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1. SUBMISSION


Chapter 1

“On your knees. Show your master how sorry you are.”

I obey, nervous. A trail of goosebumps covers my naked body, as much from the chill of the night as from the excitement I feel in the pit of my stomach. With my slender fingers, I undo the man's belt to release his member from its fabric prison. A cry of surprise escapes me when-

BAM

I jump, the deafening noise snapping me back to reality. I sigh, a little annoyed to have been so disturbed in the middle of reading one of my favorite books. Submissives and Dominants. The perfect mix of lust and taboo. I don't know anything about BDSM, and yet reading this awakens in me an incomparable desire.

Well, when there is not so much noise around me. Maybe I shouldn't read erotic novels while my apartment is being renovated. But I just wanted to take a little break from my studies. Find a way to free myself from the stress I feel. Also… Free myself from all the sexual tension caused by the man doing this work.

I shake my head, trying to forget the images of his muscular arms to focus on my book again.

Obscene sounds fill the room as I focus on the task, sucking my master’s cock like never before. But that’s not enough. Firmly, the man puts his arm around me to lift me and put me on his lap. I shiver, knowing what delicious punishment is about to befall me. Without wasting a moment, my dominant raises his hand and-

BAM

I sigh, tossing my book carelessly into a corner of the bed. It's no use insisting. It’s clearly not now that I will be able to indulge in a little erotica. With the back of my hand, I wipe my forehead, beading from the heat, then stretch my arm to grab my glass of water.

Empty.

I sigh. I have no choice but to come out of my den, it seems. Lazily, I get up and leave my bedroom. As soon as I enter the living room, my eyes fall on the man. Like every time I see him, my heart skips a beat.

It shouldn't be allowed to be so handsome. My landlord could have hired any worker. But no, he had to choose the one that seems straight out of one of my novels.

Without realizing it, my gaze slid over his body. As if his presence weren't enough to make me lose all my faculties, he decided that today, he had to work shirtless.

I can't help but staring a sweat drop sliding down his belly, making its way over his perfectly defined abs. Is it his manual work that allows him to be so buff, or does he train in his spare time?

All I know is that I'd love to kneel before him and lick that taunting drop. My heart beats faster as I imagine the salty taste of his skin on my tongue. A throat clearing snaps me out of my contemplation.

“I can put my T-shirt back on if you want.”

I can barely mutter a no, it’s ok. My cheeks are covered with a scarlet red that he cannot miss. To calm myself down, I head to the kitchen sink, clutching my glass a little tighter than I should. His hoarse voice stops me dead.

“I turned off the water. But I took the liberty of using your fridge.”

I shiver as he walks past me, opening the door of the machine to pull out a bottle of water. An electric shock runs through me as his fingers brush mine as he grabs my drink.

I don't know what is happening to me. As soon as I find myself in the same room as this man, I lose all common sense. I have never felt this before. This adrenaline rush. This wave of desire that sweeps away everything in its path. All these things that I read in these erotic novels that I love so much, now I feel them with this man. Anthony.

It's not right. He didn't ask for anything, he’s just here to do his job. Besides, he's older than me. Much older. I don't know exactly how old he is, but he must be around forty. The few lines at the corner of his eyes when he smiles betray his age, like his hair which is beginning to be dotted with discreet white threads.

And yet, I have never wanted a man so much. Maybe that's why. He’s a man. Not one of those kids I go to college with. On his hands, I can read the experience. He works with them all day, and I'm sure he could also work my body. Twist it of pleasure. Make me feel sensations that I could not even have suspected existed.

I believe that I don’t leave him indifferent either. Since he started the work, I have often felt his gaze on me. And the way he smiles at me when he talks to me… The insinuations that he slips me on the fly...

I bite my lip. I’m probably imagining this. He’s only doing this to break the monotony of his days. I'm just a kid. Why would he be interested in me, when he could have any woman?

Still, I can't help but delude myself as I catch his eyes gliding over my body. With this heat, I got comfortable. A tight pair shorts reveal my legs, making them look longer than they really are. A light tank top hugs my chest, showing off my breast.

I blush as our eyes meet, his gaze never leaving mine. He knows I caught him looking at me. And yet, he doesn't seem to feel the slightest shame. Worse, he licks his lips in an excruciatingly sexy motion.

Neither of us move, letting the sexual tension fill the few inches between our bodies. I dare not make the slightest movement, convinced that even too much breathing would break this moment. His smell intoxicates me, a mixture of pine and smoke. A reassuring, comforting smell that makes me want to dive into his muscular arms and get lost in them.

My heart races as I imagine him leaning in and kissing me passionately, before lifting me off the counter to continue our exchange until he ruins me. Could his large hands do to me what I read in my books? Spank me? Holding me tight as his body pushes mine into an intense orgasm?

His face brushes mine. I feel myself melt as his warm breath caresses my skin. My lips part, ready to welcome him. But his hoarse voice shatters my hopes.

“I'm done for today. See you tomorrow.”


Chapter 2

I shiver as my master pulls his cock out of me. I have never felt so close to the precipice. My breath hitches as the man begins to thrust his taut member into my most taboo entrance. I feel more humiliated than ever. However, I don’t resist, too curious by these new sensations that my dominant makes me discover.

I put the book down, too excited to continue reading. Anthony left, leaving the apartment to myself. It didn't take me long to decide what to do with this newfound intimacy. How could it be otherwise, having had his body so close to mine? I really thought that this time, we were going to kiss for real.

I lick my lips, remembering the smell of the man, intoxicating. I can't stop thinking about it. The way he would have had to slide his hands over my body. He would have picked me up with no difficulty, onto the counter. We would have continued to kiss passionately, our fingers moving feverishly to meet each other. He would have slipped his hand into my tank top, to pull out my breasts.

Short of breath, I perform these gestures, imagining that he’s the one who twists my pointed nipples. I pull a little harder, moaning slightly. I close my eyes, still imagining what he would do to me if he were there. The words he would speak in my ear in his hoarse voice.

I try to make the pleasure last as long as possible, remembering his bare chest, his muscular body. If only I could find a way to seduce him, for real, not just with these flirtations that don't mean much.

In the meantime, I have to be content with what I have. Fumbling, I go in search of my vibrator. Without taking the time to undress, I tuck it under my shorts, pressing against my already throbbing clit. I let out a contented sigh, my body relaxing as I received this long-awaited treatment.

The images jostle in my head, each more exciting than the other. Anthony, taking me in every possible position. Pulling my hair. Forcing me to kneel in front of him and take his length in my mouth.

I blush at that thought. I've always been put off by the idea of giving a blowjob, and yet with him, it doesn't scare me anymore. More than anything, I want to know what he hides in his pants. To touch him. To taste him. To do absolutely whatever it takes to get him to take care of me.

One of my hands goes back up on my breasts, starting to play with my tips. My hands aren't as wide as his, but that'll do for now. By focusing enough, and closing my eyes, I can pretend that he is here.

After a few minutes, I manage to convince myself. It's as if I smelled his cologne, as if I felt his presence. I start begging his ghost.

“Please Anthony...”

“Yes?”

I jump and open my eyes. This voice was very real. I don't have time to cover myself when the man already appears at the door I left open. His eyes widen, and his mouth drops open in surprise as he discovers my position.

My mind is racing. It doesn't do much to think about, though. No excuse will be good enough to explain the position I find myself in. What could I say as I lay on my bed, my chest popping out of my bra, and vibrations emanating from my tight shorts? No, I'm caught in the act. Worse still, he heard me saying his name while doing it.

I expect him to look away, or even leave the room. But he doesn’t. His gaze stays on me, sliding down my curves until it comes up to my face. His eyes pierce me again, and I have to bite my lip to hold back another moan. A crooked smile forms on his mouth.

“You called me? I was just stopping by to pick up a tool I forgot, and I heard my name. I can give you a hand, if that's what you want.”

I shiver, my mind clouded with excitement and shame. I should hide, ask him to leave, and lock myself in this room forever. Or at least until the reno is done.

However, without really giving the order to my body, it reacts for me. Slowly, my hand slides over my body, revealing the chest I tried to hide. The man licks his lips at this vision, and walks into the room with a slow but sure step.

Everything about him exudes confidence. Power. I know his arms could break my body in half. But I'm willing to take the risk, if it gives me a chance that he makes me writhe in pleasure.

Arrived at my height, he stops, taking the time to observe me a little more. With a gesture of his finger, he points to the fabric still present on my chest.

“Take that off, let me see you.”

I'm shivering. His usually jovial voice has turned into an authoritative tone, which leaves no room for challenge. Between my legs, I feel my excitement rising a little more. It's like in those books I've read. The man showing his omnipotence with short and firm sentences.

My hands shaking slightly, I do so, taking off first my tank top, then my bra. I can't help folding my arms over my chest, my cheeks red from exposing myself to his gaze, and in full light.

He clicks his tongue, needing nothing more to let me know what he wants from me. Slowly, I pull my arms back and look down, not daring to look at his face as he examines me from every angle.

He leans over me, his hand resting on my stomach, causing a trail of goosebumps all over my body. With his fingertip, he traces my curves, without ever getting on my breasts. I can't help fidgeting, moving by inadvertence the vibrator still stuck in my panties. I moan at this change of position, forcing a smile from the man. His thumbs slip under my shorts.

“How about you me what you're hiding down there. You've been parading in those little shorts for a week. You can't even imagine how many times I wanted to rip them off you.”

I moan again, turned on by his words. I have often imagined undressing for him, but none of my dreams have been as exciting as the reality. He takes his time to slide the fabric down my legs, as if it were a ceremony.

Then, with one hand, he grabs my vibrator, keeping it in his hand as he spreads my thighs apart to give himself a better view of my soaking wet pussy. I can't help but look away, embarrassed. Between his teeth, he hisses a pretty that only reinforces the blush on my cheeks.

Slowly, he climbs onto the bed, kneeling between my open thighs for him. With the tip of his thumb, he traces small circles on the thin skin on the inside of my legs, his gaze never ceasing to devour me.

I let out a long moan as he repositions the vibrating object on my clit, making me arch my back. Embarrassed, I hide my face in my arm. I can't believe this is happening. The first time a man sees me naked is because he caught me in the act, masturbating while thinking of him. We hardly know each other. We only exchanged a few banalities while he was doing the work. And now I offer myself to him without the slightest shame. Who does that?

I snap out of my thoughts as he clicks his tongue, and his authoritative voice rings out again.

“Don’t do that, little girl. When I take care of you, I want to see all your reactions.”

I obey, feeling more embarrassed than ever. And yet, I have no choice. If I want him to take my body, I have to let him run the show. Submit. I shiver, remembering all those things I read in my books. I'm probably just fooling myself, but Anthony could easily take on the role of the dominant.

I moan louder as he increases the vibrations against my clit. He smiles, visibly proud of the effect he has on me. I hold my breath as he leans towards me. It's only now that I realize we haven't even kissed yet. How is it possible?

I've always been the model girl, following all the rules, planning every moment of her life, always doing everything right. Now twenty-two, I thought the man I would give my virginity to would be the love of my life. That we would have been on dates, getting to know each other before even considering anything intimate.

Apparently, life can't always follow the plan. Otherwise, I wouldn't be lying here, legs apart, moaning as a man presses a vibrator on my pussy while leaning over me to give me our first kiss.

When his lips finally land on mine, I almost forget the vibrations between my thighs. It is as if he opened a timeless parenthesis, offering me comfort and warmth in this unusual act. I can't resist when his tongue caresses my mouth, inviting me to open it.

Slowly, he pulls me into a sensual dance, pulling light contented sighs from me. Instinctively, my arms wrap around his shoulders, one of my hands casually falling into his hair as I stroke it. He deepens the kiss, before letting go and sliding into my neck.

I shiver as he attacks my thin skin, sinking lower and lower. My breath hitches as he grabs one of my nipples between his lips. Gently, he begins to suck it. I drop my head back, feeling myself capsize under this treatment. Between my thighs, the object vibrates stronger and stronger.

Soon I can't hold back anymore. My whole body is shaking. I bite my lip, trying to cope with these new sensations. Anthony doesn't stop, continuing to play his tongue over my nipples, his free hand holding my hip firmly in place so I don't try to run away from this orgasm that is about to devastate everything in its path.

When he activates the fastest speed of the toy, it's the last straw. My whole body tenses, arching like never before. I no longer control anything, I can only suffer the repetitive waves that overwhelm my body. Anthony accompanies my orgasm, gradually slowing his movements.

I don't even realize when he stops touching me, my mind too cloudy to pay attention to him. It's only when I hear his chuckle that I emerge. I straighten up, realizing he's got my e-reader in his hands, and he's got his eyes on what I was reading before he came into the room.

My cheeks flush with shame. In a desperate gesture, I try to grab the object to remove it from him. But a single push on my shoulders is enough for him to make me fall backwards.

“My body is shaking, beads of sweat rolling on my tanned skin as my master continues to bring his paddle down on me. I moan in pain, but I don't want him to stop for anything in the world. I belong to him. »

I shudder, those depraved words made all the more arousing by the husky, sultry voice of the object of my fantasies. Of course, he found a passage of punishment. He'll probably think is wrong with me, or laugh at me.

I fall back, grabbing a pillow to hide my face. Anthony chuckles softly, his hand stroking my lower stomach. My breathing quickens as he slides his hand up my thighs, causing me to moan softly.

I can't believe I'm still excited. And yet, this orgasm only made me even hungrier. I bite my lip as he pulls the pillow away from my face. I dare not look at him, too ashamed. But that doesn't suit him.

Between his fingers, he grabs my chin, gazing darkly into mine. A smirk lights up his face.

“Submissives and dominants, huh? If I’d known this is what you like, I would have done things differently.”

I remain in disbelief, trying to understand his words. But I'm unable to think clearly as he leans over me, his warm breath caressing my face. It's like all life is draining from my body as he speaks words I never thought I'd hear.

“Perhaps I should punish you for touching yourself while thinking of a man much older than you. What do you say little girl? Do you deserve a spanking?”

Breathless, I nod my head, barely realizing what's going on. His lips capture mine in a passionate kiss. My belly heaves at an erratic pace, as much from this delightful exchange as from anticipation. Is he really going to do this? It sounds too good to be true.

I can't help but worry as he pulls back, sitting on the edge of the bed and patting his thigh as an invitation. I bite my lip, nervous butterflies in my stomach. I'm almost shaking as I bend on his thigh, presenting him with my ass and soaked pussy.

I can't believe my first time is going on like this. I can't even decide if I'm happy or scared, it's so different from what I had imagined. I shiver as his hand slides over my skin.

“I'm going to start. If something feels wrong, you say red, and I'll stop everything. Otherwise, you can scream or beg, I will keep going. Is that clear?”

“Y… Yes, sir.”

A low chuckle escapes his chest as his hand grips my ass tightly, squeezing it between his firm fingers. I bite my lip, already melting at the touch. He’s not particularly delicate, and yet, I like it.

But when the first smack hits, I realize what a spanking really is, when administered by a man of his stature. The pain radiates throughout my body, intense. I don't have time to get used to the feeling that already, he puts his hand on me again.

I can't hold back a scream, nor stop my body from squirming. Firmly, he repositions me, before slapping his hand twice on my thin skin. I clench my fists, my fingernails entering the palm of my hand as he continues to spank me.

My breathing is made all the more difficult by this position, my head bent down. And yet, despite the pain that has already brought a few tears to the corners of my lips and my eyes, I have never felt so good.

I wonder if the man realizes that between my legs, the wetness is not because of my past orgasm, but because of the excitement I feel at being so punished. I wonder if he's done this before. I hope for his previous conquests that he did.

It would be a shame to have such hands available and not have been able to take advantage of them. His skin is calloused by all his manual work, contrasting with my soft, thin skin. This only makes this torture even more delicious.

I feel like I'm going out of my body, hearing myself moan and squeal in a voice I didn't know myself. I wish this would last for hours, yet I breathe a sigh of relief when his hand finally stops slapping me and caresses my ass.

I moan under that touch, as painful as it was soothing. He hums softly, visibly pleased with the experience.

“Good girl. You took your punishment well. It wasn't the first time a man spanked you, was it?”

I bite my lip, feeling the blush rise to my cheeks. I should probably lie, pretend I've done this dozens of times. That I'm an expert who can give him all the satisfaction in the world. And yet, with horror, I hear myself speak the truth.

“I... This is the first time a man is touching me.”

A sound of surprises comes out of the man's chest. Quickly, he grabs me and turns me around, his face reflecting his incomprehension. I look down, embarrassed. I think he's trying to decide whether I'm lying or not.

He picks me up, laying me down on the mattress again. Then he joins me, wedging my body between his legs. He leans toward me, his eyes piercing me as his face wears a stern expression.

“You should have told me.”

“Why? Would you have done all these things to me if I had told you?”

“Nope.”

“I was right to lie then.”

A smirk forms on his lips as his hand rests on my throat without squeezing it. My breath hitches, a new warmth waking up in the pit of my stomach at this possessive gesture. He moves a little closer, his whisper in my ear sending lightning through my body.

“Well, it looks like you're giving me new reasons to punish you. But that will have to wait. There's something I've been wanting to do all week, watching you parade around in your little shorts.”

I hold my breath, eager and happy that he wants to continue. Slowly, he begins to kiss my body, descending lower and lower, tracing a line only he seems to know. My mouth drops open in surprise as his face settles between my legs.

He hums again, his gaze fixed intently on my pussy, as if he wants to learn every nook and cranny of it. Then he sticks his tongue out, drawing a long line across my soaking wet slit. I push my head back, intoxicated by this simple gesture. I jump as a slap echoes off my inner thigh.

“Eyes on me.”

I shiver at his authoritative tone. I'm glad he's continuing like this, not reducing his toughness just because I'm a virgin. This is how we started, and this is how I want to continue.

In the worst case, I have my safe word to stop him. And I know he will listen to me if I say it. I am sure of it. But right now, I don't need it.

Without taking his eyes off me, he goes back to work. It starts slowly, with delicate and measured licks, exploring my every curve. Then his movements escalate, making me moan louder and louder. Between his lips, he gently sucks my nerve button.

I can't help but tense as two of his fingers approach my entrance, playing with my contours. He keeps watching me, probing my every reaction, ready to adapt to my needs. I give him a confident look, encouraging him to take the plunge.

I bite my lip as his fingers plunge into me, creating a stretching and tearing sensation I've never experienced before. My fingers cling to the sheets, trying to find a semblance of bearings in the face of what is happening to me.

Because he continues his crazy dance on my clit, licking and sucking, sometimes even nipping at my nerve button, just to see what it creates in me. Her fingers are no slouch, bending and scissoring, visiting every inch of me, preparing me for what's to come.

I know it won't end there. I have never felt so ready in my life. But seeing the gleam in my lover's eyes, I understand that nothing will happen until I let myself go to another orgasm.

This desire does not take long to satisfy, not with his expert gestures. His free arm presses against my lower stomach to keep me from moving too much, as he quickens his movements and pushes me into the precipice of climax. Even after my orgasm passed, he continues to lick me, more gently this time, as if to clean me.

Then he climbs back on top of me, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue is driving me crazy, and I want more. Feverishly, my hands slip between our bodies, eagerly undoing the opening of his pants. He laughs against my lips, and only breaks the kiss to take off his T-shirt.

I bite my lip at the sight, incredulous that this chest that made me fantasize so much is now against my bare skin. Then he helps me undress him, taking off his pants and boxers. I gasp in surprise at the sight of his erection released. I had imagined him to be endowed, but this exceeded my expectations.

I bite my lip as he grabs my wrist, putting my hand on his member for me to touch. A sigh escapes his throat as I begin to run my fingers down his length, trying to give him back some of the pleasure he gave me.

He takes over, spreading my ever-present arousal on his fingers along his length. Then he lays on top of me, finally making me feel the weight of a man on my bare skin. My breathing quickens as I feel him line up at my entrance.

He’s really very big, I don't know if I'll be able to accommodate him inside me. It seems impossible to me. Will I suffer? Although I enjoyed the pain of the spanking, I don't know if this one will be bearable. What if it wasn't good? What if I don't satisfy him?

My questions fly away as his hand lands possessively on the top of my head, forcing me to stare at him as his tip begins to work its way into me.

It's as if all the air in my lungs was ejected in the face of this imposing intrusion. A smile forms on his lips, visibly proud of the effect he produces on me. The grip of his fingers on my hair tightens as he is now halfway inside me. I have trouble breathing. But suddenly, his authoritative voice makes me forget everything.

“Come on baby, you can take it.”

A shiver runs through me. I feel like one of the heroines of my favorite erotic novels. I nod my head nervously, spreading my thighs a little more to let him in. He leans closer to me, whispering compliments in my ear until he's finally fully in.

My arms automatically wrap around him, my fingers digging into his muscular back. His lips drown out my moans of discomfort as he slowly begins to thrust inside me.

Little by little, I relax, surrendering to the pleasure of being possessed by a man. His movements quicken, his mouth descends into my neck, the feel of his teeth against my skin driving me even crazier.

Soon, I hear myself moaning, and begging him to go harder, faster. I gasp in surprise as he pulls away from me. It's not really what I had expected. But I have no time to express my displeasure.

With a firm gesture, he turns me before lifting my hips. I find myself on all fours, my pussy presented to him without the slightest shame. I bite my lip, more excited than ever as he slaps his hand on my ass.

Without delay, he plunges back into me, making me moan as he drives even deeper than before, if that's possible. His thrusts are long and controlled, making me lose my mind.

I quickly come back to reality as I feel his finger inviting itself between my buttocks, and caress my jagged hole. I blushed violently at the idea that he wanted to do things to such an intimate part of my body.

“I'm sure you'll take me very well there. I can't wait to fuck you in every way.”

I can't answer, too flustered as his hands grip my hips and start pounding me at breakneck speed. I think it's the idea of taking me in my most taboo entrance that gives him this sudden boost of energy.

I have to admit, even if I feel humiliated at the idea, I think I wouldn't be against losing that virginity too. But for the moment, I focus on what is happening to me. Firmly, he grabs my hair, forcing me to arch my back and feel those indecent sensations even stronger.

His other hand slips between my thighs, playing with my clit at a pace that drives me crazy. I no longer retain my moans, which soon turn into real screams of pleasure. I don't care if the whole building hears me. What I’m experiencing here is far too good to keep quiet. Especially when the man behind this pleasure utters obscene words to me.

“Come on, that's it, good girl. Come on my cock.”

It doesn't take much for me to completely lose my footing, my arms letting go. I fall on my elbows, letting myself be carried away by my orgasm. He doesn’t slow down though, pounding me until he empties himself into me with a rattle worthy of an animal.

This is certainly not how I had imagined my first time. But I'm more than happy it turned out that way. As I gradually find my breath, a piece of information comes to mind. I can't wait to fuck you in every way. He wants us to do it again. It's not just a one-time shot.

Just at the thought, I feel my excitement growing again.


Chapter 3

I sigh, closing my notebook. I can’t focus. How could I, with all this reno work going on? Oh, yet, it's not really the noise that keeps me from concentrating. No, he's the one who’s doing it.

It's been several days now that we slept together. And since then, nothing has happened. Oh, I suspected that we were not going to fall into a relationship, it was never about that.

But Anthony acts like nothing happened. Like he hadn't spanked me, made me cum three times, and taken my virginity. The worst part of it all? I feel more frustrated than ever. Now that I've discovered what it's like to be trapped against a man's body, it's hard for me to settle for what I find in my books.

Every time I read them now, I can't help giving the main characters the traits of my lover. When they give orders to their submissives, it's his voice that I hear. And it's me I imagine, kneeling in front of him to satisfy him.

I bite my lip, wondering what to do. I don't really want to confront him. I don't want him to think I fell in love with him, that I'm a clingy, disturbing kid.

No. I want him to take care of me. To approach me, sliding his hand firmly in my neck to kiss me with force. Make me lose my mind for good.

I close my eyes, sliding my hand over my chest, trying to mimic his gestures on my skin. But I can't. Nothing is as satisfying as his touch. Even less when he's just a few feet away from me, busying himself in the other room.

I sigh and decide to show myself. Who knows, maybe if he sees me in those tight shorts again, he'll remember good memories, and stop his job to take me hard. I lick my lips at the thought, and walk out of my room.

The man is there, focused on his work. He hasn't taken off his T-shirt today, but the effect remains the same. The white fabric highlights his muscular arms, and hints at the perfect lines of his chest.

I give him a shy smile as he looks up at me. But soon, he returns to his work, as if nothing had happened. I bite my lip and head for the bathroom, careful not to close the door. It's probably childishness, but I can't help it. I want this man no matter what.

I turn on the shower faucet, hoping that sound alone will make him react. Slowly, I take off my clothes, making gestures as sensual as if he were there, watching me do this impromptu striptease.

But in the next room, the hammering continues. It doesn't matter. I sigh and step into the shower. Too bad for him if he does not want to take advantage of this body offered to him. I start cleaning myself up, but what should have been an innocent shower turns into so much more.

Slowly, my hands slide over my body. I moan softly as my fingers dig into my nipples, pinching them as hard as he did a few days ago. I close my eyes, imagining him joining me.

He wouldn't take the time to undress, keeping his jeans on to join me. The water would trickle down his T-shirt, sticking it to his skin to give me the most erotic sight. His presence above me would be threatening, but not dangerous, his arms framing my face as he pushes me against the tiled wall to kiss me.

My lips part, remembering those of my lover, the pleasure they could bring to my body. Maybe he would get on his knees, putting my leg over his shoulder to give himself access to my pussy. Maybe he would eat me until I screamed in pleasure, struggling not to fall under his expert licks.

Or maybe I'll be the one to get down on my knees, getting a little closer to that cock that's been thrilling me so much. I'm sure he would be patient, that he would give me time to discover it, to touch it, before finally taking it in the mouth.

If he tastes as delicious as he smells, I'll have a hard time doing anything else with my days. If that's what he wants, I'd be willing to kneel them down. My clit throbs at the thought, and I let one of my hands move down to it.

I remember the gestures Anthony made on it when he took me from behind. I try to imitate them, pressing and pinching my nerve button. But nothing is as satisfying as the man’s fingers. After all, he earns his living with his hands, and it shows on his skin.

I shudder, remembering the delicious sensations it gave me. Still, what I do is not without pleasure, and soon, light moans escape me. I'm not exaggerating them, but I'm not trying to hide them either. If he can hear me, great. If he has an erection, even better. Me, I'm only looking to get an orgasm from this experience, no longer expecting anything from the man.

The movements quicken and I come in with a louder squeal than the others. My heart beats faster, and yet, I don't feel entirely satisfied. When you've tasted the best, it's hard to settle for less.

I quickly finish showering before drying off. But instead of getting dressed, I just wrap my body in this too small towel and leave the room.

In the living room, I do my best to avoid looking at Anthony. As I walk to my room, my hips swaying more than necessary, I feel his gaze piercing me. Is he trying to see a little skin? Does he imagine himself running after me, pressing me against the ground and fucking me hard?

My stomach warms at the thought, yet I know he won't. As I re-enter my room, the hammering resumes.

I drop onto the bed. And now what? There's not really much I can do, except jump on him and beg him to take me. But contrary to appearances, I still have some dignity left. However, an idea comes to my mind.

I get up, rummaging through my clothes. Here it is, the dress I ordered on the Internet. It is far too tight, too short, and showing off too much of my generous curves. I never dared to put it on, far too embarrassed by the amount of skin it reveals.

But for great evil great remedies.

I put it on before putting on makeup, highlighting my eyes in black and adorning my mouth with red. Finally, I tie my hair in a high ponytail. Perfect for him to pull, I can't help but think.

I grab my bag and look at myself one last time in the mirror. If this outfit doesn't drive him crazy, then I'll give up hope of ever having sex with him again...


Chapter 4

“Where do you think you are going?”

My hand hangs above the doorknob. I don't turn around right away, trying first to make the smile that stretches across my lips disappear. Looking serious again, I face him, a false look of incomprehension on my face. He doesn't feel like laughing at all. He points to my far too daring dress. I look innocent.

“I go out with friends. Remember to lock the door when you're done.”

I barely have time to pretend to leave when he closes the space between us, approaching me with long strides. I shiver as his body presses against mine, slamming me against the front door. Looks like my little trick worked. Maybe even a little too much.

Because in his eyes shines a crazy light. Jealousy, maybe. But also, desire. I feel a warmth tickle my lower abdomen as his warm breath caresses my face. I part my lips, ready to receive his. I want him to swallow me whole. To lose myself in his muscular arms. The growl that escapes him only adds to my excitement.

“I don't think you understand what’s going on here. You are mine. And I never allowed you to go out in this outfit”

I'm shaking. That's all I wanted to hear him say. Why has he waited so long, if that's how he feels? His hand slides around the back of my neck, squeezing it lightly before sliding over my collarbone, getting dangerously close to my breasts.

“I had planned to play with you tonight. I even brought a few surprises. But you can't be patient. You think I didn’t notice your little games? That I didn't hear your moans in the shower?”

I bite my lip, repentant. I feel myself melt as his mouth approaches my face, whispering against my ear.

“I think I need to teach you your place. This behavior deserves punishment.”

His lips brush mine without ever taking them. I let out a frustrated moan. I know it, however, not being kissed is only the beginning of my ordeal. I gasp in surprise as he picks me up, throwing me easily onto his shoulder. A loud smack hits my ass as he pulls me back to the middle of the room.

Without delicacy, he throws me on the dining table. My belly and my breasts find themselves pressed against the papers and tools therein, without this seeming to pose the slightest problem to my lover.

I forget that detail too as his hands pull up my tight skirt. With a gesture of extreme power, he rips off my panties, completely destroying them.

I swallow as I hear the sound of his belt coming undone. Looks like my punishment is going to be tougher than the first one. I shiver as the leather strap slides down my thighs, a caress that looks like a threat. He leans over me, whispering low.

“Do you remember your safe word?”

Feverishly, I nod my head. I don't care if I'm overwhelmed, I want to see how it feels. The stitching of the leather on my thin skin. I'm afraid of not being able to withstand more than one blow, but I'm even more afraid of not receiving it. He pats my bottom almost tenderly before straightening up.

“I don't like punishing you, but you leave me no choice. You have to learn who's in control here.”

As I'm about to answer him, he pulls his belt down on me. A scream dies in my throat. I knew it would hurt, but I hadn't imagined how badly. It's a sharp sting, like a snakebite.

I don't have time to recover than already, another blow falls. This time, I can't hold back a high-pitched squeak. I focus on my breathing as he goes through the motions. It's slow. Measured. Exactly as I had fantasized. He shows me his power and control with me. And that makes me lose my mind.

My fingers mechanically close on papers on the table as I try to find some control myself. It is all I have. A few fleeting scraps that he hurries to destroy.

A louder cry escapes my throat as his belt now falls to my thighs. It's even more painful. And yet, I feel my excitement flowing between my legs. With my ass presented to him like this, I'm sure he can see it.

Does it excite him to see me thus offered to him? Is he hard? All I want is to satisfy him. I know that if I behave well, and I manage to pass this test, then I will have the chance to feel his cock inside me again. And finally, to satisfy this obsession that has been twisting me for days.

Maybe he'll take me straight, thrusting his cock into me without any preparation. His thighs and hips thumping against my bruised skin, further prolonging that delicious pain that runs through my body.

Three short but strong knocks bring me back to reality. My whole body is shaking. I'm not sure I can continue. Drops of sweat run down my burning skin.

I don't want to give up. I don't want to pronounce my safe word. But I don't think I'll have a choice. I sniffle, only now realizing that a few tears have started rolling down my cheeks.

But as I'm about to speak, his large hand lands on my buttocks, gently massaging them, pulling a sigh of relief out of me.

“Good girl. You took your punishment well.”

A shy smile forms on my lips. In the pit of my stomach, I feel pride. These compliments touch me and encourage me. Soon, this feeling of pride is replaced by a wave of excitement.

Because his fingers moved down, sliding down my slit, coating themselves with my excitement. He clicks his tongue, enjoying the reaction he created in me. A gasp escapes my throat as he pinches my clit between two fingers, sending a flash of pleasure through my body.

“You are soaked. Just for me, right?”

“Yes. Just for you.”

“How about I show you what I bought for you?”

I nod, patiently waiting for him to rummage through his stuff. He gave me no directions, so I lay still, bent over in this awkward position on my dining table.

“If I believe what you read, you should like it.”

My eyes widen as I see the object he presents to me. I've read enough novels to know what this is about. A plug. I bite my lip, both excited and terrified. After all, he did not hide his desire to visit this place of me. And I always wondered how it would feel. But now that I have it in front of me, I wonder how this object will be able to enter me.

Slowly, he helps me up, and guides me to my sofa where he sits. Then he tilts me forward, laying me on his lap. Thus positioned, my ass is directly offered to him.

My breathing quickens as his fingers run up and down my slit again, playing carefully with my clit before plunging into my soaking wetness, ripping a long moan out of me.

He takes his time, and I would surely appreciate his gestures a lot more if my mind weren't worrying about what happened next. But I can’t help it. I can't stop thinking about this plug that will soon enter me.

I gasp as his fingers leave me, and one of them begins to bypass my most taboo entrance. I can't help but wrap my fingers around my lover's leg, looking for a way to steady myself.

He goes slowly, but never stops. One after another, his knuckles penetrate me, his thick finger filling me like never before. I take a deep breath, this position only making everything more difficult.

Still, I have to admit that it's not as painful as I had imagined. I feel torn, it's true, and my cheeks are red with shame at the thought of letting him do such a degrading thing. However, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world.

Slowly, he begins to move back and forth in my privacy. Then he adds a second finger, making me groan. This penetration is harder to accept. His fingers are so wide. And yet, I know, his cock is much thicker than that. Maybe double that. So how will I manage to take it?

But this questioning will not find its answer immediately. He removes his fingers, and I hear the sound of lube coating the plug. I hold my breath as he thrusts it into me, only stopping when it's firmly in place.

For long moments, the man does nothing, contenting himself with observing his work. Then, his hand slides up my upper body, grabbing the zipper of my dress. With a slow and measured gesture, he slides it, making sure to undress me completely. Then he straightens me up, admiring my body offered to him.

His eyes settle on my pointed nipples. A smirk forms on his lips, mocking that I haven't put on a bra. Standing like this, naked in broad daylight, I can't help but feel great shame. I have never felt so exposed.

On his knees, the presence of his body against mine gave me a semblance of protection. But now there is nothing to hide myself. Every inch of me is visible. And he doesn't hesitate to look at me, drinking in my shame, memorizing every part of me.

And what about plug in me? How can a nice girl like me, always following the rules, accept such treatment? I should run into the bedroom and hide. But when my gaze is pierced by his, I take courage, and remind myself that all this is worth it. That after shame and pain will come intense pleasure.

The man gets up without hurrying, grabbing my chin in his hand. His lips dip, capturing mine. I sigh into the kiss, this warm and delicious exchange giving me a little confidence. It is with regret that I see him step back. He pats my cheek gently.

“I still have work to do. You gonna show me you’re a good girl?”

“Yes.”

I manage to breathe, totally bewitched by his gaze which engulfs me entirely. A satisfied smile parts his lips. Then he resumes his air of dominance, his deep voice making me shiver.

“On your knees.”

I shiver, and almost without realizing it I drop down, taking the position he asked me to. Gently, he strokes my hair, and whispers a good girl who sends me an electric shock in the pit of my stomach. I would never have thought that hearing him compliment me like that for being so exciting.

After a last look, he walks away, focusing on his work. I bite my lip, not sure what to do to keep myself busy. I know it. I must remain calm. Patient. Docile. That's how he wants me. That way I can satisfy him.

But every second spent in this position reminds me of how unpleasant it is. Ashamed. Ambient heat doesn't help. I feel a few pearls of sweat running down my skin. He too is feeling hot, it seems.

Without looking at me, he takes off his T-shirt, revealing his perfectly shaped torso. I bite my lip at this sight. I know I should look away, which I only add to my torture by staring at him like this. But I can't help it.

Worse, I let my mind wander. I remember what we did the other day. The feeling of his chest pressed against mine, covering me in the most delicious way. I lick my lips, letting my gaze slide a little lower, on his jeans highlighting his ass.

Instinctively, my thighs close, trying to bring some friction to my throbbing clit at the thought of rubbing against that thick leg. I swallow hard, the images of the other day mixing with the scenes I've read in my books.

I want to do everything with him. Know everything. Discover everything. I feel like there will never be enough time to experience everything. I would like us to lock ourselves in this apartment, to live on sex and pizza. But he has to do his job. I have to study.

I let out a small sigh, my eyes sliding to the windows. From where I am, I can see the apartments of my neighbours. I know it, if one of them decides to approach his window, they will be able to see me. My cheeks flush violently at the thought. And yet, I cannot prevent other ideas from assailing me.

Those of being watched, admired. That my curves create fantasies. That someone looks at us, admiring the perfection of our bodies fitting perfectly with each other. And who knows... Maybe my lover will want to share me one day.

I blush again, feeling my intimacy contract, and at the same time, tighten the plug a little more in me. I slept only once with a man and yet, I already imagine two of them taking my body, while a third would use my mouth without the slightest shame.

This is all becoming too much to bear, and judging by Anthony's gestures, he's not nearly done. He is totally absorbed in his work. It's as if he had forgotten my presence. As if it didn't matter to him, to have a young woman kneeling, naked, and totally desperate to feel him against her.

Maybe that's what he likes. Waiting. Pushing his limits to exult even stronger. But I am unable to do the same.

Taking advantage that he's not looking at me, I slide my hands on the inside of my thighs, moving them up as slowly as I can on my intimacy. I make slow circles on my clit. It won't be enough to make me cum, but at least it helps me bear the wait. I close my eyes, letting myself go to these light sensations.

A loud noise startles me. Anthony just put down one of these tools sharply, his cold gaze fixed on me. He approaches me menacingly. And I can't help but cringe a bit.

I know he's not going to hurt me, at least not more than he's already done. And yet, I can't help but shiver. He squeezes my chin between his fingers, pressing hard.

“Is that what you call being a good girl? I should punish you again for behaving like this. Leaving you tied up all night, just to learn your lesson.”

I shiver, worried that he will follow through on his threat. He clicks his tongue again, disappointed, then moves away from me to grab his belt. I'm shaking, worried about being spanked again with the object. I'm not sure I'll be able to handle it this time around.

But that's not what happens. He grabs my arms and crosses them behind my back firmly. Then he slides the straps over my skin until I'm totally stuck. I look up at him, trying to gauge his state of mind. But he gives me nothing, turning away from me to return to his work.

I thought my position was difficult, I now realize that it was not. I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the discomfort. Little by little, I relax and realize that it is not as unpleasant as I would have thought.

I even find myself imagining being tied even tighter. Suspended in the air by ropes. Contorted into impossible positions, completely deprived of control of my movements, forced to accept whatever he gives me. Between my legs, I feel my excitement rising again. I let my eyes race back to my dominant. I wonder if it's still for long.

What if he followed through on his threats? What if he decided to leave me tied up all night, leaving me there, naked and alone in the middle of my living room, only to untie me tomorrow morning? I shiver at the thought. I'm not sure I'm ready for that. I think that, if that were to happen, I would tell him my safe word.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. We are not there yet. There is no point in creating apocalyptic scenarios. My attention is on the man. What he's doing is nothing out of the ordinary, and yet I can't help but stare at his muscles, watching his arms contract with each movement.

And to think that soon, if I behave well, he will hold me between them again, making me disappear against his body. I just need to be a little bit more patient. Come on Charlotte. You can do it.

After what seems like hours, he finally puts down his tools, neatly putting them away. This slowness is driving me crazy. Does he really not want to jump on me? But I say nothing. I show nothing more than my annoyance. He doesn't rush either to wash his hands, or approach me.

When he finally comes up to me, I keep my eyes fixed on him, giving him an almost pleading look. He says nothing, just unzipping his pants and letting them slide down his legs. His member stands proudly in front of my eyes. I can't help but lick my lips when I see it.

Slowly, Anthony makes long strokes on his cock, making it hard in front of my amazed eyes. Then, his hand runs through my hair, hooking my ponytail. Without the slightest delicacy, he approaches his face.

Obediently, I open my mouth, trying to forget the nervousness that's gripping me. I never did that after all. What if I was bad? What if I hated his taste? But he doesn't seem to care about my consideration. He clenches his fingers a little tighter, letting me know it's time for me to open my mouth.

I do so, shyly pressing my lips to his tip. Slowly, I let him sink into me. With my hands stuck behind my back, I quickly realize that I have no control over the situation. It is to him and to him alone that my destiny falls, stuck in his hands.

Even if he shows firmness, he does not forget that I am a novice, giving me time to get used to his imposing presence in me. I focus on my breathing, the only thing I really have control over. Slowly, he pulls my head back, rocking me back and forth along his length. He lets out a slight satisfied groan.

“That’s right, show your master how sorry you are.”

I shudder, recognizing the words of the book I was reading the day he caught me touching myself. Hearing them from his mouth only makes it more exciting. And the fact that he calls himself my master? It's more than I had hoped for.

I would never have dared to ask him, or call him that on my own. Now he gives me permission, and it fills me with joy. Gaining confidence in myself, I began to play with my tongue, letting it run on his length, visiting every corner, every bump, discovering his secrets.

I appreciate this much more than I could have imagined, even if I have nothing to do with it. With my hands tied, I can't do anything but take his beat. And I love that. Being tied up, naked and on my knees. Submit to him. Used as his toy, be his reel.

All of this only makes me more excited. I hope with all my body that he won't let me wait tonight. Because if he wanted to, he could torture me a little more. Cum in my mouth or on my breasts, untie and walk away, leaving me more frustrated than ever. If he does that, I know I'll jump on him as soon as he walks through the door tomorrow morning.

But for now, I'm just trying to satisfy him. And it works. His sighs get louder, his hand tightens a little more firmly on my hair. I gasp in surprise as he jerks my head back, freeing himself from my grasp. He did not cum and does not seem to want to.

Slowly, his thumb caresses my full lips, as he seems to be gasping for breath. I keep my eyes on him, waiting to see what he wants to do to me next, showing him how obedient I can be for him.

He smiles as he dips his thumb in my mouth. Then he leans towards me. I moan as his mouth meets mine, capturing me in the most erotic of kisses. He doesn't seem to mind where it was a few moments ago, preferring to focus on my tongue responding to him eagerly.

This dance lasts for long moments, neither of us seeming ready to let go of the other's mouth. Slowly he presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to lay back. I wince as I hit the ground. The belt keeping my arms locked forces me to arch my back and open my thighs for my master.

He stands up, admiring my position, letting his gaze slide into my privacy. A smile illuminates his face when he sees how soaked I am. He punished me, humiliated me, used me. And yet, I am excited as ever.

Suddenly, he plunges his face between my thighs. However, he does not perform these gestures that he made me discover the last time. No. He is content to stay a few inches from my pussy, stroking it with his warm breath without ever taking me between his lips.

I know it. He is testing me. Despite my urge to lift my hips to meet my crotch against his delicious mouth, I know I don't have to do anything. I bite my lip, mustering all my control not to react.

The man chuckles softly, patting my inner thigh, as if congratulating me on my actions. I take a deep breath, trying to forget how excited I am. A few more moments. Just a few moments and I will have my reward. I am sure. Why would he have stopped himself from cumming otherwise?

Slowly, he begins to move up my belly, placing light kisses in his path. Small sighs escape my mouth, encouraging him to continue on his way. When he arrives between my breasts, he begins to suck my soft skin diligently, as if it were one of his manual works.

My belly heaves faster and faster as waves of heat radiate from my lower abdomen. I think I'm so horny I could cum just like this, with this stimulation on my tits.

A piercing scream escapes my throat as he pinches my other nipple between his fingers, twisting it painfully. I no longer know what to feel, torn between pleasure and pain. Soon my torment ends, as he captures my lips.

I tense as I feel him align with me. After all, I've only had it inside me once, and it was my first. It's normal to be nervous, right? I hiss into the kiss as his tip worms its way into me, thicker than I remember.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, failing to be able to cling to my lover's shoulders. Without stopping, he continues thrusting into me, smothering my little squeals of discomfort in the kiss. I turn my head to catch some air and try to calm my breathing.

One of his hands rests on the top of my head, giving me silent comfort. I smile at him and feel myself totally melt as his teeth gently grab my bottom lip. For a few moments, he gives me time to get used to his presence.

The plug still stuck in my ass does not help. I feel open like never before. And to think that earlier, I imagined myself welcoming two men in me. I think I'm going to need a little more practice before doing that.

Slowly, my lover begins to move back and forth, making my shoulders grate against the floor, dusty by the reno work. Me, usually so clean and tidy, I find myself not caring one bit about it. I must even say that it excites me even more. Like a final touch of decadence and degradation to this day already full of improbable experiences.

My sighs turn into moans as his thrusts become more and more powerful. I spread my thighs a little more, letting him sink deep into me. He responds to this with a loud groan.

Suddenly, he slides his hand down my back, down to my ass. My eyes are wide open as he grabs the plug inside me, starting to push it in and out of me, continuing his deep penetrations.

No sound comes out of my open mouth as I try to figure out what is happening to me. But maybe there is nothing to understand. Just indulge in the delicious sensations that run through my body.

I feel like every square inch of my skin is on fire, every inch of my nerves flashing and flickering, sending powerful messages to all my limbs.

I wrap my legs around my master's hips, urging him to enter me even deeper, if that's possible. I moan as he whispers nonsense in my ears.

“Next time, I'll take your little ass. I'll fuck you so hard you can't walk for three days. You’d like it, huh little girl?”

“Yes. YES. Master, please!”

I let my head fall back, a stream of insane words escaping from between my lips as he grips my hips with both hands, pounding me like his life depended on it.

I scream now, not recognizing my own voice as I drop into orgasm. My whole body convulses, white lights crackling before my eyes. My ecstasy leads to his, and he empties deep inside me.

Tired, our two bodies fall back to the ground, drained of all energy.


Chapter 5

I breathe a sigh of relief as I wrap myself in my duvet. If it weren't for that slight tingling on my ass, and that tugging between my legs, I'd have a hard time believing this day actually happened.

It’s now dark outside, and Anthony has just returned home. He was supposed to leave earlier but didn't before making sure I was okay.

He began by untying me, hugging me, whispering compliments and stroking my hair, his warm gestures contrasting with the power he displayed to ruin my body.

Then he slipped me into a hot shower, leaving me to cook some food for me. We spent a good part of the meal in silence, contenting ourselves with eating and smiling at each other.

I finally found the courage to question him, curious about his experience as a dominant. He answered me bluntly, telling me how he had come across BDSM by chance, and how he immediately liked it.

We also talked about what I would like to explore, and the limits I don't want to cross. I admit I don't have much on my list. Just nothing too extreme.

On the side of my desires, I confessed with red cheeks that I want to discover more. That I liked the plug between my ass to a point that I had not suspected. That I am ready to offer myself even more to him, if he is patient. A smirk tugged at his lips. I know it, he's just waiting for that to happen.

Despite these discussions, we have not really defined our relationship. He will be there often, the time to finish the reno. Just thinking about it makes me feel warm inside. I can't wait for him to come back. Can’t wait to have more sex.

Can't wait for him to be my dominant.

And I think that's what he wants too. I smile, remembering the look of contentment on his face when I said goodbye. It’s with this image that I fall asleep, and with these few words that I uttered as a promise.

“See you tomorrow, Master.”


2. TRAINING


Chapter 1

My bag lands on the ground with a thud, mixing with the tools and all the other objects from the renovation work. I sigh, disappointed. Their owner is not there. I was already ready to repeat our actions from yesterday.

When, barely home, I found myself pressed against the wall, the body of the man covering mine with power. I lick my lips, remembering the kisses igniting my lower stomach like wildfire. Seeing my lover so enthusiastic, who would have thought that we had slept together only a few hours before?

Guess that wasn't enough for him. He is insatiable, for my greatest pleasure. Without the slightest effort, he turned me around, my hands pressing against the wall so I wouldn't collapse as he took off my panties and was already sinking deep inside me.

I still can't believe this has become my life. When my landlord told me he was going to do renovations in my apartment, I had no idea he would employ the most attractive man I ever seen, nor that this one would become my lover. The first man taking my body.

We are so different. I'm just a twenty-two-year-old student. Before him, no man had touched me. Whereas he... Anthony, in his forties, knows exactly what he's doing. The slightest of his gestures drives me crazy, his muscular body sending mine into ecstasy every time we touch.

He's not really tender. So much the better. It's exactly what I needed. For years, I have been reading BDSM novels, where women are dominated by men, each more talented than the other. And now, it’s my reality.

Anthony is a dominant, and he never hesitates to show it to me, punishing me with his hand or his belt as soon as the opportunity arose.

With my cheeks rosy from the thoughts, I caress my ass lightly, trying to remember the burning sensations on my thin skin. In my bra, I already feel my nipples pointing. I shouldn't be so turned on by these simple thoughts.

But that's the effect this man has on me. And to think that he is not there to help me evacuate this overflow of desire... I can't believe he's already gone. And tomorrow is the weekend. Who knows if I will see him?

I sigh again and walk into the living room, ready to head to my bedroom. I have no other solution to relieve myself than to use my vibrator. Images come to mind. My first time. When he caught me touching myself while moaning his name.

He approached my bed, leaning over my body while grabbing the sex toy in his hands. As he whispered obscene words in my ear, he forced me to beg him to make me cum, gently torturing me until finally giving me my first orgasm delivered from a man's hand.

I lick my lips, remembering the way he bent me on his leg to spank me, when he found out I fantasized about that kind of stuff. He spared no effort, making me shudder and tremble, until I confessed to him that I was still a virgin. That didn't stop him though...

My lustful thoughts pause as I spot a box on the dining table. Intrigued, I approach. On the package lies a card, a handwritten Charlotte on it. I grab the slip of paper and hurry to read it, discovering my lover's nervous handwriting.

Tomorrow, 11 a.m.

You will wear what I bought you, and you will wait for me in the entrance, on all fours, your ass facing the door.

Disobey, and you’ll be punished.

Anthony.

I shiver, both excited and intrigued by this message. Feverishly, I grab the box, undoing it as quickly as my trembling fingers allow.

A gasp of surprise escapes my mouth. I take the piece of fabric out of its box, holding it with my fingertips to get a better look at it. The least we can say is that there is not much to cover me. The garment is more like a harness than lingerie.

And yet, I already feel excited to wear it and become my master's little thing. Because that is what he promises me with this gift. A day of submission, exploring new things, skirting new limits. Cum again and again.

I bite my bottom lip, lewd images already creeping into my mind. With a perky step, I head for my bathroom.

I have to be perfect to welcome my dominant.


Chapter 2

For the umpteenth time, I readjust my ponytail, trying to make it perfect. By focusing on my hair, I avoid looking at what's lower in the mirror. My body, harnessed in this lingerie that reveals absolutely everything about me. I'm not sure I understand the point of this item. If he can see all of me, why not get naked directly?

I blush again when I see my silhouette. My breast looks even bigger now that it's supported by that piece of fabric. I slide my eyes over my body, until I meet my perfectly shaved pussy. It's not something I'm used to doing, but I thought that, with this outfit, it would be the perfect occasion. I hope he appreciates the effort.

My nipples are already pointing as I imagine him staring at my body, watching me like I'm the most beautiful thing he's ever seen. I look at the clock again, impatient. He can't get here fast enough.

Still, I can't help but be worried. He has never asked me to do something so intense. What if I'm not good enough? What if he's disappointed in my performance, and would rather go out and find a better submissive than me?

I sweep these ideas out of my head. After all, if I can satisfy him by being a virgin, I don't see why I can't now that we've done it several times. Now that I understand what he expects of me. If he can be abrupt sometimes, I never felt in danger with him. I know my initiation has only just begun; he still has a lot to teach me.

Diligently, I paint my mouth a bright red. I know, this lipstick does not have a very good hold. Exactly what it takes to spread out on his cock if he were to slip it into my mouth. A shiver of excitement runs through me. Luckily, it's almost time.

My heart is pounding as I step out of my bathroom, carefully avoiding looking out the window. I know it, the inhabitants of the building opposite could perfectly see me in this lustful outfit, if they were to look out their windows.

The thought fills me with shame, but also excites me. There is something extremely depraved about imagining oneself being watched, observed, admired. And that pleases me.

Arrived in the entrance, I take a deep breath to calm myself down. Then, I turn my back to the door, and let myself fall on all fours. I let the weight of my body rest on my knees and elbows, my face a few inches off the ground. I blush, feeling more exposed than ever.

I know it, as soon as he opens the door, my dominant will have a perfect view of my anatomy. On my bare pussy. Will he see the excitement that is already starting to appear between my thighs?

My cheeks heat up at the thought. Yet he knows that I am a depraved. I don't know why I want to try to maintain the illusion.

The minutes pass, each one slower than the next. I feel like he'll never arrive. I imagine improbable scenarios, all of them straight out of the erotic novels I usually read.

I imagine him hiding a camera, while he did the renovation work, and that he's now watching me, wanting to test my obedience. If so, he might let me hang around for an hour, two hours, even all day, just to see if I'm capable of obeying his orders.

But before I have time to worry, my entire body tenses. The distinct sound of a key being turned in the door is heard. That's it, my dominant is there. I readjust my position one last time, making sure to give him exactly what he wanted.

The atmosphere of the room changes completely when he enters. His presence is so strong, so imposing, that it takes up all the space as soon as he arrives somewhere. I don't need to see him to be intoxicated by him already, his delicious cologne reaching my nostrils.

He says nothing, his silence ringing like sweet torture in my ears. I swallow, my cheeks red as ever from the shame I feel right now. I try to calm my breathing, trying to ignore the humiliation that grips my stomach.

This situation is becoming untenable. How did I end up accepting this? Someone with enough self-respect should probably not find herself in this position, totally offered to a man she did not know until recently.

And yet, that's exactly what happens to me. And from this shame is born something even stronger. Desire. A desire so strong that it pushes me to accept everything.

Finally, my dominant is heard. It's just a soft hum, a sound of appreciation. But it warms my heart. My master is not disappointed. That's all I care about. Because I know that if he is satisfied, then soon I will be too. I shiver as his voice echoes through the hallway.

“Hello, Submissive.”

I can barely manage to stammer out a hello, Master, too impressed by the situation. I may have read dozens, hundreds, of erotic novels on BDSM, but doing it in real life is something quite different.

I hold my breath as he walks around me, crouching down in front of me. He says nothing for a few moments, surely distracted by the vision of my breasts already offered to him. Then he grabs my chin between his fingers to force me to look at him.

I bite my bottom lip, embarrassed. A slight satisfied smile stretches his lips. He gently pats my cheek, as if congratulating me for following his instructions to the letter. Then, he makes me discover the object he has in his hand.

I hadn't noticed it yet, too preoccupied with his presence and my mission. I gulp and look up at him, puzzled. Because what he is presenting to me is a leash, I have no doubt about it.

The harness he put on me has a neck collar. It’s true that I noticed the small metal ring that is attached. However, I had not made the connection with this object so degrading in his hands. He smiles, visibly proud of his effect. His deep voice makes me shiver.

“You're going to show me what a good girl you are, right?”

With difficulty, I nod, still impressed at the idea of being on a leash. However, I do not flinch when a small click is heard. That's it. I am locked for good. The man wastes no more time, getting up and tugging on the leash to lead me forward into the room.

I walk behind him without hesitation, like the good girl he wants me to be. The ground is hard under my knees and my hands, but I'm not complaining. What my master wants, my master gets. Otherwise, I will be punished. Not that I don't mind the prospect. But I would like to wait a little before eventually rebelling against his authority.

Arrived in the middle of the room, he stops dead, creating a surge of fear in the pit of my stomach. He leans towards me, looking at me with authority.

“Open the mouth.”

Without the slightest resistance, I obey him. My breathing quickens as he wedges the leather leash between my teeth, probably pushing it deeper than necessary. I almost gag, but hold on, accepting the object.

He walks away, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I take a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the absence of his presence near me. He settles into the sofa, as comfortably as if he were there to drink a beer and watch a good football match.

I try not to get carried away by my emotions, even if it’s difficult for me. A wave of shame washes over me as he pulls out his phone, paying no attention to me at all. I grit my teeth, both embarrassed and angry at being treated like this. But I know I have to be patient. The more I resist, the more he will make me pay. I hold back a sigh of relief when he finally speaks to me, not looking up.

“Crawl.”

Without hesitation, I start walking, too happy to find the presence of his body against mine. However, I'm not rushing. I even play a little, having fun rolling hips. I stop dead as I look up at him. As I had hoped, he’s now looking at me. But not directly.

His phone is raised to me. I have no doubt, he’s filming me, watching me through his screen. I swallow, trying to regain composure. I told him that I didn't mind if he took pictures of me or filmed me.

But I hadn't expected it to turn out like this. When he talked about it, it seemed like a remote possibility in the future. Now I have to take responsibility for my words.

He clicks his tongue, signaling his annoyance. With a lump in my throat, I set off again, keeping my eyes fixed on him despite the shame I feel. I should get up and go, hide my body under a ton of clothes and lock myself in my room. Why am I accepting this treatment? What's wrong with me?

As tears of humiliation threaten to fall, I arrive at my master's feet. The leash still stuck in my mouth, I nestle between his spread legs. Gently, he caresses my hair, murmuring his satisfaction with a soft voice. I can't even hear the words he says, my brain too clouded with shame for that. All I care about is the gentleness of his gestures.

I look up at him, hoping he'll get rid of that uncomfortable leash still in my mouth. But he doesn't care about my comfort. Everything that interests him at the moment is much further south.

His eyes seem captivated by my exposed breasts. I follow his gaze and blush in shame, noticing how my nipples are pointing. Impossible for me to hide my excitement. A mocking smile forms on his lips as he leans back on the couch, his eyes burning on me.

Without hurrying, he takes a new object from his pocket. My breath catches when I see the metal clips he pulls out. For now, he just lays them close to him like a silent threat.

Then, his fingers approach my body, seizing without delicacy of my points. I can't hold back a moan, barely muffled by the leather leash in my mouth. For a few moments, he pulls, he pinches, sending electric shocks throughout my body.

I bite the leather. My breathing quickens, it becomes almost uncontrollable as, between my thighs, I feel my excitement flowing. My cheeks are red from making such sounds, while his gaze is intently fixed on me.

I tense as he grabs hold of the pliers, bringing them closer to me. My breath hitches as he places the first one. I cannot describe the feeling. It's like a light bite. A sting that lasts and lasts.

Still, it's not as unpleasant as I might have thought. It's even almost good, as long as you like the sweet burn of pain. And as he made me discover, I do.

For a few moments, we stand there, motionless. Then he finally pulls the leash out of my mouth. I can't help but move my jaw, trying to relieve it after it tenses around the leather object.

A mocking sound comes out of my dominant’s mouth as he grabs my chin with his fingertips. With his other hand, he decides to tackle the opening of his pants, the click of his belt and his zipper awakening in me a strange mixture of excitement and concern.

He doesn't seem to want to take his time today, to be delicate. He had warned me. He will put me to the test, train me to become the perfect submissive. And if that's what I want, I can't help but be terrified that I won't make it. To be in too much pain. To be too afraid.

Yet I know it, one word, and everything stops. However, I don't want to say it right now. I want to last as long as possible. Discovering my own limits, even if it is uncomfortable.

His free hand slides through my hair, hooking into my ponytail. Then he pulls on it, forcing me to get closer to him. Without the slightest delicacy, he directs my mouth towards his tense member.

Obediently, I place my lips on the object of my desires, sucking on its tip shyly, as if it were the first time that I had done so. However, I am beginning to know his taste, his texture, by heart. He drives me crazy. Everything about him breathes the male, the perfect man. One look from him and I feel myself melting.

I squeal as he squeezes my hair tighter, pressing a little harder for me to actually take him in my mouth. He only releases the pressure on my skull when I choke, his long cock slamming into the back of my throat.

I don't think I'll ever get used to the feeling. And yet, I wouldn't want to stop experiencing it for anything in the world. It is with pride that I take him so deeply, making, even if only for a few moments, crack his mask of indifference.

I'm not tied, and yet it's just the same. He dictates the pace, his hand never releasing the pressure on my skull. I’m nothing but his object, his thing, at his total disposal so that he empties himself.

All I can do is try to control my breathing as his cock sinks ever deeper, causing a few tears to roll down my cheeks from the pressure in my mouth. As best as I can, I try to accompany these movements by playing my tongue along his length, feasting on feeling the hollows and ribs drawn by his veins.

Suddenly he forcefully pulls my face away. I find myself panting, a light trickle of drool connecting me to the still tense member of my lover. He did not cum, again showing infinite patience.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, obediently waiting for his next command. He doesn't hurry, letting his finger slide over my mouth to spread my lipstick already damaged by his cock. Then his arms wrap around my waist, lifting me effortlessly.

I find myself straddling one of his legs, my hands automatically resting on his stomach. Through his light T-shirt, I can feel his firm abs, the ones I fantasize about when he works bare-chested.

His hand rests on my hips and slowly, he begins to move me. I let out a gasp of surprise, now well aware of the nudity of my pussy. It rubs on his jeans, tearing me light sighs that I can’t control.

The sensation is raw, delicious. The contrast of my thin skin against the fabric making me shiver with pleasure. My fingers cling to his T-shirt, gripping it like I want to keep myself from falling.

But as I begin to follow his movement, his hands close more tightly on my skin, immobilizing me. He gives me a stern look. It's up to him to decide the pace. I must not try to take more pleasure, more control, than he wants to give me.

I bite my lip, repentant. He stays staring at me for a moment, before resuming his movements, lifting his leg slightly to give me even more friction. I would like to rest my forehead on his shoulder and let myself go to the sensations he offers me. But I don't dare to move, too worried that he will stop again. Or worse, punish me.

My breathing is choppy, and I can hardly control my body now. In the pit of my stomach, I feel an indescribable warmth. The clamps tight around my nipples only add to the pleasure I feel. Soon I couldn't take it anymore, my body almost shaking from the sensations.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“What a little slut. Five minutes on my leg, is that all you need?

“Y… Yes, Master!”

“Go ahead. Come.”

I barely have time to thank him when my entire body tenses, invaded by an orgasm as fast as it is powerful. One of his hands slides up my neck, gripping it tightly to force me into a passionate kiss. The first since he arrived.

Despite my erratic breathing, I let his tongue take over my mouth, clinging to him like my life depended on it.

Slowly, he lets me come to myself, his kiss slowing slightly. When he finally lets go of my mouth, I've recovered from my devastating orgasm. He clicks his tongue but says nothing. I follow his gaze, tensing as I see what he is looking at.

“Look what you did to my pants. You were really horny, huh, my little slut. I should make you clean up your acts.”

I clench my jaw, remembering the time he made me lick his fingers after he made me cum with them. There is something absolutely obscene about tasting your own excitement.

My eyes stay fixed on the dark stain decorating his jeans. I was even more soaked than I thought. I let out a little cry as his hand crashes into my ass with a loud slap. Immediately, I feel the excitement rising deep within me.

Again, his arms wrap around me to lift me up. Between his legs, his member is still proudly outstretched, begging for deliverance. I lick my lips, ready to receive again the ecstasy that I get every time he is inside me.

I grit my teeth as his tip lines up with my entrance. He’s so sick, and I'm so tight. He was the one who took my virginity, and since then, every time he comes inside me, it's like the first time. Instinctively, my fingers land on his shoulders, squeezing them in an attempt to gain some control. He doesn't stop me, continuing to press my hips until I'm completely seated on top of him.

My breathing is interrupted by small gasps, triggered each time one of us moves a little. I feel like I'm split open on his thick cock. And yet, I don't want him to withdraw. I want to stay on top of him, feel his every move. Every inch of his intimacy in contact with mine.

His hands rest on my hips, lifting me up to slide me down his length. I hold my breath as he impales me on top of him again. This little dance lasts for long minutes, making me squeal with as much discomfort as pleasure. Even though it hurts me, I absolutely don't want him to stop. I know that soon he will make me cum again.

As I begin to relax, one of his hands slides down my back, tracing my spine, descending lower and lower. My breath hitches as he tucks it between my buttocks, playing with my jagged edge.

I know it, he repeated it to me several times. He wants to take this taboo place of my body. Introducing me to the secret pleasures of anal, making sure it's an experience like no other. Despite the shame I feel at the idea of letting him take me to this place, I must admit that I am curious, and that the little we did was delicious.

But from there to take it all, when I already have trouble taking it in my soaked pussy? I don't know if I can do it.

His finger slides lower, blithely covering itself with my excitement. Anthony moves his face forward, whispering in my ear, his voice made even more hoarse with excitement.

“Breathe. You know it will be more difficult if you are tense.”

I nod and close my eyes, taking a deep breath. Slowly, he slips his finger inside me, thrusting knuckle by knuckle without never stopping. My hands close around his shoulders, my fingernails digging into the T-shirt he hasn't bothered to take off.

I barely have time to get used to his presence before he puts a second finger inside me. I grit my teeth, feeling full and on the verge of tearing. He stopped moving, busying himself with a light nibble on my earlobe. I can't help moaning, enjoying this simple yet highly erotic gesture.

A soft squeal escapes my mouth as his cock resumes its movements inside me, his hips rippling to burrow deep inside my body. I bite my lip, slowly getting used to the feeling. With each movement, my clit rubs against his body, sending me shocks through all my limbs. His thrusts accelerate, making me moan for real.

Then his fingers start moving more, scissoring inside me, spreading me apart even more when I thought it was impossible. Screams die in my throat as I get a full pounding.

I’m no more than an object. His rag doll, which he takes as he pleases, twisting me in all positions until he finally empties inside me. But he won't do that right away. Not until I cum a second time.

Nothing romantic about that. No. If he does let me come first, it's to give himself the pleasure of taunting me, teasing me about how quickly I come when he has his fingers in my ass. I know he's right, and yet the idea fills me with shame.

My cries now echo through the room. Maybe we can be heard from outside, but I don't care. Because quickly, the orgasm flows through my veins, even more powerful than before. I'm just a disjointed doll, moaning and heaving to the rhythm of the thrusts of my lover. He squeezes my hip tighter, before stopping to empty himself deep inside me.

As we both come back to earth, never separating our bodies, he continues to move his fingers lazily inside me, drawing small sighs from me. A devilish smile forms on his lips.

“Today I'm going to take your little ass.”


Chapter 3

I play with my fingers, nervous. Anthony is rummaging through my closet, silently searching for the outfit he's going to make me wear. Carelessly, he throws a little flowery dress on the bed, before approaching me. Slowly, he removes my harness, releasing me from its tight embrace. Then, with a nod, he orders me to put on the dress.

I'm blushing. He didn't take any underwear out. I who never go out without at least a sports bra to cover me, this is new. But I do it anyway, letting the fabric of the dress slide over my bare skin. No sooner am I covered than his voice echoes again.

“Lean forward on the bed.”

I obey him, trying not to shake as his hand slides down my thigh, lifting my thin skirt to see my ass. Then, I hear the very distinctive noise of the lubricant coming out of its tube. I swallow, knowing full well what he is doing.

I still shiver as I feel the plug pressing against my crenelated entrance, enlarged by his fingers just a few minutes ago. I take a deep breath in the face of this new intrusion, trying to ignore what will come next.

I must face it. After admiring his work, he helps me straighten up before leading me to the front door. As soon as we are in the street, a shiver takes me. It's hot today though, but I can't help but fold my arms around myself, embarrassed.

Even though I'm dressed, I feel more naked than ever in this light dress. A single gust of wind, and all the people in the street will see my soaked intimacy, my ass, and the plug that decorates it.

It's not the first time he's making me feel ashamed, nor the first time he's making me wear a plug. But I never thought he would take me out like this. He walks beside me as if nothing was going on. How can he maintain such self-control? How can he pretend that I'm not there by his side, ready to receive him if he wants to?

Arrived at the food truck at the end of my street, he orders our lunch in the most natural way in the world. I clench my jaw, tensing even more. Because suddenly, I feel his seed running between my legs.

He didn't allow me to shower after he emptied himself inside me, no doubt expecting this outcome. Does it turn him on, knowing that this is happening to me? Is this some twisted way he has of marking his possession on me?

I can't look up, convinced that everyone around us knows that I have a plug in me, that I'm a slut. I can't deny it. This is who I am. Because as embarrassed as I am by the situation, my nipples pointing against the fabric of my dress indicate how I really feel. Excited.

I know we're being watched, even more so when he runs his hand down my lower back, leaving no doubt about our relationship. The age difference between us shows, as does the natural authority he has over me. Are we being judged? Are we envied?

I let myself be led to a table, tugging at my skirt as I sit down, careful not to reveal anything. I grit my teeth, the small object inside me made even more imposing by this position. Eyes fixed on the table, I watch Anthony install my meal in front of me.

I'm not sure I'm so hungry after all, too obsessed with the depraved situation I find myself in. I'm sure his still dripping seed will stain my skirt, and the chair under me. I feel mortified. And yet, I say nothing.

I could express my discomfort. Even ask him to stop this experiment. And yet, I find myself unable to. There's this little voice inside me, my libido, I think, whispering to me just another minute. Hold on, one more minute.

All I hope now is that he gets me back to my apartment quickly. I shiver despite the sun caressing my skin. I know what will happen if we go home. He won’t be satisfied with just a plug, nor a few fingers. Today it's his cock that is waiting for me. And if the idea scares me, it also excites me.

Mechanically, I grab some fries, plunging them into my mouth greedily. I need to gain strength. My dominant lets out a satisfied sound. I finally dared to look up, feeling his burning gaze on me. My heart skips a beat. God, this man is handsome.

I know there are many women around us who are cursing me, dreaming of being in my place. If they knew what a good lover he is, I'm sure they'd hate me even more. But how many of them could bear what he imposes on me? Able to open their thighs at his command, and let him shove toys into the most intimate parts of their bodies? Not many, I'm sure. And that fills me with pride.

My lover's eyes slide over my body, following a drop of sweat slipping into my cleavage, going to lodge between my breasts. His mouth opens slightly at the sight and I bite my lip, imagining him kissing the soft skin of my chest before grabbing hold of one of my pointed nipples.

A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as the images intensify. I try to make them disappear, concentrating on my meal. We don't talk much, just enjoying the food and each other's calm presence by our side. It could pass for a perfectly normal meal, if it weren't for this plug stuck in me.

When we get up to leave, I don't have to lower my hand to know my skirt is soaked. My cheeks flush red as I try to hide my back against my dominant. But this one is very careful to shift to offer people in the street the spectacle of my humiliation. I lower my head and quicken my pace, desperate to get home.

I breathe a slight sigh of relief as we enter the lobby of the building. That's it, only three more floors to climb and I'll be safe. But as I'm about to climb the stairs, my dominant wraps his hand around my wrist, stopping me dead in my tracks.

“Give me your dress.”

“W… What?”

“Give. Me. Your. Dress.”

I shiver, horrified at my lover's firm tone. His gaze leaves no room for discussion. My heart is pounding, my thoughts are racing. Is he really asking me that? Ok, we're not on the street anymore. But someone might come out of their apartment, surprise us.

Yet, without me even realizing it, my fingers move towards the zipper of my dress, opening it until the fabric falls at my feet, leaving my body bare. It's only three floors. I can do it. And my master will be proud of me.

I bend down to pick up the dress and give it to him before starting to climb the stairs. I don't even try to rush, making the show last for my lover as long as possible. If he wants to play, I'm going to give him his money's worth.

He does not follow me right away, taking his distance to observe me better. Step after step, I continue my ascent, my cheeks redder than ever. Is this really happening to me? When did I become such a slut?

I think if he asked me to stop and get on all fours, right there in the middle of the stairs, to take me for hours, I think I would.

But my newfound confidence is crushed when, just a few feet from my apartment, my next-door neighbor's door opens. I stop, frozen like a deer caught in the headlights of a car". Of course, he had to come out now.

I have hardly ever seen him, but today he’s here, blinking, stunned by the spectacle that I offer him. The man is in his thirties and is rather attractive. And now, he knows everything about me.

I should rush to my door, lock myself in my house forever, or move to the other side of the country. But I don't, my startled eyes fixed on his. He can't help but look down to glance at my body.

He jumps as Anthony approaches me. He hadn't noticed his presence. I finally snap out of my stupor as my dominant wraps his arm around my waist, pulling me home.

I let myself go, wondering if the other noticed the plug in me. I'm sure he did. Once inside, I mechanically take off my shoes before heading to my bedroom. To my refuge. My dominant follows me, watching me as I stagger in place.

“What’s the matter, Baby Girl?”

“I’m never leaving this room, ever!”

“Why?”

“That’s my neighbor!”

“And?”

“It’s humiliating!”

“And?”

I stop, watching him, trying to understand what he's getting at. He approaches me with his feline gait. His hand captures my chin, forcing me to look into his eye. I shiver as his deep voice echoes.

“Dare to say you’re not turned on right now.”

“N... No.”

I can barely stammer, my cheeks flushed. I know I shouldn't lie, but I can’t help it. How could I admit something so depraved?

The man clicks his tongue, and before I can even move, he slips his hand between my legs. I bite my lip and look away as his fingers trail down my slit, covering themselves with my newfound excitement.

I don't know what I was hoping for with that lie. Now I know that a retribution awaits me. He clicks his tongue again, visibly displeased.

“You know what happens to liars. Bend over the dresser.”

I'm shaking, unable to move. Everything about the situation is impressive. His severe air. My naked body while he is still completely covered with his clothes. The punishment that threatens to befall me. I know he won’t be tender. Especially if I take too long to obey him.

I finally manage to move my body, bending over until my elbows are resting on my dresser. He doesn't say anything for a long moment, but his commanding presence behind me is enough to make me tremble.

“I’m going to punish you now. You're going to thank me for being so patient with you when you're a bad girl. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

I can barely stammer. But he doesn't care, because I barely have time to close my mouth that a first slap hits my ass. I grit my teeth. I almost forgot how much his large hands can hurt. And that's just the beginning.

He made it clear to me, he’s not going to be gentle with me, and this torture will last for a while. I thank him in a breath for this spanking, while his hand is already falling on me again.

One, two, five times...

No matter how many smacks he gives me, I accept them. Never mind if it hurts, never mind if I feel like my skin is going to catch fire with every hit. There's no way I'm giving up. No way am I pronouncing my safe word. I know I can do it.

My fingers wrap around the edges of the dresser, my fingernails digging into the wood. My thanks dwindle despite my efforts, my voice hoarse with tears as he continues to hit me. And yet, I continue to thank him, as if he were doing me a favor.

A higher-pitched cry escapes my throat as he just crushed his hand on my soaked intimacy. I never thought that one day he would hit this place. The pain is incomparable. It radiates throughout the rest of my body without ever stopping.

I try to regain control of my breathing, to give meaning to what is happening to me. In my torment, I forget my mission. My dominant clicks his tongue, displeased.

“Watch out little girl. Don't make me start over.”

I let out a desperate squeal at the thought, tears constricting my throat. I don't think I'll be able to start over. I'm even sure I won’t. So, I thank him with a pathetic squeal.

“Th… Thank you Master.”

A new slap on my privacy answers me, projecting my body against the dresser. I hurt like never before, yet I thank him. My body shakes against the furniture, but that doesn’t stop him, as he resumes his slaps on my ass.

At every moment, my knees threaten to give out. How will he react if I fall to the ground before the end of my punishment? I'm not sure he'll be very happy about it.

Luckily, I won't have to find out. Slowly, he caresses my ass, making me sigh with relief. My dominant notices, and calls me out in an almost menacing voice.

"Don't relax too much, little girl. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 4

I barely have time to catch my breath that his arms wrap around me. With force, he lifts me and throws me without the slightest delicacy on the bed. I feel playful, despite the severe punishment he has just inflicted on me. I know I might upset him, be punished even more, but I can't help it.

Rather than staying calmly in place, I move forward on the bed, as if trying to escape him. But I barely start to move that his hand clamps down hard on my ankle. With force, he pulls me back to get closer to him.

I shiver as he spins me around in one motion, leaning menacingly over my body. His hand slides down my neck, squeezing it lightly. My breathing quickens, a touch of fear inviting itself into my stomach.

I know I'm not in danger. And yet, I can't help but shudder as his hand tightens a little more, proving to me yet again the power and authority he possesses over me.

“Where do you think you're going, huh, little girl? Do you really think you can escape me? You're mine. I'll do whatever I want to you. Destroy your little body. Make you cum until you can't take it anymore. I thought I'd take it slow, but today it seems you need to learn the hard way.”

I shiver as he goes looking for his bag, casually placed in the doorway of my room. My eyes widen as I see him pull out a leather strap, interspersed in the middle with a red silicone ball. I swallow, understanding what he wants to do with this object.

“You are a bad girl, Charlotte. And the bad girls, I train them.”

My entire body is shaking, and yet I give him a defiant look. He clicks his tongue, visibly annoyed that I am stubborn in my disobedience. Firmly, he presses against my jaw to force me to open my mouth, using his strength to slip the ball between my teeth.

I bite into it with a grunt as he tightens the straps behind my head. The sensation is strange, and not really pleasant. And yet, I let myself go. Even if deep in my stomach, I feel anger, waiting to escape.

A mocking smile on his lips, my dominant comes to observe me. It's as if he was challenging me, telling me to dare to rebel. My eyes flash, but I do nothing. I don't debate, nor do I tap my foot, code that replaces my safe word when my mouth is busy.

He laughs before grabbing a pair of handcuffs. He flips me around, my face smashing into the mattress as he clasps my hands behind my back, trapping them in the metal object.

I shudder, trying to keep my breath calm. It's a waste of time, as he twists my body and my mouth is assailed by this uncomfortable object. Without the slightest delicacy, he lifts my hips, forcing me to present my buttocks to him as my face sinks a little more against the mattress.

The position is not comfortable, but I have no say in it. I should already consider myself lucky if he doesn't decide to hit me again, with his hand or with an even more powerful object.

I hold my breath as he climbs onto the bed behind me. From where I am, I cannot see it, nor can I move. I just have to wait for his law to fall on me. What is he going to do? Remove my plug? Play with my soaked pussy? There's no way to know.

My breath hitches as I feel him coming near me. He may still be dressed, but the bulge in his pants leaves no doubt about his state of excitement. A shiver runs through me as he slowly rubs against me.

My eyes are closing. It's an obscene gesture, and yet it excites me more than ever. I don't know why, but being able to put him in this state with just a bit of resistance is driving me crazy. I almost moan in disappointment as he pulls away from me. But his absence is not long.

I squeal in surprise as his face burrows between my thighs, immediately finding the warmth of my intimacy. Given my behavior, I had not expected that he wanted to give me this kind of pleasure. Already, my sighs echo in the room, barely muffled by my gag.

With the tip of his tongue, he traces sinuous lines along my slit, having fun visiting every corner of my private parts. My breath hitches as his tongue enters me, moving back and forth at an indecent pace.

My gag keeps me from moaning the way I would like as the pleasure spreads throughout my body. He has to hold my hip firmly to prevent me from falling as his mouth captures my clit, tugging at it as if testing its elasticity.

My breathing is uncontrollable. Everything he does to me drives me absolutely insane. I still can't understand why he gives me so much pleasure when I behaved so badly.

But soon, he gives me an answer, stopping when I'm on the verge of orgasm. For long minutes, he does not touch me, does not speak, ensuring that the ecstasy moves away from me.

Then he plunges two fingers into me, my groans made even more ridiculous by the gag imprisoning my mouth. My body opens, offering itself totally to my lover. He presses his lips to my clit again, sucking on it so lightly that I barely feel it.

I move my hips, trying to get a little more friction, to get him moving a little faster inside me. His answer does not take long to come. His hand firmly slaps my ass whose skin is still sensitive, making me jump in pain.

He waits again, his fingers motionless inside me. My excitement wanes again, my orgasm receding. I'm more frustrated than ever, but I know I deserved this treatment. I sigh in relief as his fingers begin to move inside me again. It's very slow, but it's enough to stir up the heat in my stomach.

For long minutes, he tortures me. Every time an orgasm threatens to explode, he stops short. No matter how hard I try to hide it, by remaining silent and still, he always feels it coming. I think he knows my body better than I know him myself. If I usually find it perfect, here it drives me crazy. How many orgasms has he denied me like this? I lost count. Way too much.

I have tears in my eyes as once again he stops short, squeezing a desperate moan from me. I don't know what to do to get this sesame. I'm too limited in my movements, I can't do anything. Just submit, and hope he gets tired of this game soon.

He stops again, but this time straightens up. A tremor runs through my body as I hear him undo his pants. He takes his time, completely undressing this time.

An icy shiver runs down my spine as I feel the mattress sink next to me again. He slides his hand down my back before coming closer to me, his proudly outstretched member pressing against my soaked pussy.

I can't suppress a sigh of satisfaction as he slides it down my slit, coating himself with my natural lube. I arch my back, trying to get a little more friction. A low growl escapes him, visibly delighted to see me behaving like his personal slut.

Finally, he aligns himself with my entry relaxed by his fingers, pushing his way into me. My fingers clench in my palm, the only thing I can do to withstand this powerful thrust. He is not particularly fast, but shows unparalleled strength. He doesn't give me time to get used to his thickness, only stopping once completely deep inside me.

My breathing is erratic as I try to get that ragged feeling to go away. I gasp against my gag, trying not to panic. My body no longer belongs to me. My face blocked by this degrading object, my wrists trapped behind my back, and my thighs held apart by his cock pushed deep inside me.

There is more that I cannot do. I am totally subject to his will. Open and vulnerable. I just have to accept my destiny and let myself go to the sensations I feel.

A hiss escapes my throat as he slowly withdraws, making me feel every curve, every vein, against my tight walls. He plunges back into me with power, sending my body forward in spite of myself.

Then he pulls back again with the same slowness, his hands holding my hips to make sure he can push back deep inside me. I squeal, unsure if I'm feeling pain or pleasure. All I know is that I don't want him to leave me. I want him to keep sinking into me, connecting our bodies in the most delicious way.

I nearly choke on my gag as his movements quicken, unforgiving. One of his hands slides into my hair, grabbing it firmly and pulling me back. Thus arched, I am even more constrained than before in my movements.

Again, I'm just his little thing, totally open for him to take what he wants to take. I tremble, the waves of pleasure rolling through my body made even more intense by these restrictions.

I think I would like him to totally tie me up. There is something incredibly comforting about being deprived of my movements, of my choices. I no longer have anything to decide, no longer to worry about whether I am doing things right. If I look sexy. If I satisfy him. Nothing is in my control, it's up to him to take what he wants.

My moans get louder as he pounds me, one of his hands sliding between my thighs, brushing his fingertips over my hungry clit. I'm so close to orgasm, yet so far away. He knows exactly what he's doing, playing with my limits without ever pushing me one way or the other.

But just when I believe he's finally going to let me cum, his fingers pressing harder, he pulls himself completely out of me, even getting off the bed. Tears of frustration stream down my face, mingling with the drool my gag has created. A plea escapes my throat as he walks away from me.

He walks around the bed, coming to observe his work. What a pathetic sight I have to offer him. Trembling, my makeup smeared on my face…I'm broken. He made me fall into small pieces. It's up to him to put them back together, as he knows how to do so well. He speaks softly, in an almost reassuring voice.

“Have you learned your lesson, baby girl? Are you going to behave now?”

I nod my head frantically, hoping to show him my goodwill. He chuckles softly, his fingers moving behind my face to undo the gag. He mutters with a grunt.

“We’ll see.”

With a grimace, I move my sore jaw, trying to regain feeling after having it locked in the same position by the gag. But my rest is only short-lived. A shiver runs through me as he approaches my face, his cock still painfully taut between his legs. I don't have to be Sherlock Holmes to know what he expects of me.

Before he even asks me, I open my mouth, holding back a grimace of pain as his tip slides into me. His thickness is not going to do anything to improve the pains in my jaw, but I don't care. I want to please him. Maybe then, I will finally be entitled to an orgasm.

As I advance my head to take him deeper and deeper, I can't ignore the presence of my own taste on his member, mixing with the few drops already leaking from his slit.

A few weeks ago, I would have been disgusted even at the thought of doing such a thing. Now those tastes mingling under my tongue only drive me crazier with excitement. Between my thighs, I'm soaked like never before, ready to receive him again the moment he deems me worthy.

In the meantime, I focus on his length, wrapping my tongue around him as his fingers tangled in my hair hold me in place. Without rushing, he begins to move back and forth, letting his cock hit the back of my throat.

Obscene noises fill the room as again tears of discomfort form at the corner of my eyes. My breathing is difficult, but I hold on. I feel it, he’s not very far, it is up to me to make him plunge into orgasm.

I look up at him, giving him a fake expression of innocence. It must be the dream of many men his age. To have a twenty-something woman totally devoted to their pleasure, desperate for their approval. That's my case. More than anything, I want to do well. Satisfy him.

So, despite the pain and the difficulty of my position, I focus more than ever, letting my tongue draw incomprehensible patterns on the satiny skin of the man. Gasps begin to escape from his throat. He won't be able to hold back much longer.

If I had my hands free, I would pass them over his ass, over his balls, to give him that last touch of sensations he needs to sink completely. His movements are less precise, more abrupt, and I have to concentrate so as not to completely choke on his cock.

Suddenly, his fingers tighten on my hair, and his hips still. With a grunt worthy of an animal, he lets go of everything, letting his seed line the back of my throat in long, hot strings.

I don't take my eyes off him as the waves of orgasm contort his face into an expression that is both lustful and incredibly beautiful. And to say that I am at the origin of it. I don't know what I did to deserve this, but I'm happy about it.

He pulls back, finally leaving my mouth empty. A great fatigue takes me, and I close my eyes to concentrate on my disturbed breathing. He lets his hands slide on either side of my neck, gently caressing my skin, my hair, bringing me more than welcome comfort for a few moments.

He crouches down in front of me, capturing my lips in a slow but intense kiss. I relax, forgetting all the hard things I had to endure today. His powerful spanking. The many orgasms he denied me. His cock tearing me in two, on each side of my body. But a shiver takes me as he pulls back, and his deep voice rings out.

“You haven't forgotten what I want to do to you, right?”

I tense up immediately. Of course I haven't forgotten. He wants to use my most taboo hole. Not just with his fingers, or with a plug. No. This time, it's his entire cock that he wants to get inside me.

His glorious cock, so long, so thick. I already have trouble taking it in my mouth and in my pussy. So how will I be able to accommodate him in this tight entrance?

My dominant doesn't seem worried. He seems confident he can do it. And that no matter what’s the cost. I'm shivering. Even though I'm scared, I know I'm not in danger. My dominant won't hurt me. At least not more than I can bear. And then, until now, I have always appreciated what he has done to me, right? There is no reason for it to be any different.

He captures my lips again, his hands stroking my hair one last time before straightening and moving around the bed again. A trail of goosebumps forms on my body as he lets his index finger slide down my spine in an incredibly erotic gesture.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he finally reaches the base of my ass. He doesn't move immediately, leaving his finger carelessly resting on the plug still stuck inside me. I'm barely breathing, too focused on his movements to even think about it.

I can't suppress a gasp as he slowly grabs the object and slowly pulls it out. With both hands, he spreads my buttocks, admiring each of my entries open and exposed to his gaze.

I let out a moan of shame and pleasure mixed. For what seems like hours, he says nothing, just admiring the view I offer him. In the position I'm in, I can't see it. Impossible to know his reactions, his thoughts. Does he have an erection again, to see me in such a depraved position?

I can't help a slight pout as his hands leave me, and he walks away again to rummage through his bag. I focus on my breathing, trying to forget how vulnerable my position is.

I'm naked, ass in the air in the middle of the room, with nothing to protect me. That feeling of vulnerability doesn't go away as he comes back to me. I know, if he left, it was to fetch toys. Will I support them?

His fingers play over my body, tracing my soaked slit. Then he puts an object in my hands, still tied behind my back. A silicone wand. But this is not a dildo.

No, that toy is made up of balls, getting bigger and bigger. My dominant takes the time to let me feel them all, my eyes widening as I discover their size. Will he try to get it all inside me?

I swallow as the object leaves my hands, and the sound of lube echoes through the room. After covering the object with it, he also makes it flow on my intimacy, the contact of the cold gel with my very sensitive skin making me shiver.

As my face rests against the mattress again, his hand rests on my lower back. He does not move it, his warmth on my skin enough to bring me some comfort in this so impressive ordeal.

I take a deep breath as he approaches the object of my intimacy. The first ball is smaller than the plug that was there a few moments ago, and enters without difficulty. The one below does the same.

I relax a bit, relieved that I'm managing to take it. I shouldn't be so sure of myself though. I know it, the difficulty will only increase as it grows. I focus on my breathing as Anthony continues to work the object into me.

He takes his time, watching my every reaction. I hiss in discomfort as a larger lump enters me. It seems huge to me, and yet, I'm sure there are even bigger ones after.

I grit my teeth as he resumes his plunge, trying to force an even thicker ball inside me. My fingers clench, tears threaten to flow. It's not that it hurts horribly per se, but I feel like I'm split open, and nothing will ever bring my body back to its normal sensations again.

With the tip of his thumb, my dominant caresses my lower back, tracing small circles to help me ground myself in the moment and feel better. His deep voice makes me shiver.

“Come on little girl. Show me you can take it”

“Y... Yes, Master.”

A good girl escapes from between his teeth as he finishes inserting the large ball inside me. My breathing is heavy, my body trying to get used to these unnatural sensations. His hand caresses my ass, my back, my thighs, flattering me as he drops lube on the object again.

My teeth sink into the sheets beneath me as finally the last ball enters me. My breathing is erratic, and I feel like I'm going to pass out from the intense feeling.

But the caresses of my lover, as well as his words of encouragement, helps me to anchor myself in reality. I don't really know what he's saying, my mind is too foggy for that. But the music of his voice is enough for me to relax.

I let myself go to these sensations, trying to analyze what I feel. Little by little, I get used to this imposing presence within me. Seeing that I relax, my lover slides his hand lower, until reaching my clit. I suddenly realize how soaked I am, and not just because of what we did earlier.

Having this thing shoved deep inside of me turns me on way more than I ever thought possible. So when he captures my clit between his fingers, I can't hold back a long moan. A mocking sound escapes his throat as he continues his movements, painfully slow.

He continues for long moments, making me more ready than ever. I've had enough of this toy. I want to feel him. The warmth of his body. The feel of his skin rubbing against mine in the most erotic of dances. I want him all, that he engulfs me so that he never abandons me again. But that's not what I’m getting.

I jump when I feel a new silicone object slipping between my thighs. Slowly, he presses down my slit before aligning it with my soaking pussy. I let out a gasp of surprise as he thrusts it inside me in one motion.

My intimacy does not oppose the slightest resistance to him, totally open and ready to receive whatever he wants to give it. I can't believe I'm so turned on by something so depraved.

My breath hitches as he immediately turns on the toy. The vibrations are already intense inside me, making me writhe in pleasure. If it weren't for his hands holding my hips in the air, I know I would have already collapsed on the bed, completely submissive to my libido.

Already, I feel the heat spreading through my body. I'm so focused on this intense pleasure that I barely feel my lover take the wand out of my privacy. It’s not until I feel lube running over me again that I realize what is about to happen.

Immediately, I contract, threatening to eject the dildo bustling inside me. Firmly, my lover pushes it inside again, making slight movements of back and forth with it. Pleasure takes over, and I try to relax as his hand spreads my ass apart again, and his cock lines up at my most taboo entrance. The man leans over me, whispering in my ear.

“You can take it, Baby Girl. Make me proud.”

I shudder at his authoritative tone, but nod my head anyway. With delicacy, my dominant begins to insinuate his tip into me. I grit my teeth as he passes my jagged outline. This is probably the hardest part, and I can handle it.

I sigh with relief as his member continues to enter me, making its way through this passage reduced by the presence of the dildo in my other entrance. My teeth bite the sheet under me, threatening to tear it at any moment.

My dominant stops without being fully in, his hands sliding down my back. With an expert gesture, he undoes my handcuffs, giving me back the use of my hands. I relax my arms, resting them on either side of my head without straightening up.

Without wasting another moment, my master continues to thrust into me, only stopping when his hips meet mine. My breathing is labored, yet I don't struggle or say my safe word.

It doesn't matter that I feel stretched like never before, his cock opening me wide to the breaking point. If I got this far, I can keep going. The warmth in the pit of my stomach lets me know that the resulting orgasm will be the strongest I have ever experienced.

Slowly, my lover withdraws to better sink back into me. Instinctively, I come to bite my hand, trying to find there a little help to support this imposing presence in me. But Anthony does not accept this. He tugs on my arm sharply.

“Don't make me tie you up again. I want to hear you. Show me how much you like being fucked in all your holes. You like it, huh, my little slut?”

“Yes! Master… Please, don't stop!”

I can barely pronounce these words. One of my hands slides between my legs, pressing down on the dildo to keep it deep inside me. Anthony's movements accelerate, pleasure mixing with a slight tugging that only increases my excitement.

Soon I’m moaning loudly, not even recognizing my own voice. When did I become such a slut? To hear me, you might think I'm shooting a porn. After all, what we do is worthy of it.

I want more. More pleasure, more sensations. So my hand grabs the dildo inside me again, and I start to move it, mimicking my lover's movements, pushing it deep inside me like my life depended on it.

My other hand slides over my clit, rolling it, pinching it, tugging it, doing everything I can to bring myself ever faster, ever harder into my orgasm.

My lover encourages me to do so, whispering nonsense to me as his fingers grip my hips. He's pounding me now, pushing deeper inside me. My brain totally disconnects. There is no more morality, no more shame. Only this mad pursuit of an orgasm.

“That's it. Milk my cock. Come on it, little slut.”

My response is just a moan, a pathetic squeal that turns into a silent scream as an orgasm rips through me, devastating everything in its path. White sparks flash before my eyes as my entire body convulses, contracting and relaxing around the cocks filling my holes.

I let my hands drop. I no longer have the strength for anything. I am a rag doll that my dominant pushes into the mattress with his devastating thrusts. A growl, and he empties deep inside me, marking me with his seed.

He collapses on top of me, making my bed creak. For long moments, we say nothing, both devastated by these orgasms of incomparable power.


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief as I let the water cover my weary limbs. Let me tell you, the inventor of the bathtub is a genius. I smile as Anthony grabs me in his arms, pulling me back until my back is resting on his chest. He keeps his hands on my stomach, caressing it absently with the tip of his thumb.

I close my eyes, letting myself go in this sudden access of tenderness. What a contrast. How to believe that this man so delicate, so affectionate, is the same one who fucked me into submission?

But he is. I think I should give my landlord a gift for deciding to do this renovating work, and hire Anthony. We would never have met otherwise. And maybe I would never have even dared to try these fantasies that ran through my most lustful dreams.

Who else but him would have known how to introduce me to BDSM in this way, both patiently and firmly?

I moan softly as he kisses the thin skin of my neck. I'm too tired to know if I'm excited or not. I have the impression that with him, a single gesture, a single look, is enough to awaken the fire in me. Even after a day like this one.

Slowly, his hands glide down my body, cleaning me. I turn to face him, my hands resting on his chest as our eyes dive into each other. Without a word, I kiss him.

There is not this urgency, this devastating passion that we usually know. No, here it’s only the expression of my gratitude and my satisfaction. When I'm in his arms, I feel incredibly good. I wish this moment would last forever.

I wonder what will happen when the work is finished. Will he keep coming to see me? I sure hope so. We break our kiss, and Anthony absently plays his thumb on my lower lip. Looking pensive, he shared his thoughts with me.

“So, you liked it, right? Being exposed like that when we went out? Would you like to start again?”

“Please don't make me go out with something inside me again tonight.”

I whine with a grimace. He chuckles softly, placing a quick kiss on my lips.

“Don't worry. I’m planning to order something and watch a movie. I think you've had enough emotions for today.”

I smile and nod, before planting a kiss on his lips again. But soon, curiosity takes over.

“What exactly did you have in mind?”

“Oh, I have some ideas to make your days at college much more interesting. Trust me little girl, I'm far from done with you.”


3. HUMILIATION


Chapter 1

Not now. Hold on, Charlotte. You can do it.

I squeeze my thighs, trying to calm the waves that shake my body. Discreetly, I glance to the side. No one seems to notice what is happening to me. That’s a relief.

A lecture hall full of students is not really the ideal place to have an orgasm. Yet, that’s what threatens to happen to me. I grit my teeth, internally cursing Anthony.

Since we started sleeping together a few weeks ago, my lover has shown great sexual creativity. So when a package was delivered to me this morning, it didn't take long for me to find out who was sending it to me.

With red cheeks, I opened it, discovering what new game my master wanted to subject me to. Despite the shame that invaded me, I could not contain the excitement that was rising in me. I who had never been with a man before knowing him, I don’t think I could have found a better teacher than him. Even if his ways are unorthodox.

Before knowing him, I was already reading BDSM novels. But I never imagined that one day, I would live them. And yet, Anthony never hid it from me. He's a dominant. A man who takes what he wants from a woman's body. Who pushes her limits, making her scream in pain and pleasure until she goes mad with desire, unable to tell the difference between these extreme sensations.

I shiver as the vibrating egg inside me shuts off once again, preventing me from experiencing ecstasy. Still, I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief. This respite is more than welcome.

For a few moments, I catch my breath, and can focus again on the lesson in front of me. Even if, quickly, the vibrations resume, fast enough to distract me, but too slow to really bring me relief.

My fingers curl over my computer keyboard. I can't type anything anymore. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to keep my emotions to myself. I stare at the screen at the bottom of the room, pretending to be intensely focused on the professor's words.

But really, all I think about is my lover. About his hands on my body. The way he holds me, touches me. About the handcuffs he often uses to submit me to his desires. About his expert mouth that whispers nonsense to me, ordering me humiliating things, or devouring me whole, bustling between my thighs like a thirsty man in the desert.

I shudder when even more licentious images flashing before my eyes. The way he made me wait for him, naked, on all fours, behind my front door. And then, when he took my body with force, visiting every part of me, from my mouth to my most taboo entrance...

I fidget in my seat, trying to bring the pressure down. This isn't the first time he's exposed me in public like this. I bite the inside of my cheek, almost wishing I had a butt plug stuck between my ass.

This object has quickly become an essential part of our sex life, even if this idea makes me more ashamed than ever. I certainly shouldn't take so much pleasure in being taken in this shocking part of my body.

And yet, each time my lover invites himself in, it's the same thrill, the same feeling of tightness that gradually turns into incredible pleasure, into a wave that destroys everything in its path.

I discreetly lick my dry lips. My pleasure is increasingly difficult to contain, and I feel more exposed than ever. The other times we played this kind of dangerous game in public, he was by my side. And even though he gave me an authoritative look, his presence at my side gave me a semblance of protection.

Now I feel alone, vulnerable. I feel that at the slightest wrong move, at the slightest sound, everyone will find out what I am doing. How will I dare come back to class if people find out what a slut I am? Everyone would judge me, mock me. It's not something I'm ready to face.

So I focus on my breathing, trying to ignore my hardened nipples caressing the light fabric of my dress. He was the one who ordered me to wear it, of course. The note accompanying the parcel was short, but firm.

Wear this dress, no bra. I’m allowed to wear a thong, and I did not hesitate for a moment to put it on, even if I can’t say that this ridiculous piece of fabric brings me any protection. I can't help but hope that this simple undergarment will keep my excitement from staining my dress.

I can already feel it running down my thighs. It’s in the course of things. As soon as Anthony is concerned, I know that quickly, I will be soaked. Never has any book or film put me in such a state. And even though I'm dead embarrassed that anyone would notice, I wouldn't change my position for the world.

My shoulders relax as the toy turns off again, in perfect timing with the end of my lesson. Without rushing, I put my things away, waiting for most of the students to be out of the room before me. When I finally get up, I don't waste a moment to head for the exit of the building.

My heart skips a beat as I see his pickup truck parked along the sidewalk. Leaning against the vehicle, my lover waits nonchalantly, ignoring the barely hidden stares of my classmates.

The man is older than us, in his forties, but for them as for me, that doesn't seem to matter. Not when he gives off something so intriguing. So attractive. His dark gaze would melt more than one, and his shirt, unbuttoned at the top, hints at his muscular torso from years of manual work. I bite my lip, remembering the power of his body against mine.

Without wasting another moment, I walk towards my lover.

Towards pleasure.


Chapter 2

My eyes fixed on the dashboard, I wait for Anthony to settle in the car. He acted as a gentleman, opening the door to help me in. Meanwhile, I felt the burning gazes of other students on my body.

Did they see the excitement soaking my skirt? I'm sure they did. The shame that twists my stomach gradually turns into annoyance. I should never have agreed to do this. I made a fool of myself, and all this for what? I did not even come. I'm not sure I understand what he takes away from this experience.

I sigh loudly as he still won't start the car. What is he waiting for? I finally look up at him, meeting his half-mocking, half-questioning gaze. His low-pitched voice makes me shudder.

“Hi?”

I mumble a hi in response, my gaze returning to the dashboard. People pass around us, and I can feel the gaze of some people on me, curious. It doesn't matter what they saw, what they understood. I know there will be rumors about my account in a split second.

“Are you going to tell me what's wrong, or are you going to be a brat for the rest of the day?”

I play with my fingers, trying to formulate what I feel. I'm not sure. Another sigh escapes me, as I keep a pout on my lips.

“I really don't understand what you like about that. You're not even here to see my reactions.”

“Imagination, baby girl. Knowing you were there, squirming in the middle of a lecture hall, soaking the seat under you, was enough for me.”

“Who says I'm wet?”

He laughs, mockingly, before slipping his hand between my legs, spreading them apart before placing his calloused fingers on my barely covered clit. I don't have to look at him to know that a smirk is forming on his lips.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to contain my moans of pleasure. How does he manage to turn me into this little desperate thing, with a simple caress? I try to keep my calm. All it would take is for someone to pass by the car and just peek into the cabin to see my pointed nipples and Anthony's hand between my thighs, touching me shamelessly.

My jaw clenches as he intensifies his movements on my hungry clit. Then, without warning, he turns on the toy inside me, making my body arch beyond my control. A sigh escapes me as the man continues his ride, his burning eyes resting on my body.

After all the simulations I felt today, I don't think I can last very long. My fingers dig into the plush fabric of the seat beneath me, desperate for some support.

My dominant leans in towards me, his hand brushing my hair back before sliding almost innocently up my neck. He lets it rest there, reminding me that at any moment, he can decide to squeeze it, to deprive me of air, just like that, for his pleasure. His voice sends shivers down my spine.

“So, are you going to stop being a brat? Are you going to behave like a good girl?”

“Yes.” I can barely breathe, my stomach contracting with pleasure. “Yes Master. I’m sorry.”

I let out a high-pitched squeal as the vibrations inside me increase. I can't believe we're doing this here, in his car parked on the roadside. Anyone could see me, but I don't care. The pleasure is too strong, my orgasm too close.

But of course, my lover does not intend to stop there. It would be too easy. Without warning, he stops the vibrations. His fingers are still on my pussy, but he doesn't move them, barely brushing against me. My breathing is erratic, my hips moving without my command, desperate for some friction. Anything to feel even a thrill of pleasure.

A mocking sound escapes from my lover's throat, before his authoritative voice resounds.

“Beg me.”

I bite my lip, looking up at him desperately. Begging is degrading. Humiliating. I shouldn't even let him do what he does to me. So ask out loud for more? It's the ultimate humiliation. And yet, my body muzzles my brain, my mouth taking control, utterly desperate.

“Please, Master. Let me cum. Please!”

My chest heaves rapidly, capturing his gaze for a moment. Then he looks up at me, his two black beads not letting the slightest emotion pass. It is impossible for me to know what he’s thinking. What he intends to do to me.

He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my face. I hold my breath, completely bewitched by his presence next to me. Finally, he gives me his long-awaited answer.

“No.”

Without further ado, he repositions himself in his seat, starting the car. I can't hold back a disappointed squeal, but don't protest. I promised to be a good girl. If I show him I know how to be patient, then he will take care of me.

In the meantime, I have to endure this ordeal a little more. To resist, despite the impression that the world is collapsing around me. How can be denied an orgasm create such extreme impressions?

I concentrate on the road, trying to calm my breathing. To ignore my soaked thighs, and the presence of the toy in me, vicious. It's like a reminder of what I could have, but won't. I bite my lip, realizing that the road he's taking isn't the one leading to my apartment. I look up at him in surprise.

“Where are we going?”

“You wanted me to paint your bedroom, right? You have to choose the color.”

I remain confused. Yes, I asked him that. But is it really a priority right now? I'm shaking and wet, ready to spread my legs and obey his every order. And what he thinks about is his work?

I know we met through it. Our paths would never have crossed if he hadn't been the one doing the renovations in my apartment. I should be grateful that he is so heedful of my requests. My landlord had not planned to repaint my bedroom walls. But Anthony heard me mention it, and now he wants to do it, for me.

I bite my lip. I know this is all set up. He plays with me, pushing my limits, playing with my emotions to always push me further in my discovery of pleasure. But am I really ready to go shopping? Focusing on such a trivial thing when all I want is for him to trap me in his arms and shove my body into a mattress, pounding me until I forget my name?

I don't really have a choice. I have to accept the rules of the game if I want to achieve my goals. It doesn't matter what it costs me. I bite my lip as he parks at the back of the store, in a deserted parking lot probably reserved for employees. I look at him questioningly.

“The owner is a friend. We won't have a problem staying there.”

I sigh with relief, almost meowing with pleasure as his hand slides to the back of my neck, massaging it gently. His voice is more hoarse.

“How about you show me you can be a good girl?”

My cheeks blush as a new fire ignites in the pit of my stomach. Excitement is mixed with anxiety. His words come to mind. We won't have a problem. So we're going to do this here, in a parking lot which, even if it's out of the way, could be visited by anyone at any minute.

I gulp, trying to stay calm. My lover does not lose a moment. His right hand still in my neck, he uses the other to undo his belt. My eyes automatically go to his crotch.

I lick my lips as I find it tense, looking almost ready to rip my lover's jeans so it can escape. With envy, I watch him release his rigid member, then take it in hand, caressing himself gently, his gaze never leaving my face.

“Go ahead. Show me how much you want it.”

His hand closes on my neck in a small impulse, inviting me to lower myself in the seat. My breathing quickens. Before knowing him, the idea of performing oral sex terrified me. Now I couldn't do without it.

His taste under my tongue. The slight groans that he can't hold back. The pleasure that I manage to snatch from him, simply with my mouth. This is all a combination I would find hard to do without.

One of my hands rests on his thigh, trying to stabilize me somehow while my face is already above his cock. I lick my lips, admiring its size. I've seen it dozens of times now, and yet it's always the same surprise that takes me when he pulls it out of his pants, letting it point proudly.

It is both long and thick. So thick that every time I feel like it will be impossible for me to take it, whether it's in my mouth or one of my other entrees. And yet, whether he's patient or passionate, he always finds a way to get me to take it.

With my tongue, I begin to tickle him, my free hand curling around his base for better control. He taught me this. Before him, I had no experience, no skills. Now I have more than one trick up my sleeve to make him come.

Even if I want to please him, I decide to make him languish a little. I know this game will have consequences, and yet, I can't help it. I slow my movements, my tongue barely touching his soft, ribbed skin as I slowly come up.

Then I start tickling his slit, tasting the few drops of pre-cum already escaping from it. He may keep this air of domination and control, our games do not leave him indifferent, and when he makes me languish, it’s himself that he tortures.

On the back of my neck, his fingers clench a little tighter, in a silent threat. He's not forcing me into anything at the moment, reminding me only that the more I play, the worse the consequences will be. I shudder at this prospect.

If we had been at my house, no doubt he would have made me pay for my audacity by throwing me over his knee, lifting my skirt to give me a well-deserved spanking. A shiver runs through me as I remember the strength of his hand against the thin skin of my ass. The pain and shame at being treated like this. But fun too.

Because it is the truth. Being punished, spanked, awakens in me an excitement that I never thought possible. And if he ties me up? It's even better. Whether it's handcuffs or ropes encircling every part of my body, being deprived of my movements drives me absolutely crazy.

I then become his little thing, forced to undergo each of his assaults, each of his lustful ideas. Oh sure, I have a safe word, if things get too intense. But I never use it, each time accepting a little bit more, pushing my own limits to dive into bliss.

But here. We are in public, only protected by the car and this parking lot away from traffic. If he wants to punish me, I know it will be through humiliation. And I certainly don't want to think what his evil mind might come up with.

So, I open my mouth, giving him what he wants from me. Slowly, I push him inside me, starting by encompassing his rounded tip, sucking on it lightly before plunging him deeper.

Slowly, I work every inch of his length into me, until his tip touches the back of my throat. I take a deep breath, trying to control my breathing and the reflexes it triggers in my body. Over time, I learned to do this. I would do anything to please him.

I go up slowly. He lets me do it, not rushing me, not forcing me to take him faster. Such precaution on his part is rather unusual. I know, at some point or another, he will want to regain control.

But right now, I'm the one in charge. The one deciding the pace. I almost forget the strange position in which I find myself. Contorted in this car, nothing really matters anymore. Just the pleasure that I can offer to my dominant.

His fingers close in my hair, toying with it lightly at first. Then, this gesture becomes more controlling. He presses my head, forcing me to take him a little deeper still. A muffled sound escapes my throat.

I know, he loves it when I make that noise. The thought of me choking on his cock drives him crazy, and I have to admit, me too. He plays with my head like a puppet, forcing me to take him faster, deeper.

Then he takes full control, dictating the pace. I can't do anything anymore, my fingers tightening on his thigh and a few tears of discomfort glistening at the corner of my eyes. All I can do is focus on my breathing and let him do.

I take a deep breath as he abruptly pulls my face away, leaving my mouth empty. I turn my head to look at him, a thin trickle of fluids still connecting me to his cock. My breathing is erratic, as a satisfied smile twists my master's mouth.

He pats my cheek gently. He didn't come, his erect cock twitching near my face, as desperate as my pussy to receive release. His deep voice echoes around us, hoarse with excitement.

“Ride me.”

My breathing stops. I can't help but take a worried look around the parking lot. We are still alone. But the longer this little game lasts, the greater the risk of being discovered. I'm not sure I'll be able to survive this humiliation.

But again, the desire is stronger than anything else. I sit up in my seat, hurrying to get rid of my thong. This one is no longer of any use, especially being soaked in this way. As I am about to also remove the egg inside me, my lover stops me with a snap of his tongue.

“Keep it.”

I swallow but obey anyway. I wait patiently for him to drop his pants before coming to sit on his now bare thighs. My hands rest on his chest still covered his shirt. I shudder as I feel his muscles tense under my fingertips.

His gaze catches mine. We stay like that for a few seconds, my gasping breathing filling the silence of the car. Then, one of his hands slides down my neck before diving into my top and pulling out my breasts.

He leans towards me, catching one of my tense points between his lips. I moan as he tugs on it, making me feel that line, right between pleasure and pain. My sighs are getting louder and louder, and I can't help but pull my hips closer to his.

My wet pussy presses to his still tense member, making both of us groan. A higher squeal escapes me as his teeth close on my nipple, nipping at it for a few moments, before his tongue wraps around it, as if apologizing for being so rough.

He drops my tip with a loud pop before attacking the other, starting the exact same number again. Lips. Teeth. Tongue. I can't stop my hips from undulating against him. He doesn't discourage me, even putting his hands on my hips to accompany my movement.

His mouth leaves my chest to come closer to my face. His warm breath caresses my skin in the most sensual way. For a few moments, he plays with me, his lips brushing mine without ever taking them.

I keep rolling my hips to bring us ever more friction, eagerly waiting for him to finally give me the kiss I've been waiting for. His eyes probe mine, both amused and excited by our unorthodox position.

Finally, he makes up his mind. Firmly, he captures my lips, pulling me into a passionate kiss. With his tongue, he forces me to open my mouth, inviting himself inside me as he did earlier with his cock. I moan, savoring every moment of this exchange.

I scream against his mouth as suddenly the egg inside me wakes up again. These unexpected vibrations are a most delicious surprise. I move a little faster, rubbing my clit against his taut length, soaking his cock and thighs with my arousal without feeling the slightest shame.

Forgot the discomfort of the lecture hall. Forgot the risks of being surprised by a passerby. I ride him carelessly, chasing my orgasm. My fingers close around his shirt, clinging to it like my life depends on it.

My dominant slides a hand from my hips to my pussy, covering his fingers with my arousal. I feel him smile against my lips, visibly pleased with the state he's put me in.

An orgasm is coming its way, but it's for another reason that my body is tensing. My fingers tighten on his shirt as my brain realizes what's going on. Without the slightest shame, my master has just slipped one of his fingers in my ass.

This is not the first time that he’s playing with this so taboo part of me. He even managed to get his large cock in there. And yet, it's always the same embarrassment, the same surprise, when he insinuates himself into this tight place.

He breaks the kiss, allowing me to take a deep breath to endure the unnatural intrusion. His face stays inches from mine, our breaths mingling. He doesn't need to talk. I fully hear the words he is trying to convey with his gaze at this moment. You can take it.

I nod, my fingers playing nervously with his shirt as I already feel a second finger making its way into my tight hole. Slowly, he grabs my earlobe between his teeth, sending an electric shock down my spine.

My senses are clouded as he invades my body, occupying my mouth as his two fingers are now fully buried inside me. He begins to move them, scissoring in me, to better spread me. I know it, if he puts so much care in preparing me, it's because he wants to do much more than put his fingers inside me.

The vibration of the toy increases, making me moan again. Slowly, I start to move again along his length, moaning shamelessly. I let my forehead fall on his shoulder, overwhelmed by all these sensations.

Nothing matters anymore. Just the ball of heat that is born in the pit of my stomach. I know it, if we continue like this, I will explode. I hear myself moaning pathetically in my dominant’s ear.

“Please, Master, let me cum.”

The man doesn't respond immediately, accelerating his movements inside me with a mocking chuckle. As if he wanted to make me even more ashamed to come like this when we're in his car, and he has two fingers deep inside my ass.

But for me, it's the trigger I need. My hip movements are erratic, my fingers are about to tear his shirt as they squeeze it. A few more movements, a few vibrations, and finally, I get the deliverance so longed for since the beginning of the day.

I feel my cheeks flush with warmth and pleasure. I no longer feel anything, no longer think anything, simply letting myself go to the sensations that make my body tremble.

I barely have time to come down to earth when he captures my lips in a passionate kiss. His cock stretched between my legs reminds me that he still has to cum. I barely realize when he removes his fingers from me and shifts my position.

I'm sitting on top of him again, my back against his chest. Calmly, he asks me to open the glove box. My mind still foggy, I obey him. A little gasp of surprise takes me as I discover a tube of lubricant. I look at him mockingly over my shoulder while handing him the tube.

“Do you always keep this in your work car?”

“Only when I know you'll be in it.”

I shudder at his words as he generously coats his cock with the liquid. I swallow as his hands land on my hips again, pulling me back until I feel his tense member pushing against my ass.

One of his hands presses down on my upper back, forcing me to lean forward on the steering wheel. This position is very strange, however, I let myself go. I don't dare look at what's going on out there, preferring to pretend that it's just us, that no one can see us.

I don't really have time to think about it. Not when his swollen tip begins to insinuate itself into me, passing my jagged outline which offers a slight resistance before yielding. My fingernails dig into the steering wheel as I try to get used to this presence, much more imposing than that of his already thick fingers.

I gasp as he continues his unstoppable progress inside me, driving inch after inch into my tight entrance. He’s so long, I feel like he could come out by my mouth.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he's finally inside me. His free hand gently caresses my back, my flanks, before going up on my stomach. He performs this dance for a few moments, giving me time to get used to his presence. Then, slowly, he grabs my hips, sliding me onto him.

I let out small sighs of discomfort and mixed surprise, as if this was the first time I felt this tightness. Yet I am beginning to know this. And I adore it. No matter how hard it is at first, it's all part of the experience, and I wouldn't want to get rid of that feeling for anything in the world.

I breathe harder and harder as, again, he quickens the vibrations of the egg still stuck inside me. I still can't believe we're doing this. Here, in the middle of a parking lot. What if his friend came out of the store? What would he say, to discover Anthony with his cock buried in the ass of a girl almost twenty years younger than him?

This thought, along with all the others, disappears from my mind. Because he has just slipped one of his hands between my thighs, playing again with his expert fingers on my tense clit. With him, I learned that an orgasm is never enough. I need more, always more.

So, despite our movements being limited by this strange place, we speed up, both chasing the pleasure as if that was all that mattered. Coming again and again. I bite my lip to keep from screaming as my master pounds me now, one of his arms wrapped around my hips to hold me in place as he takes me ever faster, ever harder.

Without warning, a second orgasm takes me, shaking all my limbs. I am nothing more than a disjointed doll when, in turn, my master comes, emptying himself deep inside me.

For long moments, we do not move, he still inside me, his mouth placing light kisses on my shoulder from time to time. A small laugh escapes me when I finally come to myself. What madness we just did there. And to think that the day has only just begun.


Chapter 3

“Here, you have a more pastel blue, almost tending to purple. If you want something a little trendier, there is this very pretty water green. But if nothing suits you, we can customize something for you. Everything is possible, especially when it's for one of Anthony's pretty friends.”

I can't help but smile at this obvious flirting technique. With such a chat, no wonder why Simon is a salesman. His charming smile is without a doubt another of his assets.

I can't help but watch him out of the corner of my eye as he lets me browse his paint swatches to talk to my dominant. The man is huge, almost two heads taller than me. And if he does not have as developed a musculature as my master, I do not doubt his strength.

His shoulder-length brown hair frames his face, showcasing his brown eyes, and the dimples that are created every time he smiles.

I focus on my task again, going through the color catalog. I have to admit that it's really not my priority right now. I have to make a decision, and fast. Because I feel it, the seed of my master begins to flow on my thighs. How long before it shows? And then, I was soaked all day. Maybe my skirt is already stained from my excitement.

Has this stranger seen it? Does he know what we did, there, at the back of his store? Can he imagine that at this very moment, an egg is still placed inside me, needing only one impulse from my lover to start vibrating again, making my body twist with pleasure?

I quietly clear my throat, now concentrating on the shades of pink in front of me. But no matter how much I try to focus, images all more erotic than the other come to mind. I think I'm going to end up choosing just any paint to get out of here.

Anthony must see my confusion, because he approaches me, putting his hand on my lower back. I relax at this gesture, releasing my shoulders as I lean discreetly on him. It takes him no more than two minutes to help me choose a color.

With a sigh of relief, I point it out to his friend, happy at the idea of leaving soon, and, with any luck, finding the comfort and privacy of my apartment. The seller smiles at me, pointing out what a good choice it is.

“I am preparing this for you immediately. Go to my office while you wait. There is something on my computer I think you’ll like seeing.”

Intrigued, I follow Anthony, my fingers intertwined with his. A cold sweat slides down my back as we settle down in front of the screen. The image is not the best quality, but it is clear enough that we immediately understand what it is.

Anthony can't help himself, pressing the enter key to start the video. Minute by minute, I see the footage from the security camera in the parking lot. You can see me clearly, bending over my dominant, then straddling him. There is no sound, but it's just like there is. Nothing was missed from our licentious actions.

I turn pale with shame. Of course, I had imagined all the potential scenarios. But I never thought they would actually come true. Next to me, Anthony watches the video, impassive, as if analyzing our movements. I only come out of my stupor when the office door opens, revealing Simon, a charming smile on the corner of his lips.

“One of my employees is loading the paint into your car.”

“Since when do you have a security camera there?”

“Well, you can never be too careful. Of course, I had not imagined capturing this kind of sight.”

The man responds, letting his gaze trail over my body a little too long. I should feel humiliated, or disgusted, that he looks at me like that. And yet, I can't help but feel pride through the embarrassment.

Looks like he liked it. Maybe he touched himself watching me ride my dominant. The image of this attractive man, giving himself pleasure by thinking of me, makes me shiver. He turns to my lover again.

“Don’t worry, I will erase it from my system. But I made you a copy, if you're interested.”

“Only one?”

For all answers, the man settles for a mocking smile. Anthony lets out an amused sigh while shaking his head, but adds nothing. I stand there, puzzled. The other really kept a video of us? I don't have time to ask myself more questions. My dominant gets up, grabbing the flash drive that his friend hands him, before changing the conversation.

“I have to go to the Millers' site. You come with us?”

His friend nods enthusiastically. Seconds later, I find myself following them, settling into the backseat as the other man sits in the front, alongside my dominant. The two men talk about business, construction, and other things that don't really interest me. I stop listening, preferring to discreetly spy on Simon.

I don't know if it's knowing that he saw me in action, or if it's the possibility that he kept a copy of it, but I find it even more attractive than before. He has very beautiful hands, long and powerful. If he were to put them on the hollow of my waist, no doubt he would make me disappear entirely between them.

Images come to me in flashes. I imagine myself, stuck between their two bodies, succumbing, orgasm after orgasm, to the power of their cocks. After all, it's not like my master didn't prepare me for this eventuality.

How many times, while he was inside me, did he use a toy, filling me up more and more? And he never hid this penchant for voyeurism from me, loving to take the risk of being caught. Maybe he wouldn't be against sharing me a little more than per image.

I blush as I meet Simon's gaze in the mirror. He stares at me intensely, as if guessing the thoughts going through me right now. I squeeze my thighs in a falsely modest position.

In reality, I try by this desperate gesture to bring a little friction to my clit, already begging for another orgasm. How is it possible to be missing something that I just got?

I lick my lips quietly, trying to regain composure. It's ridiculous. After all, he knows perfectly well what we have done. There is no reason to try to hide it. Nor to hide my true nature. I'm a slut, might as well assume it. But I know, I can't initiate anything. This honor belongs to my dominant, and my dominant alone.

I sigh softly as we park in front of a building under construction, my stomach twisting in one hope: that my threesome fantasy become reality.


Chapter 4

I pleat the flaps of my skirt, tense. It hasn't been thirty seconds since we entered the house under construction, and yet here I am, more nervous than ever. But I can't back down. Not now that I'm so close.

I clench my fingers a little tighter in Anthony's, obediently following him across the room. He turns to me, a reassuring smile on his lips. I breathe discreetly as we finally arrive in the room where Simon disappeared moments before.

This one is huge and will undoubtedly become a comfortable living room. For the moment, it is far from finished, construction tools still strewing the ground.

Quickly, the decoration of the place is no longer my primary concern. In the room, three strangers are busy. I swallow, barely daring to look at them. All of this is becoming so concrete, so real, that I'm starting to question my own choices.

Because it’s my choice. Anthony didn't force anything on me. He just suggested it to me in the car, while Simon gave us some privacy to join their friends. I could follow my dominant and fulfill one of my fantasies. Or I could wait for him in the car while he went to greet the people inside.

I could very well have done that. I could have chickened out and gone home. Enjoy another lustful moment, alone with my lover. But I decided against it. I’ve to bear the consequences of it now.

Finally, I allow myself to observe these men. The first one I see looks older than Anthony. Black hair, a mustache. His wide shirt is half unbuttoned, revealing a torso peppered with hair, in which rests a gold medallion.

The man meets my eyes, the smile on his lips slightly frozen because of the cigarette that is there. I blush and look away. I don't know why I'm showing so much modesty. After all, the purpose of my presence here is no mystery. What we're about to do will go far beyond a simple stolen look.

And yet, I can't help but move a little closer to my dominant, hoping to find some protection against his shoulder. My attention shifts to another man. He must be in his thirties, a little shorter than his companions, but his broad shoulders and muscular arms leave no doubt about the strength he could deploy.

A last man enters the room. Shirtless, he reveals his muscular body without shame. Not the kind of muscles built by hours at the gym and protein supplements. No. He has the body of a man who has spent much of his life working hard on construction sites.

I look up, admiring his long blonde hair framing his sun-beaten face. Ordinarily, I probably wouldn't have looked at this man. But today. Thinking of what he could do to me...

I shudder as he looks at me, a mischievous smile tugging at the corner of his lips. Without the slightest shame, he details my curves, licking his lips when he sees my generous breasts, and my nipples pointing through the thin fabric of my dress.

I feel incredibly naked right now, and can't help but squeeze Anthony's fingers a little tighter. With him and Simon, that increases the number of men in the room to five.

Five men. And to say that they are there for me. Ready to take my body any way they want. Give me orgasm after orgasm, or deny me, torturing me to tears. I don't know what awaits me. But I can't wait for it to start.

Without hurrying, the men get rid of their tools, giving me their name one after the other. I try to remember them, stammering a shy hello that draws mocking smiles from them. My whole body is on fire, burning under their intense gazes that seem to seek to undress me.

Anthony runs his hand down my lower back, stroking it gently to help me relax. I let out a light sigh, appreciating this simple gesture more than reason as my dominant reminds everyone of the rules. I am here of my own free will. I want to experience things. But if something is too intense, I will say my safe word, and everyone will have to stop.

“What if she has her mouth full?” Asks the blonde man, Chris.

His eyes are on me, a smirk lighting up his face. I can't help blushing, already imagining myself kneeling in front of him. It's barely if I hear my dominant answer him that I could tap my foot or my hand to signal that I’m not okay.

I only come out of my thoughts when the men start moving. Without my knowing where he got it from, the shorter man, Sergio, approaches me with a rope in his hand. A shiver runs through my body. This is all becoming very real… And even more exciting than I had imagined.

My dominant moves away from me, leaving me alone in the middle of the room, surrounded by these strangers. I focus on Sergio. He examines me quickly before pointing to my body with a brief wave of his hand.

“Take off your clothes.”

I bite my lip, both excited and intimidated by his stern tone. Slowly, I crumple the fabric of my dress between my fingers, revealing inch by inch the skin of my thighs. Then I swing it over my shoulders, a slight breath of air making me shiver.

Instinctively, I fold my arms around me, trying to hide my most private parts as best I can. The man comes a little closer, forcing me to reveal myself with a slap on my hand. I look down, cheeks flushed. Here I am, naked, in broad daylight, exposed to men I didn't even know existed fifteen ago. How did this become my life?

“On your knees.”

I shudder at the command, my legs folding up before I even realize it. The man lets out a satisfied sound, gently stroking my hair to reward me for my compliance. I sigh with relief. Being treated like this by a stranger should make me feel tense, and yet there is something reassuring about his presence.

I shiver as, little by little, he imprisons me in the ropes, like a snake trying to choke its prey. He seems an expert in the matter, chaining the knots around my chest, my arms, my legs.

When he's done with me, I'm totally immobilized, my calves trapped against my thighs, my arms held behind my back. I am totally submitted to their good will now. They will be able to lift me, turn me around, spread my legs without me being able to do anything about it.

Against the ropes, my chest heaves to the rhythm of my breathing, faster than usual. The man walks away from me, joining the semi-circle created by his men, their hungry gazes roaming my body.

Chris is the first to approach. The blond seems like he has an oversized ego, judging by his gait. His voice makes me tremble.

“A little bird told me that you hid something inside you.”

My eyes widen as I see him pull a remote out of his pocket. Since when has he had it on him? I bite my lip as he turns the toy on, kicking it into its highest gears right away.

My stomach contracts, and I can hardly stay on my knees as the feeling is intense. Almost painful. I try with great difficulty to silence the squeaks that the toy installed deep inside me tears from me. The men have fun seeing me squirm like this.

My breathing is stronger, deafening in this room where only the vibrations of the egg are heard. I swallow, not daring to look at either my master or the man holding the remote in his fingers.

The heat is stronger in my lower abdomen, my pussy contracts. Soon, I lose my balance under the effects of the waves which shake my body. I can't believe my body is betraying me like this. None of these men have really touched me yet, and yet here I am, moaning and shaking, ready to cum. A real slut.

A stronger spasm takes me by surprise. My tied hands prevent me from catching myself, and I fall miserably to the ground, still bent over by the ropes holding my body firmly.

No man moves, this position making them even more imposing in front of me. I have never felt so exposed, so vulnerable. They all tower over me, looking dominant and hungry. Soon they'll be taking my body any way they want, and I won't have a say.

I squeal, writhing pathetically on the floor, trying to struggle against the ropes and against these vibrations which, in spite of myself, take me ever closer to ecstasy. Chris begins to play with the intensity of the remote control, lowering and raising the speed of vibration without warning, without any well-defined rhythm.

I grit my teeth, my throbbing clit announcing the inevitable. Only a few more moments, and the man with blond hair will manage to make me come without even touching me. The men whisper gritty comments to each other. They underline the hardness of my nipples, the sensuality of my little cries, so high-pitched that you don't know if they are of pain or pleasure.

Soon Chris leaves the toy in its maximum position, and my little squeals turn into a silent scream as a first orgasm exploded through my body. I who was afraid that they would make me languish, I was wrong all along...

Chris approaches me, obviously very satisfied with himself. He crouches down, hovering over me with authority.

“I believe the little bird was right. You really are a dirty slut.”

These words make me shiver. I'm just coming down from my orgasm, and already, I'm ready to go again. After all, we're just getting started, right?

Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs me by the shoulders and lifts me up, bringing me to my knees. I'm so wet, I'm amazed that the egg is still so well installed in me.

I bite my lip, my eyes darting from man to man, trying to figure out who's next to grab me. I stop at David, the oldest of them all. He has another cigarette between his lips, which he takes his time to savor.

Sensually, he spits out the smoke from it before dropping it to the floor, his shoe slowly crushing the butt. Then he gets up and walks towards me with a slow, confident step. I can't look away, my eyes mesmerized. He exudes such power that any woman would find herself melting at his mere presence.

The man slides his hand over my face, stroking it gently before placing his thumb on my lips. He draws the outlines of it before I open my mouth, drawing him into a gesture that I want to be sensual.

If his expression doesn't change, I can see the twinkle in his eyes. That of desire. He begins to move his finger inside me, mimicking any movements his cock might have. He shoves it a little deeper, like he wants to test my abilities.

I don't flinch, my eyes looking into his like a challenge. I almost regret not having put on lipstick today. I would have loved to tint his finger and cock with the color of sin.

I almost let out a disappointed moan as he pulls his finger out and walks away from me. Behind me, I hear him rummaging in a toolbox, without me being able to see him. My face crumbles when he comes back to me, small pliers between his hands.

I swallow. My master has put this stuff on my nipples before, but they were made for that purpose. Those... They seem much more violent, much more painful. And yet, despite my fear, I say nothing when the man lifts one of my breasts, clutching it in his palm for a few moments before tugging on my tip, ripping me into a squeal of pleasure.

I tense as the claw approaches me. Gasping, I let him install it, almost breathing a sigh of relief when I realize it doesn’t hurt as much as I expected.

The pain is there, but just enough to make me lose my mind and turn me on a little more. The man attacks my other nipple, decorating me with this metal clamp before stepping back to observe me.

My rest is only short-lived. My whole body tenses as I watch him grab a third clamp. What will he do with it? I've only ever had two at a time, I don't know if I can take more.

I cringe as the man kneels beside me. Of course, with my limbs immobilized by the ropes, I can't go far. His arm hooks mine to immobilize me, while the one holding the third plier moves dangerously towards my pussy.

Slowly, he captures my pussy, causing me to squeal with mixed surprise and pain. I never thought I would one day receive a clamp in this place. Even less a construction pliers, held by a stranger.

With force, he keeps me still while I can't stop the slight jolts that take over my body. The man gazes into mine, captivating. It's like he's hypnotizing me as he begins to play with the clamp, tugging at my clit just enough to keep me on the edge between pleasure and pain.

The man licks his lips as he sees me squirming, pathetically trying to escape the intense sensations that are gripping me. I gulp, not knowing where to turn. One moment, I want this to stop. The other, I want it to go on forever.

What a show I must give, squealing pathetically, incapable of any restraint. I feel the eyes of others, burning on my body. Mine cannot leave that of the man who tortures me so pleasantly.

I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as he finally stops his movement, and pulls the clamp away. Slowly, he places his fingers on my inflamed clit, bringing me some comfort and relief.

A vicious smile forms on his lips. He seems proud of himself, as he realizes wet soaked I am. I probably shouldn't feel that, given the harshness of his gestures. And yet, being treated in such a degrading way drove me crazy. I just want to see what he wants to do to me next.

The man straightens up, hovering over me again. For a few seconds, he remains looking at me, admiring the spectacle of my body tied and available at his feet. Then, without hurrying, he opens the zipper of his pants, taking his time to pull out his already taut cock.

I lick my lips at this sight. I have never seen any other cock than that of my master. I can’t wait to taste it, to compare it to his. David doesn't seem to be in a hurry to start, gently stroking my hair, as if congratulating me on what I'm about to do. Slowly, he grabs his cock and puts it closer to my mouth.

Tied up like that, there's nothing I can do but open my mouth. At this idea, I already feel wet. I am a toy they can use however they want, over and over and over again. The man's cock creeps into me, inch by inch, shoving it without the slightest precaution to the back of my throat.

I keep my eyes fixed on him as he unceremoniously begins to use my mouth, in and out at a crazy pace. His hand slides down the back of my hair, gripping it to hold me still as he pounds my mouth.

Obscene sounds fill the room. I'm sure our viewers must be excited by the vision we offer them. I am ready to do this with each of them, if that is their desire. I no longer have any limits, I just want to satisfy them. And I do believe it's about to get to that first man in me.

It's discreet, but I can feel his fingers squeezing my hair a little tighter, his cock jerking against the back of my throat, making little squeaks of surprise come out of me. One last lick, and he freezes, his lower abdomen contracting as long streams of cum line my mouth and throat.

I hurry to swallow it all as he pulls his cock out of me. He keeps it close to my face without moving. I look up at him questioningly.

“Clean your mess.”

Diligently, I begin to lick his tip becoming limp again, savoring every last drop of his arousal. When he deems my work satisfactory, he bends down and removes the clamps still present on my nipples. With the palm of his hand, he massages them, making me sigh with relief. I'm not sure I could have endured them much longer.

Without looking at me, the man walks away. I don't stay alone for very long. Sergio, the man who tied me up, approaches me, a crazy glint in his eye. Abruptly, he lifts me off the ground, carrying me without the slightest difficulty to a crate.

He lays me down on it, pulling my hips, my ass aligning with the edge of the object. In this position, my ropes force me to keep my legs open, and my head falls back, drawn into the void.

My breathing quickens as the man slides between my thighs. His hands, calloused by work, caress my chest, uncovering it with the most erotic slowness. Then, he lets his fingers slide down my stomach, down to brush against my clit, which contracts at the touch.

I bite my lip as he continues his way lower and lower. I gasp in surprise as he removes the egg still stuck in me. I am not unhappy to get rid of it, even though I now feel incredibly empty.

My eyes slide over the man's body, until they land on his crotch. His pants are taut, his cock begging to be released. I lick my lips, hoping to have him inside me soon. But despite this, the man does not undress. No, he kneels down, aligning his face to my soaked pussy.

I barely have time to realize what he's doing when he's already letting his tongue trace a long line down my slit. My head falls back as he explores me meticulously, discovering each of my hollows, each of my curves, in an almost painful slowness.

I’m ready for more, much more. But I know it. No matter my pleas, it's up to him to lead the dance. Simon approaches in turn. His gaze is as bright as when we met in his store. I know it now, he wanted me from that moment.

He presses on my forehead to tilt my head further back, before pulling his member out of his fabric prison. Before he's even done, I open my mouth, ready to receive him. He smiles at this diligence on my part.

“Good girl.”

This simple compliment is enough to set my whole body on fire, as he sneaks into my mouth. Head thrown back, I offer him a royal way, as he sinks into me without the slightest difficulty.

My fingernails dig into the palm of my hand as the two men bustle about, pleasuring me in their own way. Simon tastes delicious. Despite his imposing presence inside me, I do my best to lick him, to enjoy his presence.

I have to close my eyes as Sergio works his tongue inside me, flicking back and forth before moving back up onto my clit. He traps it between his lips, tugging on it lightly before licking it again.

My cries are muffled by the other man's cock. I who wanted to feel used, here I am served. I almost choke on Simon's member as two large fingers enter me, moving at a breakneck pace in my pussy.

Against the ropes, I tense and struggle as much as I can, as pleasure ripples through me in unavoidable waves. My orgasm seems to last for hours, and I barely manage to keep breathing as Simon continues to pound my mouth until he empties into me.

I cough as his seed invades my throat. I try to swallow it as best I can. A few drops escape my lips. The man doesn't let it go, sliding his thumb over them before shoving them into my mouth so I don't waste any crumbs of his lustful gift.

He pats my cheek in a somewhat condescending gesture before walking away. Chris arrives without delay. The blond has the same vicious look glued to his face as when he made me cum with only the toy inside me.

He comes to settle between my thighs, as Sergio walks around me, coming close to my face. He leans into me, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue slides against mine, making me taste my own excitement still present in his mouth.

Between my thighs, Chris has already removed his pants, revealing a tattoo on the corner of his hip. I lick my lips, failing to be able to lick the ink. Forgetting about Sergio for a few moments, I keep my eyes on the man's cock.

If it doesn't have Anthony's length, it's thicker. Much thicker. I wonder if my tight intimacy will manage to accommodate it, although I’m soaked like never before.

He pats his cock on my clit, making me moan in pleasure and frustration. It's really not enough to satisfy me. Who could believe that I already came only a few moments ago?

I shift my hips, trying to gain some friction with him. I let out pathetic little squeaks, silently asking him to take me. His voice shows how much he loves this game.

“Go ahead Sergio, shut her up.”

I hiccup as the man doesn't waste a moment. At his friend's indication, he tilts my head back again. I was so focused on my arousal that I didn't realize he had undone his pants too.

Before I even have time to think about the situation, he plunges inside me, filling my mouth. On the other side, Chris does not waste another moment. In turn, he presses his cock already covered with my excitement against my soaked entrance.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands as his thickness struggles to fit inside me. I feel like I'm torn apart as he sinks in inches by inches, staying slow but never stopping.

On the other side, Sergio stays perfectly still, his cock occasionally twitching against my palate, as if urging me to do something. I take a deep breath as Chris' hips meet mine. That's it. He is in me. My pussy throbs around him, trying somehow to get used to this most imposing presence.

He seems perfectly happy to be inside me, judging by the grunt he lets out as he begins to move inside me. Sergio doesn't waste time either to move in turn. I have never experienced such sensations. I had never imagined that one day I would find myself in this position, taken on both sides of my body, possessed by strangers with only one desire: to ruin me, to fill me with their seed again and again.

I don't know how long this will last. All I hope is that I will experience again and again the ultimate ecstasy, wedged between their bodies, used as a vulgar sex toy.

I moan as Sergio puts his hands on my breasts, grabbing my nipples between his fingers to pinch them, my squeals choking against his cock. Chris growls louder as my pussy contracts around his cock.

“Damn, she’s so tight. You like it, huh, being fucked like a little slut.”

I can only answer him with a long moan, as he puts his thumb on my clit, pressing just enough to drive me crazy. My whole body is on fire, I feel like I'm going to explode any moment, every square inch of my skin is strained.

The ropes suddenly seem tighter to me, only adding to this feeling of intense pleasure that I feel. Soon Sergio can no longer hold, emptying into my mouth. For the third time, I swallow the seed of one of his men without flinching.

When he pulls away, my moans of pleasure fill the room, ripping a mocking laugh out of Chris. He slides his free hand over my chest, until it reaches my throat. He squeezes it a little, just to show me who's in charge.

This sudden fit of dominance drives me even crazier. My stomach is heaving at a breakneck pace. I have to close my eyes as my whole body convulses with a powerful orgasm.

My intimacy contracting around his cock is enough to make him come. His whole body tenses as he empties into me with an animal-like rattle. He doesn't pull away immediately, seeming to enjoy the warmth of my body around him.

I am not against this short moment of rest, trying to recover from all that these men have just done to me. When Chris finally steps down, I realize there's still a man who didn't come into me. And what a man. My dominant.

With my gaze, I look for him. He approaches me, a reassuring smile on his face. He gently caresses my face, kisses me, as if to offer me a little comfort before the rest of the events. I shiver as he asks his question.

“How about we show them what can do with your little ass?”

I bite my lip, feeling the blush creep to my cheeks. How can I feel ashamed after all I just let them do to my body? I feel like showing that I take him in this place, so taboo, is indeed an extra step. And yet...

I nod my head, giving my dominant my approval. He smiles and caresses my cheek slowly. Then he undresses, before lifting me up to sit on top of him. My back is pressed against his chest.

I shudder as I hear him drizzle lube over his cock, before sliding it near my secret entrance. My legs are spread over his, and our spectators have gathered a little closer, so as not to miss anything of the show.

They can see all of me. Seeing my lover's cock starting to work its way back to where it had been earlier today. They can also see my soaked pussy, enlarged by their assaults, desperate to be filled again.

I let my head fall back, finding comfort and support on my lover's shoulder. Despite what we did earlier, his intrusion remains difficult, a tingle being felt as he settles deeper and deeper inside me.

One of his hands is wrapped around my chest, holding me in place while the other gently squeezes my throat. Despite the shame I feel, I feel incredibly good. When he holds me against him like this, I think I could accept anything.

I sigh as he finally settles inside me. He doesn't move immediately, running his fingers over my clit to make me squeal with pleasure again. I shiver as David walks towards us.

The older man doesn't need to speak to ask me the burning question. I nod enthusiastically, making my dominant chuckle softly, as he repositions himself to make room for his friend.

I bite my lip, suddenly realizing what they are about to do to me. And yet, there is no going back. After all, that's what I had hoped for when I came here, right?

I hold my breath as the man slides his taut member down my slit, covering himself with my wetness. Then he starts sinking into me.

All the air escapes from my lungs. My master had already filled me with toys, but that had nothing to do with it. It’s a man who is inside me, a real one. The warmth of his body against mine only adds to the fire that ignites my nerves.

I turn around to look for my dominant's mouth when finally David is deep inside me. It's impossible for me to describe the feeling of pure bliss of having them both inside me, trapped between their bodies as they begin to move slowly, bringing me sensations previously unknown.

My eyes close, letting myself get carried by their movements in me. I feel full like never before. I know it, it’s going to be difficult to walk in the days to come. It does not matter. The memory of their powerful bodies will be enough to make me forget all that.

Their scents bewitch me, flood me, carrying me into a parallel world where there is no longer morality or decency. Only pleasure. I'm barely conscious, so much their movements are faster, more powerful.

They're really pounding me now, treating me like I'm just a rag doll that needs to be destroyed no matter what. I tremble, I shiver, savoring every second of this licentious interaction.

I can barely hear my screams, yet they echo through the room, no doubt making the other men present harder than stone. I can't help but smile at the idea. I who thought that I could never seduce a man, now I discover that I can easily drive them crazy by my mere presence.

And in return, they make me feel good. David's lower abdomen rubs against my clit, providing just enough friction to send me straight into ecstasy. I no longer control my body, every inch of my nerves seeming to go crazy, sending signals to every end of my body still encircled by cords.

It does not take long for the two men to come in turn, their cocks trapped by my pussy contracting around them. Their seeds fill me up, and I've never felt so full. So complete.

Sometimes, fantasies are really worth fulfilling.


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief, stretching like a cat in the sun. Then, I flip over onto my stomach, not without having a grimace of pain. I had almost forgotten what I did with my body yesterday. Almost.

I sigh again and sink my head into the pillow, taking in the scent of my dominant. Usually, we go to my house. But after everything we did yesterday, he preferred to take me here, away from the city, to give me an entire weekend of rest.

I think it's very necessary, and I plan to spend a good part of the day lazing on this bed.

I lick my lips, remembering the events of the day before. Of how, once the two men withdrew from me, I accepted that the other three jerk off on my chest, letting them one last time use my body to empty themselves of their overflow of excitement.

After driving them crazy with desire, it was the least I could do. And then, I can't deny it. Coming home knowing that I was covered in evidence of their passing was the icing on the cake of this libidinous day.

Anthony was more than considerate, helping me shower before slipping me into a hot tub, coming in too to hug me. Thus held against him, I began to cry, of joy, of relief.

Of proudness, too, to have managed to do all this. For long moments he stroked my hair, reassuring me, telling me how good a girl I had been.

Since then, he hasn't stopped caring for me, feeding me, massaging me. Watching with me any stupid movie I want. He treats me like a queen, and I must admit that I love it.

I think I could get used to such a life. No matter how rough the sex is, I enjoy it so much, and the bond it creates between us feels indestructible, even though we've only been together a short time.

I smile as he walks into the room, a tray full of my favorite food in his hands. He lays it all on the bed, then grabs my chin to divert my attention from the plate of steaming pancakes in front of my eyes.

I smile as he kisses my forehead tenderly, before capturing my lips. The gesture is gentle. He doesn’t try to initiate desire in me, nor to assert his domination over me. And yet, I can already feel a very special warmth in the pit of my stomach.

One would have thought that yesterday would have sated me. But I'm sure now that before the night comes, this man will be between my thighs again, driving me crazy. Who knows, maybe we could do that in his hot tub?

It doesn't really matter. I know it, as long as I am with him, I will be perfectly fulfilled.


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?

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.

◆◆◆

Filthy Training


You liked this series? Find it and 17 more stories in just one book!

[image: ]

“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

You liked this bundle? Here are 17 others stories, reunited in one megabundle!
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

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

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

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

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

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

They’ll always beg for more.
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