
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Used at the Office
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I HATE him. And yet, I want only one thing… To kneel and call him Master.

I don't know how this happened. Benjamin has always been my enemy. The man to beat. And yet that night, in the bathroom of our office, he gave me more pleasure than any man I’d known before him.

I should have been alone in the office today. But he invited himself, torturing me with his annoying but mesmerizing presence. Every time I see him, I fantasize about his hands on my hips, his mouth on my skin.

I knew he was gifted. But I didn't know he was also a DOMINANT.

I thought we'd do it quickly on his desk. Not that he would bend me over his lap to spank me. I’ve never been so ashamed. I should rebel. But deep inside me, a voice orders me to obey him. To submit.

In the office or in a luxurious hotel room, I let him do what he wants with me. He can tie me with his belt, submit me to his darkest desires. I just want one thing: to have him inside me. Anywhere inside me.

I’ve always been a strong and independent woman. Now, I’m the submissive plaything of my worst enemy.
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