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Chapter 1

I purr with pleasure as Daniel's hand absently strokes my hair. I love these moments of intimacy with my master, even if they are still rare. It's the first time I've seen him since our last session. Last Saturday, when a simple social evening turned into a wild sex party, with two of his friends as special guests.

I still can't believe I've done this with other men. Even less to have managed to take two at a time, my most intimate entrances visited by their cocks eager to possess my body. This evening also marked the end of my probation.

A month ago, when I learned that he was looking for a companion, I rushed to this neighbor who has always made me fantasize. It doesn't matter that he’s already in his forties, when I only have twenty-two springs on the clock. I want him. Even if for that, I have to become a submissive.

He wasn't sure I could do it, forcing me to come to his house every weekend for a month to put me to the test. No need to mention it… I passed my exams with flying colors. Oh sure, sometimes he had to punish me, when I misbehaved. But that only made our bond stronger, and my desire for more.

Today, we finally meet again. And to celebrate that, he decided to take me on a trip. Sun, swimming pool, good restaurants... I don't know if we're going to see any of this, or if we'll be too busy being naked, our hungry bodies feeding on each other.

I shiver, wondering if he's packed a few toys. Forgotten my fears at the sight of a plug or a paddle. Now I couldn't do without them. Even if it means acting like a bad girl to taste these strong feelings again.

My dominant's hand slides into the back of my neck, bringing me back to reality. He finally left his phone to give me some attention. With authority, he brings my face close to his, his breath caressing my lips in the most erotic of ways. He plays with my nerves for a few moments, leaving me languishing without ever giving me what I want.

If I was listening to myself, I would jump on him, kissing him passionately as I framed him with my legs, rubbing my pussy against him to free myself from the excitement I’m already beginning to feel. With him, anything is enough to push my buttons and turn me into a little thing desperate for her master's cock. He knows it, and he plays with it.

Finally, he shows mercy, kissing me softly. I moan against his lips, opening my mouth when his tongue asks me to, letting him take me in the most erotic dance. Slowly, his hand slides down my thigh, slowly pulling my skirt up over my skin.

I widen my eyes. We are not alone in this car heading to the airport. A driver is there, within arm's reach. And yet, I don’t say anything, letting my dominant rise my skirt higher and higher, until he comes into contact with the lace fabric of my panties.

Against my lips, I feel him smile. I blush, embarrassed that he’s already discovering how turned on I’m by his mere presence near me. I cannot explain it. There's something about him… His smell. His square shoulders… Which drives me absolutely crazy when he's around me.

I barely stifle a squeal as his fingers slip through the folds of my underwear, landing on my wet skin. The kiss deepens, and I already feel my nipples poke against the light fabric of my bra.

I can't hold back any longer as his thumb slides over my clit, giving me just the right amount of pressure to make me feel pleasure, but not enough to really make me climax.

To add to my pain, he stops his kiss, giving me no chance to hide my pleasurable noises. I bite my lip, my breathing rapid as two of his fingers plunge into my tight pussy.

I dare not look up for fear of meeting the driver's gaze in the rearview mirror. It is a humiliation that I would find difficult to bear, even if it is not the first time that my dominant exposes me in this way. I can't believe I was still a virgin a few weeks ago. Here I’m now, as slutty as the most enthusiastic of pornstars.

“Look how soaked you are already, Baby Girl. Just for me, right?”

“Yes Master, just for you.”

“I don’t think I told you to put on panties. Give them to me.”

I blush violently at these words. I know how much he likes to decide what I wear. After all, the first rule when I'm at his house is to undress. But the idea of getting rid of this layer of protection, while another man is with us in the car, makes me shiver.

However, when my dominant reaches out to me, I don't hesitate and comply, my hands sliding where his was just a moment ago. I barely dare look at Daniel, already feeling the pride radiating from his body.

Lazily, he wipes his fingers on my inner thigh, marking me with my own excitement, before grabbing my panties. With his fingertip, he twirls it around, enjoying the situation more than I'd like, before slipping the soaked piece of cloth into his pocket.

Before I have time to feel the fresh air caress my intimacy, my attention is attracted by something. In the windshield, the airport appears.

Let our lustful vacation begin.


Chapter 2

I can't control myself, fidgeting like a little girl on Christmas Day as my eyes dart around, not knowing what to look at first. When he told me we were going to take a plane, I had expected first class from the best company in the country, not a private jet. I guess I have no idea how rich Daniel is. That's not what attracted me, but I'm sure I'm not going to say no to this way of life.

My dominant keeps an amused eye on me while asking our flight attendant to pour us drinks. After letting me rave for a few moments, the man approaches me, sliding his hands on my hips to help me calm down and come back to reality.

I wrap my arms around his neck, nuzzling my nose to inhale his comforting scent. Soon, our drinks are served, and before I have time to finish mine, we are already in the air.

It’s only after a good thirty minutes of flight, spent for my part with my nose glued to the window, that my dominant decides to remind me of his presence. It's just us now. When he asked the stewardess to give us privacy, she nodded with a big smile, stepping aside gracefully.

Immediately, I leave my contemplation to return to my role of submissive. It does not take me more to remind me of my past excitement, still clearly visible between my legs. I blush slightly, wondering if I stained my skirt without realizing it.

I don't have time to worry about it. My master extends his hand to me, inviting me to come closer to him. Obediently, I sit on his lap, waiting for an indication. For now, he's just stroking my lower back with the tip of his thumb. I relax, letting myself go to this intimate gesture. But despite this welcome tenderness, the man does not forget his true nature.

“There’s a few more hours before we arrive. Why don't you get comfortable?”

To illustrate his point, his fingers slide under the strap of my top, making it fall along my shoulder. I'm shivering. He really wants me to undress? Okay, the stewardess retreated to the front of the cabin, leaving us alone. But this thin curtain won’t cut the sound of our activities.

And yet, I don’t try to negotiate with my master. I know he always gets what he wants. So why resist? Without rushing, I lift my top, revealing my pale pink bra bought especially for this trip.

“Keep going.”

I hesitate for a moment. I don’t know what to remove first. My skirt, and thus reveal my already bare crotch? Or my bra, releasing my generous breasts? My dominant decides for me, his hand sliding down my back to expertly undo the hook of the underwear.

I close my eyes and push my head back slightly as his fingers grab my already taut tips, rolling them around. To my regret, he tires quickly, his hand patting my thigh to encourage me to continue.

I stand up, turning my back to him. I lasciviously move my hips, giving him a show I want sexy before giving him what he asked for. Slowly, my hands undo my zipper, and the skirt comes to spread out at my feet still enclosed in a pair of heels. These I keep. I know he likes to see me like this. Naked and in stilettos.

I continue to dance without music, turning to face him. But as I'm about to get on his lap to offer him an even more sensual dance, he stops me with a click of his tongue.

“I still have some work to do. You know your place.”

I swallow, remembering that afternoon spent in his office, a butterfly vibrating between my thighs, keeping me close to orgasm without ever letting myself sink into it. I hope he doesn't make me wait so long today.

Slowly, I drop to my knees, obediently settling next to him. He strokes my hair for a few moments, whispering a good girl. Then he turns on his computer, concentrating on some important file.

I bite my lip. I forgot how annoying it can be to be stuck like this. Although I find the position terribly exciting, enjoying being my master's little thing and placing myself under his protection with this simple gesture, I can only regret it too. I'm on a jet after all. I could be sitting in my seat munching on a snack and watching a movie while sipping champagne. It would be much more comfortable.

But my master wants me that way. Exposed and vulnerable, submissive to his every whim, even if he doesn't take advantage of me right away. I know he’s incredibly patient. It's part of his power game. Slowly build desire and excitement. Restrain himself as long as possible, to feel everything stronger once he allows himself to surrender.

I look up, my gaze falling on the curtain separating us from the front of the cabin, where the hostess is. And further, I know, the pilots.

I've been exposed before, with my dominant filming me to broadcast my exploits on the internet, going so far as to let viewers control the speed of the machine that was pounding me in the most intense of ways. And what about last week, when two other men invited themselves into our dungeon to use my body as they pleased?

But this was different. We were at his home, in a familiar place made for it. Here we are in a public place, with people who have nothing. Oh sure, we don't have to be the first to do this in a luxury jet. However, I don't know if I would be able to sustain the gaze of the flight attendant for long if she were to discover the position in which I currently find myself.

Suddenly, my whole body freezes. As if he had heard my concerns, Daniel decides to play, and to call his employee. I can't help but look up at her, wanting to see her reaction. If a glimmer of surprise first crosses her eyes, the woman immediately becomes professional again, focusing on her client.

Impassive, she notes the order, hastening to get what my dominant asked her. I don't have to look at him to know that a smirk tugs his lips. I know him only too well.

The woman returns, placing a tray near my master. Without the slightest hesitation, he grabs the bowl he had asked for, opening a bottle of water to empty it into the container. Then, most naturally in the world, he places it at my feet.

My cheeks are red with shame. He's already put collars around my neck, as tight as those you put on dogs. But he has never pushed the game as far as in this moment. I keep my eyes fixed on the floor, not daring to look at the woman anymore. What a relief she must feel, when my master allows her to retire.

I can't help but wonder what she thinks. Is she disgusted? Revolted by these degrading treatments? Or on the contrary, is she excited, imagining herself in my place? I know that I’m.

There is no rational explanation. I never could have imagined myself doing this one day. I didn't even know it existed until I met Daniel. But now, I couldn’t do without it. All I want is to keep exploring those sensations.

Because I know it. This feeling of shame will only bring me even greater pleasure. The only question is when my dominant will decide to end my wait. Unsurprisingly, it's not for now.

“Drink, Baby Girl. You must be thirsty.”

I swallow. He's not wrong. But am I ready to stoop to that? I shudder as his hand slides through my hair. I don't really have a choice it seems. Forgetting my shame, I drop to my elbows, my face coming dangerously close to the floor to lap up the water in the bowl.

In this position, I offer a plain view of my posterior to my dominant. There is no doubt about it, he can see all of my intimacy shining with excitement. Is it hard seeing me like this?

When I straighten up, I’m greeted by a very recognizable sound. That of a belt that is undone. Slowly, I turn around, my eyes boring into my dominant’s before sliding down his linen shirt-covered chest. I know it, under it hides a most perfect body.

I continue my descent, licking my lips as I finally land on what interests me most. In his hand, my dominant holds his tense member. Lazily, he caresses himself, his eyes trailing over my body before settling on my mouth.

“You must be hungry too, right Baby?”

I nod my head eagerly. I never could have believed that I liked giving blowjobs. When I saw these acts in porn movies, I was always disgusted. But now I know how it is... That I know the power to drive him crazy just with my mouth... I couldn't live without it.

No sooner does he nod than I hurry to slip between his spread legs, my hand replacing his to catch that cock that's driving me crazy. Slowly, I let my tongue discover his member, tracing a long line along his length, from his base to his tip, which is already pearling with excitement.

I play with his rounded tip, drawing imaginary lines just to drive it crazy. His hand slides through my hair, not moving for the moment. I know his way of doing. He will leave me in control for a while, before losing patience and imposing his rhythm on me. It looks fine to me. I like to be treated like his little toy.

I open my mouth, finally taking his member. He can't suppress a slight sigh of relief, making me smile. Dominant as he is, he’s only a man after all. I take it deeper and deeper, suddenly having no desire to play anymore. I just want to satisfy him, so that in turn, he takes care of me. It doesn't matter how. I know what he will do to me, I will lose all common sense.

His fingers hook into my hair, forcing me to hold him deeper inside me. I choke on an obscene sound. Despite my struggles, this position only adds to my excitement.

“Touch yourself.”

Without taking my eyes off him, I slide my free hand up my chest, playing with my breasts for a few moments before lowering my hand between my thighs, letting out a soft squeak as my fingers capture my taut clit.

Slowly, I reproduce the gestures made by my master in the car a few hours earlier. My fingers aren't nearly as satisfying as his, but under his gaze I ignite, a recognizable warmth rising in the pit of my stomach.

I wonder if the flight attendant is listening to us. If she found a way to look at us. Does she imagine herself in my place, kneeling before this man so beautiful and so powerful? Because attractive, Daniel is. Wherever he goes, all eyes turn to him.

Never mind his hair, which is starting to thin out white, or the few lines that grow in the corners of his eyes when he smiles. This man would be worthy of parading for fashion designers. No one wears the suit as well as he does. I don't know how the women in his company can focus on their jobs when he's around. I know I couldn't, too obsessed with the fantasies that his mere presence would spark in my mind.

I let out a disappointed little moan as he tugs at my hair, removing his cock from my mouth. Immediately, I stop my movements on my pussy. I know, if he stops, I have to stop too. Still, I wished I could have continued like this, feeling his seed scatter in my mouth and down my throat as I climaxed with quick strokes on my hungry clit.

I remain motionless, my eyes fixed on those of my master. No matter how hard he tries to appear completely impassive, his cock still taut between his legs, and his belly heaving rapidly under his shirt, betray his excitement. That's what he likes. Have control. On me as on himself.

I moan as his fingers land on my breasts, twisting them in delicious pain. I bite my lip, trying to calm my excitement. If I listened to myself, I would lie on the ground and spread my legs, inviting him without the slightest shame to slip in there to plunge his cock deep inside me.

Without a word, he pulls on his belt, fully detaching it from his pants. I'm shivering. What will he do with it? Although there is something terribly exciting about being punished in such an incongruous place, I'm not sure I want to do that. I don't believe I deserved it. I behaved well, obeying all his orders.

“Turn around.”

I swallow hard but obey anyway. But just as I'm about to get on all fours, and present my ass to him for my punishment, he stops me. Without rushing, he crosses my wrists over each other, before starting to wrap his belt around them.

I can't suppress a smile. I don't know why, but being tied up gives me a strange sense of comfort. To be thus deprived of my movements, I am deprived of the power to make my choices. And I love that. I don't need to think anymore. Just to let myself go and follow what my master wants me to do.

My breathing quickens as he slides his hand down my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. Then his fingers wrap around my throat, but don't squeeze it. It's not a threat, just a reminder of his omnipotence over my body.

I gasp in surprise as his arm crosses my body, gripping my waist tightly to lift me up. Without being able to understand the movement of his arms, I find myself straddling him, my face a few inches from his.

Forcefully, his hand digs into my hair, holding my head as his lips press forcefully against mine. I barely have time to catch my breath when his tongue slips inside, enjoying my surprise. Without waiting, he leads me in a frenzied dance.

I'm more soaked than ever, and I'm sure I'm staining his nice pants. He doesn't seem to care. I think he likes it, to receive proof of my excitement.

I squeal as he balances me on one of his legs. It's unstable, and if he didn't have his hands on my hips, I think I'd roll over to the side. But he holds them firmly, and I quickly understand why. A scream dies in my throat as he straightens his leg, and his hands force me back and forth on his thigh.

With my wrists locked behind my back, all I can find for support is his shoulder, on which I rest my forehead, moaning louder and louder. My clit throbs like never before from being treated like this, the friction of the fabric making it all the more delicious.

My dominant straightens me up, and without ever stopping his movements, he grabs one of my breasts in his mouth, starting to suck on it like a treat, his tongue curling around my tip to make me lose a little more head.

I gasp in surprise as he lets go of my tip to look at my other breast. After placing a light kiss on the soft skin, he attacks me with his teeth, tearing me a cry of pain and pleasure mixed. My senses are disturbed by the contrary sensations he brings to me with his leg and with his mouth.

I bite my lip as he sucks on my skin, working carefully to leave his mark on me. I blush, thinking that at this location, none of my swimsuits will be able to hide this trace of possession. The idea drives me even crazier.

In a pathetic moan, I start begging my master, asking him almost crying to let me cum. Immediately, his mouth leaves my sore breast to approach my ear.

“Come little slut. Show me how much you want me.”

If his deep voice whispered in my ear would have been enough to make me lose my footing, his teeth attacking my earlobe throw me into ecstasy for good. My whole body is shaking, and if he wasn't holding me tight, I know my orgasm would be interrupted by a painful fall to the floor.

But he doesn't let me go. Worse, he continues to rock me on his leg for long minutes after my orgasm is over, over-stimulating me to an almost painful point.

When he finally slows his movements, I feel all my energy leaving me. I had never imagined getting laid on a plane, let alone getting so much pleasure out of it. I could stop there and snuggle up in my master's arms until we got to our destination. I know he wouldn't mind.

On the contrary, he would wrap his arms around me to shower me with compliments. Maybe he would play innocently with my body, having fun noting my every reaction without pushing anything further, all to make me just a little crazier about him. Hungrier.

But his hard cock tapping against my thigh reminds me that we are not done. I lick my lips, seeing it so desperate to obtain deliverance in turn. This vision is enough to rekindle the flame in me. My master sees it, and he laughs softly, surely proud to be the one who turned me into this little thing always ready to spread my legs for him.

He picks me up again, turning me so that my back makes contact with his chest. My legs are installed on either side of his, forcing me to spread them as much as possible when he himself opens his thighs wider.

In this position, I feel more exposed than ever. But I soon forget my vulnerability as he guides his cock against my intimacy, quickly patting my clit before plunging into me.

Despite my excitement, I can't help but grit my teeth as he passes. He’s wide and long, the perfect size to drive me crazy, even if first I have to put up with that slight tearing sensation I've come to love.

I squeal as his hand lands on my clit, stroking it lazily as his cock finds itself nestled deep inside me. My breathing is heavy, and my balance more unstable than ever.

With each movement of his cock, I feel like I'm going to fall into the void. It would have been done already if his hand weren't holding my shoulder so firmly. I moan as obscene sounds begin to fill the cabin. His thrusts are precise and deep, leaving nothing to chance.

Suddenly, I feel myself falling, as he presses my shoulders so that I lean forward, his hand holding me by my trapped wrists. No more sound comes out of my mouth as I discover this new angle, my gaze locked on the carpet and on my master's feet.

I hold my breath as his hand holding the belt on my arms moves away, approaching my intimacy to collect my excitement. If it weren't for his cock deep inside me, and that hand firmly planted on my clitoris, the slightest jerk would send me far ahead of us.

But I don't have time to worry about that. Because already, his thumb changes position, caressing the crenellated contour of my most taboo entrance. I gasp as he pushes it inside, bringing me even more sensations.

My breathing quickens as I try to get used to this imposing presence. I should be used to it though. My master played with this part of me long before he went through the traditional route of my vagina. But it's always the same feeling of surprise that I feel when he invites himself there. As if I forgot every time I was able to take it.

My moans get louder as the palm of his hand quickens its movements over my clit, in time with his thrusts. I know he's not far away. But he won't let go until another orgasm takes me. Fortunately, it arrives sooner than expected.

A scream dies in my throat as my whole body begins to shake, waves of heat sweeping over me beyond my control. I know I should have asked permission, but my master doesn't seem to care. Not when his grunts are getting louder too. If he wants, he can always punish me later. I would gladly accept his judgment.

In the mists of orgasm, I can't help but think of the flight attendants. Can the pilot hear me from his cabin? Does he want to join us? It would be worthy of the scenario of a bad porn movie, but why not…

This idea no longer matters. My master empties deep inside me, marking me with his possession. Slowly, he frees my wrists from his belt, before lifting me up to settle on his lap in a more comfortable position. We stay like this for a few moments, before a voice startles me, reminding me of where we are.

“Hmm. Excuse me, but we'll be landing soon. You need to put on your seat belts now.”

We exchange a mischievous smile when we hear the voice of the flight attendant, slightly higher than normal. Slowly, my master helps me up on my feet. Of course, he's not going to give me back my panties. So, I put on my skirt again, knowing full well that my master's seed will run down my thigh, giving me the most obscene of tattoos.


Chapter 3

A big smile on my face, I turn around, arms raised in victory. Short of breath, I watch Daniel join me near the gate of the beautiful house. He smiles too, apparently unhurt in his pride at having been beaten.

I lick my lips, admiring his bare chest, his bulging abs made even more appetizing now that they're covered in that thin film of sweat. How could I manage to attract such a sexy man? Arrived near me, he gently puts his hand on my waist, placing a kiss on my lips before smiling at me mischievously.

“You know I let you win just to look at your pretty ass, right?”

I let out a mocking sound before turning around, ready to enter our vacation home. But before I have time to perform this theatrical gesture, Daniel grabs me, throwing me on his shoulder and letting his hand fall on my buttocks in a loud slap.

I struggle, laughing, but his grip is too strong on me. So I let myself be tossed about, my eyes sliding over his body, and more particularly over his muscular ass. I want to bite into it, taste this delicious bit of him. The consequences would surely be terrible...

With a confident step, he leads us to our room, only letting me down once he has put me in the huge shower. I don't have time to catch my breath before my lover slips his hands under the little shorts I've worn to show off my ass and my long legs.

It doesn't take him long to undress me entirely, taking off his own clothes in stride. As his mouth crashes into mine in a passionate movement, his hand gropes to turn on the shower.

Immediately, the water starts flowing over our bodies, with the same delicacy as if we were under a waterfall. This atmosphere only adds to the sensuality of our gestures. Our hands greedily roam each other's bodies, never seeming to be sated.

Who would have thought that a running session could have been such foreplay? Along the way, we kept giving each other fiery looks, flirting heavily while thinking ourselves particularly subtle. I even believe that at one point, we almost gave up all reason to take a lustful break behind a bush.

I've never done this outside before. I wonder what it would be like, to feel all the chills my master usually brings me, as the cool air caresses my inflamed skin. For now, I have to settle for this bathroom. It’s alright. Whatever the place, when you have a lover as gifted as him.

His mouth slides down my neck, probably to leave new marks there. Then he goes down, grabbing my breasts between his lips, sucking on them like little mints, feasting on my sighs of satisfaction.

I hold my breath as he descends lower and lower, dropping to his knees in front of me. It's not really a position that my dominant is used to taking. But I'm not going to complain about it. Not when his hot breath caresses my pussy. I'm soaked, and not just from the shower. If he had wanted to, he could have already penetrated me without any difficulty.

I gasp in surprise as he grips my leg tightly, swinging it over his shoulder so that it lands there. I feel myself melt as his eyes look into mine, intently. I have only one desire, to move my hips forward to force him to start. But it's not for me to choose. He may be on his knees in front of me, he remains the dominant in this relationship. And for nothing in the world would I want it to be otherwise.

He decides to make me languish a little more, his lips brushing against me without ever landing. My body is covered with goosebumps despite the hot water running over our inflamed skin. He chuckles softly as I can't hold back a frustrated groan. He likes to drive me crazy, and does it perfectly.

Finally, he decides to end this painful wait, starting by putting his lips on my uncovered button. It's good, but light. Way too light for the level of excitement I'm in right now.

He repeats this movement several times, never going further than too light kisses. It's all about control with him. And the more I try to fight him and let him know I'm unhappy, the more he will make things harder for me.

So, I decide to let go for now, and accept that I have no control whatsoever. I have to take what he gives me and be grateful. Finally, he starts sucking my clitoris, sending electric shocks all over my body.

Without my being able to control myself, I start to move my hips, trying as best I can to straddle him. His response is immediate. His fingers grip my hips, immobilizing them with authority. I shiver, and bite my lip in an attempt to coax him. He’s surely not fooled, but doesn’t punish me, resuming his movements on my soaked pussy.

His movements are faster, tearing me moans that I stifle in my hand. I feel a familiar warmth rising within me. He must feel it because immediately, he slows his movements, causing me to moan in frustration.

For unbearable minutes, he does nothing but make me languish, innocently kissing my thighs, sometimes coming up on my belly, making me hope he'll stop along the way where it interests me the most. I hold back my frustrated moans, for fear that he makes this go on even longer.

A sigh of relief escapes my throat when, again, he takes my clit between his lips. This time he's not holding back, using all of his techniques to get me off the ground. I barely have time to ask him permission when I already feel myself leaving, my hands digging into his hair to keep myself from collapsing.

My breathing is erratic under the influence of this flash orgasm. But before I can catch my breath, my master is already on his feet, his hands reaching under my thighs to lift me effortlessly.

A scream dies in my throat as he slams me hard against the shower. I just came, and yet, I’m already ready to go, turned on by the authoritarian gestures of my dominant. His mouth traps mine, pinning me passionately against the wall behind me.

My legs wrap around him, pressing his member closer to me. I begin to slowly move my hips, bringing both of us a friction that makes us groan.

He doesn't let me play for long. Without ever letting go of my lips, he pushes his cock into my soaked pussy, my moans muffled by his tongue playing with mine. Without the slightest patience, he engulfs himself entirely in me, only stopping once completely at the bottom, my intimacy throbbing in an attempt to get used to this new presence.

He doesn't move immediately, seeming to enjoy the warm environment I'm giving him, keeping himself busy by giving me the sexiest of kisses. I could stay like this for hours, just hugging, disappearing into him as he disappears into me.

But his program isn't unpleasant either, as he begins to move his hips lasciviously, his tip rubbing every inch of my inner walls. My fingers close forcefully on his shoulders as his cock pulls out of me and back in again with frustrating slowness.

It's all just a game for him. He never gives me what I want right away. No, he prefers to make me languish. Playing with my nerves until I come apart in front of him, every part of me tearing apart until he decides to put each of these pieces back together into a perfect whole, totally subject to his discipline, ready to welcome all the pleasure he can give.

I bite my lip, trying to catch my breath as his thrusts intensify, throwing me with each new thrust against the shower wall. I know that these assaults will leave marks on my back, so much my skin is found pushed against the cold tiles.

I don't think I'll be the only one with marks. My nails dig harder and harder into my lover's shoulders, until I feel his skin crack under them. His hands are no slouch, squeezing my hips so hard to pound me I think it's going to bruise me.

But I don't care. Because with each coming and going, his body rubs on my clit, bringing me this friction so necessary for my orgasm. I'm almost crying now, these feelings are so intense. My voice interrupted by my moans and my gasps of pleasure, I slide my mouth against his ear to beg him.

“Please Master, I want to cum.”

“Go on, little girl. Show me how you cum on my cock. You like it huh, when I fuck you like a little slut?”

My response is interrupted by my screams as he proves to me that he can go even harder, his cock forcefully thrusting deep inside me. My head resting on his shoulder, I no longer control anything. Out of my mouth comes a litany of meaningless words, interspersed with moans that sound more animal than human.

One last blow, and I feel my body convulse in my lover's arms, electric tingles running through my nerves. It does not take more to come in turn, emptying deep inside me.

We stay like that for a few moments, our lips meeting again. The kiss is calmer now. More tender. Like a gentle way to come back down to earth after this intense climb to heaven. Then, slowly, he pulls away from me and puts me back on the floor.

We finish washing up, before returning to the room. I put on my bathing suit before pulling my hair into a high, tight ponytail. Then I sit at the dressing table by the window, pulling out my best lipstick to apply it. Sure, we'll just get by the pool, I don't really need it.

But a woman must always be ready, especially with such an impulsive dominant. If he decides he craves my mouth around his cock, I'd hate not to have that makeup on me, to smear it all over his member in the most obscene way.

I take my time, and laze looking at the bed, remembering what we did there when we arrived yesterday. After a week of absence, the intense session of the plane was not enough to satiate him. He barely let me admire the house lent by his friend before he lifted me up to bring me to the bedroom and throw me on the bed.

He spared me nothing. His hands vigorously slapping my ass. His fingers visiting every part of me as my mouth worked around him to get him hard. Every time I thought we were done for the night, my lover proved me wrong, always finding a way to rekindle the flame in him and me.

I lick my lips, knowing full well that the rest of this weekend will be as orgasmic as these first twenty-four hours…


Chapter 4

I bite my lip as my dominant’s fingers continue to work inside me. How long did he let me swim before joining me and pressing me against the edge of this luxurious pool? Five minutes? Who would believe seeing him that this man has the libido of a teenager touching a girl for the first time?

My pussy contracts around him, my moans growing louder. I think he's going to make me cum again. I frown, trying to calculate how many orgasms he already gave me be since we left. I lost count. Is it possible to have too much pleasure?

These futile thoughts stop short as he removes his fingers from my privacy with a quick gesture, before grabbing the bottom of my bikini, frantically pulling on the thin fabric of the garment. Without the slightest difficulty, he rips it apart, letting it float in the water around us as he turns me firmly.

My elbows rest on the edge of the pool, my hands seeking to sink into the natural stone for some support, as his cock enters me in a powerful thrust. I remain silent for a few moments, my mouth wide open at this impulse.

I squeal as he is already pounding me. A quickie is all he cares about. And it suits me perfectly. My body is on fire, responding perfectly to his. But as I feel an orgasm approaching, my whole body freezes. An unknown voice is heard.

“I'll charge you for cleaning the pool.”

“Charge the whole house.”

My master responds to the newcomer, an amused tone in his voice. His interlocutor laughs, before approaching a little closer to us. I keep my eyes fixed on my hands, feeling my cheeks redder than ever. Daniel, on the other hand, doesn't seem to care about our unsuitable position, even occasionally continuing to move his hips lazily.

It’s only when the man comes to our level, sitting next to me, that my master withdraws. I finally dare to look at the man who lets us use this heavenly place. We knew he was coming. But too busy with our lustful activities, we forgot. Or at least, I forgot.

Maybe it was all planned in my master's head. It's not the first time he likes to expose me like this. I bite the inside of my cheek as I watch the man. If he intends to share me with him, I will see no objection.

The man he’s somewhere between 35 and 45, maybe. Unlike my dominant, his hair is still perfectly black. His jaw is square, and his thin lips give me ideas that make me blush.

A smile forms on his face as our eyes meet. Then, his gaze slides over my body, staring a little more intently at my breasts and the marks of possession that my master has posed there. I knew these would be visible. Even though I'm blushing, I don't feel the need to hide my body, even appreciating that such a good-looking man takes so much interest in watching me.

“I'm sorry I interrupted you. Maybe I can help you have a little fun?”

My mouth opens in a perfect O. I didn't expect the man to be so straightforward. Of course, I had already imagined myself doing things with him. I know my dominant. But I thought we were going to get to know each other first, and that it wouldn't be until after dinner, and a good dose of flirting, that we'd get down to business.

My dominant's hand rests on my back, making me sigh quietly. With my eyes, I follow the man to a chest placed against the wall. A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as he pulls two pairs of handcuffs and a long chain out of the trunk. He really wastes no time.

I turn to my master, looking a little uncertain. He gives me a reassuring smile, gently stroking my lower back. I know I am under no obligation. And yet, in the pit of my stomach, I feel a now very familiar feeling. That of excitement, tinged with a slight worry. That of having pain. That of not being able to bear the things they’ll push me through.

But I know my master. He would never put me in a dangerous situation. And I have to admit, being tied up is one of my favorite things about these lewd games. I bite my lip, suddenly excited by the images that assail me.

My master must sense my change in attitude, for the kiss that follows is passionate, rekindling the flame of desire within me. After all, I was about to cum before we were interrupted. Grabbing my hand, Daniel leads me to the pool steps.

I blush violently as the water descends to my waist, suddenly reminding me that I’m out of panties. Modestly, I put my hand in front of my sex, snatching mocking laughter from the two men. I know it's ridiculous to hide like this, considering what they're about to do to me.

I take a deep breath as Daniel then guides me to the pole supporting the roof bringing shade to the patio. The other man approaches with his equipment. I can't help but tense up in front of the presence so close of this stranger.

The last time my dominant shared me, I had time to chat with the men before. Here, it all feels so rushed, worthy of a bad porn movie script. And yet, that only excites me all the more, although I'm a little tense. My dominant feels it and tries to lighten the mood.

“By the way, this is Joe, he is the one who so kindly lends us this house.”

I can't suppress a slight laugh. What funny ways we have here. Exchange our names only after we pull out a pair of handcuffs. I don't know if it's a common practice in BDSM, but it amuses me greatly.

A satisfied smile on his face, Daniel kisses me with a little more intensity, one of his hands wrapping around my body to bring me final comfort before the start of our session.

The other man approaches in turn, his hand resting first quietly in the hollow of my waist, as if to give me time to get used to his presence. I part my lips slightly, inviting him to kiss me back.

The man does not need to be asked twice, grabbing my mouth in a gentle but firm gesture. He doesn't need his accessories to tell me he's a dominant. Everything about him exudes an aura, an authority, that cannot be disputed. Discreetly, I inhale his perfume. It's not as intoxicating as my master's, but the hints of amber in his cologne are enough to electrify me.

Seeing me relaxed, the two men grab the handcuffs and chains that go with it. Before starting, my master reminds that I have a safe word, and that both will stop the moment I say it. I smile. I know all of that, but hearing him repeat it again is something I particularly appreciate.

My breath quickens as I watch Joe wrap a chain around the pole, before gently grabbing my wrists. One after another, he puts them in handcuffs. Here I am, stuck against this pillar, unable to move. At my feet, my master does the same, closing the leather restraints around my ankles, attaching them to a longer chain, to allow me more positions. Up to them to decide which.

For the moment, I remain standing, almost shaking with impatience. The men say nothing, content to admire what they have at their disposal. My almost naked body. Joe notices it.

“I find her overdressed. Can I?”

Immediately, my master gives him permission with a nod. I feel a slight shiver inside me. I love when it happens like this. At no time is my opinion asked. That's for my dominant to decide, and no one else. The touch of humiliation I feel is just enough to turn me on in the weirdest way.

In an almost theatrical gesture, Joe pulls on the ribbons closing the top of my swimsuit, getting rid of the piece of fabric in no time. A crooked smile stretches his mouth as he admires my generous breasts and my pointed nipples.

Slowly, he brings his thumb to my mouth, moistening it slightly before lowering it to play with one of my tips. I react immediately, a sigh of satisfaction escaping from me.

Suddenly, he twists the tip of my breast, harder than my dominant is used to. The latter does not react, his arms nonchalantly crossed on his chest. My breathing quickens as the man resumes softer caresses. Then, without warning, he pinches again, making my legs shake.

I try to regain control over my breathing as Joe seems to appreciate my reactions. He turns to my dominant.

“She can handle pain. I've had submissives screaming for less.”

“Me too.”

I blush with mixed embarrassment and pride. It's a little humiliating to be compared like this. But I win. I do better than some of my master's ex-lovers. I who was worried about being so inexperienced, here again, he proves to me that this is not what matters most to him.

“How about we check that out.”

My eyes widen as I hear the sound of a belt being undone. I can't believe this is really happening to me. Not ten minutes ago, I was about to reach orgasm, lost in the arms of my lover. And now I find myself tied to a pillar, ready to receive punishment from a man whom I only know the name.

And yet, I remain silent. But not out of fear. No, I must admit, the idea of being punished by another dominant intrigues me. Will his technique be different from that of my master? Will I feel the same excitement, or will it be much harder to bear? A gasp of surprise escapes me as a first blow lands on my ass.

“You’re going to count for me, Doll. If you forget, we'll have to start over.”

I'm shivering. And without delay, I announce the number one. My voice trembles a little. Yet I know we are just getting started. Who knows how many blows he will give me like this? A squeal escapes me as successive blows crash against my skin.

“Two three.”

I barely have time to pronounce these words than three knocks greet my answer. Teeth clenched, I quickly declaim the numbers, trying to control my breathing. I raise my head, staring at the water in front of me. To be punished with such a sea view is a real luxury.

“Bend over and spread your legs.”

I swallow, following his command. I know, thus positioned, it’s not only my reddened ass that he sees, but all my intimacy. A snap of the tongue echoes behind me.

“Looks like you really like it, huh Doll?”

I lower my head, my cheeks sore with redness. This is the first time that I have been punished like this in front of a spectator. The first time anyone other than my dominant realizes how much I love these depraved games.

I shiver as the man approaches. Slowly, he slides the leather strap along my pussy, giving me a feeling of mingled excitement and fear. Suddenly, a scream pierces the air as his belt crashes in a wet noise on my most private parts.

I can hardly find my breath, so surprised was I by this unusual blow. My master never hit me like that in this place. Tears well up in my eyes. I still manage to stutter a seven.

A satisfied murmur greets my word, causing a strange pride in me. I don't think he expected me to obey so quickly. Maybe he was already imagining himself back to zero, having fun watching me whine and beg for his mercy.

I look up. My master is near me. My smile turns to an expression of surprise as he brings a plug to my mouth, forcing me to take it without question. Oh, not that I need answers. I know very well what will happen tonight. They are two. I have everything it takes to welcome them at the same time.

I feel my pussy contract at this thought, the images of last week already coming back to me in mind. Behind me, the beatings on my ass resume. I try to keep counting, despite the small silicone object still present between my lips.

Men make fun of my difficulties. A few tears escape my eyes as even stronger blows fall on my ass. However, I don’t say my safe word. No, I love what he's doing to me too much to stop him. It’s my master who puts an end to this game, knowing my own limits better than I do.

However, he doesn’t let me rest, placing his hand firmly on my buttocks on fire. Without delicacy, he spreads them and slides the plug soaked in my saliva inside me. I grit my teeth at this intrusion. Usually, he prepares me better than that, and adds a good layer of lube on the object.

But tonight, it looks like he's not going to take any precautions with me. Perhaps it is the fact of being thus surrounded by another dominant that pushes him to behave this way. Whatever his reason, I decide to accept it, taking a deep breath as the widest part of the object finally passes my jagged outline. That's it. It’s in me.

I can't hold back a moan as his hand moves down to play with my other entrance. His fingers plunge into me, moving back and forth fast enough for a soaking sound to echo around us. I bite my lip, feeling humiliated to have my excitement revealed to the world.

The other man approaches, suddenly making me nervous. I still have a hard time getting used to his foreign presence. Yet, the man is more than attractive. Shoulder-length hair frames his face, showcasing his deep black gaze. And his hands... They're so huge he could make me disappear entirely. I take a deep breath as his fingers land on my cheek in an incredibly soft gesture.

“Do you want me to help you relax, Doll?”

I look up at him, puzzled, before nodding, too curious to find out what this man has in mind. I let out a small sigh of surprise when the man waves a silk ribbon in front of my face. He wants to deprive me of my sight.

I swallow as the silk blindfold slides over my eyes. I could have stopped him. Say my safe word. But again, curiosity took over. There will always be time to stop them afterwards, if things really aren't going well.

I remain tense as two pairs of hands begin to run over my naked body. But little by little, I let myself go, suddenly understanding the interest of this object on my eyes. Thus deprived of one of my senses, everything becomes more intense. The slightest caress, the slightest breath, becomes an experience on its own, making me shiver and moan.

I don't even try to figure out who's who anymore, just surrendering to the primal sensations of my body. Fingers grab my breasts, tracing unknown patterns on my soft skin, before grabbing my already stretched tips.

I almost groan as they see themselves twisted, pinched, pulled. I can't even tell if I feel pleasure or pain. My master played with my limits so much that now these feelings are mixed, intertwined in my mind. All I know is my body loves it. So much that I can feel my excitement already flowing down my thighs.

Hands land on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel down. The chains binding me slam on the ground, awakening a strange excitement in me. I don't know why, but being so attached pleases me particularly.

The idea of being totally submissive, of being forced to satisfy them because I can't run away, drives me crazy. It's just a game, I know it. The minute I want to, all I have to do is say red, and I'll be free. But for now, I'm discovering just how much the prisoner fantasy affects me. I'm hornier than ever, and I'm almost about to beg them to take me. I don’t care if that makes me a slut. I want to be filled, and fast.

I lick my lips, my mouth suddenly dry. This doesn’t escape my dominants. Without my asking, one of them brings a glass of orange juice to my lips. After this welcome break, the man replaces the glass with something much more licentious. His cock. His salty taste mixes with the tangy taste of fruit juice.

With my hands tied to the pillar, I can’t choose my position, and must rely on the goodwill of the man. He runs his hand through my hair, helping me keep my balance.

As his member visits my mouth, I groan in surprise. Between my legs, the other man decided to have fun in turn. But not with his cock. No. I don't have the slightest doubt. The hard object that begins to insinuate itself into me is a dildo.

I try not to clench my jaw as the toy sinks endlessly. I feel like I've never had anything so big inside of me. Maybe it's being deprived from my sight that makes me feel it so intensely.

The man begins lazy back and forth, pulling the object out almost entirely before plunging it back deep inside me, making me feel every part of my intimacy. The movements are accelerating, and soon, I no longer know where to turn. Here I am, properly pounded on both sides of my body.

I'm just a toy, a doll to play with without worrying about how she feels. The idea only reinforces the warmth I feel in the pit of my stomach. Quickly, my intimacy begins to throb around the silicone object.

My breathing becomes increasingly difficult as the man's cock invites itself deep into my throat. But when a hand lands on my clit, rubbing it in one perfect motion, I can't hold back any longer, my cries greeted with satisfaction by our host.

“That's it, Doll. Show us how you cum like a little slut.”

It doesn't take much for me to let go completely, my lower abdomen contracting forcefully as waves of pleasure pour through my entire body. The men continue their movements for a few more moments, leaving me no respite.

Then my mouth is freed. The man did not cum, preferring to preserve himself a little longer. The toy in turn pulls away from me, as a hand slowly wipes away the tears that have welled up in my eyes from the harsh treatment.

I barely have time to recover from this orgasm that I’m turned around. I swallow as they lay me on my back. With these chains, my position is most uncomfortable. My legs are bent in such a way that I can't help but spread them, my pussy exposed to anyone who will watch.

I shiver as one of the men slips between my offered thighs. I think it's Joe, but can't be completely sure. A good submissive should surely be able to recognize her master, even with her eyes closed. But I must admit that this experience is so unexpected that I can not even think properly. It's ok. I have to learn to let go. That's why they blindfolded me, right?

I don't have time to think anymore. Because suddenly his cock lines up at my entrance. If the dildo already seemed imposing to me, it was nothing compared to the thickness that is insinuating itself into me. The feeling is so intense that my breathing hitches. For long seconds, I remain in apnea, only realizing it when the man starts talking.

“Breathe, Doll. You're gonna take it all like a good girl, right?”

I nod quickly, eliciting satisfied chuckles from the men. Inch by inch, he takes possession of my body. I have the feeling that he will never stop entering me.

Finally, his hips meet mine, and I can't suppress a sigh of relief that I'm sure makes them both smile. He gives me little time to get used to him before he withdraws and begins to move inside me.

Beneath my back, I feel my chains digging into my skin, sending shocks along my nerves with each thrust. The man puts his huge hands on my thighs, forcing me to open them a little wider.

I feel like I'm torn apart. I had never felt the power of a man so strongly. Surely, he could twist me over with a single move. My intimacy throbs against the man's cock at the thought. But soon, Daniel reminds me who really has power over me.

My mouth opens in a perfect O as his hand slides around my neck. At first, it’s only a light caress, a presence on my skin. Then he squeezes harder. It's not enough to choke me, but enough to slightly limit the air that enters me. Enough to show that he is in control.

My breathing hitches with both fear and excitement. With every move, these men have a choice. They can push me into the most perfect orgasm… Or destroy me. This feeling of being on edge. My master's mighty hand around me. Joe’s lower abdomen rubbing against my clit every time he burrows further from me... All this is becoming too much to bear.

In a stream of incoherent words, I manage to beg my master to let me cum. He doesn't answer me right away, sliding his free hand over one of my breasts to twist my nipple hard, making me howl like a rabid animal. I almost cry, begging him again and again.

The tears begin to flow as he finally gives me permission to come. My whole body begins to shake, surrendering to the spasms created by the most powerful orgasm I have ever experienced. It feels like it goes on for hours, as the man in me doesn't stop, continuing his powerful thrusts. I barely emerge when my dominant whispers in my ear.

“Let’s show Joe how well you take me in your little ass.”

Still weakened, I can no longer speak. But the movement I make with my head leaves no doubt about what I want. Maybe I've lost my mind for good. I already feel ripped in two with only one of these men in me, and now I want to add another? It's probably crazy. But my reason is muzzled by my libido.

The man withdraws from me, and slowly my two lovers release me from my shackles. However, I am not completely free of my movements. No, because one of them ties my wrists together with a much shorter chain.

I smile as I am picked up. I recognize the smell of my lover hugging me. In his arms, I relax, basking in his reassuring presence as he carries me to an unknown destination. My blindfold has not been removed, for my greatest pleasure.

We are not going very far. Slowly, he places me on the other man, lying on one of the deckchairs. My hands rest on his chest. Soon, I feel his member knock again at my soaked entrance.

Slowly, I let myself slide on this member so thick. My mouth is hanging open as I try to get used to this imposing presence again. The man is patient, letting me manage my own pace.

When at last he's all me, I decide to play around a bit, lasciviously moving my hips to bring both of us a delicious thrill. The man growls, visibly excited by my gestures. My dominant lets me do it too.

But before my moans get too loud again, he puts his hand on my back, stroking my spine until it comes between my ass. With an expert gesture, he removes the plug still stuck in me before copiously spraying the area with lubricant.

My hands tighten on the man's chest as my master gets into position. I groan in discomfort as he pushes his way inside me. I can barely breathe, I feel so torn.

The two men gently caress my back, my shoulders, my thighs, while whispering words of encouragement to me. Despite my few hisses of pain, my master only stops once fully inside me. I don't know what to think anymore. I feel like my brain has been totally disconnected.

Little by little, my body relaxes, leaving free access to the two dominants and their wildest impulses. I end up loving it myself. The grunts turning into moans, then high-pitched screams as a hand lands on my clit.

I didn't think I could cum again. And yet, when my host empties into me with an animal grunt, I lose my mind in turn, an orgasm manifesting itself without having announced itself.

I contract all the more around my dominant who can no longer hold back his own sounds of pleasure. After a last ditch effort to delay his orgasm, he too finally let go, emptying himself deep inside me the way I love him so much.

We all take time to emerge. I barely feel my master wrap his arms around me and carry me a little further. It is only when our two bodies find themselves submerged in the swimming pool that I finally come to myself, sighing with relief. My whole body is on fire, and the water brings me unparalleled comfort.

Slowly, my master removes the blindfold from my eyes. I welcome this gesture with a big smile on my lips, my gaze immersing in his. He kisses me tenderly, his body wrapping mine a little more in soft protection. So tight against him, time stops.


Chapter 5

I let out a sigh of satisfaction, my head resting on my dominant's shoulder. He smiles softly, caressing my face before pressing his lips tenderly to my hair. We are not very far from our neighborhood now.

Usually, at the end of our weekends, I leave his house to go to the one next door, to my parents’. But now my probation is over. Nothing forces me to. I suddenly realize that we haven't really talked about the aftermath.

During this month of testing, I knew the rules, the framework of our relationship was clear. Twenty-four hours together, letting him do whatever he wants with me. But now... I'm completely lost. Are we going to start a normal relationship, with dates and whatever goes with it? I have absolutely no experience. He was my first in everything.

I suddenly feel nervous in the face of the unknown, realizing how having a well-defined frame has helped me relax and enjoy these experiences.

As if sensing my sudden anxiety, Daniel grabs my chin, probing me before offering me a delicate kiss. It works, giving me the comfort I need to calm down for a moment. I give him a shy smile as our lips part.

“Come home with me. I want to keep you just for me a little longer.”

I nod. Every minute I can have in his company, I take it without asking myself the slightest question. My mouth opens slightly as I realize something. I've never been to his bedroom before.

Until now, we used his dungeon, or a guest room. Having access to his bedroom, to this place so intimate for him, was something I had to earn. It is now done. I blush, lustful thoughts already assailing me. I can't wait to try out his bed, and all the other surfaces available. In his bedroom, and in the rest of his house.

I shiver as his hand closes on my knee, and the look on his face suddenly turns serious. I tense, afraid he'll tell me that it’s over. I recover quickly. Why would he ask to come home with him, if it was to throw me away a few moments later?

“I’ve been thinking about something. I thought I’d tell you about it at dinner. I want you to come live with me.”

“People will talk in the neighborhood…”

I curse myself. He just said the words I wanted to hear, and I'm worried about our reputation? But after all, I grew up in this neighborhood. The age difference between us is significant. Not everyone will understand it. We will surely be judged. Him to chase after a girl who could almost be his daughter. Me, because this man is rich. It's such a cliche.

But that doesn't matter to me. He could become poor tomorrow, as long as he continues to be my dominant, that's enough for me. And apparently, he thinks the same.

“I don’t care. I want to have you near me all the time. Knowing that when I come home in the evening, you will be there, happy to see me and ready to welcome me. I will help you with your career. A smart girl like you… They will fight for you. And they will be right.”

I blush, touched by these words so meaningful. Daniel is not the type to shower people with compliments, and neither am I. So, in response, I press my lips against his, my shy kiss soon turning into a heated exchange. Yes, I'm sure of it. We’re made for each other. At his side, I’m ready to face whatever life throws my way.

I never imagined when I rang at his door a few weeks ago that I would live all these extreme experiences. But now I know. All my life, I'll be a submissive.

HIS submissive.
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“The rules are simple. As soon as you walk through the front door, you get naked and put on your collar. For the next twenty-four hours, you’re mine.”

My hot, charismatic neighbor haunts my dirtiest dreams. He may be older, but I've never wanted anyone but him. Only he will be able to twist my twenty-two-year-old body with pleasure. When he starts looking for a companion, I know this is my chance. I just didn't know he was looking for so much more.

He wants a SUBMISSIVE.

I may be inexperienced and nervous, but I don't run away. I'll let him do whatever he wants. He'll test my patience, forcing me to kneel beside him while he works. He'll punish me for coming uninvited and acting like the slut I am. I'm not ready for him to tie me up, but he knows me better than I know myself. Pain or ecstasy, he's going to give it all to me, filling my whole body with his toys... or him.

I’m ready for him to be my DOMINANT. Even if it means losing every bit of my innocence.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

Liked this story? Here are 17 of them in just one book! 
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

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

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

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

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

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

They’ll always beg for more.

◆◆◆

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

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

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

NEVER provoke a DOMINANT.

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

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

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

◆◆◆

The Begging Wife Series Bundle
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“On your knees. Beg me. Show your Master how bad you want it.”

I had a most ordinary life. A nice house, a loving and sexy husband. And yet, I was not satisfied. Always anxious. So when my husband told me he knew how to help me relax, I immediately said yes, ready to do anything to get rid of my nervousness.

Little did I know that his solution was BDSM.

He never told me he’s a DOMINANT. I should be worried about this unknown part of him. And yet, I'm more excited than ever. Week after week, he’s going to use me when he wants, where he wants. No part of my body will be off limits.

Leather collar or belt, whip or flogger, all means are good to make me his SUBMISSIVE. One after another, he’s going to push my limits. Tying me up naked in the middle of our living room. Exposing me to the lustful gaze of strangers… No taboo seems to resist him. Not even that of sharing me with a colleague, trapping me between their muscular bodies.

Pain, pleasure, and shame are going to mix in the most delicious way, pushing me from one extreme to another, until ecstasy.

Whatever he does to me... I will beg for more.

This bundle contains all the previously published short stories of The Begging Wife series







OEBPS/image_rsrc1DT.jpg
AGE GAP
FILTHY

SUBMISSIVE WOMEN
DOMINANT MEN
SHARED HOT WIVES ’
SEXY-PUNISHMENT

EMLLY-COLTER"





cover.jpeg
CA SHORT

TER






OEBPS/image_rsrc1DV.jpg
SERIES BUNDLE

A 3 BOOKS BDSM EROTICA COLLECTION

EMILY COLTER





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DS.jpg
AP BDSM EROTICA SHORT

U LL\ COLKER





OEBPS/image_rsrc1DU.jpg
NGE"GAP BIDISM @m@ﬁ@& SHORT

EMILY CULIER





