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Chapter 1

A small sigh of excitement escapes my mouth as the leather collar finally closes around my neck. I've waited all week for this moment, eager to return to my master's house.

I can't believe it's already been two weeks since I lost my virginity to this man. He certainly hadn't expected this when he opened the door to me that day. For him, I was still only the young twenty-two years old girl living next door to him.

How could he have known that I had been fantasizing about him for years? During all this time, I dated no boy of my age, preferring to save myself in the hope of one day falling into the arms of this so attractive forty-year-old.

I have often wondered how a man with as much charisma and success as him could still be single. I thought maybe it was his job that took him too much time. Now I know it's because of his particular way of life. Of his fantasies.

Daniel is a dominant. And what he wants is a companion who can submit to the least of his desires. This is how my probation began. One month, four weekends. For twenty-four hours, he can do absolutely anything he wants with me. If I pass each of these tests, he will consider making me his submissive for good.

During our first meeting, he didn’t go easy on me, spanking me, putting a plus between my ass cheeks before even kissing me. Even when I finally confessed to him that I was a virgin, he didn't really drop his pace, showing me what to expect in his company.

As for last week… Last week, I almost lost everything. Too eager to find out more about his world, I snooped around his house, discovering his dungeon, and starting to use his toys without even having permission. When he found out, he made me pay for it in the most delicious way.

I don't know how many times he pushed me to orgasm, never letting me reach it, going so far as to lock me in a chastity belt to make sure I didn't touch myself as soon as he had his back turned. That day, I learned my lesson, returning home with my ass still red from the passage of his flogger.

Despite his tough treatments and these frustrations, he didn't let me go without fucking me in absolutely all my most private parts, making sure to give me enough orgasms to make me addicted to him.

I spent the week on edge, counting the hours, the seconds, separating me from this moment. Now naked in his entryway as I’m supposed to do when I arrive here, I know I have to be patient. If I am docile, he will make this new weekend an experience that I will not soon forget.

Softly, I head to his reception room, where I must wait nicely. I blush slightly when I see his sofa, remembering how, just a week ago, I stained its fabric with my arousal. It appears to have since been cleaned.

I barely have time to sit down when I hear Daniel's voice ring out, sending a delicious shiver down my spine. He's not talking to me though, his phone tucked under his ear as he has a heated discussion about his company with who knows who.

It doesn't really interest me. Not when he gives me that devastating smile, his green eyes lighting up as they glide over my naked body. I lick my lips, my gaze fixed on his hands, on his chest covered with a white shirt perfectly cut to emphasize his wide shoulders, his muscular arms.

He walks over to me, brushing my face with his fingertips. This gesture is not erotic, and yet, I feel my whole body ignite. This man drives me absolutely crazy. I'm sure if he wanted to, he could make me cum without even touching my breasts or my pussy.

Just thinking about it makes me wet, and I fidget lightly on the couch, hoping I don't stain it again. While continuing his conversation, Daniel motions for me to follow him through his luxurious house. I'm almost disappointed when we pass the door of his dungeon without entering it. But I have to be patient. That's what's most important to him.

He opens the guest bedroom door, letting me in first. I know this room well. This is where I slept every time. He hasn't let me into his own bedroom yet, a place too private for me to be there. I must earn this privilege.

Patiently, I wait to see what the man expects of me. Without a glance, he heads for the huge closet. This one is empty, except for a dress, a pair of heels, and a lingerie set.

My mouth opens. He did text me this week asking for my measurements. I now know why. Putting his hand on the microphone of his phone so that the other doesn’t hear him, Daniel finally speaks to me.

“Put this on. Tonight, I'm taking you out.”


Chapter 2

For the umpteenth time since I got in his car, I readjust my dress, trying to get it down a little lower on my thighs. My cheeks are as red as its fabric. And to think we're not even in public yet...

I can't believe he makes me wear something so sexy in society. The skirt is much shorter than what I usually wear. As for the top... I've had swimsuits with more coverage than that. The neckline is plunging, and the back is bare. To complete this outfit, my legs are made even thinner by a pair of heels.

I try not to fidget too much, to prove him that I am obedient to his desires. I fix my eyes on the road, trying to ignore the feeling of awful nakedness I find myself in. Because if my master had indeed bought sexy lingerie, he did not let me put it on, deciding at the last moment that I would be much better naked under this already so light dress.

I did not protest. Because despite the shame I already feel imagining myself showing myself like this in public, I can't help but be excited, remembering the way his eyes devoured me when I joined him in the living room, thus dressed.

I finally look up at him as he pulls up to the side. I don't understand what we are doing here. There's not much in that street, and certainly nothing like the big restaurant he said he was taking me to.

A mocking smile forms on his lips in front of my perplexity. Slowly, he runs his hand over the back of my neck, squeezing it gently before continuing his strokes along my collarbones, following a well-marked route to my breasts. My nipples are already poking through the fabric, only increasing the intensity of the blush on my cheeks.

I can't help but sigh as he leans in towards me, his mouth gently kissing the thin skin of my neck. Chills run through my body as I close my eyes to surrender to these sensations. His hand has already made its way between my thighs, moving them up to my intimacy.

He lets out a groan when he discovers that I'm already soaked. I should probably feel ashamed to be in such a state of excitement when we haven't done anything yet. But I don’t. I am proud to show him the reactions he provokes in me.

I squeal as his lips change rhythm, attacking my skin in a way that will undoubtedly leave marks. As if he wanted to make sure to show everyone who I belong to.

Without his lips leaving my body, his hand goes to the glove box, taking out an egged-shape object that is still unknown to me. Still, I have no doubt what he intends to do with it. He confirms it to me quickly, bringing it closer to my soaked pussy.

For a few moments, he slides it over my lower lips, coating it with my natural lube. Then, with a quick gesture, he lets it sink into my tight privacy. I grit my teeth in the face of this intrusion without any preparation.

With a possessive gesture, he grabs my jaw, pulling me into a passionate kiss that makes me melt. His tongue plays with mine, stifling my moan of surprise as the object turns on up inside me. Of course, I should have known. Daniel seems to have a passion for remote control toys. How could I have thought that eating out in this provocative outfit would be the only test he would impose on me? I should know him better.

A playful smile on his lips, he walks away from me and restarts the car. A few minutes later, we park in front of the restaurant. He gives the keys to the valet before heading over to my side to help me out of the car. Never have I had to concentrate so much to perform this gesture, however banal, terrified at the idea of offering a full view of my private parts to all those who are nearby.

I pull myself up in those heels that are way too high for me, clinging to Daniel's arm. Even with these stilts, I remain smaller than him, his height offering me a semblance of protection. My breathing quickens. We haven't entered the restaurant yet and I already feel incredibly vulnerable. This evening is going to be long.

◆◆◆

In my life, I have never looked at a menu with such intensity. It's the only way I've found to try to ignore the heavy stares on me. As soon as we entered this chic restaurant, all eyes turned to us.

I still can't believe he wants to do this. After all, he is known in the region. He is surely one of the most successful businessmen in town. So to appear like this, with a woman much younger than him on his arm… It will make people talk.

He could have taken me anywhere, but he chose this posh place, where men take their wives for their weekly outing. I don't know which looks are the hardest to bear. Those of the curious, or those lustful who feast on my barely veiled body.

Daniel doesn't seem bothered in the least. He walked in with his head held high, giving a few hellos here and there, before helping me sit at our table. I would have hoped to find myself in a dark corner of the restaurant, but of course, even that is denied me. It would be difficult for us to be more exposed. Whatever he decides to do to me, many will see it.

A shiver runs through me as a draft of cool air caresses my skin, reminding me of my situation. My short skirt brushes my bare pussy. I thank my master internally for having chosen a place putting tablecloths on the tables, this one bringing me a little protection. An illusory feeling, I know.

I don't look up when the waiter arrives near us, as much interested in taking our order as in the clear view my cleavage offers him. Without ever meeting his gaze, I give him my dish before giving him the menu. My eyes stay fixed on the tablecloth as my fingers close nervously in my lap.

I don't need to see him to know that Daniel is enjoying the situation. He doesn't say anything, making me wait me a bit. Then, finally, he begins the discussion. We talk about everything and nothing. Of his work, of art, of our common passions… Little by little, I relax. If we get along well in bed, we seem to get along just as well out of it. But with Daniel, sex is never really far away.

As I tell him about the last book I read, I let out a high-pitched little yelp, catching the attention for a few moments of the man at the next table. My eyes bore into Daniel's. A slight smile tugs his lip as he takes a bite of his dishes.

As if nothing had happened, he encourages me to continue my story. I bite my lip, trying to ignore the vibrations that have slowly started inside me. They're not very strong at the moment, but I know the man well enough to know that he won't settle for that. All I hope is that no one will hear this toy rammed inside me.

I start talking again, acting as naturally as possible. I don't have to look down to know my excitement is already showing on my body. Against the fabric of my dress, I can feel my nipples poke. Without a bra, there is no doubt that they are clearly visible.

My gaze remains fixed on that of my master. I know it, if I deviate my head for a single moment, I will cross that of another man, amazed by the degrading spectacle that I offer. And that, I can't bear. I want my dominant to be the only one looking at me like that. But he decided otherwise.

My cheeks flush as the vibrations inside me intensify, making me clench my hand around my fork. They are not yet too violent, and I manage to keep control of my body. But for how long?

Our dishes cleared, Daniel grabs my hand, playing with it for a few moments, his eyes locked with mine. We stay in silence, flirting without a word. It's like time stops when he looks at me like that. As if I was the only woman on earth. And to think that this could become my life.

But before I can fantasize more about this life together, my master reminds me of his true nature. My fingernails dig into his hand as he drastically increases the vibration. My stomach contracts under these assaults, it becomes difficult for me to act as if nothing is happening. With each new wave of electricity spreading through my nerves, I visibly flinch.

I'm sure my actions caught the attention of the man at the next table. I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning and to keep my composure. With a desperate look, I start to discreetly beg my dominant.

“I would like to go to the bathroom.”

“Is that how you address me?”

“Please, Master.”

“No.”

I can't hold back a frustrated moan as my arousal intensifies. The dessert brought by the waiter does not offer me more comfort. Normally, nothing would have given me more pleasure than this dripping chocolate cake. But right now, I don't even want to eat it, my thoughts drifting to a whole other activity.

If we hadn't been in the middle of a crowded restaurant, I think I would have been able to slip under the table and slide his cock into my mouth, all to convince him to make me cum. I'm sure he'd like it, to see me behave in such a slutty way. Who could believe that barely two weeks ago, I was still a virgin? It hardly seems believable.

My breathing quickens a little more as my arousal begins to become uncontrollable. I wonder if I'm staining the chair beneath me from my lover's treatments. His face is incomparably calm, contrasting with the tension that holds my body. I won't last long.

With great difficulty, I finish my dessert, trying to ignore my surroundings. I'm sure our neighbor has guessed our little game, and can't help but glance in my direction, surely feasting on my torture.

I wonder if he has an erection. The thought makes me blush all the more, but also makes me proud. I have never been so much the center of attention. And the idea of being the one who provokes desire in all these men fills me with great joy.

My jaw clenches as the vibrations get a little more intense, before stopping abruptly. I breathe a slight sigh of relief, but soon I feel disappointed. I hope he doesn't make me wait until tomorrow to give me an orgasm. That's what he did last week, and I'm not sure I can take it again. I shiver as his deep voice reaches my ears.

“You can go to the bathroom now. I'll take the check.”

“Thank you, Master.”

I say the words softly, too scared the man next to us can hear me. Pulling on my skirt, I get up in an inelegant way. But all I care about is not divulging any more of my anatomy to the room.

It takes all the effort in the world to reach the bathroom in these heels. My legs are shaky, and I'm not used to walking in these kinds of shoes. And then, I'm sure, everyone is looking at me. I try to hold my head up high, to act like one of those desirable women we get shown on screens all day long. I'm not sure I can do that, but I don't care. Because finally, I find myself safe in the private room.

Without delay, I head for the sinks, running cold water over my face and the back of my neck. My skin is on fire, I feel like nothing can put it out. Except maybe an orgasm or two, received from my lover's hand.

Patiently, I rearrange my hair a bit. I didn't really need to come here. I just wanted to regain some strength. And, I must admit... Giving my dominant the opportunity to make me come with this little egg inside me.

The minutes pass, but the vibrations do not resume. As I prepare to leave, somewhat disappointed, an icy shiver runs through me. Daniel is there, his bewitching scent and animalistic charisma melting me before he even touches me. Without a word, he pulls me back into the room, closing the door behind us.

My bare skin turns goosebumps as his hand slides down my waist. His gaze planted in mine bewitches me, disconnecting me completely from reality. Without realizing it, we have reached the end of the room.

Without delicacy, he presses me against the wall, his lips immediately coming to capture mine. My whole body ignites as I lose myself in this passionate kiss. Without the slightest effort, his hands slip behind my thighs and he lifts me up, pushing me even more against the wall if possible.

His lips don't leave mine for a moment, his tongue exploring every inch of my mouth. My arms wrap behind his neck, one of my hands sliding into his silky hair.

I forget about the outside world, moaning unrestrainedly against his mouth. In this moment, nothing else matters but my body against his. I'm like a drug addict taking a dose of her favorite poison. What does it matter to me to become a junky, if it means that my drug is the pleasure he offers me?

Between my thighs, his hips are so stuck to mine that I can feel the bulge distorting his pants. I wonder how long he's been like this. A few seconds? A few minutes? Or since we entered this restaurant? Did parading like this with a young woman on his arm excited him?

Whatever the answer, I don't care. All I want is for this moment to never end. He breaks our kiss, our faces remaining less than one inch apart. We are both out of breath, and terribly excited. A few kisses will not be enough to appease the fire burning in our bodies.

If he wanted to, all he has to do is undo the zipper of his pants to pull his cock out and plunge it into me in one quick motion. I'm so soaked, I'm sure I could take it without preparation. It would surely hurt a little at first, but I know that these inconveniences would soon be replaced by intense pleasure.

I moan again as his lips slide down my neck and his hands move to meet my breasts. Without mercy, he attacks me on all fronts, his fingers pinching my pointed nipples through the fabric of my dress. I'm more soaked than ever, and I think I'll die if he doesn't take me now.

But he decides otherwise. I let out a disappointed squeal as he lets go of my thighs, forcing me to my feet. His thumb strokes my lips still wet from his kisses. I'm sure he takes pleasure in smearing my lipstick on my face. But I don't care. All I want is for him to continue exploring my hungry body. I shiver as his voice finally thunders.

“On your knees.”

No matter how much I bite my lip, I can't help but smile at this order. I love that he dominates me like this, and I love what I'm about to do to him even more. Slowly, I drop to my legs, my face coming up to the zipper of his pants.

I lick my lips looking at him, patiently waiting for him to allow me to go further. A simple nod of the head, and I know I can go. Feverishly, I tackle his belt and his zipper, hastening to get his tense member out.

I lick my lips again when I find myself face to face with this imposing cock. A part of me can't help but wonder if I'll succeed in taking him in my mouth, and in the other parts of me that I know he'll want to explore. I shouldn't worry so much, I've made it before. There is no reason for today to be any different.

Without even thinking, I move my head forward and take him as deep as I can into my mouth. I don't have the slightest desire to play, to make him languish, playing slowly with my tongue. No, I want to show him how much I want him. I am ready to give everything for his pleasure. Because I know he will return the favor.

His hand is already slipping into my hair, his fingers intertwining with my strands to squeeze them as he pleases. That's how he likes to do it. He always gives me a bit of control at the beginning, before taking control and using me as he sees fit. And I love that. Being his object doesn't bother me at all. On the contrary. I feel like I belong to him even more.

I take him deeper and deeper, relaxing my throat with each in and out. My gaze never breaks from his, this connection only making things more intense. My eyes widen as I see him grab his phone and point it at me. He continues to whisper words of encouragement to me while turning on his camera, wanting to create memories of this moment.

My stupor passed, I focus all the more. If this moment is going to go down in history, then I have to do everything to appear as sexy and gifted as possible. I tremble as his deep voice echoes again.

“Touch yourself.”

Before I can even slip my hand between my legs, he turns on again the egg into me, making me moan like never before. My fingers don’t take long before landing on my tense clit, giving it all the friction necessary to take it to orgasm.

My lover's growls grow louder. He doesn't seem the least bit concerned that we can be heard. Nothing else matters except our pursuit of pleasure. I feel like I could die so great is my excitement.

My whole body is shaking, my jerks only driving his cock deeper into me. His fingers tighten more tightly in my hair, preventing me from pulling back. Soon, his thrusts intensify. And, without warning me, he empties into me with a long gasp, his seed lining the back of my throat.

I cough a little but force myself to swallow everything. Some might find it disgusting, but I love it. I'm the one causing this reaction. Me, pushing this man who is so experienced and so gifted with his body to lose his mind.

He pulls out of my mouth and zips up his pants. I look up at him pleadingly. Since he came, I stopped touching myself. I know it, only he can allow me to go further. If he wants to, he can also deny me my orgasm. I shudder at this idea.

A smirk crosses his face, and he gently pats my cheek in a sign of pride. Then, turning his phone back at me, he says the words I've been waiting for.

“Make yourself cum.”

I'm quick to reposition my hand on my clit. He even helps me, increasing the vibrations. Despite my body shaking and wanting to drop to the ground under these intense sensations, I remain in my position, my eyes raised to my master. He doesn't move, just capturing the moment on his phone.

A few more movements, a few more pressures, and finally, I feel myself leaving. Violent pulsations twist my stomach, and I let myself go into a scream that I don't even try to stifle. I don't care who can hear me out there. I want everyone to know who I belong to. That this perfect man also knows how to deal with a woman's body. They can judge us, I don't care. I am his, fully. And the night is just beginning.


Chapter 3

Carried away by the play of light and the loud music that resonates all around me, I let myself go. Here at least, no one can see that my lipstick has smeared all over my face.

He didn't let me readjust my makeup once our activities in the restaurant's bathroom were over. No. He made me walk across the room like this, my hair undone and my makeup leaving little doubt about what I did to him.

If he hadn't been holding me by the waist, giving me some protection on our way out, I think I would have disintegrated in shame. All eyes were on us. Some envious, others outraged. I can't believe he put his reputation on the line like that, and for what, a little excitement?

I thought that after this extraordinary experience, he would want to go straight home. But he didn't. I didn't think he was the type to like nightclubs. It all sounds like a new game. He settled into one of the booths, ordering us mocktails before encouraging me to go dancing on the floor. Alone.

Normally, that wouldn't have bothered me. I like to dance and let my body express itself without worrying about the crowd. Just focus on the music and the lights around me, to forget everything. This feeling of letting go, I now find it in his arms. Surprisingly, submitting to his discipline brings me the same feeling of calmness.

But tonight is a little different. In this outfit, I look more like Little Red Riding Hood offered as food to a pack of wolves. With this dress, I'm more exposed than ever, my body sexualized like never before.

I feel them, the looks on me. I know it won't be long before one of these men finally dares to approach me, pretending to want to dance when we all know very well what he would really like to do to me. Place his hands on my body. Own me.

I shudder at this thought. I only want my master's body on mine, and no one else. I know it's all part of his game, but I can't help wondering how far it will go.

The answer should come soon, when finally a man breaks away from the pack to approach me. He stays a reasonable distance to begin with, just making contact while staring intently at me.

I answer him with a shy smile, before turning around, trying without much hope to get away from his attention. The man doesn’t understand. Seeing my bare back and my short skirt showcasing my plump ass, he even takes that for an invitation.

I tremble slightly as I feel his imposing presence behind me. Without the slightest elegance, he begins to replicate my movements, his hips often coming into contact with mine. The man is much taller than me, and with these heels, I know I would have a hard time getting rid of him.

I glance to the side. My heart skips a beat as I see that the booth where my dominant was is now empty. Where is he? It's not like him to leave me unattended like this.

But before I have time to panic, I felt an arm wrap around my waist, pulling me against the body of its owner. Immediately, I relax. This perfume, this touch, I would recognize them among a thousand.

I snuggle a little tighter against the man's chest, relieved to find my lover's presence. His imposing and charismatic presence is enough for the stranger to retreat, leaving in search of another prey.

I raise my face, which Daniel begins to caress, before imprisoning it in his hand to lead me into a passionate kiss. I moan against his lips, sticking my body closer to him, if that's possible.

I move my hips lasciviously in time with the music, never failing to caress his crotch with my hips. He growls against my lips but lets me do. It's fair game, after all. After exposing me like this for endless minutes, he must understand the need I have to drown in him.

We no longer care about the people around us. I think if this were to continue, we would end up jumping on each other, right in the middle of the dance floor. I cry out as the egg inside me turns on. I had almost forgotten his presence, so overtaken by the other events.

My fingers dig into my dominant's shoulders, trying to find some support in this crazy dance. When the song ends, he pulls away from me, managing to be reasonable for two.

Firmly, he intertwines his fingers in mine and pulls me off the floor, staring defiantly at every man who lets his gaze linger on me a little too long. When we get to our booth, he sits me on his lap, wrapping one of his arms around me, while his opposite hand grabs my glass to let me drink.

I let him do, happy to be so pampered. No sooner does he put the glass down than I snuggle up against him, putting my arms around his neck. He caresses my thigh absently, his eyes glued to the dance floor as I let out soft moans in his ears, the egg still gently vibrating inside me.

From time to time, his hand goes up on my body, brushing my breasts through the fabric. When our eyes meet, I part my trembling lips, silently begging him to kiss me. He grants my request, his tongue sliding forcefully into my mouth. I get closer to him even more, if that is possible.

Given our position, many people can see us letting ourselves go like this. They must surely think that there is some sort of arrangement between him and me. The young woman seeking protection and gifts in the arms of an older man, in exchange for her body and her time.

But it’s nothing like that. What interests me about him is not his money or his social status. No... It's the ecstasy he can bring me. His experience. I've always been drawn to him. And now that he makes me discover this role of submissive, I’m all the more addicted to him. He revealed me to this world that I did not know, but which seems perfect for me. I just want to follow him wherever he wants. Even if it means spending the evening feeling ashamed, exposed to the judgmental stares of strangers.

He breaks the kiss, his breathing slightly stifling with excitement. He helps me up, wrapping his arm around my body possessively before dragging me out. My fingernails dig into his body, my gait made difficult by the vibrating egg and my heels.

It’s only once installed in his car that he stops the vibrations. I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief, welcoming this truce with gratitude. He laughs softly at my reaction, before starting the engine.

The drive to his house is silent. Yet the sexual tension between us is very palpable. He keeps his hand on my thigh, squeezing it from time to time, his thumb dangerously close to my clit, which is just waiting for him to touch it. But he doesn't, making me yearn.

I’m surprised when, arriving in front of his house, he parks in his driveway rather than in his garage as he usually does. Maybe he wants to behave like a good neighbor and not make too much noise. But the explanation is quite different, as I understand a few moments later.

Firmly, he asks me to move my seat back and lower it as far as possible. I remain bewildered, but do so all the same. Does he really want to do that here? I know it's late, but anyone could walk down the street and catch us indulging in such perverted acts.

We're both known in the neighborhood. I lived here my whole life, most of our neighbors saw me growing up. What would they say if they found out about this weird affair I have with Daniel? They would judge us, no doubt about it.

Soon, I put my worries aside as my dominant places his hands on me, encouraging me to lie down in an unorthodox position. Slowly, his fingers slide the straps of my dress over my shoulders, revealing my breasts swollen with desire.

Without the slightest hesitation, he leans over me and captures my nipples one by one between his lips, sucking them until I moan. I want more, but he takes his time. He’s the one to set the pace, not me.

I moan again as he removes the egg from me. I don't know if I'm disappointed or relieved to be rid of it. Who knows what he'll give me in return? An answer is quickly offered to me, as he unceremoniously lifts my skirt. He licks his lip in an excruciatingly sexy gesture when he discovers how soaked I am.

Without further ado, he leans towards my intimacy, his warm breath caressing my tender parts. Then, slowly, his tongue draws a long line across my slit, making me arch my back. He repeats the operation, once, twice, before attacking me more frankly.

His lips land on my clit, capturing it in a delicious embrace. I drop my head back, surrendering to his feelings. My breathing quickens, my chest heaving in an erratic rhythm as he expertly sucks on my nerve button.

Already, I feel the tingling heat in my stomach. I almost moan in frustration as his mouth moves away, this absence feeling like hours. But soon he repositions himself, his tongue aligning with my entrance to fuck it, mimicking the movements his cock would make inside me.

My fingers dig into the leather of the seat. I'm not sure if I'm allowed to put them in his hair. I wouldn't want him to think I’m trying to take control. Because it's the complete opposite. I've never wanted him to control me so much. Let him make me his little dirty thing, as long as he keeps making me tremble with pleasure.

His tongue goes back up again along my slit. I don't stay empty for long. Immediately, Daniel plunges two fingers into my pussy. I'm so soaked that I welcome them without resistance, regardless of their size.

He pushes them down to the last knuckle. Without giving me time to get used to his presence, he’s already starting to move them at a breakneck pace, taking them out to immediately plunge them back in, my hips moving up with each intrusion. Then he begins to dance them inside me, his fingertips always finding the exact place to land, the perfect way to touch my inner walls.

His mouth is also busy, capturing my tight clit again. I let out a piercing squeal as his teeth gently play with my nerve button, bringing me a sensation yet unknown. I can't tell if this is intense pleasure or sharp pain, as everything is mixed up in my mind. To add to my torment, his other hand rushes to my chest, pinching my nipples forcefully.

I can't hold back my screams and moans any longer. My body arches, my hips move uncontrollably to get even more friction with his mouth and with his fingers. He chuckles softly, the vibrations coming out of his throat sending long shivers down my spine. I know, I'm not far from coming. So, despite the mists that surround my mind, I remember what I must do.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

He barely stops to give me permission, attacking me again mercilessly. My fingers sink deeper into the seat as his movements intensify. I wonder if the whole neighborhood can hear us. I don't care, because finally, the long-awaited deliverance is coming.

A ball of heat emanates from my lower abdomen, radiating throughout my body, burning everything in its path. My members tense, before completely relaxing. I feel like I'm just a shapeless puddle on my dominant's seat.

This one does not stop right away, despite my orgasm being done. For long minutes, he continues to over-stimulate me, having fun seeing me fidget like this, not knowing if it's pleasure or pain that I feel.

He ends up ending my ordeal, wiping his lips in a provocative gesture. Then, he indicates the house with a nod.

“Let's go inside. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 4

I swallow hard as I enter the dungeon. He may have explained to me in detail what is going to happen here, seeing the installations in person is much more impressive. Slowly, Daniel's hand settles on my back, bringing me some comforting warmth. I will need all his support to go through this ordeal.

He encourages me to walk over to the bed where the toy he's going to use tonight is already waiting for me. This one is more impressive than anything he's used so far, making me shiver with nervousness again. And what to say about this camera?

Everything he did to me at the restaurant was just an appetizer. A preparation to see how far I was able to go. Satisfied with my reaction to the stares of strangers, he decided to carry out the rest of his plan.

Because this camera is not only there to immortalize our licentious activities. No, it’s going to broadcast them live, giving strangers a perfect view of my perversity. Because I'm a slut, there's no doubt about it.

When he explained his idea to me, Daniel assured me several times that I had the right to refuse. That what he's asking of me is not an easy thing, and that it won't affect my future as his submissive if I don't feel ready to take the plunge. But each time, I cut him off, assuring him otherwise. I'm nervous, but I want to try this.

I already noticed this machine the last time, wondering what it would feel like to find myself continuously pounded by such a mechanical object. And now he wants to offer me the answer. I must admit that the idea of men really wanting to see me, the ordinary girl, being degraded by a man like Daniel excites me to the highest degree.

I shiver as my dominant slowly slides down my dress, revealing my naked body. He stares at me for a moment as if he's never seen me like this before. Then he hands me a first piece of lingerie. Panties that are not really panties.

In fact, they’re completely open. My entire anatomy is thus revealed, making these panties more of a harness than a real underwear. The bra is of the same ilk, two open triangles supporting my chest and making it look a little bigger.

My dominant licks his lip, seeing me so harnessed. As usual, he is dressed, clearly marking the difference in our positions. Finally, he comes out of his contemplation to return to his toy shelf. It’s filled with objects of all kinds, each more lustful than the other.

My eyes light up as I see him return with a small object that I now know well. It was the first thing he used on me. I probably shouldn't be so excited to receive this little piece of silicone in my ass, but that's how I feel when I see this plug.

My reaction does not escape my dominant, whose lips stretch in a smile that is both mocking and satisfied. He takes his time to coat the object with lubricant, having fun making me languish like this. Then, it’s on his fingers that he spreads the product, before starting to plunge them into me.

Instinctively, my hand clings to his arm, trying to find some semblance of support to this new intrusion into my tight privacy. Each time, I have the same thought. How could I take his cock when a single finger already seems impossible to accommodate?

But I know it. With a little preparation, there is not a place where I would refuse access to my dominant. Not when his cock, mouth, and fingers are causing so much pleasure.

I let out a soft hiss of pain as the plug replaces his finger. It is much wider, giving me the impression of being open in two. And yet, soon the toy in me increases my excitement even more. Daniel starts circling me, his predatory gaze analyzing my every curve like a painter in front of his canvas.

Gently, he grabs my nipples, rolling them between his fingers, making me gasp in pleasure. Then, he takes small metal clamps out of his pocket. I lick my lips at the sight of them, knowing only too well the sweet sensation they will soon bring me. One by one, he captures my tips to adorn them with these metallic prisons. Between my thighs, I can already feel my excitement flowing.

To complete my outfit, my master tightens leather buckles around my ankles. Then he attaches matching handcuffs to my wrists, forcing me to hold my arms behind my back. It's not the first time he's done this, making me discover from the beginning how much I like being tied up.

He licks his lips, seeing me prepared like this, a treat ready to be devoured. But as usual, he will wait before even simply tasting it. This man knows how to show incomparable restraint. I don't know how he manages to have such self-control, when this simple preparation already leaves me panting, ready to spread my legs and beg him to take me wildly all night. Of course, I don’t share these thoughts with him, wisely keeping them to myself.

Gently, he grabs my arm. After a final verification of my consent, he approaches me to the bed and helps me climb into it. He presses on my upper back so that my head comes to rest on the mattress. My buttocks thus erected upwards, the camera can miss nothing of my exposed privacy.

After a last caress on my ass, he turns on the camera. Soon, notification sounds echo through the room. He's set up a laptop on the nightstand, giving both of us the ability to read live comments from those who tune in to our lustful show. My cheeks flush as, already, gritty comments can be read on the screen.

When he deems the number of visitors sufficient, my dominant begins. In his deep voice, he orders me to spread my ass to show everyone the plug he slipped inside me. I blush violently as my cuffed hands do his bidding, grabbing my flesh to expose it willingly.

Immediately, dozens of bells ring out, the men behind their screens undoubtedly enjoying the decadent spectacle I offer them. I shudder but do not move, continuing to show myself without the slightest shame. I never thought I would ever find myself in this position. I don't even know who's behind that screen. Maybe someone I know. Someone I see every day.

This scary thought flies away immediately, my master sliding his thumb along my lower lips to reveal even more of my anatomy to these hungry men. My head is sinking into the pillows as some already notice that I am soaked.

This amuses my dominant, who lays a loud slap on my buttocks. I shiver as his deep voice begins to lay out the rules of the game, talking about me like I'm just an object. He knows it, this way of doing things excites me terribly.

In a few moments he will turn on the machine and line it up with my pussy. Thanks to a system of tokens, these strangers will be able to activate the machine. The more tokens they spend, the faster and the harder the machine will go. They are the ones in control. I know it, my dominant will only intervene if I say my safe word. Otherwise, no matter my pleas, he will let them do as they please.

That's it, the time has come. Firmly, he grabs my ass to put me in position. Then, slowly, he lays me on my stomach before bending my legs. My heels dig into the flesh of my ass, my feet getting trapped under the chain of my handcuffs. One by one, he attaches the leather bracelets binding my ankles to those decorating my wrists. I am stuck in this position, my legs apart giving a full view of my pussy.

I bite my lip as I hear the lube dripping down the dildo attached to the machine. I had time to look at it just before this start. It's wide and long, looking just like my dominant’s cock. This thought brings me comfort. Thus, even he’s not the one who controls the rhythm of my penetration, it’s still him that I will have in me.

I hold my breath as I finally feel the silicone tip caress my soaking wet entrance. Despite my orgasms and the stimulation of the egg earlier, I remain close, and wonder if I will be able to support this penetration.

Even though my master encouraged them to make the pleasure last longer, and to drive me crazy with slow penetration, who knows what these men have in mind? Maybe they’ll see me only as an object, on whom the most extreme things have to be imposed.

I let out a squeal as the machine starts up. The rhythm is incredibly slow, only making me feel even more strongly the stretch feeling which takes me. From where I am, I cannot see my dominant, or even feel his reassuring presence. No, I find myself all alone, vulnerable in front of these strangers who now have all the rights over my body.

After a few moments, another beep sounds in the room. It is by this sound worthy of a video game that I learn that one of my voyeurs has just spent a token. I let out a long moan, the pleasure starting to rise slowly. There is something almost hypnotizing about these movements, their perfect regularity giving me no respite.

I gasp in surprise as the machine suddenly turns off. As best I can, I twist around, trying to find my master's gaze. He laughs softly before letting his voice break through the air.

“They set the pace, baby girl. You will have to be patient. I can do nothing for you.”

I push my head into the pillow with a frustrated groan. We haven't started for a long time and yet my excitement is already there. I who feared that they would go too fast, here I am who hopes to soon feel the pounding of the machine in me.

Long minutes pass like this, my breathing making my body lift against the mattress. Little by little, I lose patience. Slowly, I push my ass back, trying to get a few inches of the dildo inside me. Usually, this gesture would have earned me a reprimand from my master. But now, he's not really in charge anymore. So I decide to try my luck.

The reaction of the spectators is not long to come, the comments parading before my eyes making me blush. They seem to find it terribly exciting to see me behaving like this, like a craving slut.

So, I decide to play the game and step into this role that they seem to want me to take. Taking my most sensual voice, I start playing with them, begging them to make me cum. Without success. The object remains desperately still within me. I keep begging, letting out pathetic moans while wiggling my ass, in the hope of receiving this long-awaited deliverance.

Suddenly, the comment of one of these men makes me shudder. Within seconds, he gets everyone's approval. My master grunts back. I hear him walk away to rummage through his toy shelf. I try to calm my breathing as he comes back to me, a strap with a ball in his hands. He's never used that on me before, preferring to hear me beg him and moan loudly.

I raise my concerned eyes to him, to which he answers with a wink and a discreet caress on my cheek. He has already told me about this possibility. If I find myself unable to speak up my safe word, then I have to snap my fingers, or tap my foot to express my needs.

I take a deep breath, trying to reassure myself. I am not in danger. Even though I'm shackled and at the mercy of these men's choices, I still have some control. I know that my master will pay attention to the slightest of my reactions, and that he will quickly detect if something is too much for me to bear. He will probably realize it before me, so much does he seem to know me better than I know myself.

Obediently, I open my mouth to accommodate this plastic ball between my teeth. I breathe heavily through my nose, trying to adapt my breathing to this uncomfortable presence. As soon as my dominant moves away from me, the movements of the machine resume, making me arch my back violently. The movements are much faster than before.

I can't help moaning, my muffled sounds only making it all the more exciting. The rhythm of the movements keeps changing, slowly making me lose my mind. Despite my ties, I can't stop my body from writhing under these intense treatments.

Suddenly, I realize what a delicate position I find myself in. I'm not supposed to cum without my master's consent. But how could I ask, with this gag stuck in my mouth? I panic a little, already feeling the waves of heat spreading in my stomach, a sign of an approaching orgasm. Behind me, I hear my master laughing softly, knowing very well what state of dilemma I find myself in at this moment.

“What's going on little girl, do you want something?”

I nod my head quickly, trying to tell him what I want. He pretends not to understand, before explaining to our spectators the torment in which I find myself. The rules of the game he imposes on me. After waiting a few moments to read the messages appearing on the screen, my master announces that he has a solution.

“You have the right to cum as many times as you want tonight. But every time you have an orgasm, I’ll punish you for being such a slut. Understood?”

I nod my head quickly. I think I would accept anything, as long as it can give me an orgasm. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as someone has just purchased a package of more intense movements, pounding my pussy mercilessly.

My whole body is shaking. Soon I can't hold back anymore. A powerful orgasm shakes every cell of my being, rattling the chains that hold me down as my limbs tense.

With this cursed gag between my teeth, I barely manage to breathe as I slowly come back to reality. It is difficult for me to regain my footing as I am overstimulated by my environment. My orgasm, my erratic breathing, the movements of the machine in me which does not stop despite the ecstasy reached... All of this is of incomparable intensity.

I know the evening is far from over. They will certainly not be satisfied with that. They will prefer to push me to the limit, I have no doubt. But first, I must be punished. I shudder as I feel my master approach me, his imposing body towering over me.

He does not waste a moment to slam his large hand on my ass. I let out a small squeal, my hips jerking forward in surprise. This man definitely doesn't need objects to make a woman's body quiver under his rule.

A second slap resounds in the room, as brutal as the first. Eyes glued to the screen, I can see how much our audience loves this. Some tell him to go harder, faster. I have no doubt that my dominant can see these messages. However, when it comes to punishing me, he is the only one who has a say. He is the one who controls the intensity and the number, no matter what the pressure of others may put on him.

My body shakes as my butt flushes. The machine stopped, our spectators probably too hypnotized by my master's movements and my squeals of pain to think of starting the machine again.

When my punishment finally stops, I let my face fall back against the pillow he had the delicacy to place under me. I feel drained, and yet I have to brace for what’s coming up. The thrusts resumed in me, at a slow pace but enough to awaken my excitement again.

I look up at my master as he approaches my face, his punishment having brought tears to my eyes without ever falling. He strokes my hair in a possessive gesture, before sliding his hands behind my head.

I gasp in surprise as he quickly removes the gag from my face. I sigh with relief, delighted to be rid of this object so difficult to bear. He caresses my lips, smearing the lipstick he had made me put on when we arrived home. Then, his hoarse voice full of desire is heard.

“How about I put that pretty mouth to work.”

The tinkling of the messages soon greet this decision with enthusiasm. Slowly, my master undoes his belt, his eyes never leaving mine as I lick my lips longingly. His cock is tense, and I already can see a few drops of precum beading on its tip.

He hardly needs to approach it near me that already I seize it between my lips for the second time of the evening. I sigh with relief as he sinks into me, his salty taste immediately soaking up my tongue.

Judging by the repeated sounds of messages thundering through the room, what we do appeals to our viewers. These are quick to prove it to me, the starry sound repeating over and over, the thrusts of the machine intensifying inside me.

I can't believe I find myself in this position. On the one hand, to undergo the assaults of a mechanical cock in my pussy, while on the other, my master plunges the slightest inch of his long cock into my mouth.

With my hands tied behind my back, there is absolutely nothing I can do to control the situation. His fingers entwined in my hair, dictating the pace, making sure to keep me in place as his member burrows ever deeper into my throat.

I choke a little as the machine pounds me now, my pussy undoubtedly milking that silicone cock inside me. My moans turn into vibrations against my master's member, making him tremble in turn. However, he doesn’t let himself go to orgasm, preferring to withdraw from me, a thin stream of saliva connecting my mouth to his cock.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, and my feet tense up as I can't help but cum again. He told me as we were going to the restaurant. This weekend will be placed under the sign of endurance. He didn't lie to me. I haven't done half my time with him, and yet here I am tasting my fourth orgasm.

A gleam crosses my dominant’s face as the spasms shaking my body slow down. This look, I know it too well. It only means one thing. He’s going to punish me again. Pushing his still taut member back into his pants, he walks away from me. I shudder, realizing that my punishment won't be with his hand this time.

A scream dies in my throat as a sharp pain shoots through my ass. A crop, that's what he chose to punish my second orgasm. I bite my lip. Even if I find it hard to admit it, I particularly appreciate this object. There's something incredibly decadent about being punished with this item normally reserved for riders. And then, the sting caused by this piece of leather is incomparable.

But after the hard spanking he gave me earlier, as well as the many thrusts of the dildo inside me, I find it harder than usual to take it. My whole body surges forward as the riding crop slams down on my bruised skin again.

I tense up, trying to hold back my body, which seems to want to escape. My dominant doesn't let it go, grabbing my ass to make sure I get back into position, and the dildo can keep pounding me. Because this time around, they kept feeding the machine, giving me an overstimulation almost impossible to bear.

At this moment, I would like my master's hands to rest on my inflamed skin, to bring me some comfort. But he does nothing about it, preferring to keep his role of omnipotence in front of the camera. However, he finds another way to bring me relief.

“Two more to go little girl. Show them what you are capable of.”

I sniffle, suddenly realizing that tears have started to stream down my cheeks, these sensations being so intense. But I nod my head all the same, regaining confidence. Those words were all I needed to continue, and I take both blows without the slightest difficulty.

I moan as his hands begin to caress my buttocks, bringing me the softness I had so longed for. Thus in contact with my master, I forget the pain and overstimulation that our one-night guests put me through.

I gasp in surprise as suddenly his hand tugs on my butt plug, pulling it entirely out of me. Then, my master spreads my buttocks to the maximum, letting the camera see my entrance enlarged by the object.

I shiver as lube drips onto my skin. Looking up at the screen, I can see the general excitement. All these men seem to not believe what’s happening in front of them. They had expected an exciting experience, but probably nothing like it. They certainly hadn't imagined witnessing a double penetration today.

And yet, it’s something that my master made me discover from our first meeting. Of course, most of the time he was just content to slowly slide a dildo inside me as he busied himself visiting my most taboo entrance. Here it will be different. These men are far too excited not to push the machine hard. It will be like having two terribly horny men in me.

The idea makes me shudder, as much nervousness as pleasure. My face sinks into the pillow beneath me as I feel my dominant line up at my entrance, his body towering over me so my pussy is still clearly visible on camera. I wonder how many other women he has done this with, as he seems so expert in the matter.

I let out a long moan, barely muffled by the fabric of the pillow. If I had been ashamed to be thus turned towards the camera, my intimacy completely revealed, I am now happy with this position. I find myself somewhat sheltered, protected from the humiliation I would feel if these men were to see the expression on my face.

There is no doubt about it. I am a true slut. How could I deny it, when all my holes have been visited tonight, and I let myself be degraded in the most shameful of ways?

My master lets out a groan as he finally sinks completely inside me. My head is spinning, attacked by all these contrary sensations. I don't really know what I feel anymore. My skin burns me, I feel split in two by my lover and by this machine whose rhythm does not weaken, its regularity only adding to my dizziness.

Daniel doesn't move immediately, reveling in finally being inside me. His hand on my neck, he squeezes it in a gesture that is as protective as it is dominating. I am his, and he intends to show it. No matter what these men do to me, he is the one who will push me to orgasm.

Quickly, my sighs turn into moans, then cries, as he slowly moves back and forth inside me, contrasting with the steady rhythm of the dildo. Sometimes he takes the same beat, both cocks thrusting all the way into me at the same time, pulling me apart more than ever.

If it weren't for my master's hand holding my upper body, I'm sure I'd be tossed to the other end of the bed with each of these thrusts. My voice gets hoarse as I lose control, my screams tearing my throat. My eyes roll back, and spasms make my burning body quiver.

An unprecedented electric shock spreads throughout my body. I’m shaking hard, my eyes closing to endure this earth-shaking experiment. This orgasm is so powerful that I feel nothing, my limbs numb as my intimacy contracts around the object and the cock of my master. This one seems to appreciate that, his grunts intensifying. Quickly, he too falls into the ecstasy.

In a final gesture, he withdraws from me, cumming on my back, covering it with his seed. My cheeks flush with embarrassment and pleasure. I love that he marks me like this. He owns me, and now the whole world knows it.

Slowly, he stops the machine and moves it away before making me sit up, giving our spectators the opportunity to admire my back covered in his seed. Then he spreads my ass to give them a last view of my entrances degraded by this most obscene session.

After a few moments, he turns off the camera and undoes my handcuffs. I breathe a sigh of relief as I stretch my aching limbs. I suddenly feel exhausted, and I barely realize he is pulling me into his arms to lift me up. Gently, he carries me to the bedroom to take care of me, finally giving me some well deserve privacy.


Chapter 5

A few days have passed since this most breathtaking experience. I know I should be concentrating on my work, yet I can't help but have my mind wander back to the things Daniel did to me.

Every time I think about it, I wonder if it really happened. The hickeys on my neck are almost invisible now. They were the proof that I had not dreamed all this. A few more days, and the weekend will be there. A new occasion for me to make memories with my dominant.

I look up at my window, hoping to see my lover come out of his house. Just a few moments to observe him and daydreaming. But he’s not there. However, there’s someone. A delivery man is at my door. The package he brings is for me. I didn't order anything though. I thank him before rushing back to my bedroom. Without the slightest patience, I open the package, curious. A note sits on top.

To help you bear the wait. D.

I'm shivering. We never have any contact between our sessions, that he’s now giving me a gift is something very special. My cheeks turn scarlet as I uncover the contents of the package. Of course, he didn’t buy me a book or a perfume. No. It's a dildo that he offers me.

I take the device out of its box, biting my lip as I weigh it. It's not quite as long or as wide as my master, but it'll do the trick. As I absentmindedly stroke its lines, my phone starts beeping. Immediately, I read the message I just received.

I hope I’ll receive photos and videos of you using your gift.

I blush even more, if that’s possible. I decide to play his game, taking a photo with the object placed against my face, highlighting my embarrassment as well as my pleasure. In the caption, I add two words.

Thank you Master.

For all answer, I receive a collection of photos and videos. All taken during this crazy evening. Forgetting my shame, I launch the first video. This is the one taken in the restrooms of the restaurant. I'm on my knees, my pleading eyes raised to the camera as my lipstick smears over his cock disappearing inside me.

I never could have believed that seeing myself like this could have excited me so much. But I must admit, it looks like I was made for this. It's a bit of a special talent to look like a porn star. But I don't care, and hasten to look at the images he sent me.

My whole body is on fire as I find out what I look like when he puts me through all those things that turn us on so much. I feel all these sensations in every part of my body, remembering the pain, the intense pleasure, and my master's words of encouragement echoing all around me.

I don't have to reach down between my legs to know how soaked I am. It looks like he's going to receive the video of my first use of his gift sooner than expected. Too bad for my job, I have a much more important thing to do.

By showing myself docile, I'm sure I'll have the right to come to his house again next weekend. No matter what trials he wants to put me through. I will take them up without the slightest hesitation.
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“Are you going to scream for us, Submissive?”

I know my dominant loves to expose my body. But I never imagined he would like to punish me in his home office, when all his guests can hear us. Tonight was for me to meet his social circle… Not to scream, bent on his desk while he hits me with a paddle. But I’m the one to blame.

I behaved like a dirty slut.

I went too far, flirting with two of his friends. How could I have done differently, when these sexy men played openly with me, making me fantasize about being trapped between their muscular bodies? However, my dominant knows how to show mercy, and after my punishment, comes my reward. And a surprise.

Tonight, it’s not one dominant I have to satisfy… But THREE.

And to say I was still innocent a few weeks ago… Now I’m ready to devote myself body and soul to their pleasure. Kneeling naked on the cold ground, or tied to a swing, I will let them do whatever they want to my body.

They know my safe word, but I won’t say it. I may still be new to BDSM, but I'm ready for anything. Even having every part of my body visited at the same time by these experienced men.

I'm going to prove to my master that I'm his perfect submissive.

◆◆◆

Blind Submission

Emily Colter's first BDSM novella
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I am his. Body and soul.

And yet, I don't even know his face.

I've always been a good girl, doing everything right. But when I arrive in this new city, alone and bored to death, I can't resist the call of vice.

I never thought that signing up on a BDSM dating app would have such consequences. I just wanted to have fun, pass the time. But now…

I find myself in the hands of the most dominant man I have ever met.

It doesn't matter that he requires me to wear a blindfold, depriving me of his identity. How can that matter when he’s turning my fantasies into reality?

In a hotel room or at the opera, in a bed or behind a webcam, there is no place where I do not let this dominant use me. And if he wants to tie me up and use toys on me, I'm definitely not going to stop him.

Deprived of my sight, I have no choice but to surrender to blind submission.

◆◆◆

Submission
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“On your knees. Show your Master how sorry you are.”

A young woman shouldn't fantasize about the man renovating her apartment. Especially when she's only twenty-two and without experience, while he's in his forties. But how could I resist, when he takes off his shirt to work, revealing his perfect body?

And when I’m caught touching myself while moaning his name, the fantasy turns into reality. Everything I read in my BDSM books is even better in real life. But there is one thing that I did not learn in my readings…

NEVER provoke a DOMINANT.

The pain of his belt crashing into my thin skin makes me cry and scream. And yet, not once do I think of using my safe word. I'm way too excited for that. Who knew I was such a slut?

Naked and on my knees, a plug stuck in my most intimate entrance, I have to wait patiently for my Master to finish his work. I know that if behave, the pleasure I will receive as a reward will be enough to drive me crazy.

I was innocent. But for this man, I am ready to offer every part of me.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

Liked this story? Here are 17 of them in just one book! 
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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.

In my college’s bathroom or in front of the cameras, he will spare me no humiliation. Clamps, crops, or ropes… No matter the pain he’s gonna make me feel. In the end, I will scream with pleasure. Whether he's enjoying my body alone, or sharing me with four other men, my dominant won't forget to use any of my holes.

What can I say? I'm just a needy slut for my Master.
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