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Chapter 1

“You look delicious. My little candy cane.”

I chuckle softly, finishing adjusting my earring. I focus on the jewelry, trying to ignore the streak of goosebumps forming on my arms as James gently kisses my neck.

He knows exactly what he has to do to drive me crazy. Seven years of marriage teaches you two or three things. However, I must remain in control of myself. If I let myself go, play his game, and get lost in my excitement... That's when he'll strike.

He will drive me high, making me hope for a delicious orgasm, before depriving me of it and leaving me to languish for hours, blowing hot and cold until I go crazy and beg him to fuck me.

My husband has always been particularly good in bed… But in recent months, we have taken things to the next level. When, after a drunken evening, he confessed to wanting to try BDSM with me.

I was taken aback at first, before bursting into laughter, thinking he was messing up with me. And then I saw it. That glint in his eyes. The one I now see every time he takes on his dominant role.

I never thought I would like it so much. To be tied down. To be dominated. To obey my master's every command.

My Master.

That alone sounds crazy. And yet, that's what I call him, every time we play these lustful games. One by one, he blew my limits and my apprehensions. It started slowly, in the shelter of our house.

Then, I agreed to go to this club dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh. At first, we just watched, then he would bring me home to take care of me. He bound me with ropes, gave me tough punishments, while whispering dirty words in my ear, reminding me of the shows we had seen at the club.

Little by little, we went further. From a private room, we went to one of these dungeons, designed as if to receive the shooting of a porn movie. And then, we ended up letting strangers watch us, offering them the spectacle of our perversity.

I shiver as I remember the last time. When he tied me to this bench, something happened to me. I should have been terrified. But I felt complete. Peaceful. I forgot everything to let myself go. Nothing mattered more than my dominant’s body against mine, degrading me in every way possible.

I never thought my marriage would come to this. But today, I wouldn’t do without these activities for anything in the world.

So much so that here I am, on Christmas Eve, putting on an ultra-sexy red and white dress. It’s so short that my legs seem endless. And its neckline perfectly highlights my generous breasts.

In this outfit carefully chosen by my husband, I look perfect. Even though it's way sexier than what I'm used to wearing, I'm not afraid. I can't wait to push the doors of the club to spend a most erotic Christmas.

A final touch to my makeup, and I turn to my husband. He's been ready for a long time. He stood there, in the corner of the room, admiring me from every angle. I lick my lips looking at him.

As usual, he dressed in a dark suit, showcasing his broad, muscular shoulders. If I listened to myself, I would immediately jump on him. I would drop to my knees to take his cock in my mouth and let him do what he wants with me.

Instead, I pull myself together. I must be patient. Especially tonight.

I quiver with excitement, remembering the stakes. Until then, what he did to me was just an initiation. My introduction to BDSM. A submissive in the making.

But tonight, if I pass the ultimate test of my dominant… Then I will be inducted. And then I too will obtain the precious sesame. My very first submissive collar.

With a smile, I grab the hand that my husband extends to me and let him lead me out of the house. It doesn't matter what he wants to do to me.

I am ready.


Chapter 2

My mouth drops open when I see the club decorations. I don't know where to lay my eyes, everything seems so magical. Everywhere, red and gold mix, bringing a festive touch to this place dedicated to lust.

For a moment, I almost forget where I am, too engrossed in the string lights. This decoration is worthy of one of the most beautiful hotels in the city. Around us, everyone is dressed up. The outfits are as sexy as usual, but slightly more elegant. I did well putting on those stilettos that make my legs look perfect.

I continue to marvel as we walk through the room. Even if the place is transformed for Christmas, its use remains the same. Here and there, people make themselves comfortable. Moans and whippings are already heard.

I can't help but smile. Some of us must have been very naughty this year to be punished like this on Christmas Eve. I lick my lips, hoping to receive the same treatment soon.

For the moment, my dominant is content to guide me from room to room, so that we discover all the atmospheres offered this evening.

Among the three-piece suits and cocktail dresses, some have put on costumes. I've lost count of the number of sexy elves we've come across.

I smile as I see Henry, the man to whom we owe this erotic haven of peace. We don't know each other very well yet, and yet he opens his arms wide when he sees us arrive.

After a warm hug, I step back to admire him. For the occasion, he put on a Santa Claus disguise. Oh, not the kind you see in malls. No. No big belly for Henry.

The man is older than us, but in Olympic shape. His whitening beard is neatly trimmed, and his burgundy velvet suit looks like it was tailor-made by the best Italian tailor. Yes, this year Santa Claus is one of the most attractive hipsters. That suits me perfectly.

Behind him, I see Sophia, his companion and submissive. She also put on a costume. I don't think Santa’s wife has ever been so sexy. She kisses me warmly, her natural enthusiasm contagious.

“Caroline. You absolutely have to come and see the tree in the big room. Come quickly.”

Without really giving me time to respond, she grabs my hand and pulls me behind her. Really? Of all the things to see tonight, is the tree the most interesting? I can't hold back a sincere laugh when at last I discover the decorated tree.

Oh, it does have baubles on it, like most Christmas trees. I simply hadn't expected them to represent erotic scenes, worthy of a BDSM Kamasutra. They come in pairs, of course. And between each of them is a dildo, or an anal wand. It truly is the perfect tree.

I turn to the hostess. She seems particularly proud of her work. I still admire the ornaments as our dominants approach us, glasses in hand.

In small sips, I savor my fruit juice, feasting on my husband's hand gently massaging my neck. After a few minutes, Henry turns to me, a smile on his face.

“So, tell me Caroline… Have you been a good girl this year? Will Santa Claus bring you presents or a whip?”

I lick my lips, more aroused than I should be by those words. But the man is also a dominant. He knows exactly what to say to drive a woman crazy.

I lick my lower lip, turning to my dominant. That's for him to answer, not me. A slight smile parted his lips. He seems satisfied that I remember my place like this. He responds to the other man, gently squeezing his hand on the back of my neck.

“She’s on a fine line. Tonight is her last night to prove that she earned her gift.”

“Good. Very good. Make sure you put her to the test then. If that's not enough, Santa Claus himself will punish her.”

I shudder as Henry gives me a wink, leaving no doubt about the identity of said Santa Claus. Although I must admit that the idea excites me, it also worries me a little. No one other than my dominant ever took care of me, let alone punished me.

Henry is attractive, and I have seen him do it before. I know he could make me scream with pleasure and pain. And Sophia wouldn't mind sharing her husband with me. On the contrary. It's part of their games.

I nervously lick my lips again. Yes. If my test to finally receive my submissive collar is to surrender to the hand of another dominant under the command of my master, then, I will do it without the slightest hesitation.

Our hosts leave us, having to go and greet their other guests. I watch them leave almost with regret. I was ready to play with them. But the night is long, I must be patient.

All my attention is on my dominant. He stands in front of me, a smile on his face. His fingers slide down my throat, testing its softness. I'm sure he already imagines what it will be like to put his collar there.

The mark of his possession.

When I get it, everyone will know who I really belong to. A little more, and I'd be willing to beg. I can't wait any longer. I want to start now. Fortunately, my dominant seems to be on the same page as me.

“So, Princess, are you sure you still want your pretty collar?”

I nod my head quickly. I have never wanted a Christmas present so much as this. James clicks his tongue. He doesn't need to say anything for me to know what it means.

Use your words.

My master wants to hear everything that goes through my head, especially if my thoughts are lustful. Especially if it is to beg him.

“Excuse me, Master. Yes, I want my collar.”

“Good. There is no time to waste then.”

Without hesitation, I grab the hand he offers me, letting him blindly lead me to my first test. I swallow hard, and slow down when I realize where he's leading me.

I had expected a lot for tonight. That he punishes me a little harder than usual. That he takes me in all my holes, offered to him. And I'm sure he will.

I just hadn't imagined that this would happen in front of everyone. There, on the biggest stage in the biggest room.

He turns to me, probing me silently. I swallow hard, unable to tell him what I am thinking. I don't even really know what it is, so many emotions are mixed in me.

Gently, he leans toward me, wrapping his arms around my body to offer me a moment of respite.

“You can stop everything. There’s no obligation. You only have one word to say. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Master.”

He doesn't move, allowing me to come to my senses. Then, he takes my hand to lead me toward his goal. I know, I can say my safe word at any time. Everything will stop, he will shelter me and take good care of me until I feel ready again.

So, I take a deep breath and follow him up the few steps leading to the stage. I’m not in danger. Quite the contrary. In his arms, I’m in the safest place in the world.

My eyes stay fixed on him. Above all, I want to avoid the gaze of others. All I care about is my dominant, and my dominant alone. He takes his time, visibly enjoying being on the front of the stage, ready to exhibit his talents and those of his wife.

Without hurrying, he goes through the table of objects made available, looking for which toy will be the best to start his ordeal. Unsurprisingly, he grabs nipple clamps. He has always loved playing with my breasts, and never misses an opportunity to adorn them with those lustful jewels.

“Take off your clothes.”

I swallow hard, but still work my fingers up the zipper of my little silk dress. In an instant, the piece of fabric is on the floor. I curb my urge to hide my breasts. When he prepared my outfit for tonight, he didn't give me a bra.

Miraculously, he allowed me a black lace thong. There's not much fabric to protect me, and yet, right now, those few square inches of lace feel as protective as any armor.

This idea quickly evaporates when my dominant comes close to me, his thumbs playing distractedly with my pointed nipples. We haven't done anything yet, and yet I'm already soaked.

One after another, he decorates my breasts with these exciting little jewels. I bite my lip, enjoying the slight tug felt. It's an indescribable feeling. Both pleasure and pain. I love this. And I'm more ready than ever.

Slowly, my master leads me to the bench installed in the middle of the stage. He helps me into it, pressing gently but firmly on my upper body so that I lie down on the object.

My chest finds itself crushed on the leather, my nipples over-stimulated in the face of this new pressure. I lick my lips, both nervous and eager to get started. Around us, I feel the people regroup.

I could never have believed that there would be so many people spending Christmas Eve in a BDSM club. And yet, there is. I still don’t dare look up to see exactly how many there are. My position makes me too ashamed.

However, here, we all have our fantasies, our desires. And we can indulge in it without judgment. Despite it, I remain nervous at the idea of displaying mine in broad daylight.

Soon, I forget about them again, concentrating on my dominant’s hand slowly stroking my back. One after another, he comes to tie my arms and legs to the bench. My breathing quickens as I’m fully open now, available for all to see.

My legs are wide apart. Anyone who gets behind will be able to see how soaked I’m already when nothing has really been done to me. I'm depraved, there's no doubt about that.

My master's hand slowly moves up my body, until it reaches my ass. Even before he moves, I anticipate his movement. Still, I can't help but cry out as his hand crashes into the thin skin of my ass.

Even though it hurts, I love it when he does that. Without a word, he slaps his hand again, causing me to squeal again.

I breathe a sigh of relief when I feel him leave. He walked away. Maybe he won't punish me more than that after all. Maybe being exposed for all to see is enough punishment.

A scream dies in my throat as a much sharper pain shoots through my ass. I really don't know how I could have believed that he would settle for that. If he took a break, it was simply to pick up an accessory.

It's not the first time he's punished me with something other than his hands. However, the pain seems more intense than usual, while the crop falls in two close blows on my globes.

Maybe it's being in public that gives me that impression. The adrenaline of being seen by everyone, observed in the smallest of my gestures. I can't hide anything. I've never been a good actress. All they see is the real me. In all my vulnerability and decadence.

My cheeks are flushed with shame as he continues to hit me, my screams drawing more and more people around us. Can they notice in my voice the edge of excitement that grips me? Can they guess how much I like it? How depraved am I? Maybe.

I moan as my dominant slowly ran the leather of his crop over my lower lips. I have no doubt that he’s covering it with my excitement.

It shouldn't be normal to be so excited to be hit like that. And, if I hadn't seen dozens of other people receiving the same treatment, I'd think something was seriously wrong with me.

Although I have seen other submissives enjoying their punishments, I still feel terribly ashamed. My cheeks burn as I moan a little louder. He gently taps the end of his crop on my clit. It’s not painful, quite the contrary. These small, repeated gestures are perfectly mastered, stimulating my clit and making me even wetter.

A terrible scream rips through the air as suddenly he hits harder, hurting me for good this time. I gasp, my fingers digging into the leather beneath me as my dominant resumes hitting my ass, the back of my thighs, depositing small specks of my arousal there.

I keep my eyes closed, definitely not daring to look at the people around us. Do they have a mocking smile on their face? Are they reveling in my ordeal? Maybe. Maybe they're excited too, touching their partners while looking at me. Maybe they imagine themselves to be me or my dominant.

Suddenly, I open my eyes, feeling a presence close to my face. Henry. He crouches down next to me, his intense steel-blue eyes probing my soul. My breath hitches as his thumb traces the line of my lips, surely smearing my lipstick.

I don't care, and grab his finger, sucking it lightly. He smiles, letting me do it for a few moments before whispering to me.

“I'm going to give your dominant a hand, okay?”

I nod my head, like I have a say in this. Still, he pats my cheek, muttering a good girl before pulling back. With a theatrical gesture, he takes off his suit jacket and rolls up the sleeves of his shirt, revealing tattoos covering each of his perfectly drawn forearms.

Without me noticing, my dominant stopped hitting me. I swallow hard as Henry circles my body. Eyes wide open, I realize how crowded it is tonight. Of course, a submissive offered as punishment to the master of the house is not something to be missed.

My breath catches as a new toy lands on my ass. Disappeared my master's crop. It's a flogger that crashes on me now. My breathing stops. No doubt, Henry knows what he’s doing with this tool.

In front of me, my husband joins me, his face sporting a satisfied expression as his friend punishes me. I swallow hard as my dominant unzips his pants, pulling out his already taut large cock. He leans toward me, his voice against my ear making me shiver.

“Tap your hand if something’s wrong”

I nod my head before looking up at him, obediently opening my mouth. A gleam of pride lights up his face. I really want this collar. That's why I take so well his large member as it sinks without stopping deep into my mouth.

Behind me, Henry continues to hit me, moving his flogger expertly, always seeming to find a new angle, a new space on the skin of my ass to make me quiver with pain and pleasure.

Soon, I’m totally overwhelmed by my feelings, not knowing what to focus on. The hits on my ass, or that cock pounding me, sinking deep in my throat, out of my control.

I should be scared to be treated like this. And yet, I’ve never been so excited. I like to be degraded, even if it’s under the hand of another man. I'm sure, I'm so wet my arousal must be dripping onto the leather of the bench, maybe even the floor beneath me.

I would give anything to get relief now. The blows become almost too strong for me, but I hold on. I’m unable to stop them. I want to see how far I can go.

Little by little, the blows slow down. I sigh in relief. I held on. I went further than I thought I could. Now the man is slowly stroking my ass, causing me to sigh in relief. They are just simple caresses, and yet the comfort they bring me is incomparable.

In front of me, my master continues to pound my mouth without showing signs of fatigue. His hands grip my ponytail, strengthening his power over me. I moan against his cock. Even though I almost choke on each of his thrusts, I love that he uses my mouth like this.

My eyes widen. Behind me, Henry slides his fingers over my wet pussy, covering himself with my excitement. It's so unusual for me. Since I got married, no other man has touched me there.

And yet, I decide not to protest, nor to struggle. Looking up at my master, I see that he too is enjoying the scene. I moan against his cock as the other man slides two fingers inside me. I'm so excited, I think I could come in seconds.

My entire body freezes when, as I'm on the verge of orgasm, the other withdraws his fingers quickly before guiding them a little higher. I tense up. No one but my husband has ever touched me there.

But Henry does it like it’s the most natural thing in the world. I struggle to focus on my dominant's cock, as the other skirts my jagged entrance with his fingers drenched in my arousal.

Slowly, he thrusts a finger inside me, making me gasp. I look up at my dominant. He stays focused on me, watching my every reaction. I know it, he stays attentive to check that I don't make the gesture that replaces my safe word when my mouth is busy.

A few hours ago, if he had asked me if I wanted to let someone else touch me there, I would have said no, horrified. But now I have no shame. The man knows perfectly well what he is doing, touching me with delicacy, inserting himself without the slightest force into me.

He plays with me for a few more moments. Then he walks away again before coming back. Without waiting, he pushes a plug where his fingers stood a few moments ago.

Then he thrusts two fingers into my soaking wet entrance again, making me squeal in pleasure. I feel the orgasm getting closer again. I no longer control anything. This is all going way too fast.

Little by little, I let myself go to the sensations offered by these two dominants. I no longer think about what is right or wrong. There is only this cock, only these fingers, that come and go in me.

Suddenly, my dominant comes, filling my mouth with his hot seed. Without the slightest hesitation, I swallow every last drop as he withdraws.

My mouth now empty, there is nothing left to stifle my cries of pleasure. I moan loudly, forgetting all my shame as the man's fingers work inside me.

“Come for me, Doll.”

I don't need more to let myself go completely, forgetting all good sense to abandon myself to a most delicious orgasm. If it hadn't been for a few applauses, I would have forgotten where I was.

My cheeks turn red. I can't believe I did this. But when my eyes meet my dominant, a new feeling comes over me.

Pride.


Chapter 3

“You did very well. I'm proud of you baby.”

I sigh with relief. As much because of my dominant's words as from the wet cloth he passes over my forehead to help me come to my senses. He has always been particularly attentive in his aftercare. Like he always knows what I need.

I observe our surroundings. A bedroom, rather simple but comfortable. After unhooking me from the bench, he guided me here, gently holding my hand. I followed him obediently.

If someone had asked me, I think I’d have had a hard time remembering my own name. Without him, I would surely have stayed in a corner of the room, trying in vain to come to myself.

Gently, he made me sit on this bed, kissing me tenderly. Now I observe the places around us. One detail had escaped me. It's a voyeur room. Anyone can come and sit in one of the luxurious armchairs that adorn the room and watch everything that happens there.

After everything that just happened on stage, I shouldn't feel so intimidated by those seats facing us. And yet, I am. At least, on the stage, I was high up, as if sheltered. Here, the spectators are much closer. It's as if they came into my privacy.

I shiver as my dominant gently places his lips on my forehead, before descending further and further, until they land on my mouth. I moan into the kiss, enjoying the sudden warmth of his lips against mine.

Without violence, his tongue begins to dance with mine, making me squeal in satisfaction. I snuggle closer to him, seeking the warmth of his body. Then, the kiss deepens. I want more.

That orgasm on the stage was not enough. Really not enough. I want more. I want him to touch me all over, put his cock back in my mouth, and in every one of my holes after that. Too bad if that makes me look like a slut. I love being fucked by my husband, and I'm definitely not going to apologize for it.

When the kiss ends, I realize that Henry and Sophia have joined us, big smiles plastered on their lips.

“We gave them quite a show. But we're not going to stop there, right?”

I nod, smiling at Henry, who answers me with a wink. Yes, I’m ready to continue.

After a final kiss, my dominant walks away, a mysterious smile on his lips. I watch him go rummaging through the props shelf, preferring to focus on him rather than the people who enter the room one after another. More spectators. I can do it.

My dominant comes back to me, a rope in his hands. Without delay, he begins to wrap it around my body, making complicated knots around my breasts, my legs.

A few feet from us, Henry begins to undress his submissive, without taking his eyes off us. He seems to appreciate my dominant's control, and that makes me surprisingly proud. My man's successes are mine.

I return my attention to my dominant as he walks away from me. That's it. He finished tying me up. I look down to look at his work. My breasts seem huge and tight.

Gently, he presses down on my shoulders, rocking me onto the bed. I wince. He tied my hands behind my back, and now I'm resting on them in a rather awkward position.

I turn my eyes to the side. Two men entered the room and settled in the spectator chairs. They don’t take long before letting their eyes run without my body, detailing without the slightest shame each of my curves offered as food to their eyes.

I turn my head as my dominant gently strokes my inner thigh. I shiver, anticipating his movements, hoping that, soon, his fingers will come between my legs to discover to visit my soaked pussy.

I'm blushing. I still can't believe the first man to make me cum tonight was someone other than my husband.

It doesn't matter now. The other couple joined us in this bed so huge that it can accommodate all four of us without the slightest difficulty.

My eyes detail the body of Sophia. The pretty redhead is all curves, like one of those fifties pin-ups. I’ve never been attracted to women, and yet, seeing her naked like this gives me ideas.

She gives me a wink, crawling over to me. I hold my breath as she sits on top of me now, her long curly hair caressing my collarbone. My lips are dry. I don't know what to expect. She gives me another wink before turning to her dominant.

“Please Sir. Can I play with Caroline?”

Henry smiles, amused. With a simple nod of his head, he gives her permission. The young woman doesn’t waste a moment to focus on me again and capture my lips. It’s soft. Sensual.

I sigh into the kiss as her hands slide down my sides, making me shiver. Her tongue plays with mine for a few moments as her thigh presses against my clit.

I would like to touch her. Discover her silky skin in my turn. But these strings prevent me. Right now, she can do whatever she wants to me. She has the dual role of dominant and submissive. And that excites me terribly.

She lets go of my mouth, her teeth delicately playing with the skin of my neck. Then she resumes her descent, planting kisses on my burning skin until she reaches my chest. As her fingers wander over my hips, she grabs one of my nipples between her pink lips.

Slowly she sucks on the tip of it, making me moan a little louder, trying to get my pussy in contact with her body. To get a semblance of friction. But the beautiful one straightens up, having fun making me languish.

I can't help but smile. I don't even blame her for putting me through that. In her place, I would surely do the same.

After spending a few moments on my opposite breast, she decides to move down, taking her time licking the soft skin of my belly as her fingers dig into my thighs.

I look away for a moment, looking for my dominant eye. He's there, in the bed next to me, his cock hard again while his eyes can't leave the pretty redhead who soon finds herself between my spread legs.

Slowly, she flies over my clit, letting her hot breath caress it. She may be small, but she has strength. Her hands press me against the bed as I try to arch my back to bring my pussy into contact with her mouth.

For long minutes, she continues to have fun like this, placing light kisses on the inside of my thighs, on my pubis, without ever going where I really want her.

A scream dies in my throat as finally her tongue traces a long line over my lower lips, before joining my clit. With the tip of her tongue, she tickles my button nerves, making me moan like never before.

Then she captures it between her lips. Slowly, she sucks it off, before rolling her tongue over it. My fingers dig into the palms of my hands as I try to keep myself in check.

I shouldn't be so reactive. But when she plunges two of her slender fingers inside me while continuing to devour me, I moan for good, trembling. I can’t believe it. A new orgasm is about to devastate me.

But just as I'm about to surrender entirely to the pleasure, the voice of her dominant resonates.

“Enough.”

Immediately, the young woman obeys, stepping back to come and kneel beside her master. He kisses her passionately. Then he grabs the hand that just moments ago was buried inside me.

In an incredibly sensual gesture, he sucks on his submissive's fingers, tasting my excitement. My cheeks blush.

I don't think I've ever been so ready to be fucked.


Chapter 4

My chest heaves with excitement. I don't know what will happen now, but I'm ready as ever. I want to be touched, caressed, kissed. Let my body be taken with force in all its holes. Being filled with cocks, fingers, or toys.

The method doesn’t matter in the slightest. I just want it done. I’m ready.

I respond to the mischievous smile of the pretty redhead. She too seems ready to move on. Only the two dominants are missing. Oh, they are in the room. But they don't seem to have the slightest interest in our bodies yet offered to them without the slightest restraint.

Standing in a corner of the room, they discuss about I don’t know what, and I don’t care. I bite my lip, containing my displeasure and my desire to protest. The punishment they gave me earlier was intense. I don't think I can handle another one. And that's what will happen to me if I challenge their actions.

I lick my lips as the other submissively caresses my tied ankle. It's just a simple caress, as light as a feather on my skin. And yet, it makes me shiver, and makes me want so much more.

We look at each other, we smile, flirting from a distance to kill time. She goes a little higher, taking more and more risks. Her dominant was clear. None of us should move. But she doesn't seem to care.

After all, I don't know what she did tonight. Maybe she wants to be punished too. I can understand it, as I recall with delight the feeling of the flogger on my skin. No doubt, Henry knows what he’s doing.

My chest heaves a little more as she now reaches the inside of my knee. I would never have believed that this zone could have been erogenous. But under her fingers, everything seems to become so.

A quick snap of the hand startles us both. Our dominants stare at us sternly. Henry is the first to react, striding to the bed. With a firm gesture, he grabs his submissive's hair, raising her face to his.

To someone outside our world, that would look like abuse. But to us... It's the sexiest thing in the world. It's just a game. He's not really angry. It’s his role to show strength.

Sophia can't help but smile. Oh, she's really looking for trouble. In a single movement, the man picks her up and throws her on his knees. Immediately, he crushes his large hand on the ass of the young woman, who squeals under the effect of the pain.

“I think I was clear. I told you not to move.”

“I wanted to touch her, Sir.”

She barely has time to respond when a second slap crashes on her ass, making her scream louder. I can't believe she stands up to him like that. Considering the force he deploys, these slaps must be horribly painful.

And yet, she doesn’t stop being a brat, provoking the man each time he asks her a question. This is the first time I have witnessed the punishment of another so close. My cheeks are red, embarrassed to be so close to their intimacy. But also, to be so excited.

I turn my head, going in search of my dominant. This one has his eyes riveted on me, an indescribable smile on his lips. He appreciates the situation as much as I do. But what seems to please him the most is to see the state I am in now.

I bite my lip, spreading my legs a little more to convince him to come near me. He shakes his head no, before turning to the other couple.

That's it, Henry managed to break her. By dint of slaps, each more powerful than the other, he submitted her. She begs now, apologizing between sobs.

After a final slap, the man turns her around and takes her in his arms. She snuggles up against him, nestling her face in his neck. He caresses her bare skin gently, lingering on her ass irritated from all these blows.

I’m unable to look away from this intimate spectacle. Little by little, the submissive's smile returns. These gestures are unequivocal. She rubs against the man, no longer looking for comfort, but for pleasure. Her dominant grabs her chin firmly.

“Are you going to be a good girl now?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Prove it to me. Take care of my friend.”

I watch her nod and stand up, walking obediently toward my master. Gently, she takes his hand and pulls him to the bed where she makes him sit.

I should be jealous of another woman touching him like that. And yet, I can't look away, impatient to see what's next.

She sits astride one of his legs, her slender fingers resting on his chest. My dominant stares at her intently as she brings her lips to his. My mouth opens, my chest heaves. Every part of my body is on fire.

I want to be in this woman's place. I want to be the one to rub her pussy sensually against my husband's wide thigh. I gasp, knowing the feeling all too well. It’s delicious.

They are kissing now. My husband keeps his hands casually resting on the woman's hips as she undoes the buttons on her shirt. Little by little, my husband's muscular chest appears, exciting me even more.

The other woman's hand slides over his body, until it reaches the bulge in his pants. Through the fabric, she caresses him, causing a few grunts that I'm usually the only one to snatch from him.

I wish I wasn't tied. I would join them, kissing them in turn, submitting to one or the other without hesitation. I'm soaked. So much so that I'm sure a stain is forming on the mattress under me.

I don’t care anymore about the discomfort of my position. Don’t care about the many spectators watching us. I just want to be with them. To be touched.

I look up at Henry, hoping to get something from him. He immediately notices my gaze, and lets his own glide over my body, slow as a caress. I spread my thighs a little more, if possible, trying to attract him to me.

But just like my husband, he ignores me. In turn, he takes off his shirt, dropping it on the floor without any ceremony. Then he approaches his submissive.

Slowly, he places his hands on the woman's shoulders. She turns away from my husband, continuing to stroke his cock while kissing her dominant.

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a squeal of frustration, trying to get their attention. I’m here too. Trembling and desperate. I feel like I'm going to die if no one touches me.

Henry stops kissing his submissive, turning to me with a carnivorous smile. He walks away, fetching something from the toy cabinet. He comes back to me, a dildo in his hand.

“Open.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I let him push the toy deep into my mouth. I suck it as hard as if it were the man's cock, keeping my eyes fixed on his, trying to prove to him that I'm worth it.

The man remains impassive, quickly removing the toy from me to slip it between my legs. I moan at the intrusion. Yet, the toy is not that wide. But I'm so on edge that even a finger would have made me overreact.

I bite my lip as the man leaves me again, preferring to return to his submissive. I moan for a long time as the object began to vibrate inside me, under the impulse of the dominant.

If I had my hands free, I would grab my nipples with both hands to relieve the tugging that takes them. I don't know what I like the most. The vibrations inside me or the one on my clit.

It’s pathetic. A simple stimulation, and now I'm arching my back and moaning like I've been fucked for hours.

I keep my eyes glued to the infernal trio in front of me. No matter how loud my moans, they just stay focused on themselves. They have absolutely no interest in me.

I moan in frustration. I know this is part of my ordeal, but being ignored like this is something particularly hard for me to bear. I turn my head, looking toward the spectators, trying to see if I am interested in one.

Soon, my gaze meets that of a man. He looks at me like I'm the only one in this room. As if I was the most beautiful woman in the world. I can't help but smile, relieved to catch at least one person's attention.

I let my eyes slide over his body. I lick my lips as I realize he's got his cock out of his pants and is slowly stroking it while looking at me. I should find that disgusting, but all I can think about is the taste of that large member in my mouth. It is not very long, but it’s of incomparable thickness, already making me salivate.

I jump, taken out of my contemplation by the voice of Henry who addresses the strangers.

“You can join us now.”

My heart races as I try to take in the situation. I thought that my ordeal would be to be shared with the other couple, but I discover that this was only a small part of the reality.

Without waiting, men get up, coming to surround our bed. I should be scared by so many people. And yet, seeing them all pull out their cocks excites me more than ever. The man I was watching moments ago approaches, his hand still clutching his tensed member.

Without hesitation, he pulls on my shoulders, bringing me to the edge of the bed. My head is upside down, leaning into space. It's not comfortable, but I don't care. Because already, his cock slips between my lips.

I open my mouth wide, letting him come inside me. I moan against his thickness as his fingers land on my breasts. Forcefully, he grabs my nipples, twisting them hard. I let out a long moan, my throat vibrating around his member coming and going inside me.

I'm so soaked that the toy between my legs slips and starts to come out. An unknown hand plunges it back inside, before caressing my thighs, bringing me even more sensations.

I feel like I'm totally melting. I can barely breathe. Barely think. The void is in my head. I’m nothing more than a body, open and submitted to the will of all these men around me. I never would have imagined having a Christmas like this. But it suits me perfectly.

As I feel the orgasm coming again, someone quickly removes the toy inside me. I barely have time to feel empty than already, a body comes to settle between my open legs.

Not being able to see him only makes it more exciting. I’m totally exposed. They can do whatever they want with me. Finally, a cock creeps inside me. The man is of average size, and yet, I feel like he's the best I've ever had inside me.

In my mouth, the man continues his back and forth. As best I can, I guide my tongue along his satiny length. But above all, I try to relax and let him control everything. Too many things happen to me to be able to show him the extent of my talents with my mouth.

It doesn't seem to bother him. Moments later, he empties inside me, making me cough. Without complaining, I swallow every last drop he has filled my mouth with. He pats my cheek before stepping out of my line of sight.

It doesn't really matter. I prefer to focus on the new man who settles in front of me. Slowly, I open my mouth again. Of course, I do all of this to get my submissive collar. But if I'm being totally honest with myself, that's not the only reason.

I appreciate this moment more than I could have imagined. Who would have thought that the normal woman I was a few months ago would end up enjoying being degraded by countless men?

The minutes pass, the men follow one another. It's as if they could read me. Every time one of them is about to make me cum, he pulls out, bringing the pressure down.

I squeal in frustration when it happens again. All the men walk away from me, leaving me empty and vulnerable on this bed. I could cry if I listened to myself.

But suddenly, I'm pulled back onto the bed, giving me some semblance of comfort. I smile in relief when a familiar face towers over me. My dominant.

He smiles at me too, caressing my face, giving me a few moments of rest and comfort in this most unusual experience. Slowly, he kisses me, not caring what my mouth was doing just a minute ago.

I gradually come back to myself, regaining all my feelings. I’m aware again of what’s going on around me. I turn my head as my dominant gently kisses my neck.

There, on the other side of the bed, Sophia moans loudly. It's so strong and so sexy that it would make pale the most talented porn actresses. She is stuck between the bodies of two strangers, getting caught from both sides.

Gradually, the men move away from the bed, giving us some space. I arch my back against the ropes as my husband expertly lowers his mouth over my body, capturing one, then the other of my nipples. I think I could cum just like that, I'm so over-stimulated.

He slowly descends onto my stomach. I hold my breath, hoping that soon he will find himself between my thighs to devour me as he does so well. But he doesn't, coming up again to kiss me.

I would like to be untied now. Dig my nails into his back, pressing him against my body, forcing him to melt into me. I know it drives him crazy when I scratch him.

But I have to submit to the rules of the game. I accepted to lose control, it's up to me to bear the consequences now.

Playfully, he taps his cock against my clit, making me groan. He chuckles, before ending my wait. Finally, he slides his cock inside me. My mouth opens in pleasure, no sound escaping.

I may have been taken by several men, but none of them measure up to my husband. It's like only he knows how to take me. At what angle sinking in me. How I need to be fucked.

I close my eyes, surrendering to the pleasure of his cock coming and going to me. It's slow, way too slow. But I refrain from commenting. He would only slow even more.

I suddenly open my eyes as he pulls back and turns me around. I'm on all fours now. My breathing quickens as his fingers get lost between my buttocks, gently removing the plug that got installed there earlier in the evening.

My heart is racing. I can't believe this is going to happen. He's going to take me there, in front of all these people. Show them how decadent I am.

Oh, from the number of men who just passed over my body, they already know. But being taken in my ass only adds to this twisting feeling of shame.

Yet I forget all reason as I feel his tip begin to push against my jagged outline. Never mind what they think of me. That's what I want. Other men have taken me tonight, but he’s the one who owned me. He is my master, I’m his little thing. And he proves it to everyone, by sinking ever deeper into me.

I moan for a long time. I'm not used to being taken there, and yet each time, it's the same pleasure that I feel. It's probably not normal, but I don't care. I don't want to be ashamed of how I feel anymore. As long as my husband understands that, it’s all I care about.

He lets out a groan as, little by little, his cock enters me, tearing me apart completely. I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief when he’s totally in, his hips meeting mine.

I succeeded. I took him without flinching.

If I do well, I too will have an orgasm in a few moments. Coming while his cock is in my most taboo entrance is an indescribable feeling. Much different than what I feel with my other orgasms. I don't understand it, but I love it.

I bite the sheets under me, embracing his slow movements back and forth inside me, opening myself ever wider for him.

A small squeal escapes me as he comes out of me and knocks us both onto the bed. He lays down, before lifting me up by my hips to slide me back onto him.

In this position, I have my legs wide apart. Anyone in front of me can see how soaked I am. All can witness the state of my decadence.

But I quickly understand that this is not the only purpose of this new position. Henry arrives, positioning himself, his hard cock in his hands. My mouth drops open as I realize what's going to happen.

They’re going to take me both. At the same time. This is something I never even imagined. And yet, I can't help but nod greedily, letting them both know that's what I want.

Henry smiles before joining me in turn. His fingers caress my cheek. Languidly, he captures my lips, pulling me into a passionate kiss as his cock slides against my clit, making me moan.

Behind me, my dominant stays still, giving the other time to settle down. I have to break the kiss as Henry's cock begins to enter me. He too is well-hung, and with my husband's cock in my other hole, I'm tighter than ever.

My head falls back, resting on James' shoulder as our elder sinks inside me without ever pausing. I don't know what I feel anymore. It doesn’t hurt. I just feel incredibly torn, open to a point that I didn't even know was possible.

Slowly, the two men begin to move in a perfectly mastered choreography. Seeing us like this, others must surely think that this is not our first time. They must think we've done it dozens of times before, that it's routine for us.

Our bodies seem naturally in harmony, responding to each other. I don't even know if I'm moaning anymore, I'm no longer aware of my own body. All I know is that I want this to go on forever.

But I know it will end soon. These men are not gods, they won’t be able to last forever. And then, in the pit of my stomach, I feel a heat ready to burn everything in its path.

I open my eyes when I feel a presence near me. Sophia joined us. Recovering from her emotions, she wants to make sure to be part of it too. Softly, she kisses me, keeping my moans to herself.

And when her slender hand slips between my body and that of her husband, pressing on my clit, I feel myself leaving. My body tenses against the ropes. My entrances throb and contract around the men's cocks as a powerful orgasm ravages me.

My husband is the first to follow me, emptying himself deep inside me. He doesn't move, giving Henry time to finish as well.

We are all three panting and drained. With the little energy we have left, we separate to fall heavily on the bed and welcome Sophia, letting the silence fall on our intertwined bodies.


Chapter 5

As I admire myself in the mirror, I bring my fingers to my throat, gently stroking the collar installed there.

When my friends asked me what my sweet husband got me for Christmas this year, I answered a necklace, remaining vague. And they didn't insist. A jewel is a rather common gift.

They have no idea what it looks like. They don't know it's a leather collar. Even less that it has a small ring to hang a leash on.

I lick my lips, imagining myself already crawling, a plug stuck in my ass. At the feet of my master, who would parade with me to proudly show off his property.

I can't help but smile, thinking back to Cecilia. To her “it’s funny, mine gave me a necklace too!” Poor darling doesn’t have a clue. And that's good. She wouldn't understand. It's something I'm not ready to share with her.

And even less the way he gave it to me. Of how, dripping with the seed of these men, I proudly followed him to the great room. Without hesitation, he grabbed a package hidden under the tree covered with dildos.

Then, he made me sit on one of the huge armchairs adorning the room. Hands shaking with excitement and remnants of my orgasm, I undid the elegant ribbon. When I finally managed to open the box, I discovered this perfect collar. With my fingertips, I caressed the name engraved on the small medal. James.

“That way, I'm sure you'll always be brought back to your owner,” he whispered in my ear, making me blush violently.

He laughed, before taking the object to delicately hang it around my neck. Our new friends were there, looking at us with approval and pride. With her natural enthusiasm, Sophia began to applaud as if it were a great achievement.

My cheeks turned even redder as the others around began to follow suit, gradually drawing the attention of everyone in the club to me.

A week has passed since then. And here I am again. In my bathroom, putting the same lipstick back on, dressing in a sexy new outfit. Tonight, I will walk into the club with my head held high. I proved to them that I deserved my title of submissive and my place among them.

This December 31 is going to be perfect. Probably the best of my life, as was this Christmas night. No matter what my dominant has planned, I know that I will follow him with my eyes closed in this new adventure.

Yes.

This transition to the new year promises to be the most orgasmic.


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Trained for Christmas

Read first book in the Naughty Christmas Series!
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“You must learn your place. On your knees.”

My husband has always been the sweet type. I never would have imagined that he’s a DOMINANT. But since he introduced me to BDSM, our lives have become much more interesting. Especially when, every day, his lustful advent calendar makes me discover more dirty experiences.

No matter what he wants from me… I will submit.

Naked in the middle of our living room, I let him decorate my body with special Christmas ornaments. Clamps, handcuffs... And a conical jewel that he keeps for a very particular place in my anatomy.

I don't know what makes me scream the hardest. The floggers he uses to punish me, or the machine that comes and goes inside me. And when I think pleasure is at its peak, my dominant proves me wrong. Tonight, not a single part of my body will be spared.

Too bad if I can't walk for days after that... To scream of pleasure, I’m ready to do anything.

◆◆◆

Training the Submissive Wife
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I don't know anything about being a submissive, so why am I tied to my bed, spread open for my husband to use?"

I never knew that my husband fantasized about dominating a woman, using her in every way, and making her scream in ecstasy until I stumbled on a few videos he'd saved on his computer. At first, I was disturbed, but the longer I watched, the wetter and more desperate I became.

This is what our marriage has been missing.

So, I’ve decided to give this a chance. I'm opening myself to my husband and the dirty things in his mind. No holes barred. Tonight, I become his submissive, and he gets to do all of the things he's ever dreamed of. To me.

The crop scares me. And makes me wet.

The plugs terrify me. And make me throb.

The leash? God. The leash.

I never thought I'd want a man to use me like this, much less my husband. But the hunger in his eyes when he looks at me now is something out of a fantasy. I don't know if I'll ever let him stop.

Tonight, I become a submissive. More than that, tonight I become my husband's fantasy.

◆◆◆

House of Pleasures Series Bundle
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“Spread your legs for us, pretty doll."

Since I walked through the door of this BDSM club, my life is no longer the same. I used to be an ordinary woman, with dark, unspoken desires. But since I finally dared to indulge them, I discovered how far pleasure can go.

No matter how many men want to take me, I'm ready to be their perfect SUBMISSIVE.

They can tie me up with ropes or handcuffs. They can punish me with their hands or a riding crop. Put a blindfold on my eyes, or a gag in my mouth... Nothing scares me anymore.

I will submit to any of their desires. Even if it means doing it with another woman. Even if it means letting them take every part of my body at the same time.

Insatiable, I’m going to offer myself to every DOMINANT of the House of Pleasures.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

17 stories, 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.
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