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> THE INNOCENT SUBMISSIVE SERIES <





TRAINING HER


Chapter 1

Come on Ashley, you can do it.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to control my emotions. I don't really know how I feel, sitting on the luxurious couch in Daniel's reception room. Nervousness, for sure. But also excitement to finally find myself face to face with the object of all my fantasies.

I must have been here for twenty minutes, exchanging banalities as a good neighbor with him. Every time his green eyes look into mine, my breath stops, and my stomach twists.

I can't help but imagine myself already in his bed, my body writhing in pleasure under his, his mouth whispering compliments in my ear between passionate kisses. I want this man. And I know he wants me too.

Since I've been there, he hasn't stopped letting his eyes run over my body, observing my breasts, my legs highlighted by a pair of heels and a skirt that is far too short. I put all my chances on my side, showing my assets. The last time he saw me, I was a clumsy high school girl. Now I'm a desirable twenty-two-year-old who knows what she wants: him.

Daniel, forty years old, successful businessman with a perfect body. With a devastating smile. With unfailing charisma. Every woman in the neighborhood dreams of him, me the first. I've fantasized about him for years. I don't think I even ever wanted anyone else. And today, I will do everything to turn this dream into reality.

I jump as his voice suddenly gets deeper.

“How about you tell me why you're really here? Don’t bullshit me, I've been in business for a long time. I know how to read people's reactions. And you... It's clear you want something.”

I take a deep breath. Come on, now is the time. I can’t chicken out now. I have to tell him. Unless... I could always pretend I want an internship with his company. After all, I’m studying business, it would make sense.

But I don't think that's the right solution. It's the only chance I'll ever have. It's up to me to seize it, even if it scares me. But what if he pushes me away? I would be humiliated forever. He chuckles softly, cutting off my thoughts.

“Well, did you lose your tongue?”

“I… I heard you’re looking for a companion.”

“That's right. Is that why you came to see me? Do you have someone to suggest me, a sexy aunt maybe?”

“No. Me.”

The man remains dumbfounded for a few moments, as if wondering if he really heard me correctly. Then he laughs softly, scratching his temple.

“You, become my companion? I'm not sure you realize what you're saying.”

“Of course I am! I'm young, but I know what I want. I'm smart and I know how to hold a conversation. Besides, I'm rather pretty, you said it so earlier.”

“Okay, but that's not all.”

“What else do you need? You and I get on well, you can’t deny it.”

“I have a very particular lifestyle, Ashley. I don't think you'll fit in.”

“What lifestyle? The beautiful house, the trips, the good restaurants? I think I could handle it. I know you work a lot, but it'll only make it more exciting when we are together.”

The man lets out a mocking sound before getting up. The atmosphere of the room changes completely. I can't help but shudder as he approaches me. Within moments, the expression on his face changed from that of Daniel, the affable neighbor I like to laugh with, to a completely different man. One that I don't recognize.

His expression is stern, dominating. His gait is both slow and confident as he takes the few steps between us. I swallow when his hand lands on my cheek, stroking it gently.

“Ashley. You really have no idea what's going on here, do you? The woman I need will have everything you just described. But I’m a man with certain needs. I really don't think you can be the one to fulfill them.”

“I'm sure I am. You could teach me.”

“It's not something you can learn. It’s something you need to have in you.”

“How do you know I don't have it, if we don't try?”

“Would you really be willing to try? To let me do absolutely whatever I want with you? To surrender fully to my authority, no matter what I ask of you?”

I swallow with difficulty. It sounds intense. I have never heard anything like it. And I'm not really sure I understand concretely what he wants to do with me. All I know is that those words, spoken in that deep, sexy voice, had their effect on my body.

I feel it, between my thighs, I’m getting wet. So, listening only to my animal instinct, I nod, my eyes boring into those of my interlocutor. I hold his gaze, not wanting him to notice the nervousness twisting my stomach. I want him to forget his doubts about me, to see only the strong and confident woman.

For a few moments, he says nothing, remaining perfectly stoic. Maybe he's looking for a way to get rid of me? I feel like this silence lasts for hours. Finally, his voice is heard.

“Alright Ashley. I'm ready to give you your chance. Every Saturday, you will come to me at 3 pm sharp. For 24 hours, you will be totally mine. I can do what I want with you and your body. In a month, I will make my decision. Is that clear?”

Thoughts race through my head. Thousands of questions assail me, but I don't want to take the risk of making him regret his choice. So, putting on my most serious air, I answer him confidently.

“Very clear. When do we begin?”

“Now.”


Chapter 2

A shiver runs through me as he takes my hand to guide me. I can already imagine him leading me to his bedroom, where he will make me love with passion. But no sooner are we in the middle of the living room than he stops and lets go of my hand.

Without saying a word, he begins to circle around me, observing me from every angle. Then he goes to sit in a velvet armchair a few feet from me. The wait drives me crazy, and I don't really understand what he expects of me. I fidget a little, embarrassed by the situation. But as I'm about to ask him what I should do, his voice cracks in the air.

“Take off your clothes.”

I remain speechless for long seconds, wondering if I really understood what he just asked me. He clicks his tongue, visibly annoyed that it takes me so long.

“Well, I'm waiting. I think I was clear.”

I mumble an excuse before unzipping my dress. Then, slowly, I drop the piece of fabric at my feet. My cheeks are flushed with shame as his eyes are locked on my bra, waiting impatiently for me to finally reveal what’s underneath.

I can't believe it's happening like this. How many times have I imagined finding myself naked in front of him? Hundreds? Thousands? Not once have I imagined such a scenario. I would have liked him to do this, undressing me slowly like a precious gift. But if he prefers to look at me from a distance while I offer him my most intimate parts... I don't really see what I can do about it.

His eyes stay fixed on my now naked breasts. He licks his lower lip in a sexy gesture, almost making me forget what I’m doing.

“I always knew you had great tits. Turn around now, and lower your thong slowly.”

I nod my head before doing so. I focus on my gestures to forget the improbable situation in which I find myself. If I were to think too much, no doubt I would run away, ashamed of having done this.

A shiver runs through me as I find myself naked, right in the middle of his living room bathed in light. It’s even more difficult to bear when he says nothing. I turn my back on him, I can’t see what expression he has on his face. All I know is that he's watching me. I perfectly feel his burning gaze on my curves. When he asks me to turn around, I dare not look up at him, just listening.

“This is how it's going to be. As soon as you walk through the front door, you undress. When you are here, you are forbidden to wear any clothes, except for the leather collar that I will provide you. When it’s around your neck, this collar is the mark of my possession on your body. From then on, you no longer call me Daniel. But Master, or Sir. Is that understood?”

I nod slowly, trying to take in what he's saying. Never have I heard anything like it. It all seems surreal to me. And yet, I know I am not dreaming. It's really happening.

I hold my breath as I feel him approach me. Slowly, he circles around me, watching me as if trying to memorize my every curve. He finally stops, a smirk tugging his lips as he notices my intimacy that I shaved completely for him.

Then he bends down, grabbing my panties between his fingers. A smirk forms on his lips when he realizes how soaked they are. I blush violently as he brings the piece of fabric to his nose, smelling it without the slightest embarrassment.

I look down, embarrassed to see him do that. Firmly, he grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him. I'm shivering. That's not really how I imagined his first touch on me.

“Ashley, if you can't take this, there's no point in us continuing. What I plan to do to you is much more taboo than that. Are you sure you want to keep going?”

Slowly, I nod my head. He’s right. I have to do better than this. He slips the piece of cloth into his pocket before resuming his observation, his eyes seeming to be particularly interested in my breasts and their taut tips.

“I'll be honest with you Ashley, I like what I see, and I intend to use your body in every way possible. I'm going to push you to your limits, to make you discover things  you didn't even suspect. But I am not a bully. If something goes wrong, you say red, and I will stop what I’m doing immediately. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, who?”

I shudder at his authoritative tone. We've barely started, and I'm already making mistakes. I stammer, nervously trying to catch myself.

“Yes, Master.”

He gives me a slight nod of approval. Then, he leaves me again and goes back to sit in his chair. We remain thus a long moment to look at each other, silent. Despite my nervousness, I do my best to stay perfectly still.

My whole body tenses up as I see him take out his phone. Without saying a word, he turns it towards me. He’s taking pictures, no doubt about it. I wonder how many other women he has photographed naked in the middle of his living room. It's none of my business, yet I can't help but ask.

“Do you... Do you have many candidates like me?”

“I don't think I allowed you to speak, Ashley.”

I look down, embarrassed that I dared to question him. I feel like I'm just making one mistake after another. At this rate, he won't even ask me back next week. I bite my lip nervously, waiting to see what he'll ask me next. It doesn't take long for his voice to echo around the room again.

“Touch yourself.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to register this new command. This is all so different from what I had imagined. I never thought he would want to watch me touch myself. It's such an intimate gesture, so personal. But I comply anyway.

Gently, I slide my hands up my neck, trying to be as sensual as possible. Without hurrying, I reach my breasts, starting to touch them, to pinch my sensitive tips. I let out a small sigh and close my eyes, letting my hands go further south, between my legs.

Slowly, I part my lower lips, shivering slightly as I feel the air caress my clit. Trying to forget the strange position I'm in, I begin to touch myself as if I were alone in my room, thinking about him. I can't believe he's really there, just a few feet away from me, reveling in my every move. I hope he's enjoying the show.

I let my hand go down a little more, playing with my entrance already beading with excitement. But before I can plunge my fingers inside, Daniel asks me to stop, standing up again to approach me.

I can't help but tense up as he looms over me. Gently, he grabs my hand, plunging my fingers into his mouth as he stares at me with his intense gaze. It’s without a doubt the most erotic gesture I have ever experienced. I feel myself melting at being treated like this.

But before I can fully relax, Daniel places his hand on my ass, ostentatiously sliding his fingers closer to my forbidden entrance. Soon, he doesn't hesitate anymore, spreading my buttocks for good and starting to turn his thumb around my ribbed hole. I swallow with difficulty, now completely tense from being in this position.

“Tell me, have you ever had anyone here?”

“No, Master.”

I bite my lip. The truth is… This is the first time I've been completely naked in front of a man. As for this part of my body... I never even thought of playing with it. Is it something that everyone does without me knowing?

I try not to show my embarrassment. He already sees me as a kid, as someone not up to being a worthy partner. If he knew I’m a virgin, he would probably throw me out the door without giving me time to get dressed. So I don't say anything, I grit my teeth. Fake it until you make it, right?

“It's perfect. Before the end of the day, this little hole will be mine.”

My eyes widen as his finger digs into me. I can't believe the first time a man puts a part of his body inside me, it's there. Despite the gasps of surprise I let out, Daniel doesn't seem to notice my embarrassment, continuing to move his thumb lightly back and forth.

“You know who gets fucked in the ass? Sluts and bad girls. And you, Ashley, you’re both. Showing up like this, uninvited, to spread your legs for a man older than you. I'll have to teach you discipline, it seems. Don’t move. I’m going to fetch what I need. »

Long minutes pass. Now that I'm alone, I feel more vulnerable than ever. How could it be otherwise, when I am naked, right in the middle of the living room of a man I have known forever, while this one has gone to seek God knows what to inflict on me a sexual game I know nothing about.

I should take my dress, get dressed and bugger off. If only out of pride. I am an adult. I shouldn't let myself be led like this. Yet, I'm not moving. Not out of fear. I suspect he wants to scare me, so that I leave as soon as possible and leave him alone in his quest for the perfect woman.

No, if I don't move, it's out of curiosity. I absolutely want to find out what he’s going to do to me. It doesn't matter if it's scary, or if it hurts. When he called me a slut, a bad girl, it triggered a funny reaction in me.

It turned me on to be treated in such a degrading way, without my understanding why. But it also created this funny desire in me. That of doing everything to make him change his mind. All I want now is for him to call me his good girl.

Daniel finally makes his way back into the room. In his hands, he holds a small conical object that I don't recognize right away, and what looks like a tube of liquid product. I blush violently when I understand what he intends to do with these objects.

My breathing quickens and I look away as he comes closer to me. Without even looking at me or giving me an explanation, he generously coats the object with lubricant. Then he brings it to my buttocks, one of his hands holding them apart. Immediately, I tense up. He clicks his tongue.

“You're going to have to relax, otherwise it will really hurt. You have to get used to having something there. Believe me, I’m bigger than that.”

I bite my lip and nod my head slowly. I saw him in a bath suit. I know what he has in his pants is way more impressive than that little butt plug. I take a deep breath as the object begins to creep into me.

Daniel wraps his free arm around my stomach, helping to hold me still. Instinctively, I put my hand over his, my fingers clinging to his skin like a buoy. Maybe I should have asked his permission first. If so, he says nothing, letting me dig my nails into his arm.

Miraculously, the small object completely sinks into me without much difficulty. For a few moments, we remain motionless. It reassures me to see that he is not a pure sadist. He has enough pity for me to have the leniency to let me get used to these treatments before imposing more on me.

However, his patience has limits. Without a word being exchanged, we head back to the sofa. He sits down while I remain standing, wanting to prove to him that I have understood that he is the one who must decide on my every move.

With measured gestures, he grabs my arm to tilt me on his knees. I find myself doubled over, ass in the air, facing him. Slowly, he begins to caress my ass, stopping occasionally to play with the plug.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of relief. Finally, I have his hands on my body. But this relief is short-lived. A cry of surprise escapes me as one of his hands forcefully smacks my bottom. I really hadn't expected that. The pain is throbbing as a second slap echoes through the room. He lets out a small approving sound while caressing my ass absently.

“I need you to understand your place. And for that, I need to punish you. I'm going to give you ten slaps like the ones you just received. You'll accept them without complaining, and when it's all over, you'll say thank you for taking the time for a slut like you.”

He gives me time neither to answer nor to protest. His hand is already crushing against my ass. I purse my lips. Nine blows left. I should be able to get out of this. I must. Now that we've come this far, there's no way I'm going home without losing my virginity to this man. Even if it means having to lose all of them.

The blows begin to rain down one after the other, at such a rate that I have trouble knowing how many are left. My breathing is getting faster and faster. My head is spinning from being suspended in the void like this. I feel faint, but my buttocks have become numb from this muscular treatment. Still, I hold on, managing not to moan or complain.

I sigh as Daniel gently massages my ass, congratulating me in a low voice for holding up so well. I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. Maybe there is hope. Maybe he will want to continue. Keep me all night. Allow me to come back next week. And maybe even more.

But if I want that to happen, I have to make sure I play the game right. Despite my erratic breathing and my awkward position, I manage to mumble the words he asked me earlier.

“Thank you Master.”


Chapter 3

Absentmindedly, I sway from one foot to another, waiting for Daniel to finally pay attention to me. We've been in his office for a few minutes now. He took me there without saying a word, without explaining to me what we are going to do.

It must surely be part of the game. Another way for him to show who is really in charge. I freeze as he pulls his eyes away from his screen, turning his chair in my direction.

“As you know, I'm a very busy man, and I didn't expect to have company today. So I'm going to need you to keep quiet while I finish what I have to do.”

He extends his hand to me, inviting me to approach him. He runs his fingers over the soft skin inside my thighs, making me shiver. I blush as he continues to climb higher and higher, until he reaches my intimate parts.

A smirk forms on his lips as his index finger slides between my lower lips, meeting my soaked pussy. I blush again as he continues to caress me, his gaze fixed on mine.

“You liked it, huh? Being touched like that. Being punished by your Master. My little slut. We'll see if you'll like what’s coming next too.”

His hands move up, tracing lines across my stomach until they reach my breasts. With the tip of his thumb, he plays with my nipples, making them immediately tense. He smiles, visibly pleased to see me so responsive to his touch.

He continues to play with them for a few moments, drawing small sighs of relief from me, before turning to open a drawer in his desk. My eyes widen as I see what's inside. If he keeps so many toys in his office, what will it be in his bedroom?

I chew my lip while I watch him, obviously deep in his thought about what to do next. My brows furrow as he finally pulls something out of the drawer. I don't really know what it is. Small clamps, connected by a metal chain.

But before I can question him, Daniel's hands land on me again. With his fingertips, he begins to play with my tips again, making sure they are taut. Then he hooks a first clip, making me moan, more of surprise than of pain. The feeling is strange, I have never experienced anything like it. It's like a pinch, a light bite.

He sets the other clamp on my opposite breast before stepping back, observing his handiwork. Then he starts rummaging around his office again. I'm taken aback when I see him pull out a kind of transparent plastic butterfly. It doesn't quite look like what an adult of his kind would use. But what do I know about it after all?

I shiver as he hands me the item, asking me to put it on. Obediently, I slide the straps down my legs until the object comes into contact with my privacy. Daniel looks at me with an expert eye, approaching to position the toy correctly.

He pulls back again, leaning his back on the back of his chair, making himself comfortable to watch me. I feel my cheeks blush but do not move, waiting for the rest of the events.

“Perfect. Now I have to work. And you, you have to learn your place.”

I frown and give him a questioning look, not quite sure exactly what position to stand in. Our eyes meet and with a gesture, he points me to the ground. I still don't understand what he expects of me. He sighs, shaking his head, visibly annoyed.

“At the foot of your master. That’s where you belong Ashley.”

I freeze for a moment, trying to process the words he just said to me. But his piercing gaze quickly makes me forget my doubts. Awkwardly, I lower myself onto my legs, approaching his chair.

I look up at him to get his approval. He smiles and strokes my hair briefly, visibly satisfied. A wave of heat fills my stomach. I don't know why, but I feel great pride in doing what he ordered me to do.

Minutes pass, and boredom arrives. Who knows for how long he’s going to work? I know that for men like him, work is the most important thing. Their greatest accomplishment, their greatest pride. But does that still hold true when they have a woman at their feet, naked and ready to fulfill their every desire?

It seems so. Daniel doesn't give me the slightest glance, nor the slightest caress, far too absorbed in his screen. Despite myself, I sigh lightly. More minutes pass, even more boring than the previous ones.

So, I decide to play with the limits a bit, just to see my master's reaction. Again, I let out a sigh, longer and louder than the first. Nothing is happening. I do it again, this time striking a more sensual pose, squeezing my arms together to press my breasts together and make them appear larger. I gasp in surprise as he grabs my hair tightly in his hands, forcing me to look at him.

“What do you think you're playing at, huh? You wanna play the brat? I told you I have work. If you are unable to remain patient, you can take your things and leave.”

I shiver, worry shining in my eyes. I thought the consequences would be another punishment, not that he threatens to kick me out. I stammer a sincere sorry Master before resuming a position that I want to be submissive. I feel his gaze on me for a few moments, before he focuses back on his work.

I don't know how much time passes like this. Hours, it seems. To keep myself busy, I try to invent patience games. Counting the number of planks on the wooden floor of his office. Observing everything that comes to mind, analyzing the smallest detail to gain a few precious seconds before falling back into boredom.

I dare not move an inch, too afraid that the slightest movement will provoke his anger. He made it clear to me. The slightest deviation, and it's over. Maybe that's what he hopes for, deep down. Even if he must appreciate seeing the naked body of a young woman totally offered to him, he must not really know what to do with me.

He told me, it was not me he had in mind when he thought of the ideal companion. Surely, he'll find a way to flunk me. So I have to do everything in my power to delay this moment, and finally make him see the obvious: I am the one he needs.

But he's really testing me. While I had almost forgotten the presence of this strange object between my thighs, Daniel finally shows me its real function. Suddenly, the butterfly begins to vibrate against my pussy.

I jump, before repositioning myself firmly in my position. The vibrations are gentle, just enough to wake up my clit, without pushing it to the limits of pleasure.

Discreetly, I slide my gaze towards Daniel. He's perfectly stoic, continuing to work, the click of his keyboard drowning out the sound of light vibrations between my legs. I lick my lip, staring at him.

God this man is handsome. Everything in him breathes the Alpha Male. He has nothing to do with those kids hitting on me in college. How could they interest me, when this man shows me what I could have?

I focus on his face, watching his every line. A few small wrinkles are beginning to appear at the corners of his eyes, just as a few white hairs dot his dark hair. That does not bother me. It makes him look even sexier.

My eyes drift to his hands. So long. So powerful. I shiver thinking that soon they will land on my body again. I imagine myself, lost between his broad shoulders, his arms around me to swallow me whole while his cock is inside me, pushing me ever further into pleasure.

I try to ignore the heat building in my stomach as he speeds up the vibrations slightly. I must not forget my place. I have to stay still. Then he will be proud of me.

My whole body freezes as suddenly the doorbell rings. Was he expecting someone? Is this a business meeting? Or another woman who heard the same rumor as me, ready to throw herself into his arms? Whoever that person is, I pray with all my heart that they do not venture into the house. What a shame it would be for me to be discovered in this position.

What if it was one of our neighbors? Everyone knows each other in the neighborhood. What would they say, if they found me naked and fitted with a sex toy, in the middle of the office of this man so respected in our community?

I breathe a sigh of relief as Daniel returns, a paper bag in his hand. He ordered food. I hadn't even noticed that I was hungry. How could I, given the strange situation I find myself in?

I'm shivering. I suddenly feel cold. Until now, my thoughts have been focused on standing still, obeying him wisely. I no longer thought about the situation. Now that I have to do this simple daily task, eating, I realize what is happening to me.

What I'm doing is licentious. How can I accept this? To be naked, totally submissive to a man almost twice my age, for what? To lose my virginity? To find the love of my life? Is that really what I want it to look like? A dominating man, ordering my every move?

My mind says no, but my stomach, the traitor, twists with desire. I don't know why, but those few hours spent with Daniel turned me on more than any fantasies I had about him.

I gather courage as he gently strokes my hair, creating an incredible feeling of intimacy. It's like we've been doing this forever. My cheeks flush with pleasure. This simple gesture is enough to make me accept everything.

I barely react when he hands me my plate. I should be offended, revolted that he wants to make me eat naked on the floor. But I say nothing, contenting myself with murmuring a soft Thank you Master.

He strokes my hair again before telling me to eat. Apparently, he is satisfied with my submission. As we eat in silence, he continues to navigate on his computer.

Suddenly, I jump, nearly spilling my dish on the floor. Daniel just drastically increased the vibrations of the butterfly, sending painful waves of electricity through me. Without looking at me, he clicks his tongue to call me to order. I know, I must not move. Not distract him.

I take a deep breath, concentrating on my food to try to forget the wave of heat filling my belly. The task is much more difficult than one might think. When he increases the intensity of the vibrations again, I can't help but jump, moaning pathetically.

“Ashley, if you stand this, there's no point in continuing. I need a real submissive.”

I stammer an apology, my hands clenching around my plate in a futile attempt to gain some control over the situation. I don't want to go home. Not now that he's introduced me to all this. I'm wetter than ever, and I'm dying to know what he could do to me when he really takes care of me. There is no way that I fail so close to the goal.

Tears start to flow as I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek. I had to put my dish on the floor, I'm sure I would have spilled all its contents otherwise. My fingernails dug into the skin of my knees, trying hard not to collapse.

I have to prove to him that I'm worth it. That if he teaches me, I will become the perfect woman to be his companion. His submissive, as he said, though I'm not quite sure what that means.

The situation becomes too much to bear, and soon I feel my clit throbbing, a sign of my near end. I panic, unsure of what I have the right to do. I raise pleading eyes to Daniel.

“Master, I’m gonna, I’m gonna!”

“Not yet, Little Girl. I'll tell you when you can cum.”

I give him a desperate look. How am I supposed to hold back? I don't think it's possible. It's not like I can control it, especially when the vibrations are so intense against my sensitive clit.

I can't even hold back my squeals of pleasure anymore, too overwhelmed by the situation. It seems like hours go by, trying to control the impossible. I look up at Daniel again, silently begging him. A slight smirk stretches his lips, but he says nothing.

Worse, he presses his remote again, revealing to me that there is yet another level of intensity on this toy. My whole stomach contracts, my shoulders curl up, and I cry for real, unable to hold back my emotions any longer.

As I'm about to fall to the ground, I make one last effort to straighten up and prove my good will to him. Even if I still can't stay stoic, I do my best to obey him. And it works, because finally his voice echoes in the room.

“It's okay, Baby Girl, you can come. You've earned it.”

It doesn't take much more than that to surrender to my body, letting the dams burst and the orgasm wash over me. I can't hold on anymore, falling to the floor and convulsing as my entire lower abdomen contracts at a crazy speed. I have never experienced an orgasm like this.

I certainly never imagined that the first time I would taste ecstasy thanks to a man would be in this way. And yet, I don't regret anything. Especially not when he leans towards me, gently caressing my face.

“That's good, Ashley. Remember to always ask my permission to cum in the future.”

“So we… We don't stop here then?”

“Stop? Oh, baby girl, we've only just begun.”


Chapter 4

Sitting quietly on the edge of the bed, I observe my new surroundings. This room is not his. I have not yet obtained permission to visit it. For now, I have to prove myself in this guest room. I wonder if his guests are aware of the use he makes of this room when they are not there. I can't help but smile at the thought, amused to know the decadent things we're going to do here.

I bite my lip when I see him come back, a rope in his hands. He told me, though, that he was going to tie me up. But now that I see the object in his hands, I can't help but feel a pang of nervousness. He pulls me to my feet before catching my jaw between his fingers.

“Breathe.”

I straighten up, suddenly realizing that I was holding my breath. Gently, he caresses my breasts freed from their clamps. He took them away from me in the office, telling me that was enough for the first time. That he would find other things to do with my chest. He didn't lie.

Slowly the rope wraps around my chest, trapping my breasts in a simple pattern to make them look bigger. Then he grabs my arms to pin them behind my back, finishing his collection of knots on my intertwined wrists.

He steps back, staring wordlessly at his work. I can't help but blush because of his intense gaze on my body. It's ridiculous. I've been naked in front of him for hours. But to be so entangled in ropes makes the thing very different. More erotic. More taboo. Until yesterday, I had no idea these things existed. Now, I just want to discover them.

I tense as his hands approach my ass. Slowly, he pulls out the plug he put in earlier. I hold my breath as he begins to dig a finger inside me, playing with my openness. He doesn't stop until he gets a good knuckle inside. I try to calm my breathing. I take a deep breath when he takes his hand away again, like I've just come out of the water after a long apnea.

But my rest is only short-lived. My breath hitches completely as he replaces his thumb with a bigger plug than the one he inserted earlier. I grit my teeth, trying to get used to the presence of this new object. It's probably not that big, especially compared to what must be in Daniel's pants.

And yet, I feel torn apart like never before. For a few moments, my master doesn’t move, letting me get used to this presence by caressing my butt absently. Then he pulls away from me to sit on the bed, grabbing my hand to pull me closer to him.

Standing between his open legs, I wait to see what he will do to me now. With this plug in me, it's hard for me to think. This is certainly not how I had imagined my first time. But despite the shame I feel, I wouldn't back down for anything in the world. Whatever he asks of me, I will do it.

With a firm gesture, he presses on my shoulders, making me kneel between his thighs. My face arrives at a strategic level. My eyes remain riveted on his crotch, and on the fabric that covers it. I am both fascinated and intimidated by this large bump. Timidly, I look up at Daniel. He looks at me questioningly, as if waiting for me to do something.

“Well? What are you waiting for to take it out?”

I swallow, looking down at his crotch again. So that's it. I'm finally going to see what it looks like in real life. Nervously, I tackle the buckle of his belt, having to try twice to undo it, my fingers are shaking so much. He seems amused by my reaction. Does he suspect that I have never done this?

If so, he says nothing, silently letting me meet his tense member. I bite my lower lip. I suspected he could be proud of what he had in his pants. But I had no idea it would be so long and so thick. I suddenly get scared. Is he really going to slip this between my legs? In my ass?!

But that's what I came for, after all. Of course, I didn't expect it to turn out like this. But it's too late to back down now. Even if it means losing all my virginities, as long as it happens with this attractive and experienced man.

I remain motionless for a few more moments, hypnotized by the movements of his hand along his length. I finally manage to get out of my trance, approaching my face to his manhood. I am surprised by the softness of his skin, amused to discover each relief, each vein, with the tip of my tongue.

After a few movements back and forth, Daniel seems to lose patience. Without violence, he slips his hand through my hair, encouraging me to approach my head to his tip. Forgetting about my nervousness, I open my mouth to slowly slide him inside. I try to put aside my shame and my fear of doing wrong, focusing only on the movement of my lips on his velvety skin.

To my surprise, I like it. I had always found the idea rather repulsive. Now I find it terribly exciting. Even if he is the dominant here, by these simple gestures, I’m the one who takes control of his pleasure. I can slow down, I can speed up. My tongue can wrap around his member to snatch one of those soft sighs that come out of his throat.

As for his taste... I could swear I have never tasted anything better. It is a mixture of salt and musk, the power of the ocean meeting the depth of the forest. I get drunk on it, concentrating as never before on my movements.

I hope with all my heart that I’m doing well. I would hate if he didn't like what I was doing to him. He surely had many women in his bed, all certainly more gifted than me. So I’m giving everything, hoping that the enthusiasm of my youth will fill my experience gaps.

I shiver as his fingers entwine a little more in my hair, pressing down on my head for me to take him deeper. I try not to panic as he lets his cock plunge deeper and deeper into me.

I widen my eyes. His cock doesn't seem to end, I can't help but cough as it plunges into my throat. Slowly, he tugs at my hair to pull me back, giving me some respite. This one is only short-lived, as he presses against my skull again, forcing me to take him even deeper than the last time.

Tears well up in my eyes as I fight not to choke. I never imagined it would be so difficult. A louder coughing fit makes my body convulse, forcing his cock out of me. With a sardonic mocking tone, he scoffs.

“Well, well, little girl, you can’t handle it? My companion will have to know how to do that, you know.”

I dare not look up at him, too intimidated. My chest heaves with my heavy breathing. Tears keep rolling down my cheeks. However, I do not feel sad, nor in danger. It is only a physical reflex when I only feel overwhelmed by the situation. He grabs my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“So, are you giving up?”

A glint of challenge crosses his eyes as he addresses these mocking remarks to me. He told me he would push me to my limits. It's up to me to prove to him that I'm capable of going further than he thought.

In the same gesture of challenge, I lick my lips and approach him again. A light laugh takes hold of him as he runs his fingers through my hair again, accompanying my movements.

Soon, he takes control again, making me take him further and further. But this time, I expect it. I know what that feels like. Little by little, I understand how to relax my throat to welcome him deep inside me.

His sighs are getting louder and louder, sometimes turning into soft primitive grunts. I can't believe I'm the one behind all this. I raise teary eyes in his direction, offering him a vision of what his future could be if he agrees to take me as his companion. I feel his cock getting bigger and bigger, throbbing in my mouth. Between two grunts, he gives me an order.

“I'm going to come in your little mouth. You better swallow everything until the last drop.”

A sound comes out of my throat, not very understandable but enough to prove to him that I understood. For a few more moments, he pounds my mouth, making me feel like he is going deep inside my body.

With a grunt, he releases everything into my mouth. I'm choking a little, but don't forget my mission. I hasten to swallow his seed, then lick my lips to collect the few drops that are there. Without him asking me, I start licking clean his cock, which is gradually returning to normal size. I don’t want to lose any trace of his pleasure. Obey his order to the end.

When I'm done, he grabs my chin in his hand so I look up at him. In one sensual motion, he captures my lips without deepening the kiss too much. Then, still a little out of breath, he says.

“Looks like you were born for this, little girl.”

I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. I probably shouldn't take any pride in being good at blowjobs. But all I care about now is proving to him that I'm worth it. That he was right to open the door to me today.

Breathless, I stare at him, eagerly waiting to see what he has in store for me. But as usual, he says nothing, preferring to keep his element of surprise. He caresses my cheek gently before getting up to go in search of something.

I swallow with difficulty seeing him return with a black dildo in his hands. The object is long and wide. I can't help wondering what he's going to do with it. Maybe I should have told him I'm a virgin. Maybe he would have been kinder to me. Maybe he would not have decided to use this terrifying object.

I gently shake my head, pushing those thoughts away. If I had told him, he would have slammed the door in my face. He made it clear to me: he wants a companion worthy of the name, capable of submitting and fulfilling the least of his fantasies. Not a frightened virgin to hold hands with. So, I grit my teeth, saying nothing when he's next to me again.

Slowly, he places his finger over my mouth, sensually tracing the contours. I keep my eyes on him, trying to hide my concern. Without a word, he brings the dildo to my face, leaving me little doubt about what he expects of me.

With a pressure on my chin, he makes me open my mouth and then slides the object inside me. It is not as long nor as thick as Daniel's cock. But its size is enough to make me cough when it sinks completely inside me.

I try to remain impassive, not to fight the feeling. This thing has nothing to do with my master's cock. It tastes like plastic and its texture is rough against my tongue. Yet I know it. I have no choice but to suck it if I want to satisfy my master.

“That’s it, lubricate it good. You made me come, and you'll have to wait to play with my cock again. So take good care of that dildo. Because I’m gonna fuck you with it.”

A shiver runs through me. He's not serious, is he? He wants to ram that into me before his own cock? Is this how I'm going to lose my virginity?

I take a deep breath, trying to relax despite the object in my mouth. I mustn't panic. I wanted what happened. I dreamed about it. While it's admittedly a little different from my imagination, it's not the end of the world either. He will come inside me later. We still have plenty of time to explore all of this. I need to relax and trust my master. He knows what's best for me.

I let out a long moan as the fingers of his free hand slide down my neck until they meet my chest, catching my taut tips between his fingers. For long minutes, he plays with them, pinching them, turning them, using a thousand and one ways to extract sighs and moans from me.

Between my thighs, I'm wetter than ever. Who would have thought that such a situation could turn me on in this way? I don't understand what is so exciting about being treated like this, like an object destined only to receive the expression of his darkest desires.

If I saw myself in a mirror, I'm sure I wouldn't recognize myself. How could I, kneeling in an older man's room, naked and bound, sucking an adult toy without restraint? The situation is surreal. Yet, I love it.

But as I finally begin to relax, Daniel decides he's played enough. He removes the object from my mouth and lifts me to throw me on the bed. My bound hands find themselves locked against the mattress, forcing me to arch my back.

I gasp in surprise as he grabs me by the ankles, tugging me roughly so my ass lines up with the edge of the bed. Without saying a word, I watch him kneel between my open thighs for him.

He doesn't take his eyes off me, his intense eyes looking into mine. I shiver as his attention shifts to my pussy. A satisfied sound escapes his chest as he watches me, visibly pleased with what he sees.

“So, ‘looks like you really liked it, huh, my little slut?”

I feel myself blushing violently. I never imagined that one day a man would talk to me like that. And yet, my whole body is on fire. I just want him to do it again. Because I have to face the facts. That’s what I am. A slut.

But only for him. For no other man could I open my thighs like this. It is as if he had bewitched me with his charisma and his imposing stature. Now I have only one desire: to taste the pleasure of the flesh, no matter how he decides to give it to me.

My whole body shakes as he absently runs his finger over my wet slit. Then, with his thumb, he begins to trace light circles on my clit, reminding me of the orgasm he gave me a few hours before with the butterfly toy.

I want more, much more. To tell him, I begin to undulate my hips slightly. His response is immediate. Firmly, his hand grabs my hip, pressing it against the mattress.

“I thought I made myself clear. I’m the one who decides. I wanted to take it easy with you, but I see it's not necessary.”

I freeze, suddenly worried. Will I be able to bear what he is going to do to me? Softness, that's what I needed for this first secret time. And now, because of my impatience and lustful cravings, I'm going to find myself having to put up with God knows what.

My eyes widen as he grabs the dildo again. So that's it, it's now. I'm going to lose my virginity with a vaguely realistic piece of silicone. Oh sure, Daniel's handling it, so I guess it's better than nothing. But I would have preferred it to be his cock deflowering me.

I try to calm my racing mind as he generously coats the object in lube. My breathing stops entirely when he approaches the object of my intimacy. It starts off slow, sliding the object along my lower lips. Even though I'm nervous, I can't help moaning when the object presses against my swollen clit.

But no matter how hard I try, I can't help but tense up more and more. And when he aligns the object with my entry, I snap.

“Red! Master! I am a virgin. I... I never did that.”

Slowly, Daniel sits up, a puzzled look on his face. I shiver as his eyes search me, as if trying to read me.

“What the… Is this a strategy to obtain my mercy?”

“No, I swear, Master. I am a virgin.”

“You want me to believe that a pretty girl like you has never had a boy to chase after her?”

“I had... But they were not you.”

Daniel remains silent, contenting himself with a sigh. For long moments, he watches me, seeming to think about the situation. Finally, he speaks.

“Listen, you have seen what I am, what I love. If it's too much for you, we stop everything, you go home and we will never talk about this. But if we do this, it’ll be my way. I won't be gentle, do you understand?”

“I've made it so far, right?”

Daniel responds with a smile, proudly patting my inner thigh. Yes, I want to continue, even if it is sometimes scary. I just needed him to know the truth. Now he can do whatever he wants with me, even push this dildo that worried me so much a few minutes ago. I am ready.

But his plan seems quite different. Kneeling again between my thighs, he observes my pussy with interest. With his fingertips, he caresses my entrance before murmuring.

“What a treat you brought me. A little virgin pussy is not something you come across every day. Especially with a submissive as enthusiastic as you.”

As I'm about to ask him if he's disappointed, he interrupts me in my tracks, tracing a long line across my slit with the tip of his tongue. I gasp at these new sensations. It wouldn't take long for him to make me cum like that, that's for sure. And the resulting ecstasy would no doubt be even more delicious than the one I tasted earlier.

For long minutes, he gets down to eating me, licking me sensually before grabbing my clit between his lips to suck it gently. I'm struggling to hold back my moans, and if it weren't for his hands holding my thighs apart, no doubt they would be smothering him right now.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of disappointment as his tongue leaves me. He laughs softly.

“You really thought it’d be so easy? Only good girls have the right to cum. And you? You lied to me.”

“I'm sorry Master. I promise it won't happen again.”

“I hope so. I'll let it pass this time, but if you lie to me again, expect severe punishment.”

I nod my head quickly, as much to show him I understand as out of greed. The prospect of being punished shouldn't turn me on like this. And yet that is exactly how I feel right now.

But I don't have time to think about this idea any longer. Quickly, Daniel overlooks me. I feel ridiculously small in front of him. I think that's it, the moment I've been waiting for has finally arrived.

Slowly, Daniel undoes his shirt, letting me see the muscular chest I've watched so often as he jogs around the neighborhood. Now totally stripped of his clothes, he settles between my thighs, his member taut again. He coats it in lube, then leans over me to capture my lips.

The kiss is passionate, powerful. If I hadn't had my hands trapped behind my back, I would have run them through his hair, down his neck, to cling to it so I wouldn't lose my footing. So absorbed by this delicious kiss, I barely realize what is happening between my thighs.

Slowly, he slides his cock along my lower lips, causing me to sigh contentedly. Then he stops playing, and presents his tip at my entrance. Too taken by the kiss, I do not have time to tense that he begins to sink into me, going where no one else had been until now.

I squeal against his lips, reacting to the sharp pain of being torn in two. He holds on, his hands holding my body while stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb to enrage me to hold on. It's only when he's finally fully inside me that he lets go of my lips, pulling back a bit to watch my reaction.

I'm short of breath, my eyes are struggling to focus on anything as my body tries to get used to this imposing presence in me. The pain subsides, giving way to that somewhat uncomfortable stretching sensation.

Slowly, Daniel grabs my jaw in his hands to force me to look at him. Without a word, he places a quick kiss on my lips, before sliding down my cheek, down my neck. Between my legs, he begins long movements back and forth, tearing me light breaths of pain.

But soon, these turn into sounds of pleasure. I feel overwhelmed by events, my body reacting in contradictory ways. I close my eyes, deciding to let go and stop trying to figure out what I'm feeling.

“You are so good, so tight. Your master is so proud that you saved yourself for him.”

A wave of warmth came over me, hearing him talk to me like that. I was afraid that he would not appreciate my inexperience, and yet, it seems that it has just become my major asset. Without his permission, I wrap my legs around his hips. He lets out a string of curses as he sinks deeper into me.

I let out a long moan when his thumb slips between our bodies, coming to press hard on my clit. My whole body is shaking, I feel more stimulated than ever, the memory of his mouth between my thighs still livid. My head tilted back, I suddenly remember what to do in this situation.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“Yes, that's it, Come. Milk my cock with your tiny pussy.”

I let out a long moan and all of a sudden my body tenses up, white crackling flashing before my eyes. This orgasm is even stronger than the first, sending me into orbit. But barely the first waves of ecstasy dissipated, Daniel withdraws from me without having finished. I question him silently, my gaze going from his face to his taut, soaking cock.

“You forgot what I said? I still have a place to explore.”

I shiver, suddenly remembering the plug inside me. How could I forget its presence? After a few quick kisses on my mouth, Daniel places his arm under me, turning me onto my stomach. Then he makes me bend my legs. My arms remain attached.

Slowly, he removes the object from between my buttocks, keeping them apart to observe the work he has created. Thus positioned, I feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever. A shiver runs through me as I feel him behind me, his tense member caressing the line between my buttocks.

One of his hands presses the top of my shoulders to hold me against the mattress, while the other guides his cock between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip as his tip begins to work its way into me.

Failing to be able to push my fingers into the sheets to help me withstand this imposing invasion, it is my mouth that comes to bite the fabric under me. My breathing is erratic. Tears start to flow down my cheeks. Still, I hold on. I managed to take him everywhere else before that. I can get by here too.

Halfway through, he pauses, gently patting my ass, as if letting me know he's proud of me. This soothes me, and subconsciously, I push my hips back slightly, causing him to sink a little deeper. My action is greeted with a light laugh.

“You really are a little slut. Just for me, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master. Just for you. I’m your little slut.”

“That's right baby girl. You are totally mine now. Even if you don't become my companion, you will never be able to forget. You will never find another man to measure up to me. I will ruin you for other men.”

I stammer incomprehensible yes Master as his cock finishes sinking completely into me. I'm proud of myself for holding on. Now I want to cum again, and for him to come with me this time.

Daniel begins to slide back and forth in me, continuing to open me in two. I moan softly, enjoying more than I could have imagined being taken in my so taboo place.

I gasp in surprise as he straightens me up, one arm crossing my body to hold me down. Then his other hand grabs the black dildo still near us. Without wasting a moment, he pushes it into my soaked pussy.

I hiss in pain, the area still tender from its first time. But soon, I forget everything. The pain, the shame… All of this is secondary to the purely primal sensations that I feel. I am full as ever. I can't think of breathing anymore. There are only my filled holes and his hand caressing my breast in the most erotic way.

He pounds me now, as much with his cock as with the dildo. My moans echo throughout the room. I think the whole neighborhood could hear me, but I don't care. How could it be otherwise, when my orgasm is so close to arriving?

When his thumb rests on my clit again, I don't need more to completely lose my footing. In a cry, I beg him to let me cum. I'm not even sure I managed to actually pronounce the words, but it seems that's enough for him to understand me. And gives me the long-awaited permission.

My whole body convulses in an orgasm that seems to last for hours. Tears stream down my cheeks, taking the last traces of my mascara with them. I barely react as his arm lets go of me and my body falls onto the mattress.

With both hands, he grabs my hips, pounding me with comparable force. I am nothing more than a disjointed doll, moaning weakly under this violent treatment which makes me feel alive. When he finally empties into me, a huge smile lights up my face.

I think I succeed my first day of testing.


Chapter 5

I breathe a sigh of relief as I close the door of my childhood bedroom behind me. I thought I would never make the short distance between Daniel’s house and mine. I don't really know why I'm surprised. Considering what he's done to me in the past twenty-four hours, I should even be grateful to be able to walk. Thank God I didn't meet anyone. I would have been covered in shame if I had.

Despite the soreness that takes hold of my body, I would not erase the memories of this experience for anything in the world. This morning, I woke up with his hand between my thighs, already soaked. As if I hadn't had enough during the day, my dreams were filled with images, each more erotic than the other.

He spared me no more this morning than yesterday. After all, he told me so. When I’m in his house, I belong to him for twenty-four hours. So he made me earn my breakfast, having me eat his cock before I was allowed to taste his pancakes.

And even once seated in the kitchen, he gave me no rest, making me sit on the table. With a firm motion, he spread my thighs apart, dripping maple syrup down my clit, licking me until I screamed in pleasure.

In the shower, he once again slipped his cock into my pussy, still sore from the day before, while playing with his thumb on my ribbed hole. The rest of the day went like this, between relaxation and pure lust.

I must say that I was surprised by his thoughtfulness. When he was not treating me like a slut, taking my body in every way, he showed an unsuspected gentleness. Apparently, that's the way things should be done.

If the sessions between a submissive and a dominant can be intense, the care that comes after is just as important. So he took the time to run me a bath, or wrap me in a soft blanket, letting me watch a movie on his giant screen while bringing me a tea.

And I must admit that I still feel like I’m on cloud nine. I never would have thought one day of indulging in such extreme things. Even less the day I lose my virginity. But I wouldn't change that experience for anything in the world. Now I’ve only one thought in mind.

Be next Saturday.


PUNISHING HER


Chapter 1

I tremble with impatience as I push open the front door. I thought this day would never come. A week isn't that long. And yet, it feels like months have passed since I left this place. The house of Daniel, forty years old, my neighbor whom I have always fantasized about.

Last week, finally, those fantasies came true. When I heard he was looking for a companion, I rushed to his house to prove to him that, despite my young age, I was the one for him. I had then no idea what he was really looking for.

I didn't even know this concept of submissive and dominant. But now that he has made me discover it, that he has inflicted on my body things that I did not even suspect, I have only one desire: that he teaches me more.

That's why I'm here today. To continue my initiation. Who knows, maybe soon I'll be his companion for real. Nothing is done, though. A month is the time he gives himself to study my abilities. At the slightest failure, I’ll have to say goodbye to this idea of becoming his.

So I have to do everything to please him. It starts with playing by his rules. As soon as the front door closes behind me, I begin to undress. Even this sexy little set of lingerie has to go. That's how he wants me when I'm at his house. Completely naked and exposed to his gaze.

However, I know he’s not there yet. He sent me a message to tell me to come in, that he'll be there as soon as his meeting is over. It's so strange to be alone here. Even more once I take off my panties, the last barrier hiding my modesty.

Carefully, I fold my clothes and lay them on the bench in the hallway. My master will surely be happy that I’m so neat. My heart skips a beat when I notice the object already there. He told me about it, but I hadn't seen it yet. He probably bought it just for me.

I blush with pride at the idea. My master is already getting me gifts. If for most people, this leather collar would be a revolting sight, for me, it marks my belonging to this incredible man. Even if for the moment, it’s only temporary.

Fingers trembling with excitement, I close it around my neck before looking at myself in the small mirror in the hallway. My cheeks flush with pleasure as I slide my fingers over the leather. Then, with a perky step, I head towards the reception room, where it all started last week.

As I settle on the sofa, I see myself standing in the middle of the room again, exposing my naked body. Feeling the thrill of an experienced man's fingers on my skin for the first time.

I blush again, remembering what he did to me, shoving a plug between my ass before even giving me a first kiss. It was all so unrealistic, so decadent, that I still wonder if it really happened.

I look at my phone again, sighing when I see that time hasn't much changed since I've arrived. I have only one desire, one haste, that my master finally arrives. A hope takes hold of me as my phone finally lets out a short beep, sign of a message.

It’s Daniel, but to my great despair, he does not tell me that he is coming home. His appointment is taking longer than expected, and it will take him at least another hour before he arrives.

And that's all. He doesn't give me any further instructions on what to do. I huff as I put my phone down on the coffee table in front of me. I'm starting to get a little cold, and boredom is the worst feeling for someone as impatient as me.

I try to invent patience games for myself, picking up my phone from time to time to consult social medias. But there’s nothing to do, time doesn’t pass. I get up and wander around the room. First, to observe the photos and paintings on the walls. Then, I push my exploration a little further.

One after another, I open the doors that are in my way, discovering what they hide. I still haven't seen his bedroom. Yet, I would like more than anything to visit his lair. Breathe in his scent to occupy myself a little and fill in his very present absence. I was only intimate with him for twenty-four hours last week. Despite this, I'm already addicted.

I put on a victorious smile, convinced that I finally found the right door. But as it opens, what I find behind is nothing like what I expected.

Eyes wide in surprise, I forget all reason and enter the room.


Chapter 2

I come out of my stupor and close the door behind me, trying with this banal gesture to forget the shock I just received. In this room, nothing is banal. Not even the bed in one corner of the room is special. At the four corners of it, straps are ready to enclose the members of the submissive who will lie there. Me, maybe.

I can already feel my excitement rising as my eyes don't know where to rest in the room. It seems filled with everything that a dominant might need to impose his law on his submissive.

I shiver at the thought. All week, I kept researching BDSM. With each new piece of information, each new video, I wondered what it would feel like to be in this situation, my master showing me all these things for real.

I wonder what Daniel has in mind for our session this weekend. Is he planning to hang me on this huge cross leaning against the wall? I look at the object with a mixture of anxiety and curiosity. How vulnerable one must feel to be trapped in this, all four limbs torn apart, body totally exposed and at the mercy of their master.

Of course, he told me nothing of his plans. We haven't even exchanged a word this week. Not that I didn’t want to. How many times have I wanted to grab my phone and send him a daring message, maybe even a picture of me in lingerie?

But I didn't, too scared he'd cancel our meeting today. It's not like we have a relationship. Just because he dominated me once last weekend doesn't mean I can claim anything. Not yet. A month. Four weekends. If I manage to convince him at each of our encounters, then maybe he will let me be his companion.

I let my fingers run over the objects around me. I bite my lip, feeling my excitement flow down my thighs. Images from last week come to mind. Daniel, taking all my virginities, getting his fingers and his cock into every part of my body. No matter the shame felt, I loved receiving it between my ass. I just want him to do it again.

I head for the shelf filled with toys of all kinds. My eyes don't know where to rest, there are so many of them. Dildos of all colors and shapes. Some are realistic, others are monstrous. I'm so tight, they would tear me apart without a doubt.

My cheeks flush as I see a pair of nipple clamps, one of the first things he used on me. I can't help but take them. Closing my eyes, I grab my breast, imagining Daniel's fingers closing around my already taut point. Oh sure, his hands are much bigger and much firmer than mine, but right now I can't do anything but imagine him near me.

He tugs on my nipples roughly, making me gasp, pushing me on that fine line between pleasure and pain. A cry of surprise escapes me as a first clamp closes in on me, its little fangs tougher than I had imagined. My breathing quickens as it's my second breast's turn to be imprisoned with the same force.

I keep my eyes closed, imagining my dominant’s breath caressing my mouth, my neck. His hands glide over my body, weaving their way over the soft skin inside my thighs before moving up onto my drenched pussy.

Then he grabs a riding crop and lets it fall on the soft parts of my legs. I jump at this contact. I know it, his blows would be much stronger. But I have no experience in this, and I'm too afraid of hurting myself. I put the object down, deciding to leave it for my master's use.

I'm more excited than ever. Maybe it's having spent the week thinking about him, or knowing that soon he'll be there to do all these things to me. One thing is certain, it is that I will explode if I don’t come quickly.

After all, he didn't forbid me to come here, nor to touch me. I saved myself for him all week, wanting to make our meeting special. Now I'm here, and I'm dying to start these games. After all... If he doesn't find out, it doesn't hurt anyone, does it?

With red cheeks, I grab a dildo. The famous vibrating rabbit. Licking my lips, I slide to the floor, closing my eyes again to imagine that Daniel is putting me there. Without the slightest hesitation, I slide the object between my legs, rubbing it against my clit, against my lower lips, before starting to plunge it inside me.

I hold back a small hiss. I know it is neither as thick nor as long as my master's member. Still, I can't help but feel torn as the vibrator sinks inside me.

I let a few moments pass before turning it on, immediately arching my back to the delicious sensations. The object seems everywhere at once, and my breasts trapped in their metal clamps only add to the pleasure I feel. I let out my moan as the vibrations increase on my clit. I bite my lip, imagining my lover bustling between my thighs, his cock pushing me ever closer to the precipice.

But as I feel that recognizable wave of heat growing in the pit of my stomach, a loud metallic sound snaps me out of my fantasy. Cold sweats start running down my back. I know that sound. It's the one of his garage opening.

Hastily, I remove the object from my privacy to replace it on the shelf. I don't even have time to clean it, I can just hope he doesn't see anything. I hurriedly remove the clips and place them casually on the shelf before exiting the room.

Short of breath, I settle on the sofa in the reception room, doing everything to regain normal breathing. It is imperative that the red on my cheeks dissipate. Hopefully, he'll think it's the shame of being naked again and offered to him that's causing these colors, and not the pleasure I secretly gave myself in his dungeon moments before.

I curse myself for having given way to my lowest desires. But when Daniel finally walks into the room, I forget about all that. My heart skips a beat seeing him. Even though it's Saturday, he's wearing one of his suits that fit him so well. It's tailored, no doubt, showcasing his broad shoulders and the perfect V of his hips. I can't help but discreetly lick my lips, imagining them slipping between my legs to pick up where my fantasy left off.

A slight smile parts his lips when his eyes fall on me. He seems satisfied to see me naked and in position to wait for him. What a joy it must be for a man to come home to find a young woman of twenty-two willing to submit to his every desire.

I will never understand why girls my age prefer to run after the students who populate my college. Why settle for kids when they could have an experienced man to guide them and introduce them to the ultimate ecstasy?

I shiver as he approaches me with his confident gait. I feel my whole body ignite when, once near me, he gently caresses my cheek. Then, his hand moves down my neck, absently playing with the ring on my leather collar. He seems pleased to see the object around my neck, if I’m to believe the smile on his lips.

My eyes locked with his, I try to keep my composure, praying he doesn't notice the stain my excitement is creating on his beautiful couch. He lowers himself towards me, his lips capturing mine in a firm gesture. I feel myself melting as his tongue meets mine, drawing it into a sensual dance.

I could drop down on the floor right away, open his pants to suck him off, or lay down and spread my legs for him to settle in. I no longer need orders, no longer need to be convinced. I am his, full and whole. All I want now is for him to take me and make me cum until I can't take it anymore.

I sigh against his lips as his hands settle on my breasts, massaging them slowly before playing with their tips. Then, one of them drops lower, sliding over my soaking wet pussy. A satisfied growl escapes his throat before he breaks our kiss.

“Already soaked, huh, little girl? You've been waiting for this all week, right?”

I nod greedily, ready to throw myself into his arms and press my body against his. But I don't. I know, it's up to him to take control now. I moan as two of his fingers plunge into me, immediately bringing me back to what I was doing not ten minutes ago, lying on the floor of his dungeon.

Even if they are not as big as the dildo, they bring me much more sensations. Without a doubt because he’s the one doing these movements. I'm entranced by his presence, his smell driving me absolutely crazy. I don't know if it's his cologne or his natural scent. But I would like to drown in it, to smell nothing else for the rest of my life.

This smell is both intoxicating, exciting, but also reassuring. I know, when he is near me, nothing bad can happen to me. Even if he decides to punish me, even if he hurts me, I know that I am safe with him.

“So tell me, have you behaved in my absence?”

I don’t answer immediately, my mind clouded by the movements of his fingers in my pussy. I'm not sure visiting his dungeon and using his toys without his permission is really something that can be called behaving. But I don't want to know what he will do to me if I ever confess what I have done. And then, he has no way of knowing. So I just nod my head.

“Ashley, is this how you should address your master?”

“Excuse me, Master. Yes, behave.”

I gasp as his thumb begins to press against my tense clit, sending small electric shocks throughout my body. I won't last long if he continues like this. His eyes bore into mine, making me melt.

“And this week, have you been good too? Did you go chasing after boys from your college?”

“No, Master.”

His expression remains stoic. Slowly, he removes his fingers from me, wiping them unceremoniously on his pants. I blush a little, both embarrassed and excited to know that my excitement is now on him. But soon, I tense. Daniel walks away from me, looking grim.

“Follow me.”

A ball of nervousness rises in the pit of my stomach as we head to his office. I try to reassure myself. How could he know what I did? No, he doesn't know anything, that's for sure. I have to stay calm, otherwise I'll end up spilling the beans.

Without looking at me, he turns on his tablet, launching a video. When I finally realize what I see on the screen, my blood freezes. On the images of a surveillance camera, I can very clearly recognize myself. Watch me use his toys. Hear me moaning unrestrainedly, lying on the floor like a slut in heat. I feel myself dying of shame as Daniel's piercing gaze lands on me.

“So, that's what you call behaving, huh?”

I start trying to explain myself, stammering incomprehensible words. With authority, he raises his hand to cut me off.

“I didn't allow you to speak. You lied to me, Ashley. I cannot tolerate this. I hope you have a good explanation.”

“I... I'm sorry, Master. I was bored and turned on at the idea of seeing you. I just wanted to pretend you were here with me, teaching me new things.”

“Hmm. See, Ashley, I would like to believe you. But if you lied about that, you could very well have lied to me about the other boys. Especially since it's not the first time you’re lying to me. You waited until the last moment to tell me you were a virgin last week. I'm not sure I can tolerate this kind of behavior in my submissive. Maybe we should stop now. You're probably not the one for me.”

“No, please, Master! I'm sorry. You’re the only one, I promise. I never wanted anyone else. Please give me a chance to make it up to you.”

I'm almost sobbing now, desperate. It can't stop now. Not because of some stupid dildo. I look at him pleadingly as a few tears start to slide down my cheeks. With the tip of his thumb, he caresses my cheeks, before sighing.

“Very well. I'm ready to give you one last chance. But know that I won’t be delicate with you. If I don't punish you properly, you'll never learn. Are you ready for this?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

“Do you remember your safe words? Yellow to slow down, red to stop?”

I nod, relieved to get his clemency. No matter what he wants to do to me, it will never be as bad as having to go home and never have sex with him again. And that, I couldn't stand.

I take a deep breath to calm myself. I know it… The rest of the weekend is going to be long.


Chapter 3

“Until you learn to behave properly when I'm not around, I'm going to have to be strict with you.”

I shiver as I watch him rummage through his drawer. Who knows what he'll get out of it? There are still so many things I don't know. I swallow hard when finally something comes out. A leash.

With a click of his tongue, he makes me kneel next to him. I obediently obey, trying to hide my nervousness as he attaches the leash to my collar. Then he gets up, tugging on the piece of leather for me to follow.

My cheeks are red with shame. I never thought I would one day walk on all fours behind a man, completely naked. Surely there is nothing more humiliating.

And yet, I let myself do. Not just because I hope that in the end, he will take care of me until I climax. No, it goes further than that. I can't explain it, but I love being treated in such a humiliating way. Having to be docile, obeying to every will of this man so sexy and charismatic. I don't think there are many things I would deny him if he asked me to.

I swallow again, realizing where he is taking me. His dungeon. He ushers me in, leading me to the middle of the room. There, he lets go of my leash, ordering me not to move. Then he walks without a word to his toy’s shelf.

He clicks his tongue in disapproval, methodically repositioning the nipple clamps I threw there in a hurry. Then he grabs the dildo I used earlier.

“I'm really disappointed, Ashley. I had planned to show you this place myself. To present you all the objects I have. But you had to do as you please.”

“I’m sorry, Master.”

He clicks his tongue again, making me realize it won't be enough. The dildo still in his hands, he comes back to me, squatting to me at my level. Still on all fours, I look up at him.

“When you take a toy, you have to wash it afterwards. Fix that.”

I furrow my eyebrows slightly in confusion. Does he want me to get up and go clean it in the bathroom? I freeze as his hand comes to rest on my face, his thumb pressing against my chin for me to open my mouth.

It doesn't take much for me to understand what he expects of me. With his other hand, he approaches the object of my mouth, and I have no choice but to let it sink into me. My eyes widen. I'm shocked, but I'm not struggling.

My gaze fixed on my master, I put all my heart into licking the object, forgetting my shame to feel my own taste on my lips. I must satisfy him, by all the means in my possession. Show him I'm the good girl he wants me to be.

For long moments, he continues to push the object into me, putting as much care in his movements as if it were his own cock. I choke a little as the object comes dangerously close to the back of my throat. If I had enjoyed doing this to him the other day, sucking on a vibrator really isn't the same thing. But I was a bad girl. I have to accept my punishment, even if I don't like it.

Then, without warning, he takes the object away from me to rummage again in his shelf. My blood freezes as I see him grab the riding crop. Last week, he punished me by hitting me, but it was only his hands, and he wasn't as angry as he is today. Who knows what awaits me with this object?

“I saw you used it earlier. But you were going too gently. This is how it should be done.”

My whole body jumps forward as two sharp slaps crash into the soft skin of my ass. The pain is much more acute than when I tested it earlier. Without him asking me, I get back into position, anxiously awaiting the next blow. New blows fall, this time on the back of my thighs, snatching me a high-pitched cry.

I try to calm my breathing, bracing myself for the hits to come. It doesn't matter if it hurts, I have to hold on. But nothing comes. Slowly he slides the piece of leather down my slit, making me shiver. He chuckles softly.

“You're soaked, little girl. I don't think that kind of punishment is the solution, if you like it that much.”

I bite my lip. He is right. Even though it hurts, I must admit that these blows awaken a dark pleasure in me. I watch him come back to me, worried. In his hands, he holds a strange object. A mixture of leather and metal buckles that he approaches my ass.

I stand still, not daring to turn around to look at what he is doing. I know it, I must be absolutely docile. A shiver runs through me as his hand hugs my lower lips, coating itself in my excitement before getting higher.

I tense as his finger brushes my secret entry. Slowly, he pushes a knuckle inside me. I bite my lip, trying to relax. I forgot the sensations of him visiting this taboo place. I'm so tight, I can't believe he got his dick in there last week. I hope I will have the right to a demonstration again.

But it's not for now. Meticulously, he harnesses me in this object, like strange panties. It’s only when I hear the click of a lock being closed that I understand what is happening to me. I think I'm locked in some sort of chastity belt. I who thought that these objects only existed in books on the Middle Ages, it seems that I was wrong.

“Once again, Ashley, you behaved like a slut. I have to do everything to make sure you won't try to touch yourself as soon as my back is turned.”

My breathing quickens. How long is he going to leave me in there? One hour? Two? All night long? No, that cannot be. He too must have dreamed of this moment all week. He too must want to bury himself in me. Unless...

I'm sure I'm not the only one who heard the rumor that he was looking for a companion. Maybe he goes on dates, testing different submissives. The one before me may have behaved better, satisfying him to the point that he doesn't crave me, not feeling the need to empty himself into me.

I would like to ask him, but I know that I am in no position to claim anything. So I just obey him when he grabs my leash again and leads me to the kitchen.

There, he lifts me up to sit on his marble island. I blush at my strange position. I'm naked, covered only with this chastity belt, while he is still fully dressed, taking out food out of his fridge. How can he remain so in control, behaving as if nothing is happening?

I can't wait to see what happens to me next. Right now, all my focus is on staying still. Above all, do not distract him, do not do something that could displease him.

But this good resolution is quickly defeated as a startle takes me, my hand sending a jar of sauce flying before I manage to catch in extremis. He clicks his tongue in disapproval before giving me a sly smile.

“Oh yeah. I forgot to tell you. There is a small vibrator embedded in the belt. You remember the rule, right? You can’t come without my permission.”

Livid, I nod my head. With everything that's happened since the moment I walked into his house, I'm already overstimulated. And I know he's not going to let me cum that easily. I bite my lip, bracing myself for a painful retribution.

Without a word, he resumes cooking, pretending to ignore the small vibrations emanating from between my legs. My fingers curl around the edge of the counter, desperately trying to find some support. The vibrations are not very intense, but enough to make me shake.

Every time I moan, he grabs his controller. Sometimes he increases the vibrations, adding to my stimulation. Others, he turns the toy off completely, and I have to restrain myself with all my might from expressing my disappointment and displeasure. I don't know which of these extremes is the hardest to bear. All I know is that I want to cum, and he won't let me.

It seems to me that this game lasts for hours. When dinner is finally ready, he takes me down from the counter to bring me to the table. I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief. So sitting on the kitchen counter, I felt like I was on stage, exposed, even if it was only to his gaze. Now the table offers me some semblance of protection.

“I want to see your hands at all times. I know you, Ashley. I know you can't hold yourself.”

I blush to be treated like a disobedient child. But how to prove him wrong, when, barely arrived in his house, I threw myself on his toys to try to find a deliverance?

He serves me food, and the meal begins. Neither of us says anything. I keep my eyes down, wanting to show my submission. Nervously, I wait for the vibrations to resume between my thighs. I don't really know what I want anymore. When the toy is on, I'll give anything to stop it, knowing I'm not going to cum. But when it's off, I miss it terribly.

I can't help but fidget in my chair, feeling Daniel's burning gaze on me. I think it excites him, seeing me struggle with my emotions like this. In the middle of the meal, he gets up, approaching me without saying a word. I tense, trying to prepare myself for the new thing he wants to impose on me.

Eagerly, he lifts me from my chair, pressing down firmly on my back until I find myself bent over on the dining table. I gasp in surprise as I feel him undo the chastity belt. That's it, I'm finally going to be rid of it.

I shiver as I feel the cool air caressing my drenched parts. For what feels like hours, he does nothing, no doubt watching the shameful spectacle I offer him. My soaked pussy, throbbing with desire. There is nothing to say. I really am a slut.

A shiver of excitement runs through me as I hear the buckle of his belt come undone. It is certainly the sound that I prefer, carrying the craziest promises. Without wasting a moment, he approaches me, patting his cock lightly against my swollen clit before lining up at my entrance.

I gasp in surprise as he thrusts into me forcefully. I grit my teeth, feeling split open. The dildo really wasn't as thick as he is, and the fact that he doesn’t take his time to let me get used to his presence only adds to that feeling.

My breathing gets harder as his hips finally meet mine. He's now into me to the hilt, his hand still pressing down on my upper back to hold me in place.

“Damn, you’re so tight.”

I can't help blushing with pleasure and pride when I hear that. Knowing that he loves being inside me like that boosts my ego and gives me hope. Quickly, he begins his thrusts, tearing me sighs of pleasure and pain mixed. I forgot how imposing his presence can be.

A moan dies in my throat as his thrusts grow stronger. With each push, my body finds itself thrown forward, my hips sinking into the edge of the table. I have no doubt about it, his assaults will leave marks on my skin for a few days.

The idea only makes me more soaked. I bite my lip as his hand slips between my legs, his fingers capturing my clit to apply strong pressure. My body reacts instantly, and I feel the heat making my lower abdomen throb.

My eyes close as I surrender to pleasure. But before it's too late, I remember what I have to do. In a pleading voice, I implore my master.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“No.”

Immediately, his hand withdraws, squeezing a pathetic moan from me. He grabs my hip to hold me still and starts pounding me. It does not take more than a few thrusts to empty himself inside me, taking away all my hopes of orgasm.

He barely takes a few moments before pulling away. Then, without a word, he closes that cursed chastity belt around me before resuming his place at the table, leaving me more frustrated than ever.


Chapter 4

One after the other, I open my eyes. It takes me a few moments to realize where I am. Then, the events of the day before come back to me. Daniel's indifference, the chastity belt, my frustration.

After dinner we watched a movie, me at his feet. I tried to focus on the screen, but every time his hand came to caress my hair absentmindedly, I lost interest in the actors, remaining at bay, hoping that my master would finally push his caresses further away. But he didn't.

My hopes were no more fulfilled when we left for the bedroom. I had to crawl after him, of course. He doesn't look like he's about to give up that leash. He didn't take me to his room, making it clear to me. As long as I have not proven myself, I have no right to discover this facet of his intimacy.

Once settled in the bed, he tied each of my hands with long straps. I thought a new punishment was about to begin, with a reward at the end of it. Again, my hopes were dashed. No sooner had he harnessed me than he lay down next to me, turning his back to me to fall asleep almost immediately.

As for me, it took me a while to fall asleep. Not that the position was particularly painful. It's not the most comfortable way to sleep, but at least I still had some freedom of movement.

No, what kept me awake was knowing that my probation was far from over. I know it, my time is running out. Twenty-four hours is the time I have to satisfy him. Now I only have a few left. I have to do everything to make them count. And it starts now.

Looking down, I find what woke me up. Daniel is there, towering over me, his lips capturing my right nipple. An amused glint crosses his gaze as our eyes meet. He is very proud to have awakened me from my sleep in this way. He decides to push his game now that I'm fully aware.

His teeth begin to close over my tense tip, causing me to squeal. It hurts a little, and yet I already feel my excitement rising. What better way to start the day than to get my master's attention?

His mouth slides over my opposite breast, as his fingers grip the hollow of my waist firmly. It seems tighter, thus imprisoned in his imposing hands. One move, and he could break me in two. A shiver runs through me at the thought of such power, and I can't help but arch my back to go in search of more sensations.

A sulky pout crosses my face as his mouth releases my skin with a loud pop. He gets up, rummaging through a nightstand. It seems that he has toys hidden in every corner of his house.

I freeze when I see him come back with a strange object. It's like a stick, but at the end, there is a wheel topped with spades. I fidget a little, suddenly worried. This object is impressive. I'm sure he can hurt me with that.

My stomach contracts as Daniel approaches me again. I can't help but pull back, suddenly nervous about having this on my skin. The man puts his hand on my thigh, stroking it gently to reassure me.

I relax a bit, licking my lips as his hand moves higher and higher. Slowly, he places the object on the thin skin inside my legs. I'm shivering. It's not as unpleasant as I thought it would be. It tingles, a bit like a slightly pushed tickle.

Seeing me relax, he pushes a little harder, making me hiss in pain. He doesn’t stop, continuing his course on my skin, making it blush with each of his passages. I bite my lip as the object sinks into my breasts, slowly approaching my nipples.

I close my eyes and push my head back, letting myself go. Everything contradicts itself in my head, I can no longer think about what I feel. All I know is that a part of me likes it. The excitement building up against the chastity belt still on me only confirms that.

He finally drops the object and leans over me, his thumb resting on my lip. Slowly, I let my tongue out to caress his skin in a gesture that I want sexy. He smiles, plunging his finger deeper into my mouth. I set to work, wanting to prove my enthusiasm. I pout when he pulls his hand away.

“What a bad host I am. You must be hungry.”

My mouth drops open in surprise, making his eyes sparkle in amusement. A wave of heat rises in me. I can't believe he could say such decadent things to me. And yet it excites me.

With measured movements, he repositions me on the bed, my hands still bound by the restraints that have kept them tied all night. He places pillows behind my shoulders, positioning my head at the perfect angle for him.

In this position, I have no real freedom of movement. He’s the one who will control the situation. I know he's not going to be kind to me. And that excites me like never before.

I lick my lips as he pulls his pants down, exposing his already taut member. My cheeks flush a little, betraying the pride I feel in being the one creating such excitement in him. Even though I misbehaved, wasn't the perfect submissive he wanted me to be, he still wants me.

I shiver as he straddles me, his cock only inches from my face. His fingers dig into my hair, holding my head in place. Then, finally, he lines up with my lips, slowly thrusting his member inside me.

I focus on my breathing. It's the only thing I can control right now. And I must absolutely remain calm in the face of this invasion. He’s so thick, so long, I'm sure I could choke eating him like that.

I cough as he doesn't stop, letting his manhood sink deep inside me without any preparation. I close my eyes as he is now fully in. But his deep voice quickly calls me to order.

“Eyes on me.”

I comply, even if it is difficult to do so. Slowly, he withdraws, bringing me some relief. But soon he is back. He seems to take pleasure in behaving like this, taking the slowest speed possible to make this delicious punishment last.

Because I must admit, I like his taste. I never could have believed that it’s possible to enjoy this. And yet, that's exactly what happens to me. But that, I am careful not to tell him. If he finds out that I like to suck him, he will probably stop doing it, just to punish me a little more.

A few tears start to well up in the corner of my eyes as he quickens his movements, continuing to go deep inside me. His fingers close more firmly in my hair, holding me tighter than ever.

I am nothing more than an object, a receptacle of his desires. And I love this. Even more so when he can't stop a few grunts from coming out of his lips. I know he's not far away. So I start moving my tongue rhythmically, trying to give him even more sensations.

With a sharp jerk, he pulls away from me, grabbing his cock in his hand to let his seed splatter my breasts, my face. I remain motionless for a few moments, surprised. I had already prepared myself to swallow every drop of his seed, I did not expect him to drop everything on my body.

I lick my lips, catching with the tip of my tongue the few drops of his cum that fell there. This makes him smile and encourages him to put his thumb in my mouth again. I suck it as greedily as his cock moments before.

“What a dirty girl. I think it's time to wash you up.”

With delicacy, he undoes the shackles keeping me in bed before reaching out to help me up. Obediently, I follow him to the bathroom. For a few moments, I observe the place, admiring the luxury of the decor.

I only come back to reality when his hands land on my hips, caressing them absentmindedly before finally unzipping my chastity belt. I let out a small sigh of relief when I hear the lock click. With a quick gesture, he throws the object into a corner of the room. I think I'm finally rid of it for good.

I look down. I am now completely naked in front of him. He lets his gaze trail over my body, apparently enjoying the view I'm giving him. Then he also gets rid of his last layers of clothes, offering his body to my eager eyes.

I can't stop biting my lip looking at him. He's built like a god, his abs bulging without overdoing it, his muscular arms with enough strength to lift me up, his broad shoulders I dream of digging my fingernails into as he makes me scream in pleasure.

I blush as our eyes meet, embarrassed to be caught in my watching. His hand slips into the small of my back and he pushes me to enter the impressive shower that sits in the room. I let out a soft sigh as the water begins to run over my already burning skin.

This warm feeling only increases as he lays his hands on me, drawing abstract shapes on my lower belly before sliding them between my legs, encompassing my intimacy. He clicks his tongue in a mocking sound.

“You really like to suck me, huh, my little slut? You’re soaked.”

My cheeks burn so much they are red. How could I deny these humiliating words when my body offers proof that they are true? He continues to play with his fingers on my lower lips, making me grow small moans of pleasure.

It lasts a few moments. Then he loses patience and slams me against the wall of the shower, the water continuing to trickle over our bodies. I gasp loudly, his fingers digging into me. He makes them dance at a crazy pace, awakening all my senses. Firmly, he captures my mouth in a kiss, stifling my squeals of pleasure with this simple gesture.

His thumb begins to press on my clit, and I feel like I'm losing my footing. A few more moments like this, and I'm ready to explode. But I know I have no right to do so. I growl against my master's mouth, trying to make him understand what is happening to me. He tortures me for a few more seconds before withdrawing, out of breath. He looks at me with a mocking smile.

“What is it, little girl? You want to cum, right?”

“Yes, please Master.”

“Ashley... I think you know the answer. Who has the right to cum?”

“The... The good girls.”

“That's right. And you, you're nothing but a slut. Not a good girl.”

Quickly, he pulls his fingers away, causing me to moan pathetically. I was so close to coming. This is really not how I had imagined my second day in his hands. I had thought of all the scenarios, anticipated all the positions. I thought I was going to cum countless times, trapped by his body. But because of my impatience, I’m not.

Innocently, he grabs a soap and starts running it all over my body to wash me. Of course, he particularly insists on certain areas, doing everything to drive me crazy. He acts as if nothing had happened, but I feel them well, his pressures more intense on my nipples and on my clit, making me tremble.

I can not stand it anymore. I think I could cry from frustration. But I come to my senses, taking a deep breath. I got myself into this situation. It's up to me to bear the consequences now.

Trembling, I grab the soap he hands me, starting to run it over his body like he expects me to. I keep my head down, feeling his smoldering gaze staring intently at my every move.

I have to bite my lip to stop myself from kissing his dripping skin. I want to lick him from head to toe, pressing my body against his until his cock plunges inside me and gives me that feeling I've been waiting for all week.

But I don't, finishing my work obediently. When finally all traces of his seed have disappeared from both of our bodies, he turns off the water and grabs a towel to wrap me in. He's just washed me off, and yet I already feel the excitement flowing between my legs, as his fingers carefully dry my chest, making my nipples more pointed than ever. I shiver when his deep voice echoes through the room.

“Now that you're clean, it's time for your punishment to begin.”

I swallow with difficulty. Does he really consider that everything he has done to me since yesterday was not a punishment? Worry begins to twist my stomach as he gets dressed. Me, of course, I have to stay naked. This simple change of outfit marks the difference between us. He is the dominant, I am the submissive.

Nervously, I follow him to his dungeon. The things that turned me on yesterday worry me, now that I know he's going to use them on me. I know I'm going to enjoy it all, and if not, I can always say my safe word.

And yet, I can't help but feel a slight worry as he pats a leather bench, inviting me to lie down on it. Slowly, I let my stomach lean against the piece of furniture, my knees resting on the elements designed to accommodate them.

As usual, my master takes his time to prepare me, the waiting being entirely part of his psychological game on me. A first leather link closes on my wrist, before its counterpart clings to my ankle, forcing me to arch my back slightly to adapt to the short length of the chain connecting my limbs.

He repeats the same way on the other side, before attacking my thighs. One by one, he ties them to the bench posts, making sure I can't move. I find myself totally trapped, my ass and my pussy totally offered to him. He now has access to my most private parts, he can do absolutely anything he wants.

I focus on my breathing, nervously awaiting his decision. Thus positioned, I turn my back to his toy shelf. I can't see what he's selecting right now.

I barely feel him come back to me, jumping when his hand lands on my ass. I freeze as an object meets his touch. I know what it is, and my suspicions are confirmed as I feel a heavy dose of lube running down my most intimate area.

As one of his hands spreads my buttocks apart to give himself better access, the other begins to press the plug against my tight entrance, slowly sinking it inside me. I bite my lip, my stomach heaving against the leather bench.

He barely gives me time to get used to this presence, already presenting me with a new object. I don't see it, but considering the sensations it offers on the sensitive skin of my buttocks, I guess what it is. A flogger.

I've seen it used in a few videos, and I have to say it intimidates me. All those leather straps can't be all good. For a few minutes, he makes me languish, increasing the intensity of my worry. Slowly, he slides the object over my body, caressing my back, my thighs, and even the soles of my feet.

A scream dies in my throat as this is precisely where he decides to land his first blow. My feet curl up, the movement of my ankles tugging at my wrists. It's probably a good thing that he tied my thighs to the bench, I'd probably have fallen otherwise.

He goes back to stroking me with the leather straps, making the anticipation even harder to bear than the strikes themselves. I contract again when, this time, it's my ass that become the target of his hand.

Things follow each other with unbearable slowness. So far, he had been content to smack my ass, rarely descending on my thighs. Now he seems to take pleasure in attacking all my legs, alternating inside and outside, up and down.

Thus harnessed, I feel everything, my senses both exacerbated and lost. Every time the straps meet my sensitive skin, it's like thousands of little pricks digging into me.

However, I hold on, trying to forget the difficulty of my position to focus only on the sensations I feel. It is impossible for me to describe them, so much the pleasure and the pain mingle. I cannot explain why I feel this. But being treated like this anchors me in reality, forcing me to think of nothing but the present moment. Forget the worries and hassles of everyday life. By these blows, he frees me from it, absolves me of all my sins.

And yet, soon, it starts to be hard to bear. My limbs are shaking, and the pain is sharpening as my skin hurts. The tears start to well up. I don't want it to end, no matter what my body tells me. I don't want to say my safe words. I'm sure I can hold out a bit longer.

But my master seems to think otherwise. I hold my breath as I hear him place the flogger at his feet. Did I deceive him with my moans of pain? His hand begins to gently caress my ass, my thighs, bringing me comforting warmth.

Then, he approaches my face, crouching down to get to my level. He looks at me for a few moments before finally speaking.

“It's getting too much, isn't it?”

I nod gently in response, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as his hand caresses my cheek, his thumb gently wiping away the few tears that have fallen there.

“How about I take you on my lap like last week, to finish your punishment? Could you handle that?”

It takes me no more than a few seconds to make my decision, nodding enthusiastically. He was offering me an exit, giving me the option to end the punishment there. But I don't want it. No, I still want to feel him inflict his law on me.

He gets up and removes the buckles that held my thighs stuck against the bench. However, he does not undo the bonds of my wrists and my ankles, preferring to lift me to carry me to bed.

There he sits, rocking me on his knee. Thus positioned, my buttocks are directed towards his face. He starts stroking them gently again, while explaining me the rules of the game.

“We're going to end the punishment like this. I'm going to spank you ten times. After each of them, I want you to tell me what you are. Understood?”

“Yes, Master”

A sound of approval escapes his throat. Then, without waiting, he slaps his hand on me. I let out a squeal. His kick was much stronger than I expected. Even if he knows that I struggled to bear the end of the flogger, this remains a punishment. He certainly won't spare me.

I’m good with it. He showed me how to recognize my limits, even before I identified them. I suddenly remember his order, stammering painfully.

“I'm a dirty slut.”

A mocking breath escapes him. I'm sure he appreciates hearing me say those demeaning words about myself. And I have to admit, I love it too. Maybe that's who I am. After all, wasn't it me who rushed to spread my legs for him last week? I threw myself into the lion's den, and now I'm just waiting for him to swallow me whole.

The blows continue to fall one after the other. My voice chokes a little more each time, but I hold on, continuing to confess aloud what I am inside. Having a clear goal makes things easier.

Even if I lose the thread a little, I know that the punishment is not far from over. And so, maybe he will finally bring me some pleasure and let me cum. A higher-pitched cry escapes me as his hand slams between my thighs, hitting my pussy with a wet thud. Daniel clicks his tongue.

“You’re so wet, even if I’m punishing you. But that's normal. Why?”

“Because I'm a slut, Master!”

“That's right.”

My legs are shaking, the pain is becoming more and more unbearable. And yet, I don't want him to stop. I feel terribly well, thus stuck to the body of my master. I would much rather have pain and have him take care of me than the indifference he gave me yesterday.

But finally, the punishment comes to an end, a final cry of pain escaping from my throat as my reddened butt receives its final slap. With a sigh of relief, I say the words he's been waiting for.

“I'm a slut. Thank you, Master.”

He chuckles softly, visibly pleased that I added those last words on my own. I know it's something he enjoys. And yet, at this moment, I really mean them. This is not a calculating move on my part. I really enjoyed being punished like this.

Now I'm ready for whatever he wants to give me, even if I don't get to orgasm from it. He decides, I receive. Slowly he lifts me up, making me sit astride one of his legs. His hands gently caress my burning ass, bringing it brief relief.

I can not ignore that in this position, my clit is pressed strongly against his leg. A simple movement, and I could bring it a little pleasure, a little relief. As if reading my mind, Daniel puts his hands on my hips, beginning to slide me up onto his thigh still covered in pants. Touching that fabric only adds to the delicious friction I feel.

I bite my lip, gazing into his eyes to show him how much I love what he does to me. But soon he stops. A mocking smile forms on his lips, and it does not take me more to understand what he wants to tell me. It's still too early for him to let me cum. I haven't earned it yet.

Effortlessly, he lifts me up and lays me down on the bed. I can't hold back a slightly disappointed pout, my eyes turning to the bench where he has installed me for my punishment. His gaze follows mine before returning to my face, his eyebrows lightly frowning.

“Well, you want to ask me something?”

“I… Can we go back there?”

A broad smile forms on his lips, visibly happy to see what his treatments have caused in me. He nods slowly before wrapping his arms around my body to lift me up.

I feel arousal rise in me as he attaches me to the object again. I don't know why, but being tied this way pleases me enormously. It brings me comfort, security. Like an additional hold to the one that my dominant can offer me.

He moves away again to get the rest of his instruments. When he returns, it's to play absentmindedly with the plug still between my ass, pulling it back into place, gradually widening my tight entrance.

“Do you remember what I taught you, Ashley? Where are the bad girls fucked?”

“In... In the ass, Master.”

I gasp as his middle finger replaces the plug, sinking deeper and deeper into me. He lets out a contented whisper, wiggling his finger before adding another. Gradually he begins to exercise small circles, before spreading them in a scissor movement, always making me bigger. I grit my teeth, trying to get used to this still so strange feeling. Then he takes them off again, leaving me empty for a few moments.

I shudder, hearing the very distinctive sound of the lubricant coming out of its tube. I wonder what he puts it on. A toy? His cock? I quickly get my answer, as I feel something hard press against my tight ring.

My breathing quickens as he pushes the toy inside me. It is not as wide as him, and yet I already have trouble bearing it. More than ever, I’m awake to my feelings. I feel like it never ends. Daniel leans towards me, whispering in my ear.

“Breathe, little girl.”

I take a deep breath, suddenly realizing that I was holding it. For a few moments, he leaves the object in place, giving me some time to get used to its presence. Then, he turns the small wheel at its base, making me jump. The object vibrates in me, bringing me sensations yet unknown.

He grabs the toy, starting to move it in and out at a slow pace. Then, seeing me relax, he picks up the pace, pushing harder and harder, faster and faster. My little moans of discomfort turn into squeals of pleasure. My breathing quickens and I feel my other entrance throb, closing desperately in the void.

If these sensations are delicious, I know that I will need more to cum. But I remain patient. Above all, I don't want to delay my deliverance by being too eager. I moan as his hand slips between my legs again, collecting my excitement with his fingertips.

I let out a frustrated moan as his fingers move away from me. But my wait is only short. He's gotten out of his clothes, and I hear him come closer to me again.

A delicious shiver runs through me as his taut cock begins to slip between my lower lips, playing with my patience and coating itself in my natural lube. If I weren't afraid of the consequences, I'd be yelling at him to take me on the spot. But I don't do anything about it, and I find myself rewarded by his cock finally lining up at my entrance.

He takes his time to push himself into me, as if he wants to savor every inch that sinks into me. Immediately, my intimacy encompasses him, tightening around him perfectly. It is as if I’ve been modeled on his cock, each of my corners welcoming his every line.

Despite the tugging that I feel, I savor every moment of his presence in me. When his hips finally meet mine, I breathe a slight sigh of relief. It's the same question every time. Would I be able to take it all inside me?

But before I can congratulate myself on my accomplishment, his fingers grab the toy still stuck in me, increasing the vibrations. I flinch as much as my bonds allow, suddenly realizing how full I am.

I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands, the only controlling movement I can make right now. My master doesn't waste a moment, gripping my hips to make long strokes inside me.

I moan loudly as his movements grow faster and faster inside me. I forgot what it is like to have him pushing into my body like this, the latter adapting to welcome it in the best possible way.

I won't last long at this pace, this feeling of tearing making me lose my mind. My eyes close in pleasure as his hand dips between my thighs, pressing hard against my clit hungry for his caresses.

I know I’m close, and that soon he will surely deny me another orgasm. At least, that's what I'm sure of. So I can't hold back a cry of joy when he finally utters those words.

“You can come, baby girl. Cum as many times as you want, you deserve it.”

It doesn't take much for me to feel myself leaving, his fingers accelerating their dance on my nerve button. A violent orgasm rips through me, electric shocks pouring through every part of my body. I have never experienced anything like it. For a few moments, it's as if all life escapes me, all the frustration felt since I arrived here flies away.

I come to myself as my lover continues to work on me. He doesn't seem ready to stop. And that doesn't displease me. Already, I feel the heat building up in my belly again. I've heard of these multiple orgasms before, but I think today I'm about to experience them.

It takes me no more than a few minutes to confirm this, my body tensing up again, my holes contracting harder than ever around his cock and his toy. Between two grunts of satisfaction, my master laughs and pats my ass, showing me his satisfaction.

Still in the mists of my orgasms, I frown as his pace slows to a stop. He didn't come though. The answer to my questions comes quickly as he removes the toy from between my ass to place his own cock there.

A grunt of discomfort greets his insertion in me. Despite the stimulation of the toy, and his member drenched in my excitement, his imposing presence makes me feel even more split in two.

But as he sinks into me, his fingers resume light movements over my clit, soothing me and reawakening the desire within me. I abandon myself completely to my feelings, forgetting all my fears and all my discomforts.

Slowly, he begins to move back and forth inside me, giving me a few moments to get myself to the width of his member. Soon, he loses patience, his movements accelerating, both in me and on my clit. I moan loudly, forgetting all reason, all measure.

His other hand grips my hip, pinning me even more if possible. His grunts join my cries of pleasure. Needless to say, I'm a slut. There's no point in trying to hide it, not when his cock stuck between my ass brings me so much pleasure. Along with his growls are added a litany of words, encouraging me to come on his cock.

A little harder pressure, a little deeper thrust, and my whole body begins to convulse, my eyes closing under the intensity of the orgasm that devastates my body. My privacy contracts up around his cock, causing his ecstasy. For what seems like hours, he empties into me, each of his long spurts of cum drawing a contented sigh out of me.

Lost in the mists of orgasm, I barely realize that he is pulling away from me, releasing me one by one from my shackles to take me into the comforting warmth of his arms.


Chapter 5

I wince as I slide into the tub, clutching Daniel's arm to keep from falling. After all he's done to me, it's hard to keep my balance, my legs still wobbling. He shows infinite patience with me, not rushing me in the least.

I breathe a sigh of relief as the water gradually covers my exhausted body. A hot bath is exactly what I needed. After making sure that I am well settled, Daniel leaves the room. I close my eyes, savoring this moment. This bathroom is amazing. And to think that one day, this could be my home.

I already imagine myself living here, spending my days waiting for him, occupying myself with my favorite passions. And then, in the evening, welcome him as it should be. Naked, with my submissive collar around my neck to make him forget all his worries from his day at the office. Let him express all his frustration, all his joys. Celebrate each of his victories by letting him do absolutely what he wants with my body.

I’m sure of it. This life is made for me. But nothing is done yet. I barely made it through my second attempt, and the test isn't over. I still have two more weekend to go before he considers making a decision on my future as his submissive.

And this weekend, I was so close to losing everything because of my impatience. I'm going to have to be smarter than that in the future. But this is a problem that I don’t have to solve until our next encounter. That is, if he allows me to come back...

I push that idea out of my mind. For the moment, I gained the right to rest. I have to savor each of these minutes when he lets me enjoy his home and his presence. The twenty-four hours have long over, and yet he insisted that I stay. The last hours have been intense, he wants to make sure that I am in perfect condition, both physically and mentally, before letting me go home.

A big smile forms on my lips as he enters the room again, his hands taken by a large tray covered with a multitude of snacks and a steaming cup of tea. Firmly, he orders me to eat. I need to regain my strength.

I hasten to obey him, wishing more than anything to satisfy him. This order is really not hard to follow. It's as if he had guessed all my favorite foods. He knows me better than I thought, it seems.

But just as I'm about to take a bite of my favorite cookies, I stop, my hand hanging in the air. Sensually, Daniel takes off the clothes he had put on after our session. Then, in his deep voice, he asks me to make room for him. I blush as he slides up behind me, trapping me between his legs, pressing my back to his chest.

I don't know why I react like this. After all he's done to my body, I shouldn't feel so embarrassed to share a bath with him. But there is a kind of tenderness in this gesture, a higher level of intimacy.

I close my eyes and let myself go at this unexpected moment, feasting on his caresses on my skin still on fire. I can't help but smile proudly as his deep voice rises, saying the words I've been so eagerly waiting for.

“You took your punishment so well, baby girl. I'm proud of you. Now I hope you understand how you should behave, even if I'm not here to watch you. I still have a lot to teach you. I expect you to be on your best behavior when you come back next week.”

“I promise, Master”


BREAKING HER


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I would like to go to the bathroom.”

“Is that how you address me?”

“Please, Master.”

“No.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Touch yourself.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Make yourself cum.”

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please Master, can I cum?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

To help you bear the wait. D.

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

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

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

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

Thank you Master.

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

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

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

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

By showing myself docile, I'm sure I'll have the right to come to his house again next weekend. No matter what trials he wants to put me through. I will take them up without the slightest hesitation.


USING HER


Chapter 1

With a nervous gesture, I smooth the sides of my skirt. I'm not used to have so many clothes on when I'm here. Usually, as soon as I enter my master's house, I follow the orders he gave me when we first met.

I arrive on time.

I undress in his entrance.

I put on my submissive collar.

Tonight, my neck feels excruciatingly empty. The small silver pendant that I put on to complete my outfit does not compare to the mark of possession that my master's collar usually gives me.

I can't believe my ultimate test is already here. And yet, it’s truly the fourth weekend since the day I showed at my neighbor's house, after learning that he was looking for a companion. And to think that then, I had absolutely no idea what he was really looking for.

A submissive.

A woman ready to surrender to his law, to follow him in his darkest desires. Pain or pleasure, I have to accept everything. It's the only way I can convince him to take me as his companion. Because I never doubted it. Daniel is made for me.

He may be forty years old when I am barely twenty-two, but I have never looked at another man. It has always fueled all my fantasies, haunted my most shameful dreams. I was afraid that he would reject me, taking me for a kid, making fun of my lack of experience. But he didn’t.

Taking my virginity was his pleasure. And mine. Of course, I never imagined that my first time would be like this, a plug shoved between my buttocks before I even received a kiss from my lover.

Nor did I think that I would find satisfaction in bending over my master's knee, receiving spanking after spanking. And yet, he drove me absolutely crazy.

Now I spend my days remembering those moments, impatiently counting the days until we meet again. I’d like to be already naked, lying on the ground and offered to him. But he decided otherwise. And even if I am disappointed by the turn of events, I have no choice but to accept them. I know it, if I'm patient, I'll be rewarded.

So I smile politely at a guest of Daniel who greets me. She is incredibly beautiful, her perfect curves highlighted by a chic outfit, a pair of heels making her legs impossibly long. I can't help but play with my hair, feeling like a child next to this elegant woman. Still, I did my best to prepare.

Putting my embarrassment aside, I decided to put on this slightly too short black dress, arranged my hair in a high ponytail and decorated my lips with the deep red that he particularly likes. Especially when that makeup ends up smearing all over his cock, digging deep into my throat.

I fidget, already feeling the excitement rising. Trying to forget the warmth in the pit of my stomach, I look around for Daniel. It doesn’t take me long to find him, deep in discussion with two other men.

I don't look at them, my eyes automatically drawn to the silhouette of my dominant. I can't stop staring at him. His clothes perfectly showcase every detail of his muscular body. Under this suit is hidden the necessary to make me twist of pleasure.

Obediently, I respond to his wave. I have to focus. This is surely part of his ordeal. If I want to become his companion, I have to integrate well into his society. And for that, I have to focus on the conversation rather than imagining his delicious mouth between my thighs.

As I approach him, I begin to observe the two men beside him. I swallow, suddenly remembering what we did last week. About how I let him expose me live on the internet.

To make me scream with pleasure, he used a machine, leaving our spectators to dictate the pace. It drove me absolutely crazy. But it was when he decided to join the dance, inviting himself into my most taboo entrance, that I totally lost my footing.

Now, whenever I meet a man, I can't help but wonder if he saw me behaving like a porn star. Usually, this prospect makes me blush, shame constricting my stomach.

But it's a completely different sensation that I feel when I shake the hand of the two interlocutors of my dominant. They must be between thirty-five and forty years old. Not that their age really matters. Not when they have such seductive faces, and eyes that could melt the strongest of women.

I know I have to focus on the conversation, make a good impression. But an idea parasitizes my mind. But a thought interferes with my mind. Whatever happens, I must stop imagining what it would be like to be in bed with these men.


Chapter 2

My laugh echoes in the room, probably a too loud response to the joke Arthur just made. But I can't help it. Since he was introduced to me, the man keeps joking and teasing. I don't have much experience with this, but I think he's flirting with me.

If not, I wonder how he could look even more intense when he's flirting with a woman. I keep turning my head away from him, his steely blue eyes contrasting with the almost childlike warmth of his blond curls.

To regain my composure, I observe the room, while continuing to listen to him. But soon, I focus on him again, my eyes sliding over his body. He's not as muscular as Daniel, but I'm sure he could bring me the same sense of power and security if he were to hold me in his arms. These are well visible, the rolled up sleeves of his linen shirt revealing tattoos of all kinds.

I wonder if he has any elsewhere, my salacious mind immediately imagining ink smearing from his hip to his lower abdomen. I’m about to lick my lip before stopping myself. At this rate, he'll think I want to jump on him.

Since when did I become a little thing thus subjected to her lustful ideas? Daniel made me discover how good sex can be. Now it looks like I'm ready to find out more. To say I thought I would never be attracted to anyone other than my dominant… This man with his devastating smile proves me the opposite.

I chuckle at another comment from Arthur, biting the inside of my cheek to stop myself. I have to behave like a normal person. And above all, I have to stop imagining the feeling of his ruby-colored lips between my legs.

I'm sure he's the kind of man who enjoys taking his time with a woman, spending hours and hours making her scream with pleasure with his tongue and fingers, before finally giving her his cock to push her into ecstasy again.

Luckily, I'm distracted by the arrival of Charles, the other man Daniel introduced me to. The newcomer hands me a glass of juice. I am not allowed to drink alcohol when I am at my master's house. Our sessions last twenty-four hours, and he wants us both to be in full possession of our faculties at all times. It's probably for the best. Who knows what I could be capable of, with alcohol in my veins?

The presence of Charles does nothing to calm my excitement. The man is built like a lumberjack. He's huge, at least two heads taller than me, and his shoulders are so broad he could wrap me in his arms and make me disappear.

I shudder, painfully excited at this image. I don't even know if I could spread my thighs wide enough to let him nest there. Is what he has between his legs in proportion to the rest of his body?

I shake my head, trying to bring the blush back down to my cheeks. But how could I, when Arthur grabs my hand, pretending to want to admire my watch. My whole body is covered with goosebumps at this contact.

His hand is warm and delicate, and already I imagine what it would be like to have it on my thighs. I'm sure he'd be the type to make me languish, circling all my most sensitive parts without ever touching them.

I clear my throat, trying to compose myself as his gesture lasts much longer than it should. I turn to Charles, hoping to find in the giant a much-needed distraction.

But this one brings me no comfort, starting to compliment me on my outfit, on the beauty of my face. He may talk about my eyes, but I can see that his are directed down, towards my chest subtly highlighted by the neckline of my dress and a push-up bra.

I fidget, trying to regain my composure by sitting on the sofa differently. It's not much use. The presence of the two men around me is still imposing. Yet, I'm not uncomfortable or scared. I feel quite flattered, as they seem to see me as a treat to devour.

My master is in deep conversation with other people across the room. He doesn't seem to have seen what's going on on that sofa a little apart. Because I am now completely certain that these two men want me, probably as much as I want them. A shiver runs through me, and I almost have to stop myself from moaning as Arthur whispers in my ear.

“If I had known that Daniel invited such charming women to his home, I would have come much sooner.”

My cheeks are burning. As I grab my drink to regain my composure, I can't help but pray that my excitement doesn't stain the couch beneath me. It wouldn't be the first time… But this time, I'm not sure Daniel would like to have the furniture cleaned because of the reaction caused in me by another man.

The conversation keeps going, their bodies seeming ever closer to me. Any excuse is good for them to touch me, innocently stroking my hand, brushing against my thigh, rearranging my hair.

I feel like I'm totally melting, and, forgetting all reason, I respond to their flirtation, giving them looks that I want intense. But as this game continues for several minutes, I shiver as I hear my name echoing through the air.

I look up. My dominant is there, a few steps from us. His face is calm, his voice poised. Nothing betrays his anger or displeasure. However, I know it: I’m in trouble. I know him too well. I know that slightly deeper voice is the one he uses before punishing me. A shiver runs through me as he speaks again.

“Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse me. I need to borrow Ashley from you for a few minutes.”

Smirks form on the lips of the two men as I grab the hand Daniel extends to help me up. My legs are shaking a little, and I have to hold on to his arm to keep my balance as he already pulls me into his adjoining office.

There, he leaves me in the middle of the room, settling on the other side of his desk in his leather armchair. For endless minutes, he sa nothing, just watching me. His face is completely impassive, it is impossible for me to know what is in his mind.

What an idiot I have been. How could I let myself go like this in public, with two strangers? Okay, no one knows about the strange bond that connects me to Daniel. But that was no reason to behave like this. Who knows what will happen to me now?

Maybe my behavior just sounded the death knell for this experiment. Maybe I just proved to him what he already knew deep down, that I'm not the right one for him to be his companion. His perfect submissive.

I bite my lip, nervous. What will become of me if he rejects me? I now realize my huge mistake. If I appreciated the tension brought by these two so seductive men, I don't want anyone else but my dominant. After long minutes, his voice is finally heard.

“I'm disappointed, Ashley. I know tonight isn't as usual, and I didn't make you wear your submissive collar. But that doesn't mean you can just throw yourself into anyone's arms.”

I bow my head, whispering a sincere I’m sorry, Master. He remains silent for a few more moments, continuing to torture me in this way. If he wants me to go, he should say so. This waiting is far too much to bear.

“Did last week's experience give you ideas, little girl? Did you like being displayed to other men?”

“Yes, Master.”

He sighs, wearily, before getting up slowly and joining me on this side of the desk. I shiver as a whiff of his perfume reaches me, intoxicating me and making me forget his almost threatening presence. His hand slides down my neck, then grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him.

“I'm glad you want to try new things. But I am your dominant. It's up to me to decide what happens to your body.”

“I'm sorry Master.”

“Well, that I believe. I should send you home right away. I told you the other day. I won't give you another chance.”

I bite my lip, feeling a flood of emotion rise in my throat. I don’t want to leave. I want him to continue to take care of me. To make me shiver. To make me cum. No matter what it costs. I know that this man is mine, and that I am his. Even I need a bit more practice. He gently caresses my cheek, forcing me to look at him.

“But I’m going to keep you with me. I'm sure you can do better.”

“I promise you, Master. I’ll improve.”

“I'm sure. But you understand that such behavior cannot go unpunished, right?”

My eyes shining with excitement, I nod. He sighs, gently stroking my lip with his thumb. I probably shouldn't be so enthusiastic about being punished. But it's his fault. He’s the one who made me discover what these sensations can bring. Letting go. Floating. Being proud to have endured the pain.

He doesn't seem in a hurry to start, offering me a glass of water so I compose together. I really thought it was over for me. I could already see myself going home, spending the rest of the week crying in my bed.

Picking up my drink, he reminds me of the rules. If I want him to stop, I have to say my safe word. Otherwise, none of my pleas will stop him. I nod my head, showing that I understand.

I swallow as his hand presses firmly against my upper body, making me bend over his desk. My elbows come to rest on the wood, my fingers already searching for something to cling to to withstand this punishment.

I shudder as Daniel pulls up my skirt over my body, exposing my ass. His fingers run over my exposed skin before grabbing my panties. Firmly, he lowers them, the cool air caressing my soaked intimacy. He clicks his tongue, noticing the state I'm in.

I let out a slight gasp as his fingers trail down my slit, heightening the sense of shame I feel. Then he walks away, leaving me exposed to rummage through his closet. I know he has toys scattered all over his house.

I can't help but get excited imagining all that could come out of it. Maybe nipple clamps, my favorite. Or a plug that he will slip between my buttocks to bring me even more extreme sensations.

I don't have time to indulge in these fantasies anymore. A few moments later, a sharp pain emanates from my buttocks. A paddle, that's what he went for. I grit my teeth as another blow lands almost immediately.

He hasn't used this toy on me often, I still have to get used to the shock it creates on my skin, igniting every nerve in me with diffuse pain. It has nothing to do with the sharp pinch of the crop, probably the object that I have the most difficulty in supporting. I’d have like his hands better though. To have this connection with him.

But it's not for me to decide. I should already consider myself lucky that he is punishing me with this little impact game. If he had really wanted to torture me, he would have left me languishing, pushing me to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. Because he knows it, that's what's the hardest thing for me to bear. His indifference. The way he frustrates me until I cry.

The blows continue to rain down at a steady rate. My ass is already burning, and yet I know it's far from over. The intensity is not at its maximum. He can go much harder, much faster. By his restraint, he sends me a message. The one that he will take his time with me, punish me until I scream, I beg him, crying all the tears in my body as I find myself overwhelmed.

I feel humiliation welling up inside me. I'm sure someone will hear us. These people right outside are his friends, his business partners. What will they think of me? I shudder, suddenly imagining one of them opening the door, alarmed by the sounds coming from the office. All the guests could see me, my legs spread apart, my buttocks reddened, my intimacy soaked as I get spanked like bad girl.

Then my mind goes to the two men. If they haven't changed their position, I'm sure soon they can hear me moan. Perhaps they already hear my master's blows. Do they suspect what we are doing? Would they want to join us, offering me a hellish trio of punishment?

A higher-pitched scream escapes my throat as I feel my skin pierce. My breathing quickens as another blow lands, just as hard as the last. Apparently, this paddle has some surprises for me.

Because I am sure, the surface that has just come into contact with my skin is not the same as before. No, this one seems to have small rivets to decorate it, and make it even more difficult to support. A stifled sob takes me when a third blow falls, still as strong. A mocking sound escapes my dominant as his hand lands on my ass.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, right?”

I don't answer, my teeth too clenched to say a word. It doesn't really matter. I don't think he's interested in my words. Just by my gasps of pain and my erratic breathing.

My fingers curl over the desk, my fingernails digging into the wood. Secretly, I hope I will leave marks. That every time he comes to sit here, he will think of me, and of my small body offered to his judgment.

A scream tears through the air after a particularly loud hit. My head resting against the wood, I do my best to control my breathing and the tears that have started to flow. I breathe a sigh of relief as the object lands beside me, and my master's hands finally land on my burning skin, massaging it lightly.

That's it, the punishment is over. I don't think I could have endured much more. I would like to straighten up. Relax my back, shake my body, exhausted from having been held in this position. But only my master can decide that. And he doesn't seem ready to see me change my position.

With his foot, he makes me spread my legs, to get an even cleared view of my private parts. I'm soaked, and not just because of my flirtation earlier. No. No matter the pain, being treated like this by my master only adds to my excitement.

Slowly, his hand slides over my slit, playing with my drenched pussy before moving down onto my clit, playing with it until I start moaning. I can't help but let out a disappointed squeal as he withdraws his hand.

I shouldn't be surprised, after all, I behaved badly. And there are guests out there. Did they notice that we both went away? Did they hear what happened here?

I don't have time to wonder anymore. My body tenses as one of his fingers slips between my buttocks, barely taking the time to play with my jagged outline before sinking into me.

I bite my lip at this intrusion. I know how much he likes to visit that place of me. And I have to admit... I love it too. His finger seems huge, and yet I know that his cock will only be bigger. I gasp in surprise as a second finger enters me already, the other barely installed for a few seconds.

My breathing quickens as my master presses himself against me, making me feel the bulge twisting his pants. For a few moments, he keeps toying with me, pushing me as far apart as possible before pulling away, leaving me empty and vulnerable, hunched over his desk.

I swallow as I feel cold lube fall between my buttocks. I know that it is much more than a plug that is about to enter me. His guests are waiting for him, and he will surely not go find them with this erection clearly visible. I shiver as his hoarse voice caresses my ears.

“Do you remember what I told you? Where are the bad girls fucked?”

My response chokes in my throat as his cock slowly sinks into me, splitting me open. My fingernails scrape the wood as I try to get used to this imposing presence. All I can do right now is focus on my breath and pray that I can take it all the way.

One of his hands grabs the back of my neck in a possessive gesture. Its warmth helps me ground myself in the moment and relax. He takes the opportunity to squeeze his last inches into me. I let out a long sigh as his hips finally meet mine. It doesn't take long before he pulls back, his slow movements sending delicious shivers through my whole body.

I close my eyes, surrendering to his increasingly powerful thrusts. I believe that for once, he won’t take his time, preferring to offer himself a quick orgasm. After all, he still has me in his possession for many hours. He can always come and visit me again later.

I breathe a small sigh of relief as his hand slides up against my body, immediately landing on my throbbing clit, desperate for some attention. Soon, my low moans turn into soft cries. I bite my lip, trying to hide what we're doing here.

“Let them hear you. I want them all to know what a good little slut you are to me.”

Cheeks red with shame, I comply, letting my sounds of pleasure express themselves. I believe there is nothing I would deny my master. Not when he's causing all these feelings, making me lose all sense of proper social behavior.

In this moment, nothing matters more than my orgasm and that of my master. Judging by his growls, he's as close to exploding as I am. His movements accelerate on my clit, making me scream at the top of my lungs as ecstasy finally takes me.

My intimacy contracts around his cock, imprisoning him until he releases all his seed inside me in a long animal growl. Even when he pulls away from me, I can't move, remaining half-lying on the desk. It's as if this orgasm had stripped me of all my bones, leaving only a puddle of skin with no shape.

It’s only after closing his pants that my master approaches me, stroking my ass again. I gasp in surprise as he puts a plug where his cock was, just moments before. It looks like he wants me to keep his seed inside me, as a proof of his misdeeds.

Slowly, he helps me up. I let him fix my outfit and my hair, like a pretty doll in need of attention. Once done, he bends down to grab my panties. But instead of helping me put them back on, he mischievously slips them into his pocket.

My cheeks flush at the thought of returning to the living room, my ass uncovered. And if his semen began to flow on my bare legs, despite the plug in me? Worse, what if the plug slipped under the effect of his natural lubricant and my entrance enlarged by his assaults? I would die of shame if it fell to the ground for all to see.

I have always wondered how far I could bear shame and humiliation. I think I'm about to find out. Obediently, I place my hand in Daniel's, ready to follow him into the room. But as he is about to open the door, he stops and turns to me.

“I almost forgot. That way, everyone will know who you really belong to.”

I can't help but roll my eyes. After what he just did to me, I think they all know. Despite this, I welcome the feel of the leather on my neck with great pleasure. With my submissive collar on, I know that it’ll be easier to face the gaze of the others. After a light kiss on my lips, Daniel opens the door, ready to throw us into the arena.


Chapter 3

I bite my lip. Leaving his office is a painful return to reality. I thought I could face the stares and the smirks. And yet, for the five minutes we've been back in the living room, I haven't been able to look up for a second, preferring to keep my eyes fixed on the floor.

I remain hidden behind my dominant, finding solace in his imposing stature. He acts as if nothing had happened, refilling drinks for his guests before handing me a new glass of fruit juice.

I tighten my fingers around the glass, trying to hide my tremors and my embarrassment by sipping the contents. I feel the hair on the back of my neck straighten. I can't explain it, but I'm sure someone is looking at me a little more insistently than the others.

I focus on my master's voice, who explains the story behind a painting hanging in the room. But the feeling doesn’t go away. So I can't help but stare. It doesn't take me long to find out who is the perpetrator of this burn on my skin. The perpetrators.

No need to be Sherlock Holmes. Sitting on the same sofa where I left them, Charles and Arthur look at me with interest, their eyes sliding shamelessly over my body, as if they were trying to undress me and guess what my master did exactly to me.

I remain hypnotized by their faces full of desire. With difficulty, I manage to bring myself to my senses, looking away. My master will certainly not be so lenient if I start flirting with these men again. So, I try to be interested in the conversation, without however participating in it.

My mind is far too busy wandering, imagining myself on that couch again, stuck between these men and their bodies that I desire so much. Daniel would be there, of course. He would direct the operation, with the same grip and expertise he showed last week as a machine pounded me at the behest of strangers behind their screens.

Because even if they were the ones who decided the rhythm of the machine, my dominant was the master of the game. I wonder if he would agree to do this with men in the flesh, tasting my body.

I know it, he likes to expose me, and the omnipotence he has over me. But to share me for real? He’s so possessive. He made it clear to me that he would not like me to meet other boys in his absence. Even if we do not have a well-defined relationship yet, I belong to him.

I snap back to reality as Daniel places his hand on the small of my back, encouraging me to move further into the room to join another group of guests. I relax, no one commenting on the blush in my cheeks or the leather collar around my neck, with a buckle ready for a leash.

From here, I can no longer see the two companions. It's probably for the best. I'm not sure I'd be able to behave wisely if I were to find myself in their presence. Again, I lose interest in the conversation taking place next to me.

I gasp in surprise as my eyes land on a sight I wasn't expecting. In a somewhat secluded corner of the room is the beautiful woman I saw earlier. She is not alone. And seems busy.

Sitting on the knees of a man with a full beard, she seems to make it a point of visiting his mouth with her tongue. I remain hypnotized by this kiss, feeling my barely extinguished excitement rekindling.

I know I shouldn't look at them like that, but I can't help it. Even less when their hands start to wander over their bodies. Unaware of what is going on around them, the man grips the woman's waist tightly, before moving up and capturing her breast through the fabric of her top.

From where I am, I can see her nipples sticking out against the light fabric of her shirt. The man does not waste a moment to pinch them between his fingers. I can't hear her, but I'm sure she's moaning softly against the other's mouth.

My own lips part. I can't help but imagine myself in this situation, enveloped by my dominant's body. After a while, I would end up straddling him, wrapping my arms around his head. And then, sneakily, I would press my crotch against his, undulating my hips to tease him, doing so until he got hard.

Then he would lose patience. His hands would slide to my thighs. He would lift me up to press me against the couch. The weight of his body would sink me into the fabric of the furniture, imprisoning me completely. He would do whatever he wants with me.

Maybe he would let his teeth mark my neck with his possession, before sliding over my skin, tearing off my dress to gain access to my breasts, sucking on the tips until I couldn't take any more frustration, yelling at him to fuck me right here, right now, afraid of dying if he didn't.

“Some of my friends can’t behave.”

I flinch as I hear Daniel's voice in my ear. I turn to him, a smirk on my lips. He smiles at my reaction. As if he could pretend to know how to behave, when not thirty minutes ago, he was punishing me loudly in the next room.

Keeping his mischievous smile on his lips, he takes my hand and leads me further away. I tense as I realize which way he's going. Two carnivorous smiles greet our arrival. Without a doubt, Arthur and his sidekick are delighted to see me back near them.

Graciously, I sit down on the couch across from theirs, relaxing a bit when Daniel sits down next to me, his hand resting casually on my thigh. The two men do not miss this gesture, looking at him with an interested look. Then, Arthur turns to my dominant, as Charles stares intently at the collar around my neck.

“Looks like you still have some work to do with her.”

“Well, you know me, I don't like it when it's too simple.”

“I know, I know… What's the point of having a submissive if you can't teach her what you like, right?”

Daniel nods approvingly. I’m left speechless. All this information is mixed up in my mind as I try to make sense of it. How can they talk about me like that, when I'm right there? And then those words… They know what Daniel is? His… Taste for domination?

But then... Does that mean they like to do it too? Or do they just know because of those locker room talks men sometimes have?

I do not know what to think, both troubled and exhilarated. I pictured things. But I had not imagined that it could go further. It's not three men I could have in bed with me. But three dominants…

I shudder at the thought, quietly closing my thighs to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. I don't know why I’m expecting it to happen that. My Master never gave me the slightest sign of wanting to continue in this direction.

I jump as he snaps me out of my thoughts, his hand gently pressing down on my chin to snap my mouth shut, still wide open in surprise.

“Don't be so surprised. Arthur and Charles have the same passion as us. That's how I met them. And I'm sure that's why you were drawn to them.”

I blush but don't look away, supporting one by one the gaze of the two men in front of me. There is electricity in the air. A tension, like before a storm broke. But here, no need for lightning to trigger it. No. My Master knows exactly what is needed.

“How about we show them what you can do in the dungeon?”

I shudder, taking a few moments to register those words, not really sure I heard them correctly. I glance around the room. Even though some guests have left, there are still a lot of them. My dominant grabs my chin between his fingers for me to look at him.

“Don't worry about them. It’s not the first time I abandon them to take care of a beautiful creature. They won’t miss me.”

I lick my lips, my eyes going from my Master to our two guests. These are on the edge of the couch, looking ready to spring to their feet the instant I make my decision.

This situation is crazy. But since I have been playing with Daniel, each madness has brought me to unexplored sensations, to incomparable pleasure. So, without hesitation, I nod, letting myself fall into the clutches of these hungry men.


Chapter 4

In the corridor leading to the pleasure room, I feel incredibly tiny, surrounded by these men with perfect bodies. They are all much taller than me, and so muscular. I can't believe that in a few minutes I'll be lost in their arms.

I feel myself melting as Charles places his large hand on my lower back, inviting me into the room Daniel has just opened. I shudder to find myself back in this now so familiar room. Everything has been arranged to satisfy the pleasures of the flesh.

A bed. A shelf full of toys I didn't know existed a month ago. A large cross that hangs on the wall, while a bench stands in one corner of the room, ready to receive me. I lick my lip, remembering the day he tied me to this piece of furniture. I wonder what their plan is for tonight.

As we walk into the room, my dominant reminds us of the rules of the game. I have a safe word, and the second I use it, everyone has to stop, no matter how excited they are. Both men nod, looking serious.

They must know all of this by heart, yet I appreciate my Master taking the time to make sure we are all aligned. After all, I am about to offer myself to three men. It is neither trivial nor easy. And yet, I quickly forget my concern, waiting for only one thing: that we begin.

Arthur is the first to take the lead, as I expected. A smile on his face, he stops a few inches from me, his mouth brushing mine. His hands slide down my neck, making me shiver.

A wave of heat takes me as his mouth joins mine. Slowly, his tongue meets my lips, making me open them gently. I comply without hesitation, sighing as our tongues begin to discover each other, playing with each other.

I barely realize what's going on, this kiss making me melt. I forget where we are, who we are. It's not until I feel Charles' broad chest stick to my back that I snap back into reality.

His hands rest delicately on my hips, as if he wanted to give me time to get used to his presence near me. I can't help leaning against him, seeking some support against his muscles. He lets me do it, gently stroking my skin through the light fabric of my robe.

I sigh with relief against Arthur's lips, enjoying the calm that I know will only be short-lived. I don't have to wait long for proof. Slowly, Charles's hands move up my body, making me shiver. No need to be a diviner to understand where he is heading like this.

A few more moments, and his fingers land on my back, catching the zipper of my dress. Slowly he zips it down, making the gesture almost theatrical. I shudder as he whispers in my ear.

“Let's see what you're hiding under there.”

His fingers slip under the straps of my dress to slide them down my body. It doesn't take much for the fabric to spread out at my feet. Arthur breaks the kiss, taking two steps back to admire the spectacle his sidekick has just given him.

His lips curl into a huge smile as he takes in my outfit. If my bra highlighting my generous breasts is still there, my panties have disappeared, leaving my privacy completely revealed to the eyes of the men in the room.

Without violence, Charles places his imposing hands on my hips so that I turn around and face him. His eyes slid over my body, lingering on my perfectly shaved pussy. He seems to like it, if I believe the big smile on his lips.

Slowly, he puts his finger over my mouth, sliding it in a perfect line down my throat, between my breasts, down to my lower stomach. I shiver as his thumb meets my clit pointing between my lower lips.

It doesn't take much for me to feel a wave of heat going through my body. I can't believe I'm really here, stuck half-naked in the same room with three men who have only one thing in mind: to take my body.

Arthur walks away from us, responding to my master's invitation to come and select toys to spice up our session. Charles doesn't seem to care, his hands sliding down my back and neck to press me closer to his powerful body.

I inhale deeply, intoxicating myself with his scent. A mixture of leather and forest, tinged with a light touch of cigarettes. Finally, his lips capture mine. It's warm, passionate, and at the same time amazingly sweet. This man could break me in half in one move, if he wanted to. And yet, he is incredibly gentle.

I feel myself melt as his tongue traces the contours of my mouth, inviting me to let him in. I agree immediately, my moan muffled. His hands are more pressing, descending on my buttocks to squeeze them firmly and bring me a little closer to his body, if possible.

I shudder as his mouth withdraws, preferring to meet my ear, nibbling gently on my earlobe. I shiver, discovering this new sensitive area of my anatomy. As I hear Arthur and Daniel talk about differences between two pairs of handcuffs, as if they were golf clubs, I question Charles.

“Don't you want to go pick out a toy?”

“You’re my toy.”

I squeal at the statement, my cheeks flushing with pleasure and embarrassment mixed together. I never thought I would ever hear a man speak to me so bluntly. I let out a slight gasp of surprise as his hands slide to the back of my thighs, lifting me up like I weigh no more than a feather.

Immediately, my legs wrap around his waist. With passion, he takes over my lips, making me lose my mind. I press my hips closer to his, starting to hump him, using him like a sex toy as his mouth devours me.

He growls against my lips as I grind harder and harder against him. He may still be dressed, but I feel the bump stretching his pants. As I had imagined, he’s huge. My whole body is on fire at the thought that, soon, he will be naked and ready to take my body in the wildest of ways.

I forget that the others are in the room, so intoxicating are the sensations. My clit almost burns from being rubbed bare against the man's jeans. But this burn is delicious, igniting every nerve in my body, driving me crazy.

I break the kiss as a hand lands on my back. Daniel is there, a big smile on his face. He no doubt appreciates seeing me so devoted to the task he has entrusted to me. If I take good care of his friends, then they too will take good care of me.

Still in the giant's arms, I turn my head to meet my dominant, capturing his lips as his fingers lazily caress my spine, until they come up my neck, which he holds firmly.

Slowly, Charles lets me fall back to the ground. As he pulls back, Arthur notices aloud the stain that now adorns his friend's pants.

“Shit. She really wants it. Why don't you show us your tits now, princess?”

Cheeks flushed, I run my fingers over my bra, meticulously undoing the metal clasp before dropping the fabric to the floor. I want to bring my hand to my chest, to hide it, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed.

Arthur is the first to come out of his contemplation, approaching me. Without the slightest embarrassment, he places his hands on my breasts, weighing them to appreciate the shape and texture, before placing his thumbs on my already tense points.

His gaze is burning, I find it hard to support it. He barely blinks, feasting on my every reaction, on every little moan that escapes my lips. The other two men are in the background, observing the scene.

I let out a slight yelp as he begins to pinch my tips, twisting them just enough to get me to the point of pain, without it being unbearable. I bite my lip as I watch him pull out the toy he severed from my master's shelves.

Nipple clamps, connected by a chain. Without wasting a moment, he places them on me, adorning my body with these lustful jewels. A smirk on his lips, he pulls back, admiring his work, tugging lightly on the chain to make me grunt. The sensation is indescribable, deliciously painful.

Daniel is the next to approach my body. As his lips land in light kisses on my neck, one of his hands traces a line down my spine again, until it reaches between my buttocks.

Gently, he grabs the plug between my buttocks, pushing it in and out, mimicking the effect of his cock inside me. Small moans come out of my mouth. I do everything to avoid the gaze of our two visitors, my red cheeks to show how much I like my master to take care of this part of me.

I let out a soft sigh as the plug leaves me for good. I don't stay empty for long. His fingers quickly replace the toy, making me shudder. He muffles my sounds with a kiss, before showing me what he picked out of his shelves. Another plug, much larger than the one that just left me.

I open my mouth without resisting, letting him slip the silicone object between my lips. Obediently, I begin to suck it, my eyes glued to my master's face. His expression is impassive, but I know from the intensity of his gaze that he is proud of me.

Did he imagine when we started, that one day I would accept to do such depraved things? Between my legs, my clit throbs, begging for someone to give it some attention. But that's not on anyone's agenda.

For several more minutes, my master lets his fingers and the plug slide on each side of my extremities, imposing a steady rhythm on me. I'm sure if he put his hand between my legs, I'd be coming in no time.

Suddenly, he removes the plug from my mouth, a thin thread of saliva connecting me to the object. His mouth brushes mine without ever taking it. I know why he does this. He doesn't want to deprive himself and others of my pathetic squeak as the plug worms its way inside me, tearing apart my jagged edge.

My breathing quickens as I try to get used to this presence within me. I know, my master's cock is bigger than that. He places a quick kiss on my lips, then presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel in front of him.

I look up, my doe eyes completing the submissive position I'm in. He caresses my cheek in a gesture of approval before walking away. With a nod, he allows his guests to approach.

I swallow as they come up to me, looking bigger than ever. I can't ignore the bumps that distort their pants. I know only too well what is about to happen here. I've seen it in movies before. I never would have thought that one day I would be the one doing it.

I shiver as their belts come undone in unison, the click of the buckles sending a weird excitement through me. It's what I've been wanting all night, after all. Seeing them naked, finding myself face to face with their cocks. And yet, I can't suppress a gasp of astonishment at seeing their outstretched members just inches from my face.

Unsurprisingly, Arthur is the first to take control, his fingers sliding limply through my hair, simply encouraging me to get to work. With a shaking hand, I grab the base of his member, starting to slide it down his length, almost timidly. Then I approach my face, sticking my tongue out to lick his tip already beading with pre-cum.

The man lets out a sigh, his fingers closing a little tighter against my skull. I understand the message, and open my mouth to let it slip into my wet cavity. For the moment, he leaves me in control, allowing me to go at my own pace, without rushing me.

He’s neither as long nor as wide as Daniel, but his shape more than compensates for that detail. His member is slightly bent, escaping with each coming and going to caress my palate. My intimacy contracts, imagining what this curve could do inside it.

I snap back to reality as a slight clearing of the throat is heard. Pulling Arthur's member out of my mouth, I turn to his sidekick. There he is, his member stretched out in his hands.

Keeping my fingers tight around my first lover, I turn my head to offer Charles attention. I swallow, seeing his size. He’s long, but above all thick. One thing is for sure, they will all have to prepare me for a long time before I can slide this member inside me.

With the tip of my tongue, I play on the outline of his ribbed lines, following each vein, each hollow, snatching light sighs from him. His hand rests on my head, without imposing a rhythm on me. He just reminds me what he expects of me. As if I could stop, when his cock tastes as delicious as his body.

I go back and forth a few more times before letting go of him to give Arthur some attention. I take his cock a little further, never forcing it down my throat. Meanwhile, I force myself to continue my movements back and forth with my hand on the giant's cock. No matter what, I want these one-night stands to be happy with my work.

As I prepare to change partners again, my gaze meets that of my master. He stands aside, a satisfied smile on his lips. I give him a knowing wink before getting back to work. Seeing myself like this, who would believe that barely a month ago, I had never even given a man a blowjob?

I continue like this for long moments, going from one queue to another without ever going all the way, fearing that I can’t take them without gagging. It seems to suit them.

I give Arthur a big smile as he pulls his cock out of my mouth, forcing me to look up at him. He pats my cheek in a condescending gesture before announcing in a most erotic voice.

“You like it huh? Sucking our cocks like a little slut? What about we punish you, huh? We could give you a good spanking before destroying your little pussy.”

My cheeks flush intensely. Despite the shame I feel hearing such crude words, I can’t help but nod, confirming his words. A carnivorous smile forms on his lips.

“Very well Princess. On all fours. Show us this pretty ass.”

After taking a quick look at my dominant for permission, I comply. I shiver when a breath of fresh air caresses my intimacy, as my hands meet the cold floor of the dungeon.

I shiver as I feel the presence of the three men next to me. I can’t see them, but I don’t really need to. Their aura is strong enough to make me tremble. They are all Dominants. Men who fantasize about owning a woman. Making her suffer absolutely everything they want, without asking for accounts. I know it, I’m not in danger with them. And yet, the prospect of what we are about to do makes me shudder.

I tense as a recognizable sensation washes over me. No one has hit me yet, and yet I know what object they have chosen. A flogger. I shudder as those straps almost innocently caress my skin, sliding from my arched back to my ass, before exploring my thighs.

I know it. The person in charge is going to drag this little game out for a while, just to get my guard down. And when I least expect it, I will find myself violently impacted by this object with a thousand straps.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nervousness. Daniel has used this item on me before. And each time, I loved it. There's no reason for it to be any different this time around.

I let out a squeal as finally, a first blow lands. After my punishment in the office, my skin is already on fire. I grit my teeth, knowing that I have to be brave. I have no doubt that each of them will want their turn in this little game. I have not been given any instructions, nor ordered to count. I have no way of knowing how long this punishment will last.

I grit my teeth as the blows continue to rain down. Not knowing how long this will last, or who is holding this painful object, makes it more difficult for me. I take a deep breath, trying to get some control over the situation.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes me as the swift strikes the soft skin of my thighs. This part of me had been spared until then, but I understand now that they will deny themselves nothing during this session.

A pause, then the beating resumes. This could be another dominant. Or it could be the same, playing with my nerves. I have no way of knowing. So, I decide to let go and stop trying to find out. It doesn't matter who holds the flogger, if in the end, the sensations are there.

I have to admit, as painful as this punishment is, I greatly appreciate it. And, my master is there. Often he knows my limits better than I do. As long as he's by my side, I know I'm safe.

Still, I feel incredibly vulnerable as Arthur remarks aloud how wet I am. I suddenly feel humiliated. I shouldn't feel this. It is not normal. But from this humiliation is born an indescribable excitement.

A loud moan escapes me as the flogger begins to slide over my lower lips, tracing its way from my slit to my throbbing clit. In my field of vision, I see a pair of men's shoes appear.

Images come to mind. I saw him in an adult film once when Daniel's absence became too much to bear. A woman was kneeling in front of her boss, completely naked. While sucking him, she rubbed on his shoe, polishing it with her arousal. I imagine myself doing the same, my intimacy contracting at this idea.

I look up, meeting Charles' calm expression. He caresses my cheek before lowering to point to his crotch with a gesture of his chin. Without violence, he helps me straighten up, my face arriving in front of his member.

I look up at him again, waiting for his approval. He moves his head almost imperceptibly, urging me to go. Still shaking from the punishment I just received, my hand wraps around his cock, holding him firmly in position. Then I let my tongue run his length again, almost sighing to find back his taste.

Without playing with him any longer, I open my mouth and let his first few inches enter me. I do my best to take it, never daring to go very far. I'm scared by his thickness and length. I'm not sure I can let him sink as deep as I let my master.

So I put my whole heart into it, hoping to satisfy him enough. He lets me do it for a few moments, letting out a low growl here and there. But as I speed up my movements, I feel a hand slip into my hair.

Without ever letting go of the man's cock, I look sideways, discovering Arthur's blond curls. His steely blue gaze challenges me. That of letting him take control of the situation. To decide how fast and how deep I take his friend.

I meet his gaze, a wave of pride washing over me. Surely, I shouldn't be so proud. I know he won't spare me anything. Arthur proved to me that he is not the delicate type. But tonight, it’s exactly what I want.

He presses down on my head, pushing a few more inches into me. My hands automatically land on Charles's thighs, trying to find some support in this unusual situation. Slowly, the blond rocks me back and forth, forcing me to take the other one deeper each time. I let myself go, intoxicated by the taste and the sounds my one-night lover makes.

The pace picks up, and obscene sounds escape me as Charles' massive cock presses against the back of my throat. I can't do anything but focus on my breathing, pushing my body's reflexes to their limits.

Beneath my fingertips, I feel the man's muscles twitch in a steady rhythm. He is not far from orgasm. Arthur noticed it too, making me move back and forth even faster.

But before the other can come, he tugs my hair harder, causing me to pull back. He keeps his hands firmly gripped in my hair, holding me in this position. I'm confused, wondering what he expects of me.

“Make him cum with your hands.”

I gulp but comply. Trying to replicate the speed at which my mouth moved back and forth on his cock, I squeeze the man's member between my fingers. I look up at him, an innocent expression plastered to my face.

It doesn't take much for him to let himself go, his seed coming to paint the pale skin of my breasts. His body slowly relaxes. Arthur pushes on my head, asking me to clean the other's cock, slowly becoming limp again in my mouth.

Then the two men help me up. I wince in pain, my body aching. But I quickly forget this feeling when I discover what Daniel has installed while his two guests take care of me.

Suspended from the ceiling, is a swing. I bite my lip, already excited at the thought of finding myself suspended, my body encircled by its straps. Gently, Charles grabs my hand and guides me to the object. With ease, he lifts me up and settles me on this still unknown toy.

My hands wrap around the cords as, one by one, he installs my feet in the fabric stirrups. I wince, the still raw skin of my buttocks burning from the straps under it. But I quickly forget that unpleasant feeling.

Without ever leaving my gaze, the giant kneels before me. Slowly, he slides his lips up my thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his path. A louder moan escapes me as his tongue enters the equation, licking my already swollen slit.

My fingers cling a little tighter to the straps as his movements become faster, more precise. If I dared, I would run my hands through his dark hair, just to make him feel how crazy what he's doing to me is driving me.

He probably doesn't need that to know. Not when his fingers enter me in a sound so wet it's obscene. If anyone still doubted it, here's the reassurance that I'm perfectly excited about everything that's happened between us.

Between my swollen breasts, I can watch him activate with passion on my intimacy. Often, he looks up at me, his two black marbles adding even more excitement. I feel like it's going to eat me whole. I'm certainly not going to stop him.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, wrapping around my clit before moving down and joining his fingers in my drenched pussy. I don't even try to control my sounds anymore, moaning loudly as my limbs start shaking in pleasure.

Feeling like I'm about to sink, I turn my head, looking desperately for Daniel. My master is not far away, a smile on his lips. I could never have believed that he would like it so much to see his submissive being devoured by a different man than him. In a last ditch effort, I remember my place.

“Can I cum, Master? Please.”

A soft laugh escapes Arthur, obviously the type to like seeing a woman lose control of herself completely, while Charles growls against my clit, apparently excited to hear me pleading in this way under the effect of his tongue.

Slowly, my master nods, and it doesn't take much for me to completely surrender to this warmth in my belly, letting it invade me completely. Charles doesn't give up on me right away, continuing to lick me gently until my breathing returns to normal. Before getting up, he places a quick kiss on the inside of my thigh, making me shiver.

No sooner does he move away than Arthur takes his place between my legs, his eternal smirk on his lips. With his fingertips, he grabs the chain connecting the clamps hooked to my nipple, gently tugging on it. I groan, not entirely sure what I'm feeling. All I know is that I don't want him to stop.

I open my thighs a little wider, inviting him to come a little closer. He whispers a low good girl, before sticking his hips to mine. Slowly, he slides his cock down my slit, squeezing frustrated little moans from me as he pats it against my taut clit.

His hand slides through my hair, gripping the back of my head to pull me into a passionate kiss. As his tongue gives me no respite, he takes the opportunity to insert himself inside me, making me sigh against his lips. I'm so soaked that he enters his full length inside me in one motion.

“Damn, you’re so tight princess. What a treat you have here, Daniel.”

“And you don’t know it all. You're only the second one to visit this place.”

My cheeks blush strongly at this revelation of my dominant. I had forgotten it myself. Who could believe, seeing me in the middle of these three men, that I was still a virgin a month ago? And now… I look like a real porn star.

Soon, Arthur's thrusts make me forget these scandalous thoughts. This swing is driving me absolutely crazy. Thus harnessed, I’m pretty much trapped. I can do nothing but spread my legs and let myself be pounded eagerly by this experienced man. Because there is no doubt about it, the man with blond curls knows how to use a woman's body perfectly.

Soon, I find myself again moaning and panting, forgetting all countenance and behaving like a dog in heat. But I understand that a new orgasm is not for now, as Charles approaches us, his hand sliding lazily over my body.

“What about we take this number to three?”

His friend nods, catching my lips between his teeth in an excruciatingly erotic gesture before stepping back and making way for the giant. I swallow, my eyes moving down to his tense member. It's so thick, and so long. I managed to take it in my mouth, but can I have it between my legs?

“You can take it.”

It wasn't a question, but I nod vigorously anyway. The way he said it. Authoritarian. Until then, the man had shown patience and gentleness. What he shows now is another facet of him. And I must say that I find it particularly exciting.

Firmly, he presses my thighs to spread them wide apart, pushing through for his wide hips. My eyes locked with his. I try to focus on my breathing, hoping to make the ordeal easier that way.

But when his tense member begins to sink into me, I grit my teeth, realizing that there would be nothing easy about this task. How can a man be so built? Behind me, Arthur comes to settle, sticking his chest to me to give me a little support.

His arms wrap around my stomach, comforting me while keeping me still. I try to forget the parasitic thoughts that take me. He would only have to remove the plug for me to insert himself there, and quarter me in the most intense way. Even though I like what they do to me, I don't think I'm ready to welcome anyone other than my dominant in this place.

But before I can worry anymore, Charles's cock snaps me back into reality. His tip finally entered me, clearing the way for the rest of his length. I turn my head in search of Arthur's lips, smothering my moans in a slow kiss.

Before being completely pushed into me, the giant stops, and goes back. His movements are slow, and little by little, I relax and get used to his imposing member.

Feeling that I'm relaxing, Arthur develops the rest of his plan. Detaching himself from me, he presses gently on my shoulders, making me rock back. I now find myself completely lying down, my head suspended in the air.

He caresses my lips with the tip of his thumb before forcing me to open my mouth. Without the slightest hesitation, he slips his cock into my offered cavity. I don't even notice my own taste on his damp skin, too focused on not closing my jaw around him as Charles increases the speed of his thrusts.

With each push, I groan, feeling every inch of my inner walls electrify as he passes. The presence of the plug inside me only makes me feel even fuller, the man's member pressing down on it. I no longer control anything. And when Charles comes to put his thumb on my clit, I completely lose my footing, a violent flash crossing my body, making it tense around my lovers.

Moments later, Arthur empties into me, letting his seed invade my mouth and throat in a delicious burn. I swallow it entirely, even agreeing with joy to lick his finger having recovered a few drops having escaped from my mouth.

That's when I realize my master is next to me, his cock visibly aching with arousal. Slowly, his finger traces the contours of my mouth, before plunging into it. Obediently, I lick his thumb.

“Is that what you want, Baby Girl? That I take your mouth?”

“No, Master.”

“What do you want then?”

“Please. Fuck my ass.”

A broad smile lights up his face. He seems both proud and pleased to hear me suggest something so decadent. However, I’m already almost filled by Charles. How could I bear them both? I push that idea away. The recent orgasm makes me lose all common sense. I just want to be treated like their little plaything.

Daniel wastes no time in straightening me up and removing my plug, his friend still inside me as he does so. My hands leave the swing posts to cling to Charles's shoulders. I know it, I'm going to need all the comfort necessary to support this intrusion. And what better than the warmth of a man's skin for that?

After copiously spraying himself with lubricant, my dominant lines up at my entrance. Unconsciously, I tense up. The other man gently caresses the inside of my thigh to reassure me.

I take a deep breath, welcoming my master's cock inside me. He slides his mouth against my ear, whispering encouragement that helps me relax. Once his swollen tip passes my jagged edge, everything becomes easier.

I lay my head on his shoulder, letting myself go with the feeling. I feel torn in half, I know that tomorrow I will have trouble walking. But for now, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world. Once he's in fully me, the two men gently caress my skin, whispering belly-warming compliments. I'm proud to have made it. And even more proud to succeed in satisfying these men.

Slowly, Charles undid my nipple clamps, grabbing my aching breasts between his lips, making me moan as my dominant began to move inside me. The sounds die in my throat as the two men begin to move, alternating their movements so that I'm never left empty.

My fingernails dig deeper into Charles's skin, as my head spins to seek out Daniel's lips. I can't believe this is happening to me. Pathetic squeals escape me as the pace picks up even more. My dominant growls in my ear, driving me crazy.

“You’re going to cum one more time for us, Baby Girl?”

“I don't think I can.”

“It wasn’t a question.”

Before I can protest, his hand slides down my stomach, landing authoritatively on my clit. With an expert gesture, he pinches it between two fingers, bringing just enough strength to make me dive into orgasm.

I don't even have the strength to scream anymore, my body convulsing uncontrollably as my entries contract around my lovers’ cocks. My vision blurs. Lightning flashes through me, bathing me in incomparable warmth.

Charles is the first to follow me in the ecstasy, grabbing my hips to empty deep inside me. He doesn’t come out of me right away, enjoying my comfortable presence around his member until the last moment. After a few more thrusts, my master empties in turn, muttering a slew of curses between two grunts.

I'm on cloud nine, my mind totally fogged after this indescribable experience. As they undo the swing straps, I can't even get control of my legs.

Gently, Daniel takes me in his arms, carrying me to the big bed in the middle of the room. He lays me down carefully, before laying down next to me and pulling me against his chest to help me recover from my emotions. Without worrying about the seed of the two men now flowing on my thighs, I sink, my head full of dreams.


Chapter 5

I groan as I shift my position in bed. These men really didn’t go easy on me. I don't think there's a single part of my body that isn't sore right now. But if I had to do it again... I would do it all over without the slightest hesitation.

I have absolutely no regrets. And I don't care if I have to walk strangely for a few days. The pleasure and intensity of these sensations were far too great to complain about the painful counterpart that I have to accept.

For the thousandth time, I grab my phone to look at the photo Daniel sent me. Arthur took it, I believe, showing more thoughtfulness than I would have imagined. Once our games were over, they got dressed and left us alone, giving me the necessary space to recover from these thrills, safe in my master’s arms.

This is what is shown in the photo. Still naked and covered with the marks of the passage of the three men, I’m curled up against my dominant, his arms surrounding my body in a protective embrace. The tenderness that emanates from this shot stands in stark contrast to the actions that took place moments before it was taken.

I sigh with joy, remembering all the compliments Daniel gave me as he held me in his arms, lovingly stroking my hair. But above all, I remember our conversation the next morning.

That's it, my four tests have taken place. Even if I have not always had the best behavior, I have always been able to make up for it, knowing how to take my punishments with obedience. Until the last moment, I doubted my master's decision, fearing that he still did not find me good enough, preferring to find a more experienced or more docile submissive.

I had tears in my eyes when he told me he wanted to continue with me. Of course, the road is still long, and I still have a lot to learn. But he wants to do it. He wants to continue to guide me in this unconventional way of life.

I would already like to pack my bags and move in with him. Welcome him every night, naked and ready to serve him in any way he wants. But I have to be patient. This week, he is on a business trip. But he promised me. As soon as he returns, he will have me come to his house for a final test. A kind of graduation ceremony, if I want.

In the meantime, I will do everything to prepare for this new session. I know it, my master will spare me nothing.

Perfect.

I have only one desire : to experience intense emotions again.


DOMINATING HER


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.


> THE HOUSE OF PLEASURE SERIES <


BOUND TO SUBMISSION


Chapter 1

“Why are you here?”

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

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

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

Submissive.

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

“To experience new things.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Take off your clothes.”

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

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

But his patience is not eternal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open.”

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

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

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

“On your knees.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Crawl to me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hold out your arms.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Only good girls get that.”

“I'll be a good girl, I promise.”

“Prove it. Come for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s time to welcome our guests.”


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She likes the pain, it seems.”

“She loves that. A good little slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready for one last ride?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I am his.


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m far from being done with this house of pleasures.


BOUND TO PLEASURE


Chapter 1

“Yes, that's it. Just like that. Damn, you’re hot.”

My cheeks flushed, I push the man a little deeper into my mouth. I never thought that one day, I would suck the dick of a man I barely know. Even less in a public place.

Oh, sure, we are not the only ones doing this. In this BDSM club, everything is done for people to have fun. As I discovered the first time I came. And what a first time...

No sooner had I arrived than a most attractive dominant approached me, flirting and introducing me to this new world. I planned to be a simple observer; I became a submissive. And when this man offered to fulfill one of my most secret fantasies, I hastened to accept.

Blindfolded, I let him invite other dominants into one of the club rooms. Thus deprived of my sight, I couldn’t say how many men passed over me. All I know is that I loved it so much that I'm already back.

Much less nervous than the first time, I entered the club, immediately heading for the main room. The one where everything is allowed, as long as you find someone with the same desires and kinks as you.

I scanned the room, looking at the bodies that were already mixing, feasting on the sounds of flesh and pleasure, barely drowned out by the light background music. Immediately, I felt my arousal rise, soaking my panties obscenely.

I couldn't help but stare at all the men there, wondering if they were there last week, when I was offered to everyone. Did they see me naked? Have they tasted my mouth, my pussy?

Not seeing Rhys, my very first dominant, I sat on one of the chairs, enjoying the spectacle of a woman tied to the ceiling, her breasts trapped in a rope while a man has fun taking her ever closer to orgasm, without ever letting her fall into it.

That's when Noah came along. Gently, he grabbed my hand, placing a light kiss on it. I couldn't help but smile at this gesture of gallantry, seeming so out of step with the rest of the room.

But you have to believe that this is an effective way of attracting the attention of a woman. Because immediately, I turned away from the show to focus only on him. It didn't take long for us to start kissing. To start touching.

Now I'm leaning over him, busy taking him into my mouth, forgetting that there are people all around us. These are probably too busy with their partners to even care about what we’re doing. But if they want to watch us, I'm not going to stop them.

Kneeling on the velvet bench, I expose my ass, enclosed in my little leather skirt, to everyone. This one is so short, I'm sure it shows off my black lace thong. I had to go buy another one, after Rhys destroyed mine last week.

I wonder what he did with it, after slipping it into his pants’ pocket. Maybe he kept it as a trophy. A wave of excitement overwhelms me at this idea. I've always been a good girl, but now I've turned out to be a real slut. In this club, my only goal is to find out what other dominants can do to me.

With Noah, things seem to be off to a good start. Between two grunts, he changes his speech, going from encouragement and compliments to degrading words, each bringing me the same thrill of excitement, the same desire to satisfy him a little more.

One of his hands closes over my hair as I take him a little deeper, until he touches the back of my throat. I choke a little at this unpleasant contact, but hold on. More than anything, I want to satisfy my dominant, even if he has this role only for one night.

As his fingers hold me down on his member, his other hand slides slowly down my back, leaving a trail of goosebumps all over my body. The man takes his time, discovers me, makes me languish, until he finally reaches my ass.

With a firm movement, he squeezes my globes in his grip, squeezing a little squeal of pleasure from me. I discovered it last week. I like being manhandled. Used. In pain. This unnatural stimulation excites me more than I dare admit to myself.

The heat burns my face as the man slowly pulls up my skirt, baring my ass and offering it for all to see. Without wasting a moment, the dominant slides his finger under the thin piece of fabric barely covering them. He plays with the string for a moment, making the nervousness rise in me, but he doesn't take it away.

Then, he passes his hand inside, letting it discover my soaked pussy. I moan, trembling with pleasure at this simple gesture. But soon, he reveals his intentions, moving his soaked fingers over my crenellated contour.

Shame takes hold of me. If last week I let Rhys plunge a plug into that taboo spot, I never expected to be touched there again so quickly. And even less in front of all these people.

However, I do not pronounce my safe word, nor do I weaken in my movements of the head. He doesn't move his hand, just leaving it there, while his other hand gently caresses my hair in an almost intimate gesture. Then he leans over me, his warm voice making me shiver as much as his words.

“I've been dreaming about your little ass all week. Ever since I saw you with that plug, I wanted it to be mine. What do you say? Are you going to be a good girl and give it to me?”

I freeze, letting his words infuse in me. So, he was there last week. He is one of those men who used me without the slightest shame, as if I were their little toy.

I don't know why, but I feel even more excited at this prospect. He saw what I am capable of, and appreciated it. Otherwise, why would he be with me right now?

His question resonates in me without me being able to find an answer. If I fantasized about going a little further, I don't know if I'm able to take the plunge. I feel torn, and continues to slowly suck his length to try to gain some time.

But the man wants an answer. Slowly, Noah grabs my chin, forcing me to let go. Our gazes dive into each other. His is peaceful. It is neither threatening nor frightening. He just wants to continue my initiation. And I think... I think I’m going to accept.

“Let's start slow, and we'll see if you like it. You have your safe word if you want to stop. So, little girl, what do you say?”

Reassured by these few promises, I nod my head before taking his hand, ready to follow him wherever he decides to take me.


Chapter 2

I let out a long moan as his mouth crashes against mine, his tongue visiting me obscenely, roaming every inch of my cavity. I have never been kissed so passionately. I feel like I'm swallowed up by this man, and I wouldn't want it to stop for anything in the world.

Without ever breaking the kiss, the man's powerful hands land on my hips, holding them firmly before sliding onto my stomach.

I suddenly feel very small, thus held in his arms. I hadn't noticed how imposing his stature was. I feel like one move of his hands would be enough to snap me in two.

Far from frightening me, this prospect excites me even more, and I can't help but wonder how I would feel if he put his powerful fingers on my throat.

For the moment, it’s on my belly that he moves them. With force, he grabs the tails of my light shirt. Before I even have time to react, he pulls on it, popping the buttons of the garment one by one.

I squeal in protest. It was my prettiest top. But the man doesn't care, his hand sliding over my ass to smack it with authority. I understand the message. He's in charge here. I have no say.

This idea only heightens my excitement. I am now fully soaked, and desperate for his caresses to intensify.

I moan uncontrollably as the palm of his hand closes over my breast still covered in my black lace bra. Through the fabric, the dominant enjoys grabbing my nipple, pinching it barely enough to make me feel anything.

Yet I'm so stimulated that it's enough to make me squeal. The man smiles, satisfied with the reactions he manages to snatch from me. Playfully, he grabs my bottom lip between his teeth, pulling just enough to drive me crazy.

I feel like I'm fainting. It's only the firm grip of his arm around my waist that keeps me going. Slowly, his fingers join my crotch. He lets out a mocking sound against my lips as he realizes how wet I am.

My heart beats a little faster as Noah expertly unhooks my bra. Without missing a beat, he rids my chest of all clothing, breaking the kiss to admire what will be his tonight.

The man licks his lips, a gleam of excitement in his eyes. Slowly he puts his thumb on one of my sensitive spots, making me shudder. His gaze is so intense in mine that I have to look away.

I feel like my whole body is on fire as he caresses me with treacherous slowness. But before I even have time to blush with shame at my condition, the man picks me up, making me cry out in surprise.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around and presses me against the desk behind me. I, who was wondering about its use in such a place, now I understand better.

For a moment, I stop breathing at the sudden brutality. The man is even stronger than I had imagined. If he wanted to, he could destroy me. And I won't stop him. I don't know where these dark thoughts are coming from, but I don't care.

Because the arousal has never been greater than now that his hand is resting on my upper back, holding me firmly in place. My breathing quickens, my breasts stuck against the cold glass covering the desk.

With the same force, the dominant grabs my skirt, pulling it up over my hips to give himself a full view of my ass. I squeal as one of his hands lands on my thin skin. My whole body shudders at this contact, which is repeated again and again.

I like being spanked like this, transformed into an object that he can dispose of as he wishes. Even though they are painful, his fingers snapping my ass have the same effect on me as if they were placed on my clit. The latter contracts, silently begging for a caress, for a mark of intense attention.

The man suspends his blows to slowly slip his fingers under my thong and make it fall down my legs. I shudder as I feel him lower behind me, his warm breath caressing my most private parts.

I'm shaking, soaked like never before. I chew my lip impatiently, praying that he will taste me. If he's as good with his tongue there as he was in my mouth, I know the ecstasy won't be long in coming.

I moan as he blows on my private parts. This simple gesture is enough to make me lose my mind. I know I should show more restraint. To wait patiently to receive what my master deigns to offer me.

But I can't help but wiggle my hips in a desperate attempt to receive his mouth on my desperate clit. The man's response is not long in coming.

I yelp as he slams his hand down on my ass again, a slap much harder than he's ever given me. Unconsciously, I approach my hand to my buttocks, trying to soothe the burn he has just created.

But that too, I have no right to. He slaps my hand sharply to remove it, taking its place on my inflamed globe. His fingers grip me, digging hard into my skin in a massage that's as painful as it is exciting.

I lick my lips as he leaves my ass to descend a little lower, giving me a glimpse of the possibility of a little more pleasure. But at the too light touch on my skin, I understand that the man has no intention of relieving me. He barely brushes my tense clit, only adding to my impatience.

I let out a long, frustrated moan as the man scoots back onto my thighs, skimming along them at far too slow a pace, setting my nerves on edge, a trail of goosebumps covering my entire body as my arousal continues to flow between my legs.

His fingers take hold of it, coating themselves in my natural lube without ever touching me more than necessary. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep myself from moaning. I know the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. I have to be patient and accept what he wants to give me. He'll take care of me eventually, right?

I hold back a cry of surprise as, without the slightest warning sign, one of his fingers plunges between my buttocks. Although it’s covered with my excitement, its passage is not the easiest. The man has thick fingers, I realize now that a first knuckle is sinking into my most taboo entrance.

Still leaning on the table, I try to keep control of my breathing. I hadn't expected it to happen so quickly. And yet, I don't have the slightest desire to stop him, even if I'm worried about what will happen next. How would I be able to take a man in this tight spot of me when I can barely accept his finger?

My dominant doesn’t seem to be thinking about these kinds of questions. Unfazed, he continues his dive into me, opening me inch by inch. His free hand rests between my shoulder blades, in a gesture as possessive as it is protective. I focus on the warmth it gives me, rather than the tight feeling it causes between my legs.

My forehead rests on the table below me again, and I can't help but sigh in relief when finally, his finger is all of me. It's not much, but knowing that he can't go any further at the moment reassures me.

I take a deep breath, getting used to the feeling as he stays still, giving me a few moments of respite before beginning to slowly move back and forth. Little by little, my grunts of discomfort turn into light sighs of relief.

I'm almost disappointed when Noah pulls his finger out and walks away, leaving me on that table. Thus positioned, leaning, legs apart, I feel more exposed than ever. My cheeks blush, I find it hard to stay still, I feel so ashamed. A part of me would like to cover my naked body.

I am ridiculous. Why would I want to hide from a man who, not thirty seconds ago, had his finger stuck deep inside my ass? You can hardly get more intimate than that. And yet, I really want to hide from his gaze.

But considering the power he put into his spanking when I had done nothing, I dare not imagine what he would do to me if I moved without his permission.

I take a deep breath, trying to stay calm. Soon, the man is back with me, his hand caressing carelessly my sore ass. I can't wait for him to touch me again. But Noah doesn't seem to be in a hurry.

Slowly, he runs his index finger through my body, having fun making me shiver. I do my best to stay still, although it is more difficult than ever. Despite the irrepressible urge that takes me, I don't turn around to see what he's doing.

My stomach contracts as I hear the sound of liquid coming out of a tube. I know it, this sound means only one thing: he’s about to insert something into me.

All the air comes out of my lungs as I feel a tight ball moving inside me. I don't recognize the object. It's neither his finger nor a plug. He continues to push it down, a second ball appearing. This one is slightly larger than the previous one.

Despite the surprise, I manage for the moment to hold the position. This object is not as wide as my master's fingers. I lick my lips, surprising myself enjoying the feeling. I who was desperate to receive it in my dripping wet pussy, now I'm ready to forget that.

I almost groan with pleasure when a slightly larger third ball followed the other two. I think I now know what it is. It's a kind of wand. I've seen it once, while browsing a sex toy site. I believe that my reaction to seeing this object for the first time was disgust.

I never imagined that one day, I would spread my legs to let a man push such an object into me without my protesting for a moment. Even less a stranger. I don't recognize myself. I who thought a good girl, I now discover that I am a real slut.

The wand continues its progress in me. The balls are much bigger, much wider, and they find it harder to force their way into me. I grit my teeth, feeling more open than ever.

The man takes a break and yet I feel that the wand is not yet fully in. That I still have more to take. I take a deep breath, trying not to think how huge the last ball might be.

Maybe it's smaller than his cock. I had it in my mouth. He’s BIG. Wide, and long. I don't even want to imagine what it would be like to have him in my tightest hole. I'm not sure this is possible. Has he ever done it with another woman? I dare not ask him.

I let out a squeal of discomfort as the man resumes his dive into me. The next ball suddenly seems huge to me, associated with all the others before it.

And yet, I do not stop him. I want him to go all the way. I want to see what I'm capable of, despite the fear that twists my stomach. I really don't want to say my safe word.

How is it possible to place such trust in someone you barely know? Sure, he was already inside me last week, if I believe his words. But is this reason enough? I didn't know, so he remains a complete stranger.

And yet, I trust him blindly. I absolutely don't want him to stop. Even if the new ball he has just pushed makes me grit my teeth and bring tears to my eyes. I'm not afraid of a little pain.

I feel like it makes me more alive. That all my senses are heightened. That pleasure is much stronger, much more explosive. Yes, there is no doubt. I like being a submissive.

His hand caresses the back of my neck gently as I tremble now, the last ball entering me, wider than ever. He doesn’t say a word, his presence still threatening above me.

And yet, with this simple little gesture, he reminds me that I am safe. That he is there for me. So, I focus on my breathing again, trying to calm my racing heart against my chest. Against the desk under me, it seems.

The man does not move for a long time. Then, seeing that my body is starting to relax, he begins to caress my buttocks, bringing me the comfort that my damaged skin is crying out for.

Then, with the same force, he flips me over again, spreading my thighs apart as my back rests on the cold surface of the desk. I prop myself up on my elbows to get a better look at him as his hand slides from my throat to visit my chest, passing between my breasts without touching them, almost making me moan in disappointment.

He continues his descent until brushing against my clit, without ever pressing on it. I bite my lip and give him a desperate look. A smirk parts the corner of his lip as his hands settle on my thighs, holding them wide open. My chest is heaving rapidly now, and I look forward to what's next.

My mouth opens in a perfect O as, without taking his eyes off me, the man drops to his knees, his mouth aligned with my soaked pussy. I bite my lip, not really daring to believe it.

And yet, the next moment, he sticks out his tongue and passes it slowly over my slit offered to his gaze. I let out a long moan and close my fingers around the edge of the desk. What I would really like is to run them through his hair, to keep him in this position to force him to continue his exciting gestures.

But again, it's not up to me to choose. He is the master. He’s the one who decides. And like everything he's done since we started, he takes pleasure in keeping me waiting.

His mouth slides over the thin skin inside my thigh, depositing light kisses that make me shudder. Then he sticks his tongue out, drawing small gestures on my skin, showing me what it would feel like if he put it where I really wanted it.

But here, excitement mixes with frustration. I have to bite the inside of my cheek so I don't beg him. So I don’t moan.

Again, the man returns to my nerve button. He licks it lightly. It's barely if I feel this gesture, and yet I let out an incredibly loud moan. I'm not even trying to pretend. That's what comes naturally to me as he does it over and over again.

His fingers firmly hold my open thighs, digging into the tender flesh. I push my head back as he begins to suck on me, capturing my clit between his lips to tug on it with an almost painful gentleness.

One of his hands suddenly moves up my body, gripping one of my hard nipples. I let out a small squeal as he twists it, sending strong electric shocks throughout my body. Then he drops his hand again to better grip the wand still inside me.

Without ever stopping his licks, he begins to move the object, setting all these balls in motion, tearing me apart a little more, and snatching even more powerful moans from me.

I groan in frustration as he suddenly stops. Slowly, he steps back and gets up. I can't help moaning again as he slowly removes the balls from my private entrance.

A mocking smile forms on his lips as the wand is completely removed, leaving me emptier than ever. He leans over me, making me shiver with his power, his arms framing me. His face brushes mine without ever kissing me. I am a prisoner of his body. Of his will.

“You wanna cum little girl? You must beg me for that.”

Stunned, I stutter pathetically as he walks away, fetching a new toy. He totally ignores me, not seeming to listen to any of my desperate please, Master.

He comes back to me, a fine dildo in his hand, which he coats with lubricant. My entire body freezes as his eyes dive into mine.

“So, tell me little girl... Where do you want me to fuck you with that?”

I blush heavily. The wisest answer is obvious. I would like him to take me in the normal way, in the entrance of my body that was created for this.

And yet, there is a little voice inside me that tells me that this is not what he expects. Worse. That little voice makes me realize that I don't want it either.

So, intoxicated by his caresses and stimulations, I forget my shame and hear myself begging him.

“In… In my ass. Please Master. I want you to take me there.”

A mocking sound escapes the man. Slowly, he pushes the dildo against my most taboo entrance, making it enter me without much difficulty. I breathe a long sigh of relief, delighted to be fulfilled again. Glad to be able to take it, too.

The man pushes it all the way in, making me moan. I could never have believed it was so good to have something in that shameful place in my body.

The man goes down on his knees, starting to lick me with passion. I squeal softly as he captures my nerve button between his teeth, biting it just enough to send me on that fine line between pain and intense pleasure.

I gasp, totally desperate. And yet, he proves to me that I am far from having seen everything.

Suddenly he turns on the dildo, making it vibrate inside me. I can't help but arch my back, disoriented by this new and yet delicious feeling. He presses his arm against my stomach, forcing me to hold him in place as he continues to devour me like a starving man.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, feasting on my excitement, making me scream at the top of my lungs. I put my hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples hard. I think I'm going to explode if I don't come very quickly.

The man does not stop, plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy, making me simply scream with pleasure now. I completely lose my footing as a powerful orgasm washes over me, making me convulse on this uncomfortable desk.

For long moments, the man accompanies my ecstasy, slowing his movements as my body relaxes, becoming limp against the furniture.

Slowly he removes the dildo and kisses the inside of my thighs, before coming to capture my lips, giving me a taste of my own excitement.

“Not bad for a first, right? You’ll see, soon you’ll never want to come with anything other than your little ass.”


Chapter 3

I speed up, trying to keep up with Noah to use his imposing stature as protection. We left the bedroom to return to the main room. However, he did not let me get dressed.

Here I am in heels, my breasts exposed to the sight of all. My skirt badly put back lets appear the line of my buttocks, deprived of the least underwear. My heels click on the ground in a heady music.

I'm dying to hide my chest, to shelter myself from all those looks I feel on me now that we're back among the other customers. However, I am far from being the most undressed.

Some people are having a blast, naked as on the first day, mixing with others without the slightest restraint, the bodies starting and ending without clear distinction.

Still, I would like to hide myself. At least put my hand in front of my chest, keep my boobs from bouncing every time I put my foot down. And yet, a single look from my dominant for the night makes me realize that it is out of the question. He looks so stern all of a sudden.

His hand slips into mine though, his fingers intertwining with mine to guide me to the bar. I cling to it a little more than I should, finding some confidence and comfort.

I straighten up, raise my chin, and parade proudly on the arm of this man so attractive. I'm sure there are plenty of other women who would love to lose themselves in his arms tonight. And yet, he chose me.

I keep this thought in mind as the man orders me a juice. I hurriedly down it, realizing how much I needed that boost of energy. Then, I observe the room, watching what happens there, the things that people do, not caring about being completely exposed to the gaze of others.

Noah chats with the bartender for a few moments, before putting his arm around me and whispering in my ear.

“You remember what you did last time?”

“Y… Yes.”

“How about we do it again?”

I shudder, remembering only too well the hands that manhandle me, the bodies using me, the men going over me one after the other, holding my thighs open to use me to satisfy their needs.

No, I did not forget anything. And this memory alone is enough to awaken all the desire in me. The man must see him, a delighted smile forming on his lips. I think about it for a few moments, trying to find a good reason to refuse. But I can't find any. I think I'm well and truly ready to do it again.

I nod, an almost candid look on my face. The man leans over me and kisses me fervently, making me shiver again. I come closer to him, my bare breasts caressing his chest still covered in an impeccably tailored shirt.

Without rushing, he breaks the kiss before taking my hand to guide me to a new room. This is nothing special at first sight. Then, I discover an object. A machine. It doesn't take long for me to figure out what it's for.

Taken aback, I turn to my dominant, who smiles at me, sweeping the few hairs that have escaped from my ponytail to fall on my face, putting them behind my ear.

“I thought you'd appreciate this little thing, considering last time.”

I bite my lip, finding no answer to that. The man doesn't care, leading me to the bed. Without delay, he gets rid of my skirt, letting it slide to the ground, undressing me completely.

“Lie down on your stomach, and stretch your arms behind your back.”

Slightly trembling, I obey. For long minutes, nothing happens. I wait, as impatient as anxious. I don't know exactly what he's going to do with me. All I know is that, soon, this room will be full of men again, all ready to pass over me.

And if I believe what we did earlier... It seems that they will have the right to explore a new part of my body tonight. I had imagined it last week, while finding the idea frightening. But now, the prospect of being taken by two men at once makes me more curious than ever.

The man approaches me, closing leather handcuffs on my wrists. Then, he does the same with my feet, connecting them to my thighs to force me into an impossible position.

Thus tied, I know that only the men will be able to control the movements of my body, lifting me at will to use me as a rag doll. I feel my pussy contract at this idea. I'm more soaked than ever, and the memory of my recent orgasm is now far away. I need more. Much more.

The man approaches my face, leaning in to kiss me. His warm tongue rushes into my mouth, capturing mine in a dance that makes me moan. I don't think I had ever been kissed by such a gifted man. A simple kiss, and I feel myself falling. How is this possible?

He pulls away slowly, stroking my hair for a moment before pulling something out of his pocket. I widen my eyes realizing what it is. A gag. Visibly proud of my reaction, the man has a dangerous smile on his face.

I shiver, feeling the fear rise within me. I could still stop everything. Shout my safe word while my mouth is still free. But I don't. Not because fear paralyzes me. No. Because the dark excitement rising within me takes over my anxiety.

The man, after giving me this moment of reflection, puts his hand on my jaw, forcing me to open my mouth to slip this small round ball between my teeth. I bite it, trying to calm my quickening breathing. I know it's only just begun, I can't panic right now.

With a slow gesture, the man attaches the leather strap to the back of my head, before stepping back to look at me thus harnessed, completely submissive to his will. He strokes my hair in a comforting caress.

He remains thus long moments to watch out my reactions. Giving me time to tap my feet or hands to tell him that I want to stop.

Despite the fear that twists my stomach, I do nothing. I really want to continue. See what can happen, thus harnessed and surrounded by men.

“Good girl.”

He whispers in a deep voice, caressing my cheek tenderly. These simple words send a wave of heat through my body. More than anything, satisfying a dominant is something that makes me proud, and keeps me going.

The man pulls away from me, putting his index finger on the back of my neck. He slides it down my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. I bite the little ball in my mouth a little harder as his finger comes between my buttocks.

Slowly, he traces the outline of my crenellated entrance, before placing two powerful slaps on my buttocks. I squeal, my whole body shaking. Still, I want more, arching my body as much as I can despite the restraints he placed against my skin.

The dominant continues his descent, again plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy. I gasp in surprise, barely muffled by my gag as he jerks back and forth inside me.

I can feel my cheeks flush as I hear the wet sound echoing through the room. No doubt, I am indeed wet, ready to receive him and all his guests.

I shiver as I hear him bring the machine closer to me. He drips lube on it, before sticking it to my soaking wet entrance, replacing his fingers. I can barely swallow with my mouth thus held open.

I have to concentrate on my breathing as I feel the dildo at the end of this machine push through me. It's pretty wide, but nothing I can't stand. I know it, all these men ready to take care of me are going to give me a lot more trouble.

I take a deep breath as the object is now completely inside my privacy. I get used to its presence, now waiting for the dominant to start it, and make me discover the omnipotence of this object until then unknown.

However, nothing happens. Taken aback, I look up as I feel the man walking around me. My eyes widen as after a few moments out of sight, he returns again with an object I recognize all too well. A camera.

I try to follow him with my eyes as he sets it up on a tripod, at an angle that I know will show all of my decadence. My breathing quickens, I panic a little. I'm not really against the idea, but I don't know what the man intends to do with this video.

Once everything is installed, he approaches me, catching my chin between his fingers.

“Don't worry. From this angle, no one will be able to recognize you. Your face won’t appear. I just don't want to miss the chance to have you in my private collection. It’s alright?”

Shyly, I nod, suddenly excited at the idea of being kept for posterity, even if it's in such a degrading position. I think that's what excites me the most. He whispers a good girl again, before pulling back, caressing my body absentmindedly.

Again, he approaches my ass. My nervousness increases as I hear the sound of lube dripping. I can't help wondering what he's doing. Quickly, I have my answer when he spreads my globes firmly, before pushing a small piece of silicone against my still open entrance. A plug.

I barely sigh when he pushes it in, now used to much bigger things. Once the toy is installed, he gently massages my ass, making me let my guard down.

A gasp of surprise escapes me, barely muffled by the gag, as the machine suddenly kicks into gear, driving the dildo in and out of me in a painfully slow rhythm. It's really not enough to satisfy me, but I have to be content with it.

I know it, in a few moments, they will be a whole cohort of men, ready to run over my body. I should probably take advantage of these last moments of respite before being used again in the most degrading ways.


Chapter 4

My breathing quickens as the doors open, revealing unfamiliar faces. It's the first time I've seen them, and yet what I'm about to let them do of my body is one of the most intimate things there is.

It's probably madness, I should be embarrassed just to think that this could happen. And yet, despite the blush rising on my cheeks, I feel more ready than ever.

Unlike last week, this time my eyes are not blindfolded. I can see all these men. Their faces, their bodies. I wonder how I would react if I came across one of them on the street, or at my job. I can't help but sigh in relief realizing that I don't know any of them.

It’d have been awful if I had found there a colleague, a neighbor. I should have quit, moved away. Because even if I'm ready to take the plunge and get ganged again by all these men, I really don't want to let it be known everywhere how much of a slut I am.

In a seemingly planned choreography, the men settle down one after the other around me. Timidly, I look up, looking at them one after the other. My cheeks are redder than ever.

I am ashamed of my position. Ashamed to be exposed like this. Ashamed of not being able to hold back the few moans that escape from my gag because of this infernal machine in me.

I spot a few smiles, a few erections that are already starting to tighten the pants. I can barely hear my one-night dominant explaining the rules of the game to everyone, telling them my safe word.

Despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I'm not afraid. I know that they will listen to me, that they will respect my limits, if ever I managed to reach them. Deep down, I hope I'll hold on.

That no matter what perversity they want to do to my body, I bear them all and satisfy them one after another. Until, I too reached new, unexplored heights of pleasure.

I feel intimidated by all these eyes on me. I believe this is more difficult than last week. I thought seeing them would make it easier for me, because I could see what they're doing, what they think of the show.

But I suddenly find myself tiny, thus tied naked while they seem huge, muscular, and above all still fully clothed, standing above my body.

A first man comes forward, more determined than the others. Slowly, he settles in front of me, his face leaning on mine. I can feel his breath caressing my skin as an almost sickly smile tugs at his lips.

With a theatrical gesture, he raises before my eyes the remote control connecting me to the machine, having surely received it from my dominant. I swallow hard, wondering what he's going to do to me now.

For the moment, the comings and goings of the dildo in me are very light, I barely feel them. But that is changing fast. Without warning me, the man presses a button, drastically increasing the speed of the back and forth of the machine.

I instinctively arch my back, my body finding itself blocked by the many restraints placed around my skin. My high-pitched squeal provokes a few laughs from the room. I watch the men, a frightened expression on my face as I feel overwhelmed by events.

Some have already started caressing each other through their pants, ready to intervene. They look like wolves, ready to pounce on their prey to devour it whole. I am the sacrificial lamb, and it suddenly worries me.

The man holding his hand to the remote grabs my face, forcing me to look at him. His hazel eyes are bewitching, and I anchor myself to them like a buoy, trying by all means to regain my footing and not completely lose my control of myself.

I breathe a quiet sigh of relief as the toy stops, giving me some respite. The man is having fun, stroking my face before slyly resuming the thrusts of the machine inside me, even more powerful than before.

I fight in spite of myself, my body reacting to the power of these movements in him. Again, this makes the men around me laugh. Everyone seems happy to see me struggling like this and losing control of my body.

This little power game seems to excite them. And if I'm being honest… It turns me on too. The machine pounds me at a steady pace, driving me crazy. It's unlike anything I've experienced before.

With this gag on, I can't stop a little drool from dripping down my chin, only adding to my sense of humiliation. I have absolutely no control over anything. I am their object. Their little thing, and they don't hesitate to let me know.

A man approaches us as the former continues to stare at me, changing the speed of the toy inside me at an excruciating rate. The newcomer puts his hand on my neck before sliding it down my back.

He plays with my tied hands, before landing on my buttocks. He begins by spreading them, offering himself an even better view of the plug in me. Then, after slapping my ass loudly, he grabs the little toy, making it move slowly inside me.

I have trouble breathing, and can no longer swallow to try to regain some control. My squeals become pathetic groans against my gag. I feel like I'm going to choke if they don't take it away from me.

The man in front of me is amused, grabbing my throat in his steady hand. I shudder at this mark of strength and power. He clenches his fingers slightly, making me shiver.

But despite the instinctive fear I feel, I can't help but be aroused, my intimacy tightening a little more around the dildo inside me.

The man bends over me, his cologne soaking up my nose, his heady scent making me vibrate.

“You are going to be a good girl and suck my cock.”

Greedily, I nod, too eager to finally be rid of that painful bond in my mouth. Happy to finally be able to show them what I'm capable of.

Without hurrying, the stranger undoes the leather buckle behind my head. When the object finally leaves my mouth, I can't help but have a long sigh of relief. But I can't rest any longer. Because without me realizing it, he undid his pants and pulled out his cock, already presenting it to my lips.

I swallow hard but open my mouth without him having to ask. Immediately, he lets his thick tip slide inside me.

The man takes his time, not trying to destroy my mouth immediately. He seems to take pleasure in controlling the pace of this meeting. It's as if there was only him. As if there weren't all these men around us, also waiting to have the right to touch me, to use me.

After a while he lets himself go, going deeper and deeper, slapping the back of my throat. A muffled sound escapes me as at the same time he further intensifies the movements of the dildo. It doesn't take long for him to pick up the same pace, tracing his thrusts to the machine, pounding me hard from both sides as the other man continues to wiggle the plug inside me.

I close my eyes, trying to keep my footing and not be intimidated by the situation. I know this is just getting started. Soon, this plug will surely be replaced by another man. I shudder, concentrating on the man in my mouth so as not to think about the rest.

As best I can, I move my tongue, trying to tickle its tip, its length, to make it come faster. The man lets me do it, a satisfied rattle escaping from his throat as I focus more and more.

His hand slides into my hair, squeezing it roughly as his movements quicken. A few more thrusts, and he drops his seed deep in my throat, making me cough. He pulls back and walks away without a single glance at me, tossing the remote casually at another man as some of his liquid drips down my chin.

I don't have time to be moved by the situation when another man arrives, taking his place without hesitation. He’s not as big as the other, and I take him without difficulty. The comings and goings of the machine within me have calmed down, now unbelievably slow. Far too slow.

I arch my back a little and try to move my hips to give me more friction. A loud smack hits my ass, and I have to stop myself so as not to bite the man's member in my mouth.

I hadn't expected this. However, I know it, I must respect the rule of the dominant around me. It is up to them to decide my fate. Not for me.

I feel them getting closer to me. Although I can't look, the sounds I hear leave little room for interpretation. And as a new man settles in my mouth, I feel wet drops fall on my back, on my ass.

My cheeks flush as I realize that a man has just jerked off on me, not waiting to have access to my mouth or my pussy to let himself go. Maybe he'll come back later for a second round. If that's what he wants, I'll do everything in my power to satisfy him. For him like for the others, I want to be the perfect slave.

I don't know how much time passes like this, the men playing with my mouth and with the remote control of the toy inside me without ever letting me get my fill. I feel more frustrated than ever, my clit throbbing, desperate for release.

I gasp in surprise as suddenly the plug is pulled out from between my ass. I can't stop my breathing from quickening as fingers trace my jagged outline. Looks like serious things are about to begin.

A lubricated finger slides inside me slowly, barely enough to make me sigh. After everything my dominant has done to me, I'm going to need a lot more. As if the stranger guessed, he adds a second finger, pushing it deep in one motion.

I moan against the cock in my mouth as he begins to scissor inside of me, slowly but surely tearing me apart as the dildo continues to pound me at a slow pace.

I'm sure that now, I’m staining the sheets under me, as my excitement is strong. In the room, we can quite hear the wet sound of my pussy being penetrated at this mechanical rhythm. This little game goes on and on, until the man in front of me empties into my mouth with an obscene rattle.

I swallow his seed without asking questions, far too concerned about what's going on behind me. I can't hold back a smile when Noah comes near me. I didn't know the man until a few hours ago, and now I see him as a buoy, something to cling to so as not to sink.

His hand slides up my cheek, his thumb picking up some fresh seed sliding down my chin. Unceremoniously, he shoves his covered finger into my mouth, giving me a silent command.

Slowly, I begin to lick him, looking up at him and giving him my most lustful gaze. The man smiles, visibly pleased to see me so shameless. He kneels down to my level, his warm breath against my skin making me shiver again.

“Tell me little girl, how about we show them what you're really capable of?”

My mouth opens and I feel my cheeks blush. I understand very well what he wants to do. I feel thousands of questions swirling around in my mind. Is it reasonable? Should I accept it? What if it hurt? What if, what if?

The man, seeing my questioning, delicately places his lips on my forehead, offering me unexpected comfort. When he pulls away, I smile, and nod my head gently. A mocking grin lights up his face.

“Beg me.”

I bite my lip, suddenly realizing what he's asking of me. Doing all this in public is one thing. But saying it out loud, even begging it, is something I hadn't considered. And yet, I know that I have no choice. What will happen if I shut up? I wouldn't have what I want, that's for sure.

But he might even decide to punish me. Maybe he'd leave me strapped to this machine, letting it pound me at a slow pace over and over until I couldn't take it anymore, my body shaking and I starting to cry, to beg him to deliver me.

So, with a trembling voice, I decide not to make myself suffer more than necessary.

“Please Master. Fuck my ass.”

A few laughs and hisses break out here and there in the room, the men seeming visibly excited to hear me beg for such a degrading thing. The man pats my cheek as if to congratulate me on my obedience.

The fingers between my ass come out as Noah walks around me. The men stay in a circle around me, no one coming to fill my mouth. All doubtless want first to observe the spectacle of my degradation.

I close my eyes and focus on my breathing as I hear the sound of lube coming out of its tube. At least he is preparing properly.

I can't stop my nails from digging into the palms of my hands as he climbs on top of me, accommodating my position as best he can. The dildo stopped inside me, halfway in, just enough to remind me of its presence without being too uncomfortable.

My breathing stops when, finally, I feel the tip of the man slipping between my globes that he holds apart. A pathetic squeak escapes my throat as the man tries to squeeze his massive member into that tight spot inside me.

He’s way larger than the largest ball of the wand he played inside me with earlier. My forehead rests on the mattress beneath me as I try to calm my heart, which is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to burst out of my chest any moment now.

A few tears stream down my eyes as my one-night dominant continues to progress inside me. I feel like he will never stop entering me. I have never felt so open, so torn. And yet, I have to hold on.

It's what I wanted after all. To be taken there. And I don't want him to stop. My mouth is free, I could very well beg him, ask him to stop with my safe word.

But despite the difficulty and the tug I feel right now, I want him to continue. I want to see what it feels like to be caught there, maybe even with the machine running, or with another man. I don't know if I could handle it yet, but more than anything, I want to try.

Noah puts his hand between my shoulder blades, stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb as he thrusts his last few inches into me. Sounds worthy of an animal come out of my throat, groans and squeals that I had never heard myself utter before.

In the room, the men fell silent, as if they were witnessing a historic moment. I almost smile at the idea when finally, the man's hips come to meet mine. I breathe a sigh of relief, and it's like the entire room catches its breath.

A murmur of approval rings out, some men even starting to touch themselves at the sight. Breathing hard, I stare at them one after the other, as if seeking their approval. Showing them my pride.

Behind me, Noah begins to slowly move his hips, testing the waters, seeing what I can take. Then he begins to pull back, squeezing an uncontrollable hiss of discomfort from me. His hand continues to stroke my back, encouraging me to hold on, grounding me in the present.

Little by little, his movements become faster, making me discover what it feels like to have the thick and hot member of a man in my most taboo entrance. It has nothing to do with the toys he has used so far.

Even though its thickness is hard to bear, it tastes way more delicious than any piece of silicone on earth. Hearing me moan slightly, a more playful man decides it's time to push things a little more.

A squeal of mixed pleasure and surprise escapes me as the dildo resumes its course inside me. For a few moments, I stopped breathing, too stunned by these new sensations. I open up even more, if that is possible.

My dominant does not leave me the slightest respite, continuing his comings and goings despite the machine that pounds me in turn. Worse, he even adapts his pace to make sure that at no time am I empty.

I thought I was having trouble breathing, but now a man comes to prove to me that I haven't seen anything yet. Approaching me, he lifts my chin firmly, putting his hand there to force me to open my mouth.

Without the slightest elegance, he plunges his cock into me at once, snatching a muffled sound from me. If I had forgotten that I was there to be a toy for them to use, here is a clear reminder.

I close my eyes, trying to regain control of my breathing. It's the only thing I can control right now. I feel deprived of my own body. It's as if I was floating in a world out of time, where I feel things without really understanding how they are happening to me.

The men do not leave me the slightest respite, pounding me from all sides, swinging my body back and forth in a smoothly conducted ballet. The man in front of me doesn't seem to want to take his time, using my mouth at a breakneck pace, feasting on my muffled sounds, my obscene chokes.

Without warning, he lets himself finish in my mouth, pulling his cock out in one quick motion before forcefully holding my mouth shut, making sure I swallow all of his lustful gift. I comply without even thinking about it.

I can't even think anymore, it's so intense. And when a hand slips between my legs, pressing my nerve button, I just start screaming with pleasure. The men around us hiss and cheer me on as the strongest orgasm I've ever tasted ravages my body.

I convulse, unable to get rid of the pressure inside me. Then, the movements of my dominant stop. He withdraws before coming, snatching me a small, disappointed moan. A dark part of me would have liked to feel him empty himself deep into my taboo entrance.

I frown in surprise as he pulls the machine away as well, leaving me empty as ever. Despite my recent orgasm, I can't help but feel frustrated. I would like to have even more, if possible.

Firmly, he lifts my body to change my position, throwing me without the slightest delicacy on the mattress. Thus positioned, my crotch faces the camera. My cheeks flush violently as he spreads my ass firmly.

His fingers sink painfully into my skin to offer the lens and all the men in the room the vision of my holes widened by these violent treatments. I let my face sink into the sheets beneath me, trying to hide my shame, as if they hadn't all been there moments ago as I came shamelessly.

A sound slap crashes on my soaked pussy, tearing me a high-pitched yelp making the men of the assembly laugh mockingly. Noah turns me around again, throwing me onto my back.

The harness strapped around my legs forces me to keep my thighs open. An invitation that some men are quick to honor. A first slips between my legs, gripping my breasts as his cock plunges into me.

I sigh with pleasure. Even if the machine was a most exciting experience, having the warmth of a man again in my soaked pussy gives me a much better feeling.

One after the other, the men crowd around my body, using me as they please, their hands caressing my body, making me tremble without ever letting me fall in ecstasy.

Despite these animal needs that they relieve, none cross the line imposed by my one-night dominant. Only he is allowed to use my most taboo entry. They can look, touch, but they are forbidden to plunge their cock into it.

A most welcome mark of possession, especially when the longest, thickest man I've ever seen approaches me. I shudder as he settles between my thighs, his member suddenly looking giant.

With my eyes, I look for my dominant. He's a stranger, and yet I need his presence, his gaze telling me that I can do it. He smiles at me as the giant caresses my clit with the tip of his thumb, snatching me a moan worthy of a porn actress.

Then, unexpectedly, he wraps his hands around my thighs and picks me up as if I weigh no more than a feather. With my hands still harnessed behind my back, I can't hold on to anything, totally dependent on him to keep my balance.

Without the slightest difficulty, he aligns his member with me, and makes me slide on him, opening me in two of his imposing member. I lay my head on his chest, trying not to faint in the face of this unbearable presence.

His thumb rests on my clit again, helping me to relax and push some more of his cock inside me. I shudder as I feel a presence behind me. Noah is back, his taut cock rubbing against my ass.

I don't have time to be afraid of what's to come, he's already slipping his point inside me, opening me up again. A silent scream escapes my mouth as I fall effortlessly onto his tense member.

I'm on the brink of failure, and yet my body is holding up. I could never have believed that it was possible to welcome such monsters in oneself. That it was reserved for porn actresses. And yet, that's what I do.

In low voices, the two men whisper compliments to me, encouraging me to hold on. Then, slowly, they begin to move inside me, sending electric shocks throughout my body.

My breathing is uncontrollable, I can no longer think, no longer feel, as the two men take total possession of my body. Fingers rest on my clit, turning it, pinching it, pulling it, making me cry out in a voice that doesn't seem to be mine.

Under these conditions, it doesn't take me more than a few minutes to come again, white flashes crackling in front of my eyes as the men continue to pound me, surely destroying me for good.

Totally lost in the mists of this devastating orgasm, I barely feel the two dominants enjoy each in turn, spreading their seed deep inside me like a gift that I will cherish for long hours.


Chapter 5

With my toes, I turn on the tap, adding a little hot water to my bath. I think I've been in it for hours now, and yet I'm not ready to get out of it. I take a little foam between my fingers, bringing it closer to my body to revel in its softness.

I jump when I hear the man laugh, suddenly remembering his presence in the room with me.

“Don't you think it would have been easier to ask me to do it for you?”

I smile mischievously. I hadn't really planned to spend the end of my night in a hotel room. But Noah insisted, wanting to make sure I was safe after everything my body had been through.

It didn't take me long to be convinced. Only someone crazy could refuse a night in one of the most luxurious hotels in the city.

With his fingertips, Noah picks up one of the strawberries on the plate next to me, before sliding it to my lips. I accept this delicious offering with great pleasure, delighted to be able to regain some strength.

A smile on his lips, the man grabs his phone and turns the screen towards me.

“Look how beautiful you are when you come.”

My cheeks flush as I can't look away from the video. It pictures me, trapped between the two men, a look of ecstasy plastered on my face as they use my body with a strength that seems even more impressive now that I see it.

Almost tenderly, he kisses my forehead before putting his phone away. Then, he grabs a washcloth and gently runs it over my body, helping me clean myself. There is no question that we have any relationship, but I appreciate the attention he gives me.

I lick my lips, realizing how much my life has changed in such a short time. I would never have believed that finding an address on the internet could have led me to such experiences. I should be horrified to have been used like this by so many men in such a short time.

And yet, I only dream of one thing.

Do it again.


BOUND TO PUNISHMENT


Chapter 1

Always, ALWAYS, beware of a man with green eyes. You knew it, Megan.

I knew it full well, and yet, I still find myself in a delicate situation. Like every time I let myself be enchanted by a man with far too beautiful eyes. Every time, it’s like all willpower escapes from my body to turn me into the perfect prey.

But how to resist? This man is so attractive. Impeccably styled brown hair, broad shoulders, and a suit that looks like it was custom made to show off his muscular body.

And of course, those two sparkling emerald marbles. The moment I noticed them from across the room, I was their captive.

To say I wanted to start things slowly tonight. This is only my third time coming to this BDSM club.

Each time, I found myself tied up, submitted to the will of a dominant, and offered without the slightest shame to a whole group of men. They made me spread my legs, take them one after the other in every part of my body, as if I were a porn actress.

And to think that barely a month ago, I was more of a vanilla girl. The kind that doesn't do much exciting things. The kind who is content with a few caresses and kisses in the dark.

I don't know what got into me when I decided to come and visit this place. But now it seems to have become my lair. Three times in less than a month, I am surely one of the most diligent new members.

Tonight, I was supposed to take the time to chat with people a bit, instead of going straight into the frenzy of raging bodies.

I certainly hadn't expected to find myself already there, in a room stripped of all furniture, tied up and at the mercy of this green-eyed man.

Everything had started according to plan. I had stayed in the bar part, the one where no one touches each other, the one where you can still pretend to be in a normal place, and not somewhere dedicated to lust.

I ordered a non-alcoholic drink before getting comfortable. I observed the room, the people, even chatting with a little redhead with boundless energy, and a smile that would melt the coldest of men.

But then, I saw him. Jonathan.

I didn't know him yet. At least, I don't think so. The first time I came here, I was blindfolded, while all these men took my body one after the other. For all I know, he was there too.

The man did not approach me right away, remaining seated on a sofa on the other side of the room. He just watched me, his eyes probing me with as much power as if he could read my every thought. These wasn’t probably difficult to guess, as I could not detach myself from him.

Between my legs, I could already feel the excitement building as I imagined myself doing things with him. One thing is certain, since I started frequenting this place, my libido has skyrocketed.

And even if each time, it took me several days to recover from these intense sessions, I kept touching myself thinking of when I would have the chance to come back here and live them again.

We stayed like that for a long time, staring at each other across the room. Then, he emptied his glass in one go, before putting it carelessly on the table and getting up.

Unhurried, he approached me with a gait worthy of a predator. I didn't move, just staring at him, a ball of excitement rising in my stomach.

Once near me, he began to detail me, letting his gaze run over my body’s voluptuous curves, lingering a little more on my breasts highlighted by this little leather dress that I just bought.

Never before would I have dared to wear such a provocative outfit. But now I don't feel the slightest shame.

After a few more moments of observation, the man finally began to speak, holding out his hand to greet me. I took it, holding it in mine for a few moments. He didn't let go, his body heat radiating into mine.

I shivered, feeling his skin of rare softness. This man takes care of himself, there is no doubt about it. He introduced himself, gave me his name, and nodded toward the padded door.

“Are you going there tonight?”

I shuddered, following his gaze. Behind this door is a large pleasure room, followed by individual bedrooms. This is where it all happens. Where bodies exult, where taboos fall. Everything is allowed there, as long as the people are adults and consenting.

I swallowed before nodding my head. Of course, I wanted to go. If I had just wanted a drink, I could have gone anywhere. I just didn't expect it to happen so quickly.

He held out his hand to me, and, hypnotized by his gaze, I took it without asking myself any questions.

Now naked, I have no choice but to submit to his law. Waiting for him to decide my fate, tied up and vulnerable, just for him.


Chapter 2

“Take off your clothes.”

I shiver at this order. The man doesn't even look at me, lingering on his phone as if what we're doing here doesn't matter at all.

The room is different from the one I've been to the last few times. Here, nothing resembles a comfortable hotel room. No. The room is cold and bare. Like in those porn videos I've seen many times.

It's a little intimidating, scary even, especially when I see the toys available. Whip, crop, and other instruments of pain.

I swallow. However, I don't want to leave. The other dominants have already given me a glimpse of these things, with a spanking, or a little tough treatment. But it looks like this one wants to push things even further.

My fingers slide down the zipper of my dress, pulling it all the way down until the piece of leather falls at my feet in a loud plop. The man waits a little longer before turning his head towards me.

A smile stretches his lips when he realizes that I am already naked. I decided to play with fire tonight. No panties, no bra to hide my most private parts. Of course, I had not imagined that I would find myself naked so quickly.

I had imagined discussing with a dominant first, flirting with him. He would have slipped his hand on my thigh, making it go up until he would have discovered my nudity by surprise, comfortably seated on a sofa.

I lower my eyes, suddenly embarrassed by this look that pierces me. The light is harsh here, he can see all of me. Miss nothing of my curves, of my flaws. The urge to hide myself twists my stomach.

I could slide my hand in front of my sex, and an arm in front of my chest. But what’s the point? This man is a dominant, he would not let that pass. Whatever I do, he will eventually know everything about me and my body. I might as well get used to the idea right away.

The man takes a few steps towards me, still seeming fascinated by my flesh offered to him. Then he stares at me, making me shiver.

“I have heard of your exploits. Everyone told me a lot of good things about the new girl. So, I want to try it for myself. Their compliments do not honor you though. You're even hotter than they described.”

I discreetly lick my lip, flattered by this compliment. I don't know if that's true, and I don't care. Hearing such an attractive man tell you that you are sexy is something no woman can resist.

“I know what the others have done to you. It seems you like pain. But what you've known so far was nothing. With me, things will go much further. You think you’re up to the challenge?”

I bite my lip, glancing around the room again. The objects around us leave little to the imagination. Even though I don't know his plan in detail, I know he didn't bring me here to make sweet love to me.

My pussy contracts at this idea. Vanilla sex is not for me anymore. So, even though I'm nervous about the ordeal ahead of me, I nod shyly. I am ready.

The man smiles again and walks over to me, resting his hand on the crook of my waist.

“Very well Princess. Let's play.”

The atmosphere in the room changes at these simple words. Everything suddenly becomes serious. I stay there, standing, naked, waiting to see what the man has in store for me.

He begins by picking up one of the ropes made available in a corner of the room. Without a word to me, he approaches and begins to twist the object around my breasts, leaving my arms free for the moment.

The knots grow more complex around my chest. Slowly, he hugs each of my breasts, hard enough to make me feel his grip, without taking my breath away.

I look down when he completes his work. My breasts look even bigger now. Amused, the man slaps one almost nonchalantly, causing me to gasp in surprise. My arms and legs are still free, but it doesn't last.

Slowly, the man backs me up until my legs come into contact with the single bed that adorns the room. I let myself sit on it, barely noticing its hardness, so mesmerized by the man's emerald eyes. It's as if he had cast a spell on me, depriving me I don't have any will of my own.

He starts by tying one of my arms to the bedpost, using a new cord. Then my other arm finds itself in turn stretched by a cord connected to the foot of the bed. I find myself positioned in a cross along the entire length of the bed. It's not very comfortable, and it's just getting started.

Without much delicacy, he grabs my leg and bends it so that it comes to touch one of my tied arms. I had no idea I could be this flexible before today. So much the better, because the man is determined to tie me up in this unnatural and uncomfortable position.

My ankle is bound to my wrist, my calf to my elbow, in a grip so tight that it is absolutely impossible for me to get out of it.

But just when I thought it was over, the man takes up my opposite leg. The same method. Wrist-ankle, elbow-knee, all enclosed by thin cords.

I try to calm my breathing. This position is really not the most comfortable. I find myself totally open, exposed to his gaze. But the worst is not yet here.

With horror, I see him approach me with a pair of scissors. Instinctively, I start to move, suddenly worried. It's not much use, I'm tied too tightly for it to do anything. The man stops immediately, a smile both mocking and tender on his lips.

“Don’t panic. It's just to get you out of there faster if ever you don't feel well. I promise, it's not for use on you. I'm not that sadistic.

I can't help but let out a loud sigh of relief, my body relaxing slightly at the news. The man laughs softly at my naivety and inexperience.

Slowly, he lays the blade down next to me, keeping it close at hand. I lick my lips, trying to regain some composure, now that I'm reassured about my fate. The man doesn't talk much, that's probably part of his game. But now I'm sure he has my safety and comfort at heart.

I blush as he towers over me and stares at me, his intense gaze on my body as if assessing what's in front of him. I take a deep breath as I feel my cheeks flush. My fear had made me forget my position, but now I am well aware of it.

I am completely naked, torn apart, open to his gaze and his judgment. I can't hide absolutely anything from myself. He does not deprive himself of it to take advantage of it.

I blush even more strongly when his gaze remains locked on my private parts. The ones I carefully shaved before coming here. Another thing I didn't do before. But judging by the man's smile, and judging by the subtle movement of his tongue over his lips, I think he likes it too.

Still, I can't help but feel ashamed. Slowly, he places his hand on my lower abdomen, sliding it lower and lower until it comes to my lower lips. With controlled slowness, he begins to pull them apart, stroking their soft skin without ever getting close to where I expect him most.

I feel it, I'm already soaked, and my clit is throbbing from these few attentions it has just received. But the man made it clear to me. He's not going to make things easy. If he likes to see his partners suffer, no doubt he will take a malicious pleasure before letting me feel anything.

His finger continues its descent, dangerously tracing the contours of my most taboo entrance. I blush, stupidly. He's not the first to touch me there. They all saw it last week. I now can take a man there, and even a very well-endowed one.

I wonder if Jonathan heard of this when he was told about my exploits. Probably. That’s not something you forget mentioning.

I swallow. Does he also want to take me in this shameful place in my anatomy? I can't help but hope so. Just the thought makes me wet. I can't believe I can be so excited when nothing has really happened yet.

The man barely touched me. He didn't even kiss me. Is it really his behavior, his natural authority, that gets me so worked? It seems so. There is no other explanation.

A squeal escapes me as he plunges a finger inside me. I'm so soaked that it fits without the slightest problem. The man smiles as he slowly moves back and forth inside me. I feel embarrassed, yet I can't look away.

The dominant licks his lips as he continues his slow movement inside me. I don't think I've ever wanted a man so much in my life. He is so intoxicating, so seductive. I find it hard to believe that he wants me. But I understood it well. He’s going to spare me nothing.

He withdraws his finger from my pussy, pulling me a disappointed sigh. This is quickly replaced by a surprised hiccup. The dominant has just slid his index finger into his mouth, tasting my sweet juice. A smirk forms on his lips, visibly proud of his effect on me.

“Delicious.”

My cheeks flush, and my breathing quickens as his hands glide lightly over my bare skin offered to him. He begins by brushing against my thighs, making me shiver, before going up on my belly which he caresses with his fingertips.

Finally, it comes to the most interesting part. My breasts. He begins by going around them, touching the soft skin at their base, amusing himself with barely touching me, to drive me crazy.

I try not to fidget, not to take advantage of the little freedom he has left my body despite the ropes that keep me in this shameful position. A cry escapes me as a slap hits my breast. It's more of a surprise than real pain.

He rests his hands on my breasts, brushing my nipples without ever really touching them. They are already harder than ever, desperate to be used. I fidget a bit, futilely trying to trigger something. The man looks at me, amused.

“You want something?”

“Please, Master, touch me.”

A slap on my thigh greets my plea. I yelp at this painful and unexpected contact.

“You haven't earned the right to call me that yet. For now, you will call me Sir. Is that understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

I can't hold back a smile at that compliment. It’s stupid, and yet, I think that's one of my favorite things about being a submissive. To be complimented. Praised for my most depraved behaviors.

The man slams my inner thigh again, making me moan. Then he places his fingers back on my chest. With an expert gesture, he pinches my nipples with force, sending an electric shock along my nerves.

The gesture is as painful as it is delicious, taking me to this now well-known line. The one where I no longer know what I feel, but where I want everything to continue. I just want to feel him on me.

A disappointed squeal escapes me as he walks away again, leaving me open and vulnerable on this makeshift bed. I can already feel my legs getting tired from being stretched like that. And yet, I know that it is far from over.

My breath hitches as he comes back to me, small metal claws in his hands. Without looking at me, the man firmly grabs a first breast still enclosed in its ropes and attaches a clamp.

I grit my teeth, trying to get used to this new feeling. It's not really painful. It's as if he was pulling non-stop on my nipple, minus the warmth of his skin. Quickly, my other nipple receives the same treatment.

The dominant pulls back, admiring his work. His hand lays carelessly on the inside of my thigh, making me sigh with relief and impatience. I feel it, between my thighs, my excitement is more visible than ever.

But pleasure is not on the agenda. Not when Jonathan pulls out a new toy from the panoply at his disposal.

This time, I'm shaking for good. Because what he holds in his hands is a paddle. I have never tasted this object of pain before. Only hands clapping my skin carelessly. But now I'm in for real punishment, it seems.

“You're going to count out loud. And you will thank me after each hit. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Sir.”

I barely have time to finish my sentence when a blow lands on my thigh. I arch my back despite my restrictions, my body trying to escape this unknown pain. Another slap falls, on the opposite leg this time, much stronger.

“What did I say? You don’t want to disobey me, Submissive.”

“Sor... Sorry Sir. Two. Thank you, Sir.”

A satisfied smile forms on his lips. Gently, he pats my pussy with the leather end of his instrument. I can't help moaning, totally confused by these contradictory sensations.

A terrifying scream escapes my throat as he hits me again, smack in my most sensitive parts. It's hard to breathe, and yet I manage to stammer.

“Three. Thank you, Sir.”

An identical blow falls, making me scream again. Again, I manage to say my thanks, despite the pain radiating between my legs.

I shiver, trying to regain my composure as the man slides the paddle over my lower lips, over my clit. The sensation is almost pleasant after the blows. Almost.

The man resumes, hitting my buttocks barely exposed in two successive blows.

“Five, six. Thank you, Sir.”

Not knowing where the next blow will land is probably the hardest thing to bear. Slowly, the man pats my crotch. The gesture is not strong enough to be counted, and this stimulation excites me again.

I know it, the leather is soaking with my excitement. But as I let my guard down, a blow much stronger than the others lands, making me scream.

“SEVEN! Thank you, Sir.”

I close my eyes, trying to catch my breath, bracing myself for an eighth slap. Then a ninth. A tenth. But nothing comes.

I open my eyes again, trying to understand. He smiles, laying his paddle carelessly on the mattress.

“Seven is my lucky number.”

I sigh lightly, relieved that it's over. My eyes widen as suddenly he kneels in front of me. His hot breath caresses my pussy, still irritated by his blows.

Then he sticks his tongue out and begins to draw a long line, reaping my excitement. I moan, unable to know if this gesture calms me down or only worsens the extreme sensations I feel on my sensitive parts.

For a long moment, the man takes his time, frustrating me more than anything. Then, he begins to accelerate his gestures, drawing unknown patterns on my sensitive skin, going from my clit to my wet hole, from my wet hole to my clit.

He ends up capturing it between his lips, pulling me a sigh louder than the others. I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands as the man begins to lightly suck on my nervous tip, sending waves of pleasure all over my body.

Thus open, I’m totally at his disposal. Served on a silver platter, he has only to bend over to taste me. And he doesn’t hesitate. My breathing quickens, my hips move forward despite the ropes keeping me stuck in bed.

I feel it, orgasm is not far away. My body tenses, trying to fold in on itself to deal with these waves of intense pleasure. But as I moan louder and louder, the man stands up, wiping his lips unceremoniously.

I hope he'll come back between my legs, knowing full well that he won't. I follow him with my gaze as he walks around me, coming to stand at my head. A hand on my throat, he leans over me, his delicate scent filling my nostrils.

“Now you are going to show me what you can do with your pretty mouth.”

While saying these words, he undoes his belt and opens the zipper of his pants, pulling out his already tense member. I lick my lips seeing it. I don't think I've ever seen so many beautiful cocks as I have since I joined this club.

It has the perfect size. Long just enough, and above all, wide. No doubt, I will feel it going through me. My chest swells with desire at the thought as he approaches, holding his cock between his fingers.

I open my mouth, wanting to show him my obedience. With my head tilted back, I know it will be more difficult than ever to welcome him into me. But I want to do it anyway. Even more so now that he's been between my legs, giving me too slight a glimpse of the pleasure he could give me, if I obeyed him.

Without hurrying, the man brings his tip between my parted lips. I cover it immediately, welcoming it into my warm cavity. I can hear the soft sigh that escapes his throat. For the first time, it seems to me that the man drops his mask, even if only for a moment.

This simple whisper is enough to encourage me. Despite my position offering me only limited choices, I decide to do my best to satisfy him. Slowly, I wrap my tongue around his imposing member, gradually discovering the lines of his silky skin.

The man continues to sink a slow but steady pace. Soon it finds itself deep in my throat, making me cough at the uncomfortable movement. Still, I hold on. I don't panic.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I will submit. For as long as he wants, I will be his. More than anything, I want to prove to him that I deserve to call him master.

I don't know why, but not having this permission hurt my ego. The other men who dominated me immediately asked me to call them that, creating this bond between us, a kind of intimacy.

Meanwhile, Jonathan does everything to keep a distance between us. He speaks little, exercising his control over me through silence and gestures. This way of doing things is new, but it suits me perfectly.

Especially when he starts caressing my neck, squeezing it very lightly between his fingers. The pressure isn't strong enough to hurt me, nor really threaten my breathing. Still, it's enough to thrill me.

All I want is for him to show me the extent of his strength and power. Let him make me understand how much I am at his mercy.

Slowly, the man withdraws, letting me breathe for a moment, before plunging back into me, making me cough again. A soft laugh comes out of his mouth, so soft that I wonder if I even really hear it.

As he continues his back-and-forth movements at an incomparable slowness, the man lowers his hands on my chest, having fun pulling on the clamps attached to my nipples, making me squeal against his cock.

Then he takes them off, before putting his hands on my breasts. With his palms, he massages them, bringing comfort to my tight and aching nipples. His movements in my mouth are accelerating, and yet I hold on.

My throat vibrates against him as he resumes tugging at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body. Never have I felt anything like this. I feel that this simple stimulation would be enough to make me come. How is this possible when he doesn't even touch my clit?

I blush, suddenly realizing he hasn’t even kiss me. That the first thing I had against my mouth was his cock. Who do this? It really wasn't my type, but it seems like it is now.

My heavy breathing echoes through the room as he pulls away from me, still tense. He too did not come.

Letting his finger slide over the bare skin of my legs, he walks around me again, coming back to stand between my thighs. I moan in anticipation as he pats his cock against my taut clit.

“Please, Sir.”

“You want something, Submissive?”

“Please. Fuck me, Sir.”

A smirk forms on his face. The man waits a little longer, making me languish, as if weighing the pros and cons, wondering if he should give in to my request or not.

A long sigh of relief escapes my throat as he finally slides his cock inside me. It's wide, and I have to focus on my breathing to get over that tearing feeling.

My body is starting to get tired from being held in such an uncomfortable position. With my legs thus spread apart, the man has no difficulty in completely plunging me.

I close my eyes, focusing only on my breaths to calm my heartbeat. But I quickly open them as a slap falls on my thigh inside my thigh.

“Eyes on me.”

I nod nervously as the man pulls away before diving in with a powerful thrust, squeezing out a moan that I can't tell if it's pain or pleasure. The man repeats his gesture several times.

All I can think of is his hand resting on the inside of my thighs, his thumb an inch from my clit, doing absolutely nothing to relieve me.

I dream more than anything that he begins to touch it, making me moan, offering me this orgasm which was promised to me and which I hope will be due to me.

Jonathan quickens his movements, plunging deep into me with every thrust. Thus tied, my body can not move, perfectly still to receive the cock of the man deep inside him.

Screams escape my throat as his thumb finally moves on my clit. The rhythm is mastered, perfect. I don't think a man has ever touched me as well as he does.

I struggle not to close my eyes as my body is invaded by these intense sensations. And when he grabs one of my nipples, I start screaming for good, totally submissive to this man who pounds me constantly.

“Please Sir, can I come?”

“Go ahead, Princess. Come for your Master.”

My eyes widen in shock hearing him say that. But I don't have time to think anymore. An orgasm overwhelms me, my cries echoing around us as my entire body tenses, the ropes tighter than ever around my limbs.

The dominant continues to pump inside me for long moments, prolonging my own orgasm, making it more beautiful, more intense. In a bestial grunt, he empties deep inside me.

We remain without moving for long moments, our bodies panting in rhythm, trying to find a normal heart rate. As he begins to untie my ropes, I manage to whisper.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 3

Nervous, I walk through the door that the security guard holds open for me. Two nights in a row at the club, that's a first. I wonder if anyone will notice. I can't be the only one who comes here so often, right?

I play with my fingers, trying to clear my conscience. However, there is no doubt about it now. I am a real slut. A month ago, I knew nothing about BDSM, and now I couldn't do without this place, and its dominants.

Yesterday's experience was so intense that I couldn't stop thinking about it all day, to the point of obsession.

I want more.

More sex. More punishments.

More Jonathan.

The dominant left a permanent impression on my body. One session with him was not enough. I shudder, remembering the feel of his fingers on my bare skin. The way he hit me, the way he grabbed me with force, without ever being violent or scary.

He always knew how to keep a perfect balance, keeping me on that fine line between pain and pleasure all evening. But I think what I liked even more was the way he took care of me after we both came.

One after another, he removed the ropes that surrounded my body. Then he helped me back into a normal position, stroking every inch of my muscles, aching from this unnatural position.

I let myself go, heaving sighs of relief and hoping that this moment would never end. Of course, we had to leave. Without hurrying, he led me into a bathroom made available to us. He locked the door, giving us all the privacy we needed.

Once again, he took care of me, putting me at the center of his concerns. Slowly, he pulled me into the shower, running hot water over my aching limbs. With his hands, he washed my body, lathering the soap on every square inch of my skin. As if he wanted to make sure I was clean after all those shameful things he made me do.

Once it was all over, he finally kissed me. I was breathless at this gesture. Without hurrying, he put his tongue in my mouth, discovering mine, reviving an unspeakable heat inside me.

I wanted this kiss to last for hours. That the man picks me up and presses me passionately against the cold tiled floor of the shower. Let him shove his cock deep inside me again.

Cum, again and again, against the muscular body of this man who seems so perfect.

But he didn't. He broke the kiss, caressed my cheek gently, before pulling me out of the shower and wrapping me in a towel. From that moment, everything went quickly, too quickly.

We dried off, I put my little leather dress back on, feeling far too tight and uncomfortable, now that I had known lust. And then we went our separate ways.

For the first time, I left this club frustrated. No matter the strong emotions, no matter the intensity of my orgasm. I would have liked to have had more. That's how it is, that's who I am. I’ve always been into excess. Apparently, this also applies when I play my submissive role.

I scan the room, vaguely letting myself be carried away by the jazzy music of the place. It's probably delusional, and yet, I can't help but hope that my dominant is there.

My dominant.

I called him Master once, and now I have these kinds of thoughts? Even if he's here tonight, nothing tells me he still wants me. After all, he didn't want to pursue any further last evening. He could have kept me all night if he wanted to.

I swallow hard, now wondering if I was a big disappointment to him. They praised me when they talked to him about me. Maybe he wasn't as impressed as his fellow dominants.

Pushing this idea in a corner of my head, I resume my observation. I meet charming smiles, men looking at me with interest. Before my experience yesterday, I would surely have let myself go, going to sit with one of them.

These guys don't have to be ashamed of their appearance, and probably know how to use a woman's body. But none rival Jonathan's emerald eyes.

I have to face the facts. He's not in this room, the tamest in the club. Discreetly crossing my fingers, I head for the padded door at the back of the room. Behind it opens the world of pleasures.

I enter, nervous. Maybe he's not there. Maybe he's already in a private room making another woman scream in pleasure and pain.

Despite these negative thoughts, I go back to looking for the dominant, scanning every corner, observing every body, every face. Things are much more advanced here. Some women are already naked, kneeling between the legs of men who are talking to each other as if they weren't being sucked off by divine creatures.

I blush, imagining myself in the place of these submissives, working hard to satisfy a man who prefers to discuss than to be interested in what I’d do to him. Guess the pain isn't enough for me. I also want to try humiliation.

But for the moment, I have only one obsession. Jonathan.

I freeze, finally seeing him. He's sitting on one of the sofas, his hand resting loosely on the inner thigh of one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen.

Voluptuous, her curves seem to have been painted by one of these great Italian masters of painting. Her generous chest is enhanced by a neckline that is as elegant as it is sexy. Her long, curly red hair only highlights the pallor of her skin, the fire in her eyes.

She laughs, letting her hand rest on the man's chest. I can't help feeling jealous. I would like to be in her place. Let it be in my ear that he whispers these lustful things. Let it be my skin that he touches. Let it be me who can smell his bewitching scent, touch his muscular stomach through his perfectly tailored shirt.

I know that I have absolutely no rights over this man. He's not even really my dominant. A single session does not bind us by contract, especially in a place like this. He has all these submissives available, why would he bother with me?

I should move, go back to the bar, or invite myself with other participants. But I stay there, stupidly standing in the middle of the room, watching this man and dreaming of being his.

Eventually, he noticed my presence, probably sensing my burning gaze on him. He looks up at me, his emerald eyes piercing me like the mightiest of spears.

I'm shaking. My brain is ordering me to leave, to do something, to hide. But my body is unable to move, bewitched by the gaze of the man who captures mine.

When his eyes slide over my body, taking in my provocative new dress and the curves it barely conceals, I feel like I'm melting, ready to dissolve on the floor. A discreet smile forms on his face. I regain courage when he no longer seems to pay the slightest attention to the woman at his side.

After a few more moments of this intense gaze exchange, the man turns back to the creature next to him. He pats her thigh and leans towards her, whispering in her ear again. The submissive smiles politely as the man is already getting up.

I feel like I’m about to faint, as he approaches me with his predatory gait. The club disappears around me. There is only this man. Only our bodies, ready to meet again.

I have to focus not to fall when, finally, I find myself enveloped by his scent of honey and wood fire. If it were possible, I would totally wrap myself in this smell, bathing in it all day long.

For a few moments we are silent, only the sound of my heart pounding seeming to echo through the room. Then, a mocking smile forms on his lips.

“Back already, Baby Girl?”

“I… I want to play again, Master.”

The man licks his lips, provocative. He examines me in silence for seconds that seem like hours, before finally ending my wait.

“Let's go then.”


Chapter 4

The dominant circles around me, ever more imposing. I should feel nervous, maybe even scared, for throwing myself into the jaws of the wolf like this. And yet, I can't stop a smile from forming on my lips.

I won. I am with him again. He chose me, when he could have stayed with this wonderful woman who seemed ready to give herself to him.

I shudder as he walks a little closer to me. Today again, he made me undress as soon as we arrived in the bare room. But unlike yesterday, I'm not anxious.

I undressed with enthusiasm, almost playing with him, trying to make my gestures sensual and exciting, to give him a show he won't soon forget, hoping to stay in his favor.

Who knows, maybe if I satisfy him again today, this relationship of dominant and submissive might last a little longer than just for a session.

We are back in the same room. I wonder what he will do to me this time. In what position he will tie me. If he's going to put his lips between my thighs again and taste me like I'm the best food he's ever been offered.

For the moment, he is content to make his show of force. His step is slow and prowl, his stern gaze resting on my body. My smile fades into a scream as he hits my ass without warning.

My body reacts and moves forward in shock. I put myself back in place immediately. I must be as docile as possible for my master. He slams my ass again, making me shudder.

“You didn't have enough yesterday, ugh? What a little slut.”

My stomach tenses hearing that. I should feel ashamed or offended. Leave. But in the contrary. I'm more excited than ever. The man slaps my butt again, before continuing.

“I should have known, given all you've done at this club since you arrived.”

The man stands in front of me, his index finger sliding into my neck, so gently I barely feel him. However, this is enough for my body to cover with goosebumps, totally bewitched by this man in front of me. His face comes closer to mine, his warm breath caressing my face.

“I wanted to keep you all to myself. But I'm starting to think you're gonna need more. Perhaps a new punishment will make you stop to be so insatiable.”

I shiver as his hand closes firmly on the back of my neck. With a brisk gesture, he pulls me against him, crushing his lips against mine. I barely have time to react that, already, his tongue rushes into my mouth.

He pulls me into a passionate, almost violent kiss. I keep my hands to the side, digging my fingernails into the palms of my hands. My master didn't allow me to touch him. So, I must behave. Even though all I want to do is dig my fingers into his hair. Cling to him like a buoy.

My legs falter, my body struggles to stay straight. Only the hand of the man in my neck allows me to remain upright.

As suddenly as he had started it, he breaks the kiss. He walks away, leaving me panting in the middle of the room. I focus on my breathing, trying to get my heart beating back to normal.

We've only just begun, and I know what's to come next will be far more powerful than a simple kiss. I have to be ready for that.

The man comes back to me, a rope in his hands. I can't hold back a shiver of excitement at the sight. Even though the position he placed me in yesterday was most uncomfortable, it turned me on like never before.

Now I dream of feeling those ropes wrap around my body again. The pressure they bring me is surprisingly comforting. Like a cocoon in which he locks me up to keep me safe, while he does all the perversities his mind can invent.

Like the day before, he begins by surrounding my breasts. One round. Two rounds. Three rounds. And then, knots. I think these are more decorative than useful, but I don't mind.

I look up, finding a mirror in the corner of the room. I am perfectly placed to admire myself. My breasts look bigger this way. My body, more vulnerable, at the mercy of this man.

I admire myself. I, who have never particularly liked my body, am learning to discover it. Even though I'm the submissive, I feel incredible power rising every time I'm in the hands of these dominants.

It's me they want. It is with me that they want to take all their time. My body they want to use for their darkest desires.

The man slaps my ass, gently, almost like a game, while the rope is now perfectly tied. He grabs another, this time dragging it down my thighs.

With infinite patience, he creates a web of knots on my bare skin. At the moment, it doesn't hinder my movements, just decorating me with this delicious-feeling cord.

Then he grabs my arms tightly, crossing them behind my back. With a final rope, he ties my wrists together. Once again, I find myself in an uncomfortable position. My shoulders are already pulling me, and I feel like I'm going to have a hard time with this for very long.

I recover quickly. I endured much worse yesterday. It's not a little knot that's going to scare me. I can do it. I'm going to get there.

The man walks around me again, absently pinching my nipple, causing me to squeal slightly. He doesn't care, looking with interest at the knots he's created, the patterns taking shape on my thin skin.

Slowly this time, he presses his lips to mine, making me sigh with relief. The exchange is light and fast. Too fast for my taste. The dominant takes two steps back, his mouth stretching into a playful smile. From his pocket, he pulls out a silk headband.

“This is how it's going to be. I want to share you, but I’m a proud man. I don't want to risk you liking another more than me.”

I shudder at this mark of possession. It's all part of the game, and it just makes me more excited. With slow gestures, he ties the piece of fabric around my face, depriving me of one of my senses.

This isn't the first time I've been blindfolded. And yet, I feel the same nervousness as the first time. Even though I know this dominant. He may be abrupt, like making his partner suffer, but I know he won't put me in danger.

I take a deep breath, sinking back into the present moment. Once again, I will taste the ultimate pleasure. That's all that matters right now.

“Let the serious things begin. You’re ready, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

He gently pats my cheek in approval, before walking away for good. I don't need to see them to understand that the doors open, leaving free entry to whoever wants to use my body.

Has he selected the dominants who take their place in the room, or does he not care, letting whoever wants to invite himself into this chamber of pleasures?

I now regret not being on my knees. Eyes thus blindfolded, arms stuck behind my back, I have the impression that my balance is very precarious. Even more when the room fills with this masculine energy that I now recognize.

These males are so ready to devour me that it can be felt in the air. I'm sure I could cut testosterone if I ran a knife through the air around me.

So much the better. That's what I wanted. To be desired. Admired. Used. And they are not going to deprive themselves of it.

Someone is already near me. It doesn't take me long to recognize my dominant's scent, his unique presence. His hand lays carelessly on my belly, as if to mark his ownership with this simple touch.

“Gentlemen, our little princess is back, and she's hungry. You know the rules. If she pronounces the word red, or, if her mouth is too busy, she taps the ground three times with her foot, everything stops. Otherwise, everything is permitted.”

Whispers of approval ring out, the men surely encouraged by the prospect of being able to do absolutely anything to me. But just as I believe things are finally about to begin, and my pleasure, to happen, my Master speaks words that make my blood run cold.

“Oh, one last thing. She's not allowed to come until you all do it at least once. So, make the fun last.”

Laughter echoes around me, making me blush. My dominant does not immediately leave his place, preferring to grab one of my nipples between his fingers. Firmly, he tugs on it, making me squeal in discomfort.

I can barely make out the contented murmurs of our onlookers, as Jonathan resumes his actions on my opposite breast.

I can't hold my ragged breath. Instinctively, I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. My dominant notices it immediately.

Unsatisfied, he gives me a painful and loud slap on the ass. I push myself back into position, trying to forget the burn on my thin skin as I feel people moving around the room.

“On your knees.”

I shudder at this authoritarian order. Almost shaking, I bend my legs, dropping down until I meet the cold concrete floor of the room. Here, no rug, no carpet. Nothing but this raw material to accompany my pain.

It only makes the experience even more impressive. But before I have time to worry about my discomfort, things speed up.

A hand runs through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift ponytail to leave my face exposed. I think I recognize the grip of my dominant, even if I'm not quite sure. It probably doesn't matter, but I still prefer to believe it's him.

The idea that he is the one who controls my movements, who has the power here, and not these strangers, warms my stomach. If it's him, he's showing them all who my master really is. Who is the real dominant in this room. And this idea makes me wet like never before.

“Open.”

I don't need any more explanations. Slowly, I open my mouth, leaving free access to whoever wants to get started. Already, the salty tip of a man slips between my lips.

He wastes no time, engulfing himself as far as his medium-sized cock will allow. At least it's not too uncomfortable. It gives me time to get used to this position before someone bigger takes his place.

The stranger moves back and forth quickly in my mouth, reinforced by the hand that holds me in place. With these ropes blocking my body, I am not free in any of my movements. I can't hold them in my hands, or decide the rhythm. I'm just a toy, a doll, placed in the middle of the room, freely accessible so that they empty themselves into me, onto me.

The man chooses the first solution, already sending his hot seed deep in my throat. I barely have time to swallow it when someone else comes to take his place. This one is wider, and I have to try harder to accommodate him in my mouth.

In reality, all I have to do is focus on my breathing. It's the only thing I can control.

The men follow one another in my mouth, without my really being able to count them. The hand in my hair is still firm. But despite the hardness of that grip, I can't help but find it comforting.

I'm sure it's my dominant. And knowing that he is there, close to me, watching, controlling everything, makes the task much easier for me to bear.

I swallow again the seed of one of these strangers, and open my mouth, ready to welcome a new one. But nothing comes. I wait patiently, too worried that this is a trap.

If I were to close my lips, believing this was over, they would punish me. Say that I wanted to take control when I have absolutely no right to do so.

But nothing happens. The hand in my hair pulls back, making me realize how tight he held it. I hold my breath as the locks fall down either side of my face. Maybe I should have tied them. Not to add confusion to my body, which is already well assaulted from all sides. But I hadn't thought that tonight he was going to want to share me.

I thought it would be like yesterday. Just him and me, our bodies intertwining in perfect harmony. His voice telling me how to behave. A unique bond between him and me. Now I am blind and surrounded by all these men. I don't know where he is, or if he likes the show I'm giving him. Would he have preferred to have me all to himself?

As much as I wish that was the case, I can't deny it. I love what's happening to me. There's something incredibly exhilarating about being used like this. To no longer control anything.

I just have to let myself go in the present moment, and respond as best I can to what is expected of me. I shiver as my dominant’s voice rings out again.

“Lay down. Only good girls can go on the bed. And you are a slut. Your place is on the floor.”

I swallow with difficulty. His words are of unparalleled harshness. And yet, I can't help but shudder with excitement hearing them.

As best I can despite my hands tied, I comply. I shiver as my bare skin touches the icy concrete. The position is more than uncomfortable, with my arms locked behind my back.

I'm arched, my hips elevated as my head rests on the floor. Who knows what this concrete has seen? I try not to think about it, as my dominant’s voice is heard again.

“Spread your legs. Show them how wet you are.”

I'm blushing. I know he is right. I’m truly soaked. I feel ashamed to have such a reaction. A decent woman would surely not be excited to be manhandled like this, used as a mere toy to be picked up and then thrown away.

But that's what I feel. Nobody really touched me, and yet, I already feel ready to explode.

Yet I know they all have to come at least once before they really care about me. And nothing tells me that they will let me come once they do.

They have to play with me first, make sure to show their omnipotence, the control of the alpha male over the poor, helpless, and vulnerable submissive. Nevertheless, this prospect does not frighten me. On the contrary, it excites me all the more.

So, I spread my thighs a little more, letting them see the long-awaited spectacle of my soaked pussy. A few whistles accompany my gesture, as well as mocking laughter. This is the spectacle of my downfall, offered for them. And they seem to like it.

This idea makes me blush all the more. I never would have believed that one day, I could be the target of such reactions in a man, let alone a whole group. But that's what's happening.

Now quivering with excitement, open and offered, I can't help but hope that someone will finally touch me. The seconds pass, each longer than an hour. But when finally, a gesture arrives, I regret my impatience.

My mouth opens in a silent scream as a multitude of tingles fall on my bare skin. It takes me a few moments to realize what just happened to me. Suddenly, I remember the objects hanging on the wall of the room.

Next to the riding crops, a kind of whip with a short handle and, in place of the long leather strap, a multitude of small ones. I take a deep breath as a second blow lands. Yes, that's what it's about.

A flogger, if I remember my research correctly. I did my homework during those long days when I wasn't at the club, dreaming of coming back here to find out more.

Now, I pay a high price for this curiosity. I don’t know who holds the handle of this object of torture. I lick my lips, hoping this is my dominant. I'm sure only he could have that expertise in his gesture. He seemed so sure of himself yesterday.

I no longer have the slightest doubt. It's him. Maybe it's wrong, but it helps me hold the tingling sensation on my skin.

The man knows what he's doing. He alternates the power of his blows, sometimes hard, sometimes light, so light that I'm not sure I felt them. He alternates places too, making it harder to bear. At least during a spanking, I know where it's going to fall. But here, everything is allowed. Inside of my thighs, outside, and even my breasts.

I cry after a particularly vicious hit on my globes. Each strip falls on my skin like a thousand little pricks, making me feel like I'm burning and being torn at the same time.

But after all, my mouth is left free. I can speak. If I wanted to, I could say my safe word. Stop him. Beg him. But I don't.

Once again, I find myself enduring and loving much more violent things than I thought I was capable of. I now believe that I was made for this. Made to be submissive, made to submit completely to a man's will. And even several.

I let out a louder cry as these straps fall on the inside of my thighs, brushing dangerously against my soaked pussy. As if sensing it, the man stops punching me for a moment, sliding the object between my legs.

My heart pounds as the straps caress my crotch, lingering over my throbbing clit.

This touch would be almost pleasant, if I weren't so frightened that at any moment, he would start hitting that sensitive area of my anatomy. I remain tense, anxiously waiting for this to happen.

But it's something else that arises on my lower lips. I barely have time to recognize the object that it starts up. My entire body arches violently as the round ball vibrates against my clit at an almost painful rhythm.

I have trouble breathing as the sensations are strong. My body struggles, and I almost tip over to the side, my balance made precarious by the ropes keeping my body locked. Hands rest on my shoulders and thighs to hold me in place.

I am totally immobilized. My body has no choice but to accept these intense vibrations, so intense that I feel like I'm going to explode.

But as I feel my orgasm coming its way, the vibrator pulls away, leaving me more desperate than ever. I arch my back, trying in vain to fight the hands holding me down, illusively hoping to find friction on my pussy.

For a few moments, no one says anything, leaving me totally alone and pitiful. I feel like I'm going to die if nothing happens. So, in a voice that I don't recognize myself, I start begging.

“Please, please, please. Put a cock in me. Please!”

Laughter echoes around me, mocking. They seem to appreciate the spectacle of my downfall. But no one moves, no one speaks. My breathing is erratic, I find it difficult to keep calm in these conditions.

I don’t know what to do. Who to beg. What to promise in exchange for finally being fulfilled. I feel a huge void inside me, and I need them to fill it.

I regain hope as I hear the sound of a jar of lubricant being emptied. But before I have time to realize it, a small metal object finds itself embedded in my most taboo entrance.

I let out a gasp of surprise at the introduction of this unexpected plug. I should have guessed that though. Not a single time has passed without someone using the most intimate part of my anatomy.

No sooner is the toy installed than someone slips between my legs. So, they're going to take me there, on the floor. The idea is degrading, and yet it excites me more than ever.

I heave a long sigh of relief when, finally, I feel a cock fill me. Its size is perfect, adapting perfectly to my hot, silky walls.

Without wasting a moment, he begins to move back and forth, making me moan louder than I should. This is how desperate I am. With each gesture, I squeal with pleasure.

These moans are reinforced when hands land on my breasts, twisting my nipples again in the most delicious way.

I feel again the orgasm coming, the plug and this cock in me filling me as I had hoped so much. But before that happens, the man quickly withdraws, letting his seed escape on the soft skin of my stomach offered to him.

My breathing is jerky as immediately another man replaces him. I squeal in discomfort. He’s wider than the other, and his penetration is more difficult. Still, I hold on. I must. My orgasm depends on it.

I'll take them all ten times if that's what I have to do to come again. It doesn’t matter if I can't walk for a week after that. This simple promise of pleasure is well worth it.

I don't know how many men pass over me. Three? Five? Twenty? It doesn't matter in the slightest. Each time, I welcome them with pleasure, doing my best to satisfy them despite my restricted movements. It seems that only the warmth of my pussy is enough to send them straight to seventh heaven.

Me, I still do not have the right to come. As if they felt it, they always stop at the perfect moment, changing pace or leaving me, just to make sure to deprive me of this ultimate pleasure that makes me dream so much.

I moan in disappointment as someone removes the plug from between my buttocks. I should surely be ashamed to feel this but having it inside me makes me feel even stronger, more desirable.

I jump when I’m turn around without the slightest consideration. My face smashes into the cold, rough concrete, as my butt ends up lifted into the air, exposed for all to see.

Hands grab my globes, spreading them to provide an even more plunging spectacle of my soaked pussy. I don't think I've ever been so wet. Nor was it ready to com.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I am filled again. But this time, it's a dildo that enters me. It's long and wide, forcing me to focus on my breathing which has stopped for a few seconds.

Then I shudder. A viscous liquid just fell on my most taboo entry. So that's how they want to end me. By taking this area so sensitive, and yet, that I learned to appreciate during our sessions.

I shiver as the man leans over me, his honeyed voice whispering in my ear.

“Come on baby girl, show them what you can do when you're in the hands of your master.”

I barely have time to groan, as surprised as it is approving, that the man lays his lube-covered cock against my tightest entrance. I can't help smiling.

It's my dominant who is there. I recognized his voice. I suddenly feel reassured and relieved. If it's him, I'm not afraid. I know he will know how to take perfect care of me.

I'm already well filled by this huge dildo, leaving little room for my master to settle. Still, he continues his dive, making little squeals of discomfort come from me as he moves forward.

My tied fists close, my fingernails digging into my palm as he doesn't slow down. Finally, he is in me. He gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me for holding out so far.

The position is most uncomfortable, but I don't care. I feel proud to have succeeded in satisfying this perfect man.

Slowly he pulls out, giving me time to get used to his imposing length. His movements are slow, but delicious. I never could have believed that being so filled could bring me so much pleasure.

He goes faster and faster, turning my little sighs of embarrassment into real moans of pleasure. Seeing me relax, he proceeds to pound me, my face grinding against the hard floor beneath me.

But I don't care. I want him to continue. To use me. To degrades me. I am his. He can do whatever he wants with me.

I scream for real as his hand lands on my clit. Fervently, he presses on it, turning it so hard that electric shocks run through my body.

I no longer pay attention to anything. I forget that there are people around us. I forget that I am tied in an uncomfortable position. There's only this cock coming in and out, this hand trying to make me lose my head.

“Come on baby, come on my cock.”

I don't need more to let myself go, white flashes crackling before my eyes like the most violent of storms while my dominant empties in turn deep inside me.

My whole body stiffens violently before collapsing to the ground, emptied of all substance.


Chapter 5

“You didn't have to do that.”

“Of course I did. I'm not the type to push a submissive to the point of unconsciousness and leave her there.”

I smile shyly, picking up the cup of tea the man hands me. I barely remember how I got there. All my memories are confused. One minute, I was coming harder than ever. The other, I was in a taxi, held tight in this man's arms.

I take a look around me. So, this is what his apartment looks like. It's simple yet elegant, as one would expect from a single man in his late thirties.

After giving me a hot shower, he wrapped me in a bathrobe worthy of a palace, before carrying me to his bed. I pretended to be able to walk, but he wouldn't listen to me. Maybe he was right after all.

My body is already feeling the aches from this session, not to mention the tightness between my legs. But it doesn’t matter. This bed is far too comfortable, and this dominant is far too caring, for me to feel any annoyance. One thing is certain, I have no regrets.

Even less when Jonathan climbs into bed next to me to pull me against him, bringing me his comforting warmth. I feel incredibly well in his arms. If I liked each of the men who have taken control over me since I set foot in this club, he is truly special. It's as if a special bond had been created between us.

However, I dare not broach the subject. I'm still a newbie at this. Maybe it's just the newness that makes me feel that way. Maybe in the end, it doesn’t mean much. And then, for him, I could be just one delicacy among others.

I shake my head, pushing the thought away. I'm in no rush, I don't need answers right away. And I know it. Tonight was far from my last time at the club. Things will happen when they happen.

Who knows, maybe in the near future, he will make me his official submissive.

And just at this idea, I feel wet again.


BOUND TO HUMILIATION


Chapter 1

Have fun at the club tonight, Baby Girl.

I sigh as I put my phone back in my pocket. I have to forget Jonathan, at least for the time of the evening. My favorite dominant won't be here tonight, I have to accept that idea.

Since I discovered his talents a month ago, I've had a hard time thinking of anything else. If other men have made me vibrate in this BDSM club, no one has ever pushed me to my limits as much as him.

Each time, it's the same explosion, the same feeling that I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me, if he doesn't kiss me. I have never known something so intense.

Under his hands, I go from the most acute pain to the most dazzling pleasure. I didn't even know it was possible to feel like this, just with sex.

He made me an insatiable little thing, always ready to go a little further to satisfy him. And if he agrees to share me with other men, then I'm perfectly satisfied.

I let my gaze roam the room. Subconsciously, I'm looking for him, as if hoping he's not really on a business trip. I probably shouldn't be so addicted. This man is not my boyfriend, he is not even officially my dominant.

We had several sessions together, and we often text each other. Photos mostly, often intimate. Still, that does not make us a couple.

I sigh again, before taking another sip of my soda. I'm here now, might as well enjoy it. Who knows, I might even find someone even better than him. I doubt it's possible, but it doesn't hurt to try.

Still, I can't help but think of him again, admiring myself in one of the mirrors in the room. The sexy little red dress he got delivered to my house this morning fits perfectly, like it was custom made for me.

The fabric stops at my buttocks, offering quick and easy access to whoever will want to slip between my thighs. As for my breasts, they are barely held up by the thin straps of the deep V-neckline of the dress.

I smile, playing with my long black hair. I have never been so beautiful than since I started going to these places. It's as if something had changed in me. As if the ropes and the punishments had finally made me freer. Sexier.

“Megan?”

I almost jump when I hear my name, snapping back to reality. I turn around, discovering a man who smiles warmly at me.

“Hi, I'm Max. Jonathan asked me to make sure you have a good night.”

I can't help but smile back. It's really the type of the dominant to put me under someone’s protection. Even if he’s not there, he shows he’s in charge. And that idea alone makes me wet.

My attention goes back to Max. The man is attractive. He is tall, much taller than me. His chestnut, almost blond hair is long, tied in a messy bun.

His fleshy and greedy lips are surrounded by a perfectly maintained beard, in which I suddenly want to pass my fingers.

I refrain from any movement. I've been coming here for two months now. If I knew nothing about BDSM before I set foot here, I’m now beginning to know the codes.

He is the dominant. It's up to him to lead the dance. Even if I don't know exactly what his role will be tonight.

Maybe he'll just make sure I feel comfortable, before letting me explore the pleasure room, located just behind the door of this otherwise ordinary bar.

But I hope not. I have no trouble seeing myself trapped in his steady hands. I bite my lower lip, noticing that his arms are covered with tattoos. Does he have any elsewhere on his body? On his chest maybe... On his lower abdomen?

A light rush of adrenaline suddenly courses through me as I imagine myself kneeling before him, my tongue sliding over lines of ink I'm not even sure exists.

I jump when I realize the man has caught my eye on him. My cheeks flush with shame at having been caught in the act. I don't know why I keep reacting like this.

Every time I've been here, I've ended up tied up and naked in a room, offered to any man who wants to use me. I shouldn't feel embarrassed by those little looks anymore.

I shudder as Max walks up to me, his slightly tangy scent reaching my nose. Slowly, he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. His eyes don't let go of me. It's like he wants to memorize every line of mine. Like an image to keep forever in his mind.

I suddenly realize that he has me backed against the wall, his imposing body against mine. I feel ridiculously small against him. And yet, I’m not afraid. On the contrary, I’m hypnotized by the hazel gaze of the man.

My mouth opens, ready to receive his lips against mine. His warm breath on my skin makes me shiver, and I only dream of one thing: that he puts his hands on my body.

I feel myself melting, but the man does nothing. It would be so easy for him to lift my skirt though. To discover the soft skin of the inside of my thighs, the wetness he has already caused between my legs.

Finally, I understand why he does none of this. Why he doesn't take me hard, just here, against the bare beam. We are in the part of the club where we must behave. The one where only a few kisses can happen. For everything else, you must change rooms.

The man smirks, as if he understood my thoughts. He pulls back and holds out his hand to me.

“Come on Princess, let's see the surprise your Master has prepared for you.”


Chapter 2

My heel clicks on the floor as I follow Max into the large room. I try to stay calm, but nervousness twists my stomach, reflecting on the movements of my body. My dominant hadn't told me about a surprise.

I thought his presence would be limited to this dress he gave me, and this man guiding me. But it looks like he has more planned. I don't know if it excites me to know that he will be present, in his way, or if it worries me.

The man knows no limits. He likes to hurt me, push me to the limit, both physically and mentally. Oh sure, he knows how to spot them, and never puts me through more than I can take. But will it be the same with this stranger?

I know the men here know what they're doing. And if something goes too far, all I have to do is say my safe word, and it'll all be over. Still, I can't help but worry. And that feeling only gets stronger as I look up and notice the stares on me.

I feel like I'm in one of those bad dreams. As if I arrived naked at school and everyone laughed at me. The only difference is that here… I’m really about to find myself naked. I don't know where, I don't know when. But it’s going to happen.

Unconsciously, I hide behind Max, trying to take advantage of his imposing stature to disappear a bit from prying eyes. I keep my eyes downcast, admiring the toes of my shoes following the heel of my one-night dominant.

I can't help but lick my lips at the size of his feet. Hopefully, the rest will be up to them.

I squeeze the man's fingers a little tighter, trying to find some comfort and warmth. He may be a stranger, he’s like a link with my usual dominant. Something that connects me to something familiar and a little less scary.

Especially since I have the unpleasant impression that the people around us are becoming more numerous, closer. As if everyone was interested in us, rather than indulging in the pleasures of the flesh as they usually do.

Suddenly, I stop, my hand leaving the other's as I realize what's going on. There is no one performing on one of the stands. No submissive tied and punished by a master. No group intertwining in a sensual dance of naked bodies on one of the sofas. No.

If a few flirtations take place here and there, most people seem to be waiting for something. A few discussions take place, calm and inaudible. Like in a cinema, a few minutes before the show starts.

Feeling me brake, Max turns to me, an amused smile on the corner of his lips.

“Well Princess? Don't you want to see the surprise your Master has prepared for you?”

I swallow hard before grabbing his hand again, nodding shyly. Your master. These words shouldn’t touch me so much. I know it, my relationship with Jonathan is not official. And yet, having this bond of authority recognized by another man gives me courage and hope.

I must trust my dominant, my dominants. Even if it's scary. I know it will also be very, very good.

Despite everything, my heart begins to beat faster as what I dreaded happens. The man does not lead me into one of those many private rooms with such different themes. No cold dungeon or cozy hotel room for me.

No, it’s towards the central platform of the common room that he directs me. I follow him obediently, taking care not to fall despite my high heels. The man holds my hand more firmly, helping me up the few steps leading to the stage.

My heart beats a little faster, my breathing quickens. I've never really been one to like being in the spotlight. But now I don't really have a choice.

Slowly, Max turns around, a confident smile on his lips. I take a deep breath, fixing my gaze on his in an attempt to ignore everything around me. I use him as a way to anchor myself in the present, a way to forget everything around me.

I focus on the facial features of the man. He has an incredibly harmonious face. I wonder if he ever posed for a photographer. He could without problem, as he is beautiful.

In my observation, I discover a small scar at the corner of his lip, on the right. I wonder how he got it. It's barely visible, slightly hidden by his beard. I have a sudden urge to raise my hand and caress it, to feel its irregular contours under the pads of my fingers.

But again, I know I can't. I have to wait, be patient, again and again and see what he has in store for me.

I shudder as he bends over me, his warmth mixed with his heady lemon-scented scent making every one of my nerves react to him. This man is far too handsome, far too bewitching. It should be forbidden to parade like this, turning women's heads with his mere presence.

But he doesn't seem to care. He comes a little closer, his breath caressing my face in the most erotic of ways. I can't believe I'm soaked already. Nothing happened, and yet I'm already excited, desperate for him to touch me, even though all eyes of the club are on us.

My heart skips a beat as his lips are only one inch from mine. I don't move, I don't react. I forget my urge to beg him to kiss me, just waiting for him to do so. My patience is finally rewarded a few seconds later.

With unexpected gentleness, the man puts his mouth against mine, making me shiver. The kiss is slow and gentle. Like a caress that I feel in every fiber of my being. His hand slips into my neck, making me feel all the power present in his body.

He is so big, so strong. He could surely destroy me with a single move. And yet, he has nothing but gentleness towards me. Even when he slides his tongue against my lips, silently telling me to open them to let him in.

Without the slightest hesitation, I obey him, giving him full access to my mouth. My whole body ignites as his tongue begins to play with mine.

I don't know how long this exchange lasts. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? There's no way to tell. All I know is that I don't want this to end. It's all too good.

But of course, the man didn't make me come up there just to kiss me. We are no longer teenagers, we have other needs to satisfy.

The dominant breaks the kiss and takes a few steps away. I shudder, feeling completely exposed now that I no longer have his comforting warmth against my skin.

I swallow hard, unable to help but stare to the side. To face the gaze of these strangers staring at me, admiring me.

But before I can really look at them, the dominant's voice rings out, much louder than before. That's it, the man puts on a show, addressing the crowd although the words he utters are intended for me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I shudder. I had to expect this to happen, and yet, here I am, totally petrified. My reaction is silly, inappropriate, and yet I find myself unable to move. I should at least look away, so I don't look like I'm defying him by not obeying him.

I’m not. I just can't move. I knew this would happen, I couldn't really hope to stay dressed, as I'm standing in the middle of the room on a stage that has more furniture and props than in any BDSM movie than the can be found on the Internet.

Despite this, I’m unable to move, my eyes wide open, stunned like a doe in front of the headlights of a car. I barely hear the man repeating his order, his voice barely firmer than the first time.

I’m totally paralyzed, and my brain is not helping me, screaming at me to move before the man grabs me. If I piss him off too much, who knows what might do to me?

Maybe he'll come and tear my outfit with his mighty hands. I'm sure he could do it with no difficulty. Afterwards, he might throw me on his lap, administering the most painful spanking I've ever known, in front of all these spectators, feasting on my shame and my helplessness.

As much as this idea shames me, it excites me. So, when Max lands leaning toward me, I jump, ready for him to turn this little fantasy into reality. But he doesn't, leaning into my ear, resting his fingers on my shoulder in an almost tender gesture.

“You want to say your safe word, Princess? You have every right, no one will blame you if it's too much for you.”

I'm shaking a little, and my eyes are still wide open. No, I don't want to say it. I may be frightened by the situation, but the idea of giving up is even more unbearable to me. So, I gently shake my head no, my throat too tight to manage to answer him.

The man smiles, pressing my shoulder again discreetly as if to congratulate me on my courage, before stepping back again.

“Submissive, I'm asking you for the last time. Take off your clothes.”

This time it's the right one. His voice brings me out of my torpor. Slowly, I place my trembling fingers on the zipper of my dress, pulling it down in a gesture that I want to be sensual despite my nervousness.

Then I slide the straps down my arms, letting the piece of fabric fall to my feet in a puddle of silk surrounding my stiletto heels. My legs seem endless, enhanced by these uncomfortable shoes. My modesty is hidden only by a thin black lace thong. And then my chest...

My chest and bare. I wanted to play, not wear a bra, let my nipples stick out through the thin fabric of my master's dress. Now I'm paying a high price for it. Oh sure, no matter what, I was going to end up naked. But I could have been protected by that piece of fabric for a few moments longer. That's how it is, I can't do anything about it now.

I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the staring eyes on my body. I wanted to play, it's up to me to bear the consequences now. Without waiting for Max's request, I remove the last little piece of fabric still present on my body, the thong joining my dress on the floor.

I blush as I hear a man complimenting the firmness of my breasts, their roundness. He explains in detail to a person that I can't see what he would do to me, if he was my dominant.

How he would have me on my knees, keeping me there for hours, patiently submissive, waiting for him to take care of me. How he would use every part of my body until I beg him to stop.

I lick my lips, excited. That's exactly what I want too. To become the sexual slave of any man. I've never been particularly good at anything in my life. But being submissive seems like what I was made for.

Max grabs my hand, spinning me around to better introduce myself to the crowd. I blush as I feel observed in every detail. My mouth opens in surprise and excitement as the man slides his hands over my chest.

One after another, they weigh my breasts, as if to present them to others. I can't suppress a high-pitched moan as he twists my tips between his fingers. A few smiles appear on the faces of the men in front of me. I try to ignore them, remaining focused on the man's gestures.

With sensual slowness he descends over my body, caressing my bare belly, making me shiver. My breath catches as he plays with the elastic of my thong, threatening to slip inside.

I gasp in surprise as his fingers dive quickly over my pussy, playing before I even realize it with my little button of nerves. Sighs of pleasure come out of my mouth that I can no longer control.

I like the way he touches me, both firm and delicate. Giving me just enough friction to make me feel pleasure, without pushing me to orgasm. A high-pitched cry escapes me as he suddenly plunges two fingers into me, giving me no warning.

“She is already soaked. A real little slut. But we already knew that, right?”

My cheeks burn with shame as the snickers echo around me. Yes, they knew that. It was never really a mystery. Yet hearing it out loud isn't the most obvious thing to do.

But how could I hide it, when I can't hold back my squeals of pleasure when the man continues his comings and goings in my tight pussy. I think I'm dying of shame when he finally takes his hand away, only to slide it against my lips.

Without even trying to protest, I open my mouth, taking his fingers and discovering the taste of my own excitement. The gaze of the man on me is burning, and yet, I support him, as if in defiance.

A ridiculous reaction, especially in front of a man who has so much power over me. So, I try to show him that I'm a good girl, licking his fingers meticulously until he pulls them back, finally satisfied.

Without waiting a moment longer, he grabs my arm and leads me to a corner of the stage. I swallow when I see a large cross. Never before have I been attached to such an object. It's impressive, and yet, I've always wanted to test it.

I thought I would try it with my usual dominant. I hoped so. But we don't always get what we want in life.

I focus on my breathing as he attaches one by one my limbs to the torture device. I shudder when he pulls back, giving the crowd a plain view of my body.

I would have liked to be blindfolded, so as not to see this crowd that seems ready to devour me. And what happens next doesn't help my situation.

The man comes back to me, a leather riding crop in his hand. It's not the first time I've been subjected to such an object, but I've never had so many spectators to watch my punishment.

“Look at you. Wet, desperate to be touched. And yet, you were in no hurry to obey my order. I can’t accept that. I have to punish you.”

Without further ado, he raises his arm and lets his crop fall violently on the inside of my thigh. My response cry is powerful and expresses both my pain and my surprise. But I barely have time to get used to it when two shots follow in turn, making me tremble and moan.

“Tell them what you are.”

I open my eyes wide, trying to figure out what he means. Then, his words from earlier echo in my head. I blush even more, feeling shame tense my stomach. However, I don't want to upset the man, even less when he has this whip in his hands. So, I manage to stammer.

“I'm a slut.”

The whip slams down again, on the side of my ass this time, making me moan. I would like to have a blindfold so that I no longer see the mocking smiles in the room, so that I no longer meet the eyes burning my skin.

And for once, I wish I had a gag in my mouth so that I couldn't say any more of those words that humiliate me, even if they were the truth. But of course, my master for a night doesn't have the slightest desire to do that.

“Say it again.”

“I’m a slut.”

The man continues to hit me, following no logical order, only making it harder to bear. Yet I continue to do what he tells me, to say these degrading words, until I scream them after an even louder blow.

“I'm a slut!”

I'm panting, my legs are shaking, threatening to let go. If it weren't for those leather ties keeping me upright, wedged against the cross, I think I would already be on the ground.

The man smiles, visibly satisfied. I shudder as the whip comes dangerously close to my pussy. With insane slowness, he passes it over my lower lips, making me breathe a little harder under this unexpected stimulation.

He continues to rub it, until my excitement covers the object of leather. Of course, he does not fail to show it to the crowd, handing the whip to the people closest, tearing them small satisfied smiles. Then he turns to me.

“It's true, you really are a slut. But you took your punishment well, so you deserve a reward.”

I frown, taken aback. Max walks away, even coming down from the stage, weaving through the crowd of regulars. I try to control my breathing, not to panic at being alone on the stage, tied up and exposed. The task turns out to be more difficult than expected, while the dominant is slow to return.

My breath stops for good as I finally see him. The people around the scene step aside, letting him pass. In his hand he holds a leash. At the end of it, a dog collar attached around the neck of a pretty redhead.

I find it hard to calm my racing heart. The spectacle of this woman walking on all fours behind her master overwhelms me to a point that I would not have imagined. I'm shocked, a bit. Excited, too, imagining myself in her place.

I never could have imagined that one day, I would want to be considered as a dog by a man, following him obediently, lowering me to this degrading position. And yet, that's what I feel when I see them approaching me like this.

My belly twitches as I wonder what will happen next. I've never done anything with another woman, never even considered it.

The idea makes me nervous, and yet I have to play the game. I don't want to say my safe word. I don't want to freak out before I've even tested it.

The strange couple finally arrives to me, stopping almost theatrically in front of me. I can't take my eyes off the woman.

Her long red hair falls in a cascade of curls against her milky skin. She wears a black lace bodysuit, showcasing her voluptuous curves. A veritable picture of lust, offered to me.

With a light tap on the leash, Max brings her a little closer to me. Without even needing a word, the woman kneels in front of me, putting herself in an uncomfortable position.

There is now no longer any doubt about the sequence of events. Thus installed between my open legs, the woman has few options. And when her master gives her a soft "Go ahead", she doesn't waste a moment.

A scream dies in my throat as she begins to lick my pussy. It's slow, gentle. Incredibly sensual. I almost regret that she does not put her slender fingers on the inside of my thighs. I'm sure her skin is extremely soft.

But she too must obey the man. Even if it means being in that awkward position, licking a woman in front of an excited audience. The sexual tension in the room kicked up a notch as the pretty redhead sat down in front of me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see couples making out, hands wandering around, erections released from pants that have become too tight.

A wave of pride washes over me. This is partly thanks to me. They saw me in pain, they saw me moan with pleasure. My body offered to their gaze enough to put them in unparalleled states of excitement.

I can't hold back my moans any longer as the woman's licks get faster, more precise. Gently, she captures my clit between her lips, pulling lightly on it, just enough to drive me crazy.

My chest heaves at a crazy pace, catching the man's attention. Max still hasn't let go of the leash. With his free hand, he grabs one of my nipples between his fingers, pinching it until I cry out louder than the others.

I lose my footing, thus delivered to this infernal duo, stuck on this cross. I can't do anything else, just leave myself to the moment, to pleasure.

My body begins to contract, I feel my orgasm coming, getting ready with delight to welcome it. But before I can feel this long-awaited ecstasy, the man pulls on the leash and lets go of my breast.

The pretty redhead stops immediately, remaining seated on her heels, looking up at her Master. He bends down, jamming the leash between the woman's teeth before turning back to me.

One after another, he undoes the bonds that keep me clinging to the cross. I sigh in relief, shaking my aching limbs from being held down like this.

My eyes lift to the man, full of hope. My orgasm was close, and I'm more frustrated than ever to have been deprived.

Max gives me no indication of the sequence of events, content to grab my wrists in his hand, before closing a pair of handcuffs around them.

Nervous, I wait for the continuation. With a wave of his hand, he makes the woman get up. She is shorter than me, her petite stature only making her curves even more desirable. The man speaks to her, as if there was no one around.

“Take her to room number three, then meet me.”

I hold back a disappointed squeal, realizing that I won't be able to come right away. Almost jealous, I watch the couple kiss, an obvious symbiosis linking them.

I'm so frustrated. I would like to kiss someone. Find myself under the heat of a body. That the night never stops, a cock in me until the early morning.

But for the moment, this isn’t on the program. Resigned, I let myself be guided by the submissive, who takes me with a perky step to my next test.


Chapter 3

Breathe in, breathe out. Everything is going to be okay. You can do it Megan.

Sitting on the leather seat, I observe my surroundings. Apart from this comfortable lounge chair and the screen in front of it, there is nothing else in this room.

Here, as everywhere in the club, the walls are thick. I can't hear a thing about what's going on out of here. The room is plunged into total, almost suffocating, silence.

The submissive didn't stay with me long, only making sure I sat down before leaving me with a wink. Now I feel even more alone and vulnerable than when I was on stage.

My hands are still held in these handcuffs. It doesn't hurt, far from it. Between my legs, my clit continues to throb, more frustrated than ever at having been deprived of near deliverance.

I take another look around the room. After all, no one is there. And my cuffed hands fall into the perfect spot. No one will know if I touch myself. If anyone comes in, they won't suspect a thing.

I can't hold back a long sigh of relief as one of my fingers slips slowly between my lower lips. I press harder and harder, still taking my time.

If this club has taught me anything, it's that patience is often rewarded. The pleasure made more intense by the wait.

But before I can go any further, the screen in front of me lights up, causing me to gasp in surprise. Immediately, I stop touching myself. The screen remains in gray tones, only a red dot lights up at the top of it.

A camera.

Someone is watching me, that's for sure. But I can't see who it is.

Modestly, I squeeze my legs, trying to hide my pussy. Then, I try as best I can to tighten my arms to hide my chest. But all it does is make it more imposing.

I can't take my eyes off that red dot, my breathing causing my chest to heave at a rapid pace. I wonder who is there, behind his screen. And what he expects from me. Or she.

For what seems like hours, time passes without a word being spoken, without a face appearing on the screen. I find it increasingly difficult to stay calm, yet trying to reason with myself so as not to panic.

Suddenly, a familiar voice sends an electric shock through my body.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

Jonathan. My usual dominant. My Master. I can't believe it's him, but I would recognize his voice anywhere. His detached tone. His controlled nonchalance.

A big smile forms on my face, and I look more intensely at the camera, as if I could probe his eyes through it.

“Good evening, Master.”

“So Little Girl, I heard you had fun?”

“Yes Master.”

“Was it good?”

“Yes Master, but Max didn't let me come.”

“I know, those were my orders. And what did you think of my final surprise?”

I instinctively lower my eyes, feeling my cheeks flush. I know what he is talking about. Of this little redhead, of her fleshy mouth between my legs, licking my clit with softness and sensuality, bringing me ever closer to the precipice.

I never would have believed that sleeping with a woman could have pleased me. But I must face facts. This first experience, although short, was incredibly hot.

My throat tight, I can't say it out loud. Still, I can hear the mocking air in my dominant's breath, in his voice that echoes all around me in the room.

“I… Yes. It was good. Thank you, Master.”

“You’re welcome.”

Silence falls again in the room. My chest continues to heave, this time with impatience. I am there, offered to his virtual gaze, and I only want one thing: for him to launch the game.

I'm sure he has something in mind. He's not going to just stare at me like that naked, just for a few moments, is he? I look up at the screen again, daring to break the silence.

“You... You don't show yourself, Master?”

“No. Not yet. You haven't earned it.”

I can't hold back a sulky pout. I would have liked to see his face, see his reaction as I spread my thighs a little more, giving him a clearer view of my fully soaked pussy.

I don't know where this sudden courage comes from, but I like it. I probably shouldn't provoke him, but I can’t help it. And then he is far away. He'll have to wait to punish me himself.

If he notices my shenanigans, he says nothing about it, picking up the thread of things.

“I need you to do something for me, Submissive.”

“Whatever you want, Master.”

“Good girl. I prepared something for you, under your chair. Grab it.”

Intrigued, I comply. I lean my body, trying not to lose my balance despite my cuffed hands. Fumbling, I seek his surprise. I find a small box that I hasten to put back on my lap.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when I open it and discover its contents. An anal plug, and lube. I instinctively look up at the screen, as if I could see my master. Satisfied sound escapes from the speakers in the room. Apparently, I got the reaction he expected.

I swallow, looking down at the object again. It's not the first time I've had one in me. But usually, it's one of the men I've slept with who installs it for me. I never did it alone. And this prospect frightens me. As if noticing, the dominant guides me.

“Start by putting lube on a finger. Go slowly. Take your time, we have all evening.”

I inhale deeply before executing his order, trying to forget my shame to better satisfy my dominant. The thing is not made easy with my handcuffs. As best I can, I begin to dig a finger inside myself, doing everything to focus on my movements while making sure my master doesn't miss a thing of the show.

I'm doing this for him. For him and for him alone. I don't want to give this place of me to anyone else anymore.

I relax little by little, even beginning to find pleasure. I can't go very deep, this position preventing me, but it doesn't matter.

At my master's command, I add a second finger, enlarging my most taboo entrance under his gaze that I imagine burning with excitement.

I hope now he regrets going on a business trip. Who knows, maybe next time he'll take me with him. I shudder, imagining myself naked and tied to a bed in a luxury hotel room, spending my days with a vibrating egg inside me, activated remotely by my lover as he negotiates big contracts.

I want to do these things. Become his official submissive. And for that, I must prove to him that I'm worth it. Even if it means doing degrading things.

After all, I can't hide it. It pleases me too. I could deny it all I want, the excitement between my legs would contradict me.

“I think you're ready for the plug.”

I nod, withdrawing my fingers to replace them with the heavily lube-covered object. A sigh of satisfaction escapes my throat as I suddenly feel full.

“This little hole is mine. Nobody has the right to play with it tonight, is that understood?”

I nod, a wave of warmth washing over me at the sound of him being so possessive with my body. Even if he shares me, lets me explore this new sexuality with other men and women, I remain his, and he wants to show it.

“You're soaked baby girl. You want to come, right?”

“Yes Master. I wish you were here to touch me.”

“Go ahead. Show me what you would like me to do to you.”

I bite my lip, a big smile lighting up my face at the words. I spread my thighs a little more, giving him an unobstructed view of the show. Then I rest my body against the chair, making myself comfortable.

I begin by raising my cuffed hands to my breasts, stroking them as best I can despite my limited movement. But quickly, I lower them on my belly. My clit is desperate and ready to explode. I can't make it languish any longer.

However, I imagine myself in the place of my dominant. I know he would start by caressing the inside of my thighs with crazy slowness. So, I imitate him, arching my back a little more under this gentle gesture.

Finally, I put my hand on my nerve button, letting out a long sigh of relief as I trace light circles on it. My movements are slow, but intense, as I put more and more pressure.

I must stay focused to keep my legs open, and make sure he misses nothing of my vice. I keep my eyes glued to the camera, like I'm trying to bond with him, show him how much I want him.

“Speed up.”

I moan, complying without the slightest difficulty. His command electrified me, and I'm going much faster now, moaning unrestrainedly as my feet begin to tense in pleasure.

“Harder. Go on Little Girl, make yourself come.”

I bite my lip, small, high-pitched squeaks escaping me. I don't have the same strength, the same power as the man, and yet the pleasure is definitely there. My eyes close as I imagine him next to me, that he’s the one touching me with such expertise.

I arch my back and a dull cry escapes my mouth as the long-awaited orgasm finally explodes through my veins. I continue my hand movements, erratic, doing what he would do, prolonging my orgasm for as long as possible.

I open my eyes again as the mists of pleasure clear, my breathing harder than ever as my heart pounds in my chest.

I smile at the camera, satisfied. I don't know if the man touched himself at the same time as me, also seeking his pleasure. It doesn’t really matter though. I'm sure he liked what he saw.

“You've been a good girl, Megan. Now get up. You're not done with my surprise yet.”


Chapter 4

It takes me a few moments to collect myself as I re-enter the main room. The atmosphere is very different from the small cell where I was a few moments ago.

After the silence worthy of a cathedral, and the bareness of the grey room, my senses find themselves assaulted. From all sides, stimuli spring up. My eyes don’t know where to rest. Everywhere, bodies come together and come apart in sensual exchanges.

I just came, and yet, I already feel horny again. The slightest spark, and my whole body ignites. To say that before reaching orgasm only once was already a feat for me. Now I have to come again and again, otherwise I'm not satisfied.

I lick my lips, observing a woman strapped where I was earlier in the evening. I wonder if I too looked so sexy exposed this way, limbs torn. Despite the force her dominant puts into his whipping, the woman's moans are clearly of pleasure.

There is something reassuring about seeing that. Yes, I’m clearly a slut. But still, there's nothing wrong with me. I'm not the only one with these dark desires. To appreciate a little pain, to better feel the pleasure right after.

It's not something easy to explain. To make it understood. So, to have found a place where I am not judged, and even where I am understood, is an unexpected gift.

I come out of my contemplation, feeling a warm hand land in the small of my back. I had forgotten that I was naked. I’m usually so modest, this place completely transforms me.

Max is there, a big smile on his face. He’s alone, his pretty submissive absent. I’m almost disappointed. She looks interesting, I would have liked to learn a little more about her.

Since I started going to the club, I have mostly dealt with men. With dominants. I would like to bond with other submissives. Discover more.

For the moment, I content myself with the reassuring presence of the man next to me. His thumb traces small circles on my bare skin, as we both stare the stage. The dominant has just untied his submissive, now taking her in his arms, stroking her hair and body to relieve her after this intense session.

A strong bond seems to unite them. Immediately, I think of Jonathan. Hearing his voice, having come under it, was more than I could have expected tonight. And yet, I miss him.

I can't wait for him to come back, and to do all these things with him again. I think I'm ready to go back on stage, despite the embarrassment I felt.

I jump as Max's hand drops lower, playing with the plug I've tucked between my ass. I tense, hoping he doesn't try to pull it off. My Master has been very clear. This area is his, and his only. No question that he shares, not even with the one to whom he nevertheless entrusted me this evening.

“Nice accessory. Ready for what's next?”

I follow his gaze to the stage, empty again. An embarrassed smile forms on my lips. I wanted to go back, I just hadn't expected it to be so soon. Putting aside the hesitation that's beginning to plague me, I nod, grabbing the hand he offers me.

A few people approach, seeing us return to the stage. Our previous performance must have pleased them. So much the better. Even if I'm the submissive, and I don't have much to say about the course of the actions, being admired like this gives me incredible confidence. I feel strong. Powerful. Like a goddess to be admired and feared.

Yes, I think I could get used to that feeling. Even if in a few moments, the dominant could very well make me cry, or howl in a pathetic way. He can't take that gleam out of my eyes. This desire to continue.

My heels are the only clothes I still have on me, like a highly erotic symbol. I let them echo on the floor as the man guides me to my next ordeal. This time, it's not to the cross that he wants to tie me, but to a bench.

Gently, he helps me settle on it, my belly coming into contact with the leather as my knees settle on either side of the object. Max closes the straps around my calves, making me shiver.

Being tied up is probably one of my favorite things. Being deprived of my movements, totally offered, has something both reassuring, but also terribly exciting.

He continues his installation, putting his leather ties around my back. Then, my arms, freed from my handcuffs, find themselves attached to either side of the bench.

My cheeks are hot. I am totally open, exposed to everyone's gaze. I know, in this position, my viewers can see my plug, my soaked pussy. They can miss nothing of my degradation.

And this idea makes me even more wet.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when it's not Max that I see settling near my face, but the pretty redhead from earlier. She has a big smile, giving her an even more ingenuous look, contrasting with the very feminine shapes of her body.

She crouches beside me, so close I can smell her perfume. Rose, mixed with something else... A little lemon, I think. Like her dominant. Perhaps it’s his perfume that has been transferred on her. Who knows what they did, while I was busy giving Jonathan a virtual show?

She gently pushes back a strand of hair that has escaped from my ponytail, before approaching a little closer to me. And then, without warning, she presses her lips to mine. I don't push her away, or protest.

This is the first time I've kissed another woman. And I must admit that it is not so bad. It doesn't have the urgency, the almost imposing force of the dominants that usually capture my mouth. It's soft, light. Pleasant.

She pulls back, giving me a wink. Then she grabs what Max hands her. He’s there, a few inches from us, observing us. I look down to see what he has planned for me.

A gag, adorned with a silicone ball. I bite my lower lip. This is not the first time that I have to bear such an object. And yet, it still impresses me as much.

Forgetting my nervousness, I open my mouth when the other submissive approaches the object of my face. Without hesitation, I bite into the ball, trying to get used to its imposing presence between my lips.

I know it's going to be unpleasant for a while. But I have no choice. I have to accept the trials presented to me.

Although I must admit, I would rather have my mouth filled with cocks than this object. I must be patient. Everything comes at the right time to who knows how to wait, right?

I shiver as the infernal duo pulls away. Here I am again alone, totally open and vulnerable. I close my eyes, focusing on my breathing rather than the curious gaze. Some have come forward, just to see my face, my reactions, while I'm there, bound and gagged.

It’s impossible for me to know what awaits me. What are the other two doing? They may be gone for good. Maybe this is my test. Stay naked and exposed for as long as they want, until I start crying. Begging, my complaints stifled by this ball in my mouth.

My cheeks are already blushing. What a humiliation it would be to be treated like this. I don't know if I could bear it. It seems a bit extreme. And yet, what can I do against it? If it's Max's will, or Jonathan's order, there's not much I can do about it.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I feel something touch my skin. A finger, traversing the hollow of my spine in a sensual gesture.

A trail of goosebumps takes shape on my body at this erotic passage. It's light, excruciatingly light, and yet it's enough to fire me up.

But my excitement falls the moment the finger is replaced by something else. Leather straps. A flogger. This object is not the easiest to bear. With each blow, the straps draw a new pattern, bringing new pain to a piece of skin that has yet to be explored.

My buttocks are exposed, my arms and my thighs too... Just like my pussy. The playground seems endless for the dominant. And I know he's going to have a field day.

For the moment, he is content to caress my skin with his object of torture. Slowly, he smooths it over my exposed skin, making me shiver with both pleasure and fear.

I know it, at any moment, he can stop this gentle movement to replace it with a violent blow. There is nothing I can do to counter this. Just take a deep breath, and hope it passes quickly.

I shiver as he descends along my legs, having fun taking his time on the inside of my thighs, an area that is particularly erogenous to me. Then my calves are entitled to the same treatment, then my feet. I hadn't even noticed that my shoes were gone before then.

A cry escapes my throat, muffled by the gag. Without warning, the man just kicked the soles of my feet. Never before had a dominant been interested in this part of me, let alone during a punishment.

He repeats the movement twice, three times, before switching to the opposite foot. My toes curl up, unused to the feeling. It's painful, and the feeling is different than on the fleshy parts of my buttocks, my thighs.

It's as if I felt everything more intensely. As if every nerve in my body was activated at this stimulation.

He goes up on my calves, offering me a little respite. After the feet, it seems like a cakewalk. But of course, the dominant is not there to make things easier for me.

No sooner has he given me time to come to my senses than he starts kicking my feet again. My entire body contracts, and drool escapes down my chin without my being able to hold it back.

I look up, meeting the lustful gaze of a man. Obviously, he is enjoying the sight of my downfall. He's not even that attractive, and yet I'd like him to come closer. That he opens his zipper, to show me this member visibly stretched through his pants.

He could take my gag off and stick his cock in my mouth. There was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it. And this idea excites me terribly.

I snap back into reality as the blows go up, my dominant now attacking the fragile skin of my thighs. I can't stop my body from arching, trying to fight against this unnatural situation.

I can’t help it, my survival instinct takes over, making me move in all directions. But Max doesn't care.

He knows it, only three close kicks of my right foot should make him stop. My safe word, when words are impossible for me. So, in the meantime, he continues his choreography on my skin. And then he tied me too well for my movements to give any real result.

I let out a higher squeal as the flogger lands on my ass like a million little bites. The pain is intense, and delicious. I feel it, between my thighs, I'm more soaked than ever.

I’m ready to receive a man, any man. I just want to be filled again and again. Get the whole club over me, if that's what they want.

But for the moment, I still have to endure these strong blows on my ass, on my thighs. I feel my skin redden under this strong treatment, and yet, I do not move my foot. I can do it. I can hold.

My fingers close on the leather armrests where my wrists are attached. I dig my fingernails into the fabric, convinced that I'm not the first to attack it like this.

The blows are strong, until finally stopping. I lower my head, unable to hold back a sigh of relief despite the now drool-soaked gag. What a pathetic sight I must put on.

Despite my shame, I absolutely don’t want this to end. I want to continue to be used like this. Humiliated. I know, the pleasure I feel later will only be greater.

I tense as fingers slide over my soaked pussy, parting my lower lips to caress my raw skin. The gesture is light, but enough to make me shiver as it goes back to my clit.

I moan against the gag as the movements quicken. Then, without warning, two fingers dig into me. They move fast enough that a wet sound is heard, despite the background music and the talk and other activity taking place in the room.

My cheeks flush as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I would give anything for these fingers never to stop. They know exactly what to do, where to press, to make me lose my footing.

“She’s ready. If you want to use her, now is the time.”

Max's voice makes me tremble. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. Once again, I’m going to find myself in the hands of many men. I’m offered to them, completely open, ready to receive them for as long as they wish.

A man approaches me, removing my gag without missing a beat. Then, without delicacy, he brings his tense member into my mouth.

My jaw is already tired from being held open like this by the little ball of silicone. But I don't really have a choice. I must satisfy all those who will want to use me. It's the rule of the game.

So, I focus, trying to give him as much pleasure as I can despite my restricted movements. I manage to move my head to perform a few back and forth on his cock, occasionally adding small well-placed licks that make the man moan.

Behind me, the fingers continue to move, in and out of me at a brisk pace. However, no thumb comes to rest on my clit. No cock comes to replace this hand. I must be patient, despite my body shivering with envy.

I gasp in surprise as the fingers move away in a quick motion. It doesn't take more than a few moments for something else to line up at my soaking wet entrance. A disappointed sigh comes out of my throat occupied by this cock.

It's not a man who enters me, but a stupid silicone toy. I don't have the slightest doubt about that. Still, I can't help but savor this moment. I needed to be filled, to feel something tear my pussy.

It doesn't have the warmth or naturalness of a real man, but for now, that's enough. I focus a little more on the cock in my mouth, accelerating my movements, snatching very recognizable grunts from him.

A few more seconds, and the man's body tenses, his seed invading my mouth without warning as his fingers close in my hair.

I swallow everything he gives me without complaining, taking advantage of this short moment of rest. I know it, soon, another man will come to take his place.

Behind me, the dildo thrusts intensify, making me moan as another cock enters my mouth. I suddenly wonder who is holding the dildo. It could be Max, or it could be an unknown man.

Or... A woman. After all, my dominant made it clear to me that he wanted me to explore this path.

I moan against the man's cock as a hand lands on my clit, pinching it lightly. A rush of adrenaline runs through my body. My limbs contract in response to the pleasure I receive. I know, my orgasm is not very far.

A few more moments, and a white flash erupts before my eyes, almost making me clench my jaw on the cock still in my mouth. In me, the dildo continues to be moved without stopping. It doesn't matter that an orgasm runs through my body. I will have to endure all the attacks they want to give me.

The man empties into me before unceremoniously walking away, zipping up his pants like he's coming out of the toilet. I take a deep breath, trying to control my emotions. For the moment, no one is coming to take his place. Only the dildo continues to keep my senses awake.

I yelp as a loud slap hits my ass, followed by a second. The blow is powerful, and delicious. A few smiles appear on the faces around me, visibly amused by my reaction of pleasure in the face of these painful gestures.

My fingers tighten a little on the leather in front of me, as I feel another orgasm coming. I've never had one so close, let alone with a toy. But the fingers that continue to turn on my clit leave me no choice, and again, I see myself going through a wave of pleasure.

I barely have time to recover that the object is removed from my soaked pussy. Immediately, a man plunges into me. I can't hold back a cry. He’s long, and stops only once completely in.

My breathing quickens as the man grabs my ponytail, tugging on it so that I arch my back a little more against my bonds. He doesn't take his time, his thrusts intense as high-pitched squeals come out of my throat.

I’m his object, his little thing, his reel. He uses me as he pleases, and I just have to submit. Exactly what I wanted. I close my eyes, indulging in the sensations as he quickens his hip movements.

A hand slides over my clit, and again, I lose my footing. I don't even understand how this is possible. But the almost mechanical rhythm of the man in me, combined with this expert hand, plunges me into orgasm again.

I barely feel him emptying into me, my pussy contracting around his cock plunging him into his own pleasure. He’s immediately replaced by another man, working on me without the slightest elegance.

The minutes pass and the men follow one another. Hands squeeze my ass with force, or grab my hair, my shoulders. I shudder, and feel exhausted from being abused like this, totally limited in my movements. I feel like the next orgasm will kill me. And yet, I only want one thing: that it happens.

I want to cum again and again. Receive each of these men in me, several times if they want. And why not women too, harnessed in strap-on. I'm just a shaky, desperate little thing. I no longer control anything. My libido dictates my thoughts, and I have no intention of stopping it.

The little redhead comes to kneel in front of me, stroking my face gently as I find myself open in two by a huge cock. The young woman's smile helps me hold on.

A few whistles echo around us as she comes a little closer, kissing me. Her tongue drags mine into a frantic dance, igniting everything else in my body as my clit finds itself pinched hard again.

My cry of ecstasy is muffled by the kiss, my body tensing before completely relaxing, as if drained.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief as the man slips out of me and I feel my body released from its bonds. Hands hold me, helping me slowly return to a normal position. The little submissive stays close to me, helping me keep my balance after all this time hanging upside down.

Max is there, his hands resting on my hips. A soft smile lights up his face, and he leans over me to kiss me. It's soft, light. Like a comfort after the power of what I just felt.

“How about you spend the rest of evening with us?”

Still in the mists of orgasm, I nod my head. I don't want to be alone. And I think... I think I have just enough energy to find myself stuck between this sensual couple.

Without thinking any more, I take the hands they both hold out to me, letting them guide me to a more intimate part of the room. In an alcove with shades of burgundy velvet, we settle down. I stay up, waiting for my next order.

Max slowly undresses as the petite redhead sits on the couch, observing the room. My breath catches as I discover a tattoo on the man's hip. Exactly as I had imagined. I lick my lips as the dominant sits down.

He places his hands on my waist, pulling me closer to him. I straddle him, sitting on him lap. My hands lay mechanically on his muscular chest. He smiles at me, his fingers sliding up the back of my neck as he pulls me into a kiss.

It's soft, sensual. A contrast to what I suffered just a few minutes ago. A most welcome comfort. I sigh against his lips, feeling perfectly safe.

The kiss deepens, getting hotter and hotter. I feel his cock grow against me, and I can't help but grab it. It’s like the rest of his body. Big. Strong. Perfect.

The man loses patience under my hand and ends up lifting me to align me with his hungry member. I squeal against his lips as he drops me onto his cock. I may have been more than prepared by the others, but I still feel a slight tightness. No man was as wide as him tonight.

I have to get used to it, however, because the man does not intend to give me a break. His hands on my hips, he makes me come and go on his cock at an already hellish pace. Then he breaks the kiss.

“Can you help Laura?”

I turn my head, realizing that the little redhead is there, a few inches from us, touching herself without ever taking her eyes off us. I nod and reach for her. She steps closer, allowing me to run my fingers through her hair. My lips land on hers as I tentatively lower my hand to her breasts.

This is the first time I've touched a woman. Nervousness is followed by excitement. Her skin is so soft, it's like touching silk.

One by one, I grab her nipples, making her moan against my mouth. Max, on the other hand, seems to be enjoying the show, slowing his movements to allow us to catch up with him.

I take courage and slide my hand on the belly of the young woman, until reaching the fine fleece that covers her sex. Without thinking, I land on her clit, rolling it between my fingers. Laura breaks the kiss, needing air to moan. Apparently, she likes what I do to her.

Her hand slips between my body and that of her dominant, who in turn accelerates his movements. Our moans mingle with his grunts. There is no more logic, no more pride. Only beings of lust running after their pleasure.

I’m the first to come, my body over-stimulated by this most incredible evening. My forehead rests on the man's shoulder as he captures his submissive's lips in a passionate kiss.

It doesn't take much for the pretty redhead to also come against my fingers, her little squeaks ringing in my ears like the most erotic sound in the world.

His submissives satisfied, Max only focuses on his own pleasure. His hands grip my hips tightly. I no longer have any energy. I'm like a rag doll that he impales on his cock again and again, until he finally tenses and empties deep inside me.

Panting, he grabs Laura and wraps his arm around her, holding us both in his comforting warmth. There's nothing else in the club that matters. Only our bodies, intertwined to better come down from this intense ecstasy.


Chapter 5

A loud moan escapes my throat. It's not very sexy, but I don't care. I’ve had my dose of sex for at least three days. And this thing is way too comfortable.

Take a bath after an intense session? It's nice and relaxing. But a bubble bath? That’s heaven.

I adjust my position, letting the powerful jet massage my aching back from these bonds and these many cocks inside me. I don't know how many men have run over me tonight again, and I don't care. My inner beast is satisfied, it doesn't need more.

Max told me he sent some photos and video clips to Jonathan. I hope my dominant was happy with what he saw.

Maybe he's very busy right now. Alone, in his impersonal hotel room, jerking off and imagining himself in my company. Imagining that he was the one who did all this to me. I really hope next time I can travel with him.

But I’m surely putting the cart before the horse. For now, I'd better enjoy the moment. Especially when Laura approaches me, a loofah in her hand.

She begins to gently clean my arms, my breasts. It doesn't take much for my nipples to point again. I roll my eyes as the young woman laughs softly.

You'd think my body would have had enough after all that stimulation. But apparently, it still has excitement to spare. Without me. I had enough.

I just want to finish this bath, get dressed, and go home to get into my bed. I let out a small sigh, already imagining the softness of the sheets against my raw skin.

I’m out of my daydream by Max. The dominant approaches, tenderly kissing his submissive. They have been together for four years, they told me. They live together, and the club has become their second home. Where they come to explore their sexuality together.

I can't help but envy them, imagining myself in the same situation with Jonathan. Maybe someday...

The young woman gets out of the bath, letting herself be wrapped by her lover in a huge towel. I keep admiring their perfect symbiosis for a few minutes before getting up in my turn, grabbing the towel that the man gives me with a smile.

As I get ready to get dressed, Max comes back to me, a medium-sized box in his hands.

“Jonathan wanted me to give you this, if you were able to pass his tests. No one doubted you would, far from it.”

His wink makes me blush, and I try to hide my embarrassment by grabbing the box. My breath catches as I open it.

Inside is a submissive collar. With a small metal medal, engraved with a J. Jonathan. I'm his, it's real now. Laura claps her hands happily, almost happier than me.

“Your first submissive collar, how exciting! Give it, I'll put it on you, and then we'll send some pictures to Jonathan.”

Still in surprise, I let her do, admiring myself in the mirror once my neck is adorned with the very special jewel. I touch the leather with my fingertips, appreciating its softness and suppleness.

While Laura makes me pose in positions each more sensual than the next, I am obsessed with a single thought.

To see my dominant again.


BOUND TO SERVE


Chapter 1

“I'll be late, Baby Girl. Have a drink while waiting for me.”

I sigh, disappointed. It hasn't been ten minutes since I arrived at the club, and yet, it feels like hours.

One week. I have been dreaming of this day for one week. One week since I received my very first submissive collar. I still can't believe my dominant wasn't there to do it himself.

Yet, he had organized everything to ensure that I was well taken care of despite his absence. In the hands of his friend, I spread my legs again, giving myself, body and soul, to anyone who wanted to take me.

Totally exposed to the gaze of the members of this DSM club, I let myself go. My master was not there, and yet I wanted to satisfy him. Even if it meant being tied up completely naked in front of all these strangers. Even if it meant being touched for the first time by another woman.

I shudder as I suddenly remember the feel of her tongue between my legs, the way she treated me, her gentleness contrasting with the harshness of the men using my body as they pleased one after another. I was just a thing, a toy made available for them to cum over and over again.

I have been coming here for a few weeks now, and I believe that not once have I been spared by these many bodies against mine. I never could have imagined that I would like this. And yet, now, I would not want to do without these sensations, even for all the gold in the world.

Nevertheless, I must admit it. Among all the dominants who have taken care of me since my arrival, there is one who has a very special place in my heart, and between my thighs.

Jonathan.

He always pushes things further than other dominants, putting me through intense levels of pain before sending me into almost unbearable climax. Each time, he has outdone himself, always making me discover a little more of this world that was still unknown to me until recently.

Now he has made me his submissive. And I only dream of one thing: that he sees me with this collar around my neck. I hope he will be proud. Proud that I’m his submissive. Proud that I managed to complete all of his ordeals to get there.

It's been two weeks since I last saw him, and I can't wait. So, even though I know he still has work to do and will arrive soon, I can't help but find this wait unbearable.

I thank the bartender who hands me my mocktail, then turns to look around the room. The bar part of the club is rather quiet tonight. A few people are chatting quietly, sipping their drinks on one of the cozy bench seats.

This part of the club looks like a normal bar. Only an observant eye could notice the leather collars, the large, padded door leading to the area where it all really happens.

A smile forms on my lips when a familiar face appears. Rhys. The dominant who initiated me, when I was still a vanilla and shy girl, wondering what she was doing in a place like this.

It was he who held my hand, who made me discover what it feels like to submit to a man, to obey his every will. And how much I like it.

He gently kisses my cheek before taking a seat on the stool next to mine, giving bartender his order before giving me his full attention.

“Back already? Looks like you've become addicted.”

“Whose fault is it?” I replicate, a mischievous smile on my lips.

The man can’t hold back a small laugh, before letting his eyes run down my neck.

“Nice collar. Did you buy it yourself?”

“No. It's... Jonathan, he gave it to me.”

The man grimaces before making a disappointed pout.

“So, I have no chance anymore. Can't say I'm thrilled you're out of the market, but at least I'm reassured. I would have hated for you to fall into the wrong hands.”

I raise a questioning eyebrow, finishing my sip before asking the man.

“And Jonathan has good hands?”

“The best. Couldn't have chosen better, little girl.”

I smile, glad to hear him approve of my choice. For long minutes, we discuss everything and nothing. How strange it is to get to know a man after sleeping with him.

As I tell him about my boring job, a man walks up to us. He greets Rhys with a manly handshake before turning to me.

“Excuse me Miss. Megan, right? The boss would like to see you.”

I frown, taken aback. The boss? What could he possibly want from me? I don't even know who he is. One look at Rhys is enough to reassure me. He smiles at me and then nods his head, as if to encourage me to go.

So, taking my courage in both hands, I follow the stranger in a maze of corridors where I had never set foot before. I wonder what the man wants from me. How does he even know who I am?

I guess that, when the new girl gets fucked by a good part of the club in just a few weeks, the news spreads quickly.

My guide knocks on an imposing wooden door before opening it and letting me in. As soon as I enter, my mouth drops open in surprise.

In front of me is something I had not expected.


Chapter 2

Arms dangling, I stand in the middle of the room, shocked at what I see. I had expected everything. To see a man surrounded by women, each one more beautiful than the other. Or enter a dungeon full of chains, ropes, and leather toys.

But no.

It's a very ordinary office. Large dark wood bookcases line the walls, elegant burgundy leather armchairs face a huge desk.

And, aside from the huge black-and-white photo of a naked woman kneeling at the feet of her dominant in a suit, nothing here gives the impression of being in a place dedicated to pleasure. No, there is absolutely nothing shocking in these places. Except the man behind his desk.

Jonathan.

My dominant.

I knew he was the boss of his own business. But he never suggested that it was this club that I have been going to for weeks now. My surprise does not go away. I stay there, still shocked by this discovery.

The man doesn't flinch. He remains completely focused on his screen, as if he hasn't noticed that I arrived. I take this opportunity to observe this face that I missed so much.

Like the first time I saw him, something special catches my eye. His green eyes. Two emerald marbles which alone would be enough to melt me.

A lock of his brown hair falls in front of his eyes. I would give anything right now to sit on his lap and tuck it behind his ear. Then, my lips would land on his, as his hand would come to grip my neck authoritatively, holding me firmly in place to take possession of my mouth.

Then he would pick me up, throw all those documents that took my place on that large wooden desk. I would spread my legs, letting him rip off my thin black lace thong.

I can already imagine him, plunging his large cock inside me, without even bothering to prepare me. It would hurt, no doubt about it. But I don't care. All I care about is feeling him inside me. To be his little thing again. Let him take possession of my body.

Between my thighs, I can already feel my excitement growing. Like every time I'm in the same room as him, my traitorous body begins to get wet in the obscenest way.

I can't help but fidget, rocking from foot to foot. Despite the hours of training this dominant has given me, I still have trouble standing perfectly still. Yet it is necessary. Otherwise, I know he will not want to take care of me. I must have an exemplary behavior in his presence.

After long minutes, the man finally deigns to look up at me. I'm shivering. As usual, his face does not show the slightest emotion. It's impossible to know what he's feeling right now.

His eyes slowly roam my body, registering every curve, every detail. Then he lingers on my neck, the corner of his mouth twisting into a smirk of contentment. It only lasts for a second, but this simple sign of his satisfaction is enough to inflame my whole body.

We stay like that for a long time, staring at each other as if it were the first time we've seen each other. As the seconds pass, my excitement only grows. I say nothing, I do nothing, remaining in this desperate wait, hoping that finally, he gives me the signal to approach him.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

My stomach contracts, my clit throbs at these simple words. His voice alone is enough to make me tremble. I feel like I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me. Almost stuttering, I manage to answer him.

“Good… Good evening, Master.”

The man is silent again, his screen seeming to interest him more than my body offered to him. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hide my frustration. It's all part of his game. Again, he's testing my limits, and that doesn't matter if it drives me crazy. With this simple gesture, he reminds me who is in control here.

My blood freezes as he looks up at me again. His emerald eyes pierce me and hypnotize me. So, when he lowers them for a second before raising them to me again, I immediately understand what he wants.

No words are needed to understand this order. Without even thinking about it, my legs wobble, and I drop to my knees in complete submission. My eyes stay fixed on him.

I only expect one thing, that he compliments me, that he whispers a good girl. That he even gets up and comes over to gently stroke my cheek in satisfaction. But he does none of that, preferring to focus on his screen again, typing with great concentration on his keyboard.

A great discomfort rises in my stomach, and I have trouble staying in place. All I want is for him to give me some attention. Those days without him seemed endless. If I listened to myself, I would lie on the ground, spreading my legs and begging him to take me, right now.

I have nothing to do with shame, humiliation. Anyway, everyone at the club already knows I'm a slut. So, might as well prove it, right?

But I don't. Because I know it, the worse I behave, and the more he will make me pay for it. And there is no guarantee that it will be by one of his spankings that I have come to love. No. He could also decide not to touch me at all tonight, to let me languish.

Maybe he would even use toys on me, holding me close to orgasm without ever letting me fall into it. I swallow, imagining him locking me in a chastity belt, forcing me to remain in this state of arousal all night if necessary.

No, it really isn't worth it. So, I ignore the discomfort of the floor, and try to be patient for my dominant.

“Crawl.”

I almost jump at this order, as if reminding me of his presence after too long a silence. Slowly, I drop to my hands. I think I have more trouble doing that than receiving thirty whippings on my ass.

There is something incredibly degrading about being in this position. And yet, I do it with good grace. Because no matter how humiliated I feel, there's no way to hide the excitement growing between my thighs.

Slowly, I walk towards him. I try to look sexy, rolling my hips a little more the closer I get to him. But as I look up to see his reaction, I realize he's not even looking at me.

He looks passionate about what he's reading on his screen, like I'm not there, stooping to the most humiliating things for his pleasure. How can he ignore me like this? He hasn't seen me for a long time either. Didn’t he miss me? Does he really not care about me?

My throat tightens. He wasn't there, but maybe where he was, he had another submissive waiting for him, ready like me to give body and soul for this man with such an expert touch.

After all, I have no rights over him. And then, not a week ago, I was giving my body to half the club, letting them use every bit of me again and again. Why should it be any different for him?

I’m his submissive, he confirmed it to me with this collar. And yet, he never really told me what it meant to him. We are not a couple. Just a dominant and his submissive.

I bite my lip, looking down again, trying to forget the feeling of discomfort that twists my stomach. I need to be in the moment. It doesn't matter how our relationship is defined. He's here, and he's ready to play with me. It's all that matters.

When I get to him, I remain perfectly still. For endless seconds, he ignores me, focusing on his work. But when finally, one of his hands lands in my loose hair, I forget everything. It is only a simple gesture and yet, it’s enough to drive me crazy.

“Sit.”

I do so, before looking up at him. He catches my chin gently between his fingers, no doubt admiring the blush that decorates my cheeks.

“I still have a little work to do. Can you keep me company?”

My mouth drops open in excitement, and I nod greedily, my enthusiasm squeezing a faint amused sound from him. He keeps his hand in my hair, stroking it absently. From time to time, he takes it off to type on his keyboard.

I'm so happy it's almost ridiculous. Of course, I would have preferred that we kiss, that we let the passion flow again. But his presence is so imposing, so reassuring, that I manage to be content with it. I even think I could purr with pleasure as I feel good against him.

Time passes slowly, without any words or gestures being exchanged. I try to stay calm and not move, despite the discomfort that this position gives me. I don't really have the right outfit for this. This little leather dress he gave me is undeniably sexy, like it was made for me.

But now, it is terribly tight. If it highlights my generous shapes, it is not very comfortable when it comes to kneeling near my master. I thought that, as usual, I was going to find myself naked less than an hour after I arrived here. I certainly hadn't considered that I would spend so much time sitting at my master's feet.

I almost jump when, finally, the man starts to move. Without ever taking his eyes off his computer, he unzips his pants before grabbing me by the hair. Firmly, he guides me between his legs, leaving me little doubt about what he wants from me.

One look at him is enough to confirm it. So, with feverish fingers, I finish undoing the closure of his pants. I can't help but lick my lips when his half-stretched cock rises in front of me.

It’s without a doubt one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. Long, wide, its silky texture only disturbed by long ribbed lines that I like to caress slowly.

Without waiting a moment longer, I grab it, holding it in my hands as if it were the most precious thing in the world. Maybe because in my eyes, it is.

Without rushing, I begin to do some slow back and forth. I know, none of this is enough to really satisfy the man. But I feel playful, just as I want to make this moment last. To savor it for as long as possible.

Of course, the man does not let this pass. Without even glancing at me, he plunges his hand back into my hair, gripping it tightly. He's not forcing me into anything yet, but his grip prevents me from moving backwards.

I really have no choice but to stick my head out and take it. I start by letting my tongue slide down his length, almost sighing with pleasure when I find his taste so delicious.

For a few moments, I tickle his tip with the tip of my tongue, collecting the few drops of semen that accumulate there. He’s now pretty hard. Slowly, I capture his rounded tip between my lips.

I don't think I'll ever get tired of his cock. Never before have I enjoyed giving blowjobs so much. But seeing his belly rising a little faster as I continue to push him inside me is a pride I can't live without.

I take my time, his length and thickness making things much more complicated. And yet, I hold on, ignoring the reflexes in my throat as his cock bumps against it. His satisfaction is all that matters to me right now.

And too bad if I feel like I'm running out of air. Too bad if this cock chokes me. If that's what it takes to be a good submissive, then I'll do it.

I take a deep breath as finally he is totally inside me. His member seems more massive than ever, I have the impression that I will never be able to survive this ordeal. But I must. The rest of my evening depends on it.

Without rushing, I go up the length of the man's cock, taking care to cover every little bit of his skin. He can't hold back a sigh of pleasure as I thrust him inside me again, no longer hesitating to take him as deep as humanly possible.

If he claims to be still focused on his work, there are gestures that do not deceive. His fingers squeeze a little harder in my hair, as if to hold back from a fall a little too fast for his liking.

But as I begin to speed up my movements, light knocks are given on the door, making me jump. He strokes my hair to reassure me, before letting his deep voice echo through the room.

“Come in.”

My body freezes. By reflex, I try to step back to avoid being found in this shameful position. But my dominant is faster than me, his fingers closing tightly in my hair, preventing me from moving.

My breathing quickens as someone enters. I would like to hide, but I can only pray that this imposing office hides me.

However, my hopes are quickly dashed. The guest approaches to shake my dominant's hand, and I can perfectly hear the amused sound the newcomer is making.

“Always have fun, even at work, right?”

“Exactly. I take it you're here to talk about the new club?”

Frightened, I hear the two men talking business as if nothing happened. As if I wasn't there, Jonathan's cock in my mouth. A few tears of shame well up in my eyes as my dominant keeps his hand tight around my hair, preventing me from moving.

The position is most uncomfortable, both physically and mentally. And yet, I must hold it. I don't really know why I react like that. I have already been fucked by the whole club, tied on the stage in the middle of the main room, offered to all their eyes.

A blowjob in the presence of someone else should be easy for me now. And yet, there is something in this place, in this situation, which is much more difficult to bear than dozens of eyes on my naked body used as a reel.

Maybe because we are in private parts of the club. Or maybe because this moment was an intimate one between me and my dominant, disturbed by the arrival of a stranger.

And yet, despite my shame, I can't help but be excited. The two men's discussion seems to be coming to an end, much to my relief. But just as I believe the man is finally going to leave, my entire body tenses as he comments.

“Looks like she’s super wet.”

My cheeks turn scarlet. I suddenly realize that the office has no bottom, and that the man has a perfect view of my skirt, up on my hips. He can see everything from my thong barely hiding my soaked pussy.

I look up at my dominant. Slowly, the man tugs on my hair to pull me back. I take a deep breath as finally; my jaw is freed from its ordeal. With an almost tender gentleness, he caresses my cheek, his green eyes piercing mine.

“How about we check that out?”

Before I even have time to figure out what he means, the man wraps his arms around my body, lifting me up like I weigh nothing. With a single motion, he turns me around, my breasts crashing against his desk.

I find myself face to face with the newcomer, discovering his face for the first time. He is vaguely familiar to me without my knowing if he ever took me.

I was often blindfolded during these depraved sex parties with these strangers. And when that was not the case, their number and their power often made me completely lose my head. So, I don't know if I've ever been with him.

I can't stop staring at him. He's a bit older than my dominant. In his early fifties, probably. His black hair and thick mustache give him an authoritative air. There is no doubt, the man is also a dominant.

I can't hold back a gasp of surprise when the master of the place forcefully lifts my skirt, bringing it completely up to my hips. Then, with a quick gesture, he pulls down my thong, not even bothering to remove it completely.

What really interests him is already exposed, he clearly doesn’t care about my comfort. My embarrassment kicks up a notch as his hand lands unceremoniously on my ass. Before I even have time to realize it, his fingers find themselves along my slit, collecting my excitement.

A mocking sound escapes his lips as I guess he shows his drenched hand to the other. The latter smiles, looking at me with condescension and amusement mixed. I bite my lip but don't look away. After all, everyone knows I'm a slut. There is no reason to deny it now.

A high-pitched squeal escapes me as my dominant forcefully plunges two fingers into my tight pussy. My cheeks burn as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I’m unable to hold back my moans of pleasure. He could do anything to me. Just having his hands on my skin seems enough to completely lose my footing.

Our spectator changes position, settling closer to the edge of his chair, as if he wanted to see more. My eyes slide down his pants, discovering the bump created by his erection. I lick my lips before looking at him intently. He smiles at my reaction before addressing my Master.

“Too bad we weren't here last week. I heard she gave them a hell of a show.”

“Well, let me give you a sneak peek.”

My fingers curl over the edge of the desk as my dominant resumes his intense movements inside me. But as I feel the orgasm coming, he jerks his hand away, depriving me of all pleasure.

I don't have time to moan in protest. Before I even understand what’s going on, his cock lines up at my entrance, sinking in me in one powerful motion. All the air escapes from my lungs as his member tears me in two despite his preparation.

My dominant puts his hand on my upper body, forcing me to stay in place. Without wasting a moment, he begins to move his hips, making me feel his power. My silent moans turn into high-pitched cries that I can't hold back.

This man is way too good. I could do just that if he wanted. Become his full-time plaything, stay at his feet all day, just in case he needs me. In case he wants to empty himself into me.

My nails are digging into the wood now. His thrusts are intense, almost moving the desk each time he dives into me. My whole body is on fire. Orgasm is not far away. In a strangled voice, I begin to beg him.

“Please, Master, can I cum?”

The man doesn't answer right away, his hand squeezing a bit more into my neck as he bends over me.

“Did Max let you cum so fast last week?”

I moan pathetically. No. I had to wait for all the men who wanted to pass on me before having the right to orgasm. I could lie, but what's the point. Jonathan is the one who planned it all. He was surely the one who suggested this idea to Max.

I bite my lip to keep from complaining as I feel the dominant withdrawing from me, leaving me more desperate than ever. My cheeks flush with shame as I hear him jerking off behind me.

A few endless seconds later, I feel his seed land on my bare ass, left free for him. I’m more humiliated than ever. I know he's not gonna let me clean myself up. I'm going to have to wear this sign of his passing on me all evening.

I should probably already be grateful to have his body against mine. That's all I wanted when I arrived. But now I want more. Much more. I want to cum over and over again, my body writhing in pleasure until I feel like I'm dying.

My master doesn't care, getting dressed and leaving me lying on his desk. Then he makes a sign to his guest.

“Can you pass me the leash next to you? I think it's time to take her for a walk.”


Chapter 3

My heartbeat quickens as my dominant tugs on the leather tie, forcing me to kneel beside him as he sits down on one of the comfy benches in the main room.

I can't believe he has me on a leash like that. Oh sure, I’d seen others do it with their submissives. But I never thought it could happen to me too.

As if everything was normal, my master greets the other people seated here. I vaguely recognize a few faces, without being able to put names to the people around us.

Without paying me any more attention, Jonathan launches into a big discussion with them. Kneeling on the cold ground, I remain motionless. Yet all I want right now is to snuggle up to my master, lay my head on his lap to remind him of my presence.

But of course, I don't. I must be docile and patient, and this, even more so when we are surrounded by other dominants. Everyone must have their eyes on me. I must behave well. Show everyone how well he trained me. He’s the owner of the place, his submissive must be perfect. I am his showcase.

So, when he presses on my upper back to get me down on my hands, I don't put up the slightest resistance. Another squeeze of his fingers brings my head down, my hair falling in thick curtains around me.

I can no longer see what is happening in the room. The message is clear. I must take care of him, and him only. Right now, that means standing still at his feet as he chats with his guests.

I focus on my breathing, trying to forget the feeling of embarrassment that twists my stomach. I am only an object of decoration, a showpiece that my dominant exhibits.

Boredom comes quickly in this position. And I can't do anything about it. If at least he had let me get on my knees, I could have observed the surroundings. Watch what happens on the different scenes of the room.

Very exciting stuff, I'm sure, if I believe what I hear. Everywhere around me, I can distinguish moans, cries. From time to time, one can distinguish the sharp sound of a riding crop which falls against the thin skin of a submissive.

This atmosphere only increases my excitement. I'm still frustrated that I wasn't allowed to cum, and my clit throbs between my legs, desperate for some attention from its owner.

I don't have the slightest doubt now. Jonathan is the owner of this intimate part of my anatomy. I’m ready to offer it all to him. He has the right to do with it what he wants. Because even if he likes to torture me by making me languish, I know that the moment he decides to really take care of me, I will come like never before.

I can suppress a slight sigh of contentment when his hands begin to absently stroke my hair. Many would certainly be shocked to be treated by a man like a dog at the foot of its master. But me, I love it. And his fingers getting lost in my hair only reinforces my desire to satisfy him.

With this gesture, it’s as if he showed them all who I belong to. As if marking his possession on my body. Maybe he shared me in the past, and maybe he will do it again. But in the meantime, I am his.

He is the one who has complete control over my body, and no one can argue with that. But as I feast on these delicious sensations, a startled squeak escapes my throat.

The man has just turned on the vibrating egg that he had hidden inside me before making me leave his office. I bite my lip. For the moment, these sensations remain light. But I know it, my master will not stop there.

If he enjoys hurting me, humiliation is also one of those favorite treatments. With my head tilted down like this, I couldn't see the reaction of those around us. Can they hear the vibrations in me? There's so much activity in the club, so much noise around us, that I'm not sure.

And yet, I feel my cheeks flush at the thought. My fingers curl in on themselves as the vibrations inside me increase. My pussy, already well solicited by my dominant in his office, contracts and throbs, happy to receive attention again.

But I know better than that. He won't let me come. He's going to give me just enough pleasure so that I can't hold back my screams and expose myself to everyone. Let my humiliation be known to all present.

The sounds all around me do not help me to bear the situation. On a stage near me, a woman seems to be having the best time of her life. I can't see what's being done to her, not without raising my head to watch. And that is forbidden to me.

I have to stay in place, perfectly docile as my master slowly takes me on the road to orgasm. I close my eyes, letting myself go with the sensations as the young woman screams louder and louder.

I can't help but imagine what they do to her. Maybe her dominant is using a crop on her bare skin. Maybe a toy is resting on her clit, giving her unparalleled stimulation that's almost impossible to bear.

I bite my lip to hold back my own moans of pleasure. I know I should stay calm, not get carried away. And yet, I can't help but imagine myself in this woman's place.

Hanging on to a cross like last week. Getting hit again and again with a whip or a crop whose delicious burn would immediately send me down that fine line between pain and pleasure.

I snap back to reality as I hear laughter echo around me. Surprised, I start to lift my head, but my master stops me, his fingers clenched in my hair holding me firmly in place.

My cheeks flush as I understand. So absorbed in my fantasy and my own pleasure, I had to moan out loud, forgetting where I was. And of course, it amuses all these men.

I can't hold back a scream as my dominant’s hand smacks my ass hard. Like his way of calling me to order and reminding me my place. I’m an object, a decoration at his feet. Objects don't react.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying in vain to limit my reactions to the little toy moving inside me with even more force now. But I fail, my body shaking, my legs and arms threatening to give out as I feel my orgasm coming its way.

Suddenly, my dominant pulls on my leash. With this simple gesture, I find myself on my knees, facing him. He leans towards me, his face inches from mine as his hand grips tightly around my collar.

I can't help but squeal, as the vibrations continue inside me, still intense. Yet I see it. My dominant is not satisfied with my performance.

I lick my lip nervously. My eyes dive into his, trying as best I can to prove my good will. But that doesn't seem to convince him. He sighs, shaking his head, before paying attention to his guests again.

“Gentlemen, you'll have to excuse me. I think my submissive needs a little lesson.”

Under the mocking laughter of the men around us, my dominant gets up and pulls on my leash. Crawling beside him, I can't help but twist my stomach in worry.

I know it, my punishment will be terrible.


Chapter 4

I shiver as the man closes the door behind me. The room he chose for the rest of the evening is completely empty. Cold. The floor is made of concrete, and I notice here and there loops, ready to receive chains and ropes to imprison the body of a submissive.

At the back of the room, a mirror has been installed in such a way as to imitate a window. I wonder if it's like in one of those police stations. A window behind which people can sit to see everything that happens in this room. I shudder at the idea, but I don't have time to think about it anymore. My dominant's voice rings out.

“Take off your clothes.”

Immediately, I obey him. He already looks upset enough with me that I don't try to push him. Slowly, I slide the zipper that holds my little leather dress. I'm glad I can finally take it off. To free myself from his far too tight embrace.

My dominant watches me, his face totally impassive as my breasts reveal themselves. The dress ends up falling at my feet. I am now naked; my dominant having kept my panties after our adventures in his office.

I stand still. I still have my heels on my feet, but I'm not taking them off. I know, they have as much place on my submissive body as this leather collar he gave me. I don't have to take them off, even if it makes things uncomfortable.

The man details my curves, impassive. Then, with a gesture of his chin, he points me to the mirror.

“Go over there and bend over.”

I swallow hard but follow his order. My fingers rest on the sill of the false window, while my eyes dive into the mirror in front of me. I can't help blushing, suddenly feeling embarrassed.

I can't get it out of my mind that someone is behind that glass, watching my master punish me, degrade me. The idea scares me as much as it excites me.

I don't really have time to think about it, not when my dominant is approaching me. His voice cracks through the air, deep and stern.

“You behaved badly, Submissive. You knew what I expected of you. You disappointed me, and now I must punish you. You’re gonna count, and you’re gonna thank me for being so patient with you. Understood?”

“Y… Yes Master. I’m sorry, Master.”

The man clicks his tongue, making it clear that my apologies won't change his judgment. He's going to punish me, and I better let myself be, if I want things to go further tonight, and even after.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through my body. I had expected everything. His firm, warm hand. An intense whip. A flogger with a thousand leather straps.

But he chose something else. Something I had never known before. A cane.

And the least I can say is that it hurts me more than any of the instruments he had used on me before. The pain is so intense that I almost forget my mission. Fortunately, I manage to speak before my master makes me pay.

“One. Thank you, Master.”

Another blow of the cane falls on my ass, just as painful as the first. I thank him again, as I try to ignore the pain emanating from my raw skin.

The blows continue to rain down, precise and intense. Each time, I have the impression that my whole body is on fire, that it is each of my nerves that he hits. I gasp, my senses clouded. A scream rips through the air after a particularly hard hit to my thighs.

I frown, suddenly confused. The shock was so strong that I forgot where we are. My breathing quickens, I panic, as my master waits behind me.

“So? Don't make me start over, Submissive. You know I will.”

I shudder, remembering all too well the time when, almost at the end of my punishment, a mistake on my part had caused him to start all over again. I don't think I would bear it today. So, gathering all the remaining gray matter in my brain, I give it a try.

“T… Thirteen? Thank you, Master.”

I almost breathe a sigh of relief as two blows land on my ass. If I was wrong, he would have let me know.

My fingers tighten on the sill of the fake window, nervously waiting for what's next. But nothing happens.

My whole body relaxes as it is his warm hand that rests on my globes reddened by these blows. I lay my head against the mirror, feasting on this comforting warmth, these caresses trying to erase the marks of his passage.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his fingers caress my pussy. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked. I'm not sure it's normal to take so much pleasure in pain. But I don't care. It's all too good.

“Look at me.”

I look up, my gaze meeting his in the mirror. My cheeks flush intensely as two of his fingers enter me in a wet, obscene sound. He takes pleasure in coming inside me, slowly, far too slowly. His game lasts a few moments. Then he withdraws his hand before slamming it hard on my ass, making me squeal.

He grabs my globes and pushes them aside with one hand, as if to get a better look at me. I shudder when I suddenly feel a liquid flowing into it. My throat tightens. No need to be a diviner to know what he's doing there.

Moments later, my doubts are confirmed when I feel a small metallic object stick to my most secret entrance. A plug.

It's not the first time he's used one. He has even already plunged his cock into this place yet so taboo. And I would be lying if I said I didn't appreciate that.

I bite my lip as he thrusts the object into me, suppressing a soft moan. I wonder if he will take me there tonight, or if he will settle for this little gem of a very special kind.

I don't care. All I want is for him to take care of me.

Gently, he helps me straighten up, pushing aside a few strands that have stuck in my face, wiping away with the tip of his thumb a tear that had flowed without my noticing it. His sudden tenderness warms my heart, and I have to restrain myself from snuggling into his arms.

Now is not the time. I know his punishment has only just begun. It is only at the end of our session that I will be entitled to all his tenderness, to all the warmth of his body against mine.

His hand slips into mine, and without a word, he leads me to the middle of the room. Without violence, he presses on my shoulders, forcing me down to the ground. Confused, I let him lie down, spreading my arms and legs on the floor.

It's only when he approaches me, leather straps in hand, that I understand what he's going to do. All around me are rings. He will attach me to it.

I shiver, as much worry as excitement. Without being able to explain it to myself, I love it when he ties me up. It is as if he offered me a cocoon, a firm and comforting presence, to help me better bear these things that are so often unusual.

The dominant takes his time, sliding one by one the straps on my body. He ties my arms, my belly, before going down on my legs. After tending to my ankles, he goes back a bit, putting the finishing touches on his masterpiece.

My thighs are caught in turn in these bonds. A shiver runs through me, excitement growing in the pit of my stomach. I don't know why, but having this part of my body blocked excites me more than anything. I’m completely open, and no movement is allowed to me. I am totally at the mercy of my dominant and his lustful desires. And I love that.

The man circles around me, admiring his work. His carnivorous smile makes goosebumps appear on my skin. Who knows what's going through his mind right now?

“You still have so much to learn. I think you need a bit of help here.”

Before I have time to ask myself any questions, he goes to the door to open it. My mouth drops open in surprise as I see who's behind.

Rhys is the first to enter, a mischievous smile on his lips. Noah follows him, raising an amused eyebrow at my position.

I'm blushing. I hadn't seen him since our session together. The one where he played with my most taboo intimacy, taking a virginity I never thought I'd lose.

My cheeks turn scarlet as I realize that in this position, they can see everything about me. My breasts. My wet pussy facing them.

I don't really know why I react like that. They saw my body in far more awkward positions though. They touched it, hit it, degraded it. So their mere gaze on me shouldn't trouble me so much.

I hold back a surprised gasp when Max appears at the door. He was the one who made me pass my Master's tests last week. He who led the dance of my humiliation, there, in front of the whole club.

And again, he’s not alone. I manage to move my head just enough to see that at his feet, held on a leash, is his submissive. Laura.

The pretty redhead gives me a big smile. Her curly hair is pulled back into a high ponytail today, making her look sophisticated. I smile back at her, almost relaxing as the door closes behind them.

So, tonight, it's going to be played out between us. On the one hand, that reassures me. It’s not a crowd of countless strangers passing one after another over my body. No, I know these three men standing in front of me. I have already passed through their hands. I trust them to take good care of me.

Silence takes its place in the room. For long moments, no one says anything. Words are useless. The tension rises on its own, as my body is scanned by the eyes of these men. Standing near me, they look like wolves, ready to devour me.

However, they are not the ones who get started. With a slight tug of the leash, Laura starts walking. With incredibly sexy slowness, she walks towards me, her hips rolling the better to catch the eye of the males around us.

Arrival between my thighs, she gave me a quick wink before looking up at her dominant. A single nod of his head is enough to allow her to move into the next part of the night.

The pretty redhead bends down, her hands framing my hips as her hot breath caresses my soaked pussy. I shiver with impatience. I remember all too well the feel of her lips between my legs. From the expertise of her tongue running over every inch of my wet skin.

A long moan escapes me as I rediscover the extent of her talents. She's not trying to play, to make me languish. No, she immediately relieves my desperate body to receive a little pleasure.

Her tongue slips into the folds of my lower lips, collecting my excitement as if it were the best of nectars. She draws a long line, teasing my drenched entrance before moving up to my nerve button.

Without waiting a moment longer, she captures my clit between her lips. Without hurry, she sucks it, pulling me sighs more and more strong as the excitement warms every square inch of my skin.

I bite my lip as her dominant crouches down next to us, gently stroking his submissive's hair in encouragement. Then, his leash still in hand, he grabs one of my pointed nipples.

Impatiently, he twists it between his fingers, making me squeal. The sensation is intense, but not unpleasant. My senses are disturbed under these treatments. My body reacts, tries to move, but is blocked by these bonds that keep me on the ground.

I am completely open, offered to my lovers for a night. They just have to bend down to help themselves. To use my body in whatever way they think is best.

My moans echo through the room as Max now takes care of both my breasts, twisting them powerfully before pulling on them, as if testing the elasticity of the skin.

My whole body is shaking, I gasp. Orgasm is not far off, my toes bend under the effect of pleasure. But when the ultimate pleasure is at hand, everything stops.

The dominant let go of my breasts before pulling on the leash of his submissive, forcing her to stop her delicious licks on my clit yet ready to explode.

Without looking at me, he leads her a little further into the room. I turn my head, curious. He settles her on her knees, caressing her face as the young woman looks at him with unparalleled admiration.

They make the perfect dominant-submissive couple, and I can only dream of looking like that too with Jonathan. But to do so, I must obey him. To be patient. Even if it means staying like that, naked and exposed on the floor.

The men seem more interested in the little redhead than in me. Rhys approaches her, undoing the opening of his pants to reveal his already taut member. With enthusiasm, the submissive takes it in the mouth.

I lick my dry lips watching her, almost jealous. I too want to satisfy these men. To let them use every part of my body.

But that doesn't seem to be in their plans. Noah joins the other two men beside her, while my dominant is content to remain in a corner of the room, leaning against the wall nonchalantly to appreciate the spectacle.

Tears well up in my eyes as Max and Noah undo their pants. Never ceasing to work the length of Rhys, the submissive beauty grabs the other two dominants in her hands, squeezing their erect cocks to satisfy them.

I want to be in her place. I want to touch them, taste them. Prove to them I too can give them pleasure. Oh sure, I don't have as much experience as her, but I'm sure I could do it.

To find myself there, alone, naked, ignored, is one of the most difficult tasks that I have been given to do since I started frequenting this club. Even being tied up in front of countless strangers seems to me now a more enviable fate than my current situation.

I raise pleading eyes to my dominant. He plunges his emerald beads on me, piercing me with his gaze, as if he wanted to probe the smallest particle of my soul. I try to convince him by the thought to come near me. But nothing happens. A tear rolls down my cheek, and I have to stop myself from whining.

He remains impassive. He knows it. If I was really very uncomfortable and unhappy with my position, I would say my safe word. Then everything would stop. He would come and untie me and take me in his arms, whispering reassuring words to me. But I don't want to say it.

No. It's all part of the game. I know that I can hold out a bit longer, no matter how difficult and humiliating my position is. I want to prove to him that I can do it.

My heartbeat quickens as Max leaves his wife to approach me. I lick my lips, pathetically trying to arch my back despite my bonds to show him my desire for him.

He kneels beside me, running his fingers over my skin. A trail of goosebumps emerges from this touch that is far too light to bring me any satisfaction. I bite the inside of my cheek, suppressing a moan of protest.

I know it, the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. And that's not what I want. What I want is to feel him inside me. For him to take me for good.

I turn my head to the side, observing the gestures of the other submissive. With only two men left to satisfy, she goes from one to the other without ever losing the rhythm, alternating between licks and expert caresses.

A gasp of surprise takes me as Max undoes the bonds holding my lower body to the ground. I never expected to be released so quickly. But it suits me perfectly, especially when he lifts my legs to throw them over his shoulders.

I find myself twisted in two, my upper body still firmly against the ground. My mouth opens with pleasure as the man lines up at my soaking wet entrance.

Without wasting a moment, he buries himself in me. He’s neither as wide nor as long as my Master, but this position makes me feel him bigger than ever. I close my eyes, savoring the feel of his member caressing my inner walls.

Already, he is moving his hips, giving me deep and delicious thrusts. My moans fill the room as he speeds up, almost pounding me. The movements of his cock push on the plug still hidden in me. I feel incredibly full. Incredibly well.

It's as if time stopped. There is nothing left but our bodies harmonizing, running after a pleasure as destructive as it is exceptional.

His fingers dig into the thin skin of my legs, clinging to me to better fill me. With my eyes, I seek my dominant. A slight smile parts the corner of his lips, the only sign of any satisfaction.

He always knows how to remain so serious, so stoic, whereas me, everything can be read on my face. And it is a grimace of frustration that decorates it now.

While my orgasm was close, I’m once again deprived from it. Without ceremony, Max withdraws from me to empty himself on my belly. I hold back a disappointed sigh. For the second time today, my skin is covered with the seed of a man. I would have preferred him to empty himself into me. To have him fill me with his long hot ropes of his excitement.

But I’m not the one who decides, and I watch him with regret walk away to find the company of his charming submissive.

I shiver, suddenly cold, alone on the concrete floor of the room. My legs are free, but I still can't move. Otherwise, I could have turned around. Crawl up to them, participate in their lustful activities. Playing with the other submissive, tasting her lips again.

But I can't do it, and I have to wait for Noah to lose interest in the little redhead so that hope can finally come back to me. With his usual carnivorous smile, he approaches me. I lick my lips without ever taking my eyes off him, intensely following his every move.

One after another, he releases my arms. Then his hands get lost on my breasts, massaging them firmly before removing the last strap that still hinders my body.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around. I find myself head against the rough ground, my ass in the air, presented to his gaze. A sound of satisfaction escapes his lips as he touches the plug deep inside me with his fingertips.

I blush, remembering that he was the first to take me to this place. He who made me discover these sensations so strange and yet so delicious. We both know that tonight, there is no question of that between the two of us.

Only Jonathan has the right to touch that part of me now. But that doesn't mean the dominant other isn't going to have a little fun.

All the air in my lungs seems to evaporate as he slides into me with a powerful thrust. His leg goes over mine, and he grips my hips with both hands. I am totally at his mercy. Despite my limbs now free from any hindrance, I can do nothing but suffer his powerful assaults.

My face rubs on the rough floor, so much that I think I'll keep some marks. What is certain is that it will take several days for my ass to recover from these treatments. Noah doesn’t hesitate to reinforce the redness created by the cane by hitting them copiously, tearing me cries at the limit between pleasure and pain.

My eyes crash into those of my dominant. I can see the glint of excitement in his eyes. Finally, he seems to feel something. And if I look down, I can perfectly guess the bulge stretching his pants.

Yet he does nothing to satisfy himself. He doesn't touch himself or use Laura for his pleasure. No. He waits patiently for the sequence of events.

I moan louder as Noah grabs hold of the plug still inside me, rocking it back and forth. The gesture is slow, contrasting with the speed of his cock working my soaked pussy. I don't need to see it to know that I cream it with my excitement.

My breathing is erratic, my clit throbbing. I want to come. I believe I will die if this does not happen. So, in a hoarse voice, I take the risk of speaking.

“Can I cum? Please!”

The men laugh softly, and even my dominant lets a smile adorn his face. He glances at his friend and nods. At this moment, I could cry, as I feel relieved by this silent agreement.

Without wasting a moment, Noah slides his hand between my legs. A muffled scream dies in my throat as he captures my clit, pinching it just enough to send me into orgasm immediately. After an evening of being frustrated, I didn't need more than one pressure to send me into ecstasy.

After a few more back and forth, the man indulges in turn, filling me for long seconds with his hot seed. I sigh with relief, my body limp after the intense pleasure it just felt.

It takes me a few seconds to realize that the dominant has pulled back and walked away. However, I’m not alone. Still in the mists of orgasm, I let someone move me, like a disarticulated doll.

Without really knowing how, I find myself above Rhys. The man smiles at me, stroking my face as his other hand guides his cock inside me.

I moan, still sensitive. However, I don’t hesitate to sit completely on his member. I have never refused pleasure to a man, even less to the one who was my very first dominant.

The mists of orgasm dissipate as I move my hips, hunting for new pleasure. My fingers tighten on his chest as his hands grip my hips, rocking me back and forth over his body like I'm a toy for his pleasure.

A big smile lights up my face as my dominant finally joins me. Jonathan gently strokes my hair as Rhys repositions us. I no longer have the slightest doubt about the sequence of events.

My master only confirms it when, a few seconds later, he pulls out my plug, admiring my entrance open for him. I shudder as I feel him align with me. The other dominant has stopped, giving us time to settle down.

I grit my teeth, my fingernails digging into the skin of the man in front of me, as my master lets his massive cock enter my tight intimacy.

Despite the preparation, and the thick layer of lubricant that covers his member, this trial is not the easiest. He is so wide, so long, that I feel split open. And the presence of the other as a man does not help matters.

However, the two dominants are patient, leaving me to get used to this cock soon entirely inside me. I rest my head on Rhys' shoulder, trying to calm my breathing as they finally begin to move slowly. The sensation is intense, and I have the impression that at any moment, I will pass out under the intense pressure.

A cry snaps me out of my trance. Beside me, Laura undergoes the same treatment, the two men in her now moving at a faster pace. Rhys and Jonathan seem to take this for a competition. In turn, they speed up, tearing me small acute squeaks.

I’m nothing more than a toy, a reel. A little thing that they have to take, that they have to fuck until orgasm ensues. However, they don’t forget my pleasure.

A hand slips between our bodies, grabbing my little nerve button. This one is sensitive to all the stimulations it has received this evening. And yet, the tugging dissipates very quickly.

This is all way too good for pain to be an issue. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. The game is worth every bit of it.

I push my head back, reaching for my master's lips. He does not refuse me the kiss, one of his hands wrapping around one of my breasts in a pressure that makes me lose my footing for good.

I break the kiss, my cries of pleasure mingling with those of Laura in a most obscene choir. My entire body tenses as a violent orgasm runs through me. My holes contract around my lovers, who no longer hold. Each in turn, they empty themselves into me, making me blush with pleasure at this degrading act.

I know I will go home with their seed running down my thighs. And that idea alone is enough to reignite the fire in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter 5

- 2 months later -

With a smile, I grab the glass of champagne my dominant offers me, before admiring the view. The ocean is even more gorgeous when observed from the jacuzzi of a luxurious hotel room.

I discovered that in the end, the club is only a tiny part of Jonathan's business. Like a side passion project, if you listen to him. Hospitality is his real livelihood. And what a livelihood. Since I became his official submissive, he showered me with gifts, each one more sublime than the next.

A real relationship developed between us. It goes way beyond a few games at the club. He takes me to restaurants, on hikes, to the movies. We are a real couple. And this, for my greatest pleasure.

I never could have imagined finding someone who understood me so well, both sexually and emotionally. We are in perfect harmony, and our relationship of dominant and submissive only reinforces this feeling.

I sigh with relief, clinking glasses with the man I love so much. He smiles at me, absently stroking my arm before announcing, almost spontaneously.

“You should come live with me when we get back.”

“F... For real?”

“Yes. What we have here? I want this. All the time. Not just a few nights a week. I want to come home and know that you'll be there, waiting for me. Preferably with a nice leather collar around the neck.”

I can't help blushing at these words spoken in a more sensual voice. And yet, they inflame my heart and my belly. I bite my lip, considering his proposal. It’s a big step, and some would say it’s too fast.

Maybe they’re right.

Without giving him an answer, I put my glass down to straddle the man. He lets me do it, his hands resting naturally in the hollow of my waist. My arms around his neck, I lean over him to kiss him passionately. He answers me, making his tongue meet mine in a lewd exchange.

I don't need more to be sure of myself.

I'm going to move in with him.

And together, build our own house of pleasures.


> THE DIRTY SUBMISSIVE SERIES <


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.”


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.”


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.


> TABOO DESIRES SERIES <


HIS SUBMISSIVE FIANCEE


Chapter 1

“Here we go Baby Girl. Show me how good of a wife you're going to be to me.”

The click of the camera rings out, freezing every inch of my body. I didn't need that to keep me still, though. With this bathrobe belt holding my arms to the bars of the bed, I couldn't go far.

My bare breast heaves as my breathing quickens. The man is so imposing, so intimidating, that I shiver. But despite my worry, I can't ignore my body's signals. I’m soaking wet.

That’s not how I imagined my day when I woke up this morning. When I still didn't know who the man my family wanted me to marry was.

I had imagined everything about this encounter. The way I should sit, the voice to use when greeting my future fiancé. With some luck, a young man my age. Attractive if possible, and from a good family, of course. I had considered the opposite, too. An old man with a paunchy, repulsive face.

But among all the possible scenarios that took shape in my head, not one had planned that I find myself naked and tied to a hotel bed, totally offered to the one who is to become my fiancé.

I should be scared, but when I meet his steel blue gaze lusting over my body, I have only one thing in mind.

To be his.


Chapter 2

- One hour earlier -

Nervously, I pleat the sides of my skirt, trying to keep my hands busy to hide my nervousness. In the room, conversations are going well. No one really pays attention to me. It sets the tone. This event is not really about me. I'm just a bargaining chip. A way to strengthen the family empire.

I'm not really surprised. After all, my whole life has been planned around this moment. The moment when I will finally meet my future husband. A good match, carefully chosen by my family, to ensure that the brilliant Davis line continues to grow.

Oh, of course, nobody presents it like that. An arranged marriage doesn’t sound good in the 21st century. They preferred to say that it was a meeting between our two families, which, by chance, have two people ready to marry.

Because I am ready. Even though I'm nervous about who my mysterious fiancé is, I'm ready for married life. I want to be a wife. Have my own house. Be part of good society, for real. Work, maybe, too. To be an adult, finally.

I may be twenty-two, but I have always lived in the tight protection of my family. It's like I’m still twelve. I am ready for this to stop.

I bite the inside of my cheek. There is another reason I want to get married. Getting my freedom is just the official reason. The one you can say out loud. But there is something else.

I’m a virgin. And I want this to stop.

I finally want to experience the thrill of a man's body against mine. Let him wrap me in his arms. Have his warmth radiate throughout my body.

I’m not completely innocent. I've seen movies, I've read books. Under my bed, I even have a secret vibrator. But never a man has touched me. I want that to change. And quick.

I bite my lip, calmly observing the people around me. I didn't expect there to be so many people. But one must believe that's what happens when two families as powerful as ours meet in the private lounge of one of the biggest luxury hotels in the city. All have high hopes for me and my future fiancé.

My entire body freezes as the doors finally open, and I see a man I haven't seen in years appear. Charles Thompson. I think the last time I saw him I was eighteen.

And the least I can say is that he has not changed. A few lines have dug in the corner of his eyes, a few silver threads are looming in his hair. But other than that, he's still the most attractive man I've ever seen.

The man who inhabits all my lustful dreams.

I try to calm the fire in the pit of my stomach as I watch him move effortlessly around the room. There are many powerful men gathered here. And yet, Charles owns the room.

His aura is so strong that everyone bows to him. There is only him, a beacon in the middle of the storm that represent this crowd of people.

My eyes slide from his shoulders to his hands. They are long and thin. Powerful, too. How many times have I imagined them roaming my body, their warmth making my body arch as he whispered dirty words in my ear?

For him, I could do anything, accept anything. One of his words enough to make me plunge into orgasm.

I look away, trying to pull myself together. I can't fantasize about him like that when my future fiancé is coming any moment. If he could look even a tenth of that man's looks, then I should consider myself lucky.

My heart skips a beat when he approaches me, accompanied by my mother. I get up from my seat, trying to hide my nervousness.

“Alexandra, honey, you remember Charles Thompson?”

“Y... Yes, of course.”

I feel my cheeks blush as he gently grabs my hand in his, huge in comparison. His warmth sends an electric shock through my whole body, and I have to quietly bite my tongue to keep from fainting.

The man says nothing, just staring at me for a moment before turning away. He politely greets my mother and joins other men. My heart is beating at full speed. It's ridiculous. He doesn’t care about me. He only greeted me because my mother made him.

I wonder what is keeping my future fiancé so long. We've been here over an hour already, and no sign of him. When my mother finally ends her conversation with a vague acquaintance, I take her aside.

“Tell me, where is this man I absolutely must meet?”

With her eyebrows furrowed and a slight mocking smile on her lips, she turns to me, stating as naturally as possible.

“Come on dear, you just said hello to him. Close your mouth, it's not elegant.”

Immediately, I obey, despite the shock that still holds my body. Charles Thompson. My future husband?

I turn my head to look at him again. The man is in the middle of a discussion. I don't interest him in the least. Does he even know about my parents' plans?

I find it hard to believe that this is true. This man is one of the richest in town. One of the most attractive. He could have anyone. Why would he be interested in me? I'm certainly not the only available heiress.

I look down to observe my body. My dress is modest, but it shows off my assets. My tight waist, my slender legs. With my fine hands, and my long curly hair, I must surely give the image of the perfect little heiress. But is it enough for him?

I sit back, nervous. I can't help but spy on the man, giving him nervous little glances. So, he could really be my husband? It sounds way too good to be true. One by one, my fantasies come to mind.

Will he be as good and caring as in my dreams? Guess I'll find out. I hold my breath as he comes back to me. I can feel all eyes on us, even though they all try to pretend otherwise.

I blink stupidly, confused as he reaches out his hand.

“Miss Davis, how about we go chat somewhere quieter?”

I barely have time to stammer an answer that already, he drags me after him, the mere touch of his hand igniting my whole body.

◆◆◆

“That's for you.”

My throat dry, I grab the glass of water he hands me, gulping it down in one go. The suite he guided me into is only one hallway from the reception room where we were. And yet, it seems to me that there is a world that separates us from it.

I feel intimidated, and I prefer to remain silent for fear of saying something stupid. His perfume, like his presence, fills the room. I find myself totally bewitched by this scent of amber and spices. Before today, I would never have believed that a smell could create such upheavals in me.

I do my best to stay in place, not to show my nervousness. I shudder as he sits across from me, his legs slightly apart giving off an image of power.

I nibble the inside of my cheek, imagining myself sitting between them. I stop myself quickly. I can't indulge in those kinds of thoughts. Not when he's here, his steel blue eyes piercing me like they want to drag all my thoughts out of my head.

“I guess you know why we're here?”

“Yes.”

I let out in a breath, lowering my eyes in nervousness. I see he's wasting no time. I who expected an embarrassed and banal discussion, like the books of Jane Austen, I see that I was wrong.

“So you know I'm looking for a wife. I will soon turn 40, it’s time for me to settle down. The Thompson empire needs an heir, it's up to me to provide it.”

I feel the pink dawn on my cheeks at these words. That is straightforward. And that sends me back to my lustful thoughts. I can already imagine myself, opening my thighs for him to take me with force, until I am full of him, and I carry his child.

Charles doesn't seem to notice my exhilaration. So much the better. If he read my mind, he would surely be scared. Like everyone else, he must see me as this fragile little thing, a well-behaved young girl with a pure heart. Not someone who indulges in the most depraved readings, in the dead of night.

“I’m going to be clear here. To me, honesty is most important for a marriage of our kind to work. I'm sure you'll make a good wife, and we can both be happy. I have a busy life, but I have a lot to offer. I will take care of you. All your needs will be fulfilled. In return, I would like mine to be too.”

I shudder, trying to register the words he says to me. I'm not sure I fully understand them, so I just watch him, waiting for him to continue.

“I have, let's say, special needs. I would like to satisfy them with my wife. But if that is not possible, I will still offer you everything I said before, no matter what. But our intimate life will be limited to conceiving heirs. For the rest, I'll go elsewhere.”

A heavy silence falls in the room. None of what he just told me really makes sense to me. I'm completely confused, but the man says nothing, just staring at me as if waiting for my answer.

“W… What kind of needs are these?”

A slight smile parts the corner of his lip. As if he was happy that I took his bait.

“Have you ever heard of BDSM?”

I freeze. Two images collide in my head. The one everyone sees, with the leather straps, the pain, the violence. Scary things. But something else is waking up inside me. Like lustful memories of my readings. The man ends my torment, pursuing.

“What I'm looking for is a submissive. A woman capable of totally abandoning herself under my hand. I could make you vibrate, take you into states of pleasure that you don’t even suspect. But for that, you will have to offer yourself to me, body and soul.”

The man is silent, giving me time to take in the information. That’s honesty. I guess I should be grateful for it. I remain completely silent, yet I am not shocked. No. I don't know why, but those words triggered an unexpected reaction in me.

I feel it. Between my thighs, my excitement begins to be very palpable. How can simple words have this result? The man has just confessed to me being a dominant, and that turns me on?

I've read a few hot novels where the main character becomes submissive. I loved them, I'm not going to pretend otherwise. But I never thought it would turn into reality. However, this is what he offers me. That I become his wife, and his submissive.

I look down, blushing a little more as I realize my nipples are sticking out through the thin fabric of my dress. Does he notice it? It’s really not cold in the room.

My breathing quickens, and a trail of goosebumps forms on my arms as the man stood up. With a slow but calculated gait, he approaches me. I feel like I'm facing a panther, ready to pounce on its prey. And for nothing in the world, I don't want to run away. I'm completely frozen, just waiting to be devoured.

A new shiver runs through me as he captures my chin between his fingers. Slowly, he lifts my face to him. His eyes probe me, and I find myself totally entranced by them. I would like to drown in them, never to come out again.

“You’re really pretty. Even prettier than four years ago.”

I shudder, this compliment alone managing to excite me a little more. Maybe that's the way he said it. He whispered, his hoarse voice even more sultry than usual.

My eyes close as I let myself go into that touch. It's incredibly intimate, especially between two people who are almost strangers. And yet, I feel amazingly comfortable.

I can't hold back a sigh as his hand slides down my neck, reaching down to play with the collar of my dress. I can try to rationalize this however I want. Saying it's for my future, for my social status.

But the truth is... I want to try it.

If he wants me to kneel before him, I will. I want him to own me, to take absolutely everything he wants from me. I can feel it, I'm completely wet, and he barely touched me.

“So what do you say? I know your family doesn't give you a lot of choices, but I've been honest with you, so be honest too. Do you want to be my wife?”

“Y… Yes.”

“Good.”

He continues to caress the little skin left exposed by my dress, sliding from one collarbone to another. I close my eyes, my breathing quickening. I want this moment to last for hours. Not losing the touch of his hand on my skin.

Maybe he planned to go back to join the others, tell them that it's settled. But I want to keep him a little longer for myself. To feast on his imposing presence near me. So, without even thinking, I hear myself proposing to him.

“And I… I want to be your submissive too.”

The man's mouth opens slightly, his eyes lighting up in surprise before a smirk parts the corner of his lips.

“Really? I never expected to have such a diligent fiancée. What if we checked that?”

I freeze, frowning, trying to figure out what he means. He holds out his hand to me, forcing me to stand up. His eyes travel up and down me, as if studying what he has at hand. Then he walks away, crossing his arms confidently across his chest.

“Take off your dress.”

I stay still, trying to process the words he just said to me. Do I really have to get undressed, right there, in the middle of this hotel room? The others must know that we are here. What if someone came? What would they say, to see the perfect little heiress thus naked?

A click of the tongue from the man brings me back to reality. He shakes his head, looking disappointed. He acts like he knew that was coming. He must have thought I was only saying that to please him.

But I really want it. So, with trembling fingers, I grab the zipper of my dress and begin to pull it down without rushing. It's the first time I’m undressing for a man, and the least we can say is that I hadn't planned it like that.

I hadn't thought this would happen before a kiss was even exchanged. Even less in broad daylight, in full light. He will see everything about my body, not miss any of my imperfections, any of those little flaws that I would like to erase.

But I have no choice. If I want to prove to him that I am ready to satisfy him, I must not hesitate to obey the first order he gives me.

I keep my head bowed as the silk fabric falls unceremoniously to my feet. That's it, I did it. The man doesn't say anything, but I can feel his gaze burning on my skin. If I had known I would end up in this position, I would have worn something other than this light blue lingerie set.

It's not very sexy, but that's all I have to present to him at this moment. Hopefully, the sight of my curves will be enough to ignore the fact that I look like a total newbie.

He steps closer to me, making me shudder as his voice whispers in my ear.

“On your knees.”

I hold my breath but do it anyway. Without even realizing it, I drop to my knees, my breath hitching as he towers over me now.

His hand caresses my hair, almost tenderly. I focus on this comforting gesture, rather than on my degrading position. I don't know why, but despite the shame, I must admit that I feel particularly good.

His thumb slides over my lips, perhaps smudging my pink lipstick. I don't resist him as he pushes his finger between my lips. It's as if my body no longer belongs to me. I do whatever he wants, no questions asked.

And he likes it, if I believe the smile on his lips. Without saying a word, he goes to sit down on the sofa again. Then he taps his knee, inviting me silently to come closer. But as I'm about to get up, he clicks his tongue.

“Crawl.”

I give him a blank stare, trying to see if he's serious. The look he returns to me is without appeal. So, cheeks flushed with shame, I let myself fall on my hands to do the few feet separating us.

I would never have believed myself capable of doing this. Soon, I find myself between his legs. I swallow hard, fully imagining what he will want to do to me after that.

But I cry out in surprise as he suddenly lifts me up to sit on his lap. I barely breathe, the feel of my bare skin against the fabric of his suit igniting every nerve in me. I can't help but readjust my position, too afraid of staining his expensive clothes.

Because I feel it, I'm so soaked that even my thighs are wet now. All it would take is one wrong move, and he'll realize that too.

“Look at you. I wonder what your family would say if they saw you like that. All those years of boarding school and good education, only to find yourself naked as soon as a man asks you. Who knew little Alexandra Davis would be such a slut, huh?”

Instinctively, I hide my head on his shoulder, ashamed. Every word he says is true. I want to get up, run away, hide, so I don't hear them anymore. And yet, a small voice in the pit of my stomach forbids me to move.

Because as ashamed as I feel, I'm excited like never before. Hearing him talk to me in such a degrading way awakens in me a dark desire that I cannot explain. I just want to get this man's approval. Make his insults turn into compliments.

I shiver as his fingers glide over my skin, caressing the outline of my breasts, before plunging into my bra. A cry of surprise escapes me when he grabs my nipple between his fingers, pinching it just enough to make me sigh with desire.

“So, tell me, how many men have you been with before me?”

“N… None.”

Immediately, his hand leaves my breast and crashed violently against my ass. I yelp, surprised by this sharp and unexpected pain.

“Don’t lie to me. I told you, honesty is most important to me. Understood?”

I nod my head quickly, shaking, yet completely drenched.

“So, how many?”

“I… I'm not lying. I promise. All I did was kiss a boy, Tom Rogers, at a Christmas party. I swear that's it.”

An indescribable smile forms on his lips. Guess he wasn't expecting it.

“Looks like boarding school is having some good after all. What about college, are you sure you don't forget anyone?”

“Nope. I focus on my studies.”

“Good girl.”

His whisper sends an electric shock through my whole body. I want him to tell it again. He hasn't touched me yet, and yet I already feel ready to sink.

Slowly, he begins to caress my body, taking his time to discover the slightest of my curves. I bite my lip when his fingers land on the inside of my thigh, pulling it up with excruciating slowness.

A gasp of surprise escapes me as he places the palm of his hand on my panties, smirking at how soaked I am. I look down, feeling my cheeks redder than ever.

“So, no one ever touched you. And yet, you are soaking wet. What a gift I receive there. Virgin and slut, the best of both worlds. How about I relieve you, Baby Girl. Would you like that?”

Without daring to look at him, I nod, more embarrassed than ever. I shouldn't feel these things, much less let them know. But that one light pressure of his fingers is enough to knock me out of my mind. He clicks his tongue.

“When your Master asks you a question, Submissive, you must answer it with words. I’m waiting.”

I swallow with difficulty. I can't believe he uses such words. Master. Is that what I should call him now? It doesn't make the slightest sense. And yet, that's what I want. Let him take control. I don't know where this dark desire comes from, but I let myself be carried away by it. Throat tight, I answer the man.

“Yes, that's what I want, Master.”

In response, the man slides his hand inside my panties. A scream dies in my throat as his fingers catch my soaking wet clit. My body arches, reacting forcefully to this simple stimulation.

The man laughs softly, visibly proud of his effect. He continues his exploration, parting my lower lips, touching them with precision. I lay my head against his shoulder, trying to get used to these new caresses.

Never have my own fingers brought me such sensations. I suddenly feel so small in his arms, like something that belongs to him, a doll that he can do anything to. And that excites me more than ever.

I hold my breath as one of his fingers drenched in my excitement lines up at my entrance. I don't know if I'm ready for this, yet it's already happening. I close my eyes as he slowly thrusts his finger inside me, taking my breath away.

He takes his time, caressing my inner walls slowly, making me sigh uncontrollably. Before I even have time to react, he adds a second finger to it. His hands are much larger than mine, and his touch, expert. I feel like I'm losing my footing, and I love it.

I forget all modesty as his fingers begin to move faster and faster inside me, touching me like I've never been touched, making me vibrate like I've never vibrated. And when his thumb lands in turn on my clit, I surrender completely.

The man wraps his other arm around my body to hold me in place, as I lose control. I don't know if I'm moaning or if I'm mute, too absorbed in his increasingly intense movements.

And when I think I've reached the climax of pleasure, the man leans over me and captures my lips in a passionate kiss. Without the slightest resistance, I open my mouth, letting his tongue invite itself into me.

He drags mine into a crazy dance, smothering my cries of pleasure as his fingers work a magic trick on my body. I'm shaking, I feel like I'm dying, and suddenly my entire body tenses.

I'm barely breathing when that blistering orgasm rushes through every cell of my being. I have never felt anything so strong, so vibrant. It doesn't matter what toy I used, it doesn't matter what movie I watched. This man just demolished everything I knew, and more than ever, I want to belong to him.

He breaks the kiss, his steel eyes probing me forcefully. In a ridiculous stutter, I manage to stammer.

“T… Thank you, Master.”

I can't believe I call him that in such a natural way. And yet, that is what it is. After such pleasure, he is definitely the master of my body and my soul. It's probably totally crazy to think that about a man I barely know, but I don't care.

The man smiles and caresses my cheek before declaring, his voice sultrier than ever.

“My turn now.”


Chapter 3

Still in the mists of orgasm, I barely realize he's slipping me between his legs. I find myself on my knees, my haggard eyes turned towards him. I can't think anymore, yet what he wants is rather obvious.

“Well, what are you waiting for?”

I gulp, before reaching for the zipper of his pants that he just nodded at. I'm shaking and feel more embarrassed than ever. But after what he just made me feel, it's normal that I return the favor.

My cheeks flush as his member is released from his pants. Cold sweats run down my back as I can't take my eyes off his erection, proudly stretched, inches from my face.

I never could have imagined it to be so big. So thick. So long. Am I really going to put this in my mouth? Between my legs? I shudder at the thought, as much with worry as with excitement.

“Go ahead. It won't bite you.”

I can't move. I know what to do though. There are enough books, movies, and even articles in women's magazines for me to know what he expects of me.

However, faced with the reality of it, I remain totally paralyzed. I don’t dare to start, showing him once again my total inexperience in the matter.

However, I have to do it. I can't disappoint him, especially after the orgasm he just gave me. I want to be a good wife. A good submissive.

So, forgetting my embarrassment, I grab the base of his member, wrapping my fingers around it. Then I move a little closer, slowly sticking my tongue out. Almost shaking, I put it on his skin, discovering for the first time the taste of a man.

I’m surprised by what I feel under my muscle. His skin is satiny, soft, only a few ribbed lines cover his length, like so many small mountains to explore.

The man doesn’t rush me, leaving me to discover it at my own pace. Timidly, I let my tongue slide over his split tip. I collect a few drops of his already marked excitement. It's dirty. Powerful. Delicious.

I open my mouth, sliding his tip into my warm cavity. Although the man says nothing, I can notice that his stomach is heaving faster now, a sign of his growing excitement.

At first, I don't really dare to go any further, barely taking a few inches inside me. Then, I start to feel more reckless, finally daring to push him a little deeper into my mouth.

My breathing quickens as his hand slides through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift ponytail that he holds tight. For the moment, he does nothing. But the idea that he could impose his rhythm on me, like his little toy, arouses in me an incomparable excitement.

I like knowing that at any time, he can decide to take control, and do with me what he wants. I focus all the more on the task, wanting to show him my good will. With a little more force, I take him in me.

I start coughing, having pushed him a little too deep. But just as I'm about to step back so I can breathe easier, his hand freezes, keeping me firmly stuck in my position.

I try not to panic, despite my breathing speeding up with intensity. I feel like I'm going to suffocate, that I'll never be able to bear this presence so imposing in my mouth. And yet, the man leaves me no choice.

Despite my chest heaving with worry, I try to reason with myself, try to calm my racing heart. I take a deep breath, trying to ignore my body's signs of rejection.

Above me, the man whispers words to me, which I imagine of encouragement. I can't really hear them, too focused on my body to be able to listen.

Gradually, I finally relax, and provocatively take him a little deeper still, managing to relax my throat.

A slight amused sound comes from the man's mouth. He gently pats my cheek, as if to show me his satisfaction. I sigh with ease around his member, before starting long back and forth along his length.

I can't believe I'm doing this. I, who had barely kissed a boy, here I am sucking a man's cock, ready to respond to the slightest and his desires if it can bring me a little of his attention.

I quicken my movements, playing with my tongue as much as my lips, not having a clue what I'm doing, but hoping that my enthusiasm will replace my lack of experience. The man's fingers clench and loosen in my hair, like he's starting to lose a little control.

Suddenly his hand twitches, holding me deep around his cock. His hips move forward, and moments later I feel warm liquid lining the back of my throat.

I almost choke, but the man doesn't release his pressure around my hair, forcing me to receive every last drop of it.

I look up at him with teary eyes, like a silent prayer for him to release me. Yet, despite the difficulty of this moment, these are not tears of fear or pain. Just a reflex of my body unaccustomed to these treatments.

Because despite the violence of these, I must be honest, I like it. Between my legs, I'm even more soaked than after the orgasm he gave me.

I lick my lips as his member pulls completely out of my mouth, catching the last drops of his excitement. A wave of pride washes over me. Although I’m a novice, I managed to snatch this reaction from him.

I, the virgin, the innocent, made one of the most powerful men in town come in my mouth. Who would have thought that I would have been capable of this?

The man slides his hands over my face, a smile stretching his greedy mouth.

“Looks like you liked it, huh little girl?”

I nod my head greedily, squeezing a small laugh out of him. Then, his hands slide around my waist, and he lifts me up forcefully. I find myself back on his lap, his warm breath caressing my face.

I expect him to kiss me, but it's something else that happens. With a brisk gesture, he slides his fingers between my thighs, laying them unceremoniously on my wet pussy. A mocking sound comes out of his mouth.

“Yeah, you really liked that.”

My cheeks flush again, and I look down, more ashamed than ever. I probably shouldn't be this excited just because I sucked a man's cock. But what can I do about it?

I no longer seem in control of my body tonight, nor of my mind. It’s as if I had entered the body of another. A sexy, adventurous woman. Is this what my married life will be like? Secretly, I hope so.

I snap out of my thoughts as the man crushes his mouth against mine in a passionate kiss. I let him lead the way, matching the movements of my tongue to his.

When he breaks off the exchange, I barely know my name. His fingers caress my cheek, his gaze more intense than ever.

“So, baby girl. What do you say? We can stop there. Or we can go ahead and train you, so we have a memorable wedding night.”


Chapter 4

My belly heaves at a faster rate as he approaches me, the belt of a luxurious bathrobe in his hands. Loads of images cross my mind. I know there are only a few possible outcomes, only a few uses for this object. Lying on the bed, I wait for the sentence to fall.

Charles arrives at my level, looking completely absorbed in his task. He doesn't seem the least bit interested in me, even avoiding my gaze, it seems. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs my wrists.

Putting them on top of each other, he wraps them around them with the bathrobe belt. The contact on my skin is soft, despite the tight knot he makes to keep them in position. Then, with the rest of the improvised rope, he ties me to the bedposts. Here I am, tied up, unable to move.

My breathing quickens a little more as his hand slides over my body, playing with my curves like I'm his little doll. I bite my lip, trying to control my emotions. I know it is just the beginning.

I swallow hard as he pulls his phone out of his pocket. With a dark smile, he shows it to me.

“What if we filmed that, just to keep a memory? First times don't happen every day.”

I don't answer, my breath completely cut off, my body paralyzed. I accepted that; I even want it. And yet, I can't help but feel nervous.

The man leans over me, pushing a lock of hair behind my ears. I sigh, feeling immediately reassured by this gesture. He leans towards me, whispering to me confidently.

“If it feels wrong, just say red. I will stop everything and untie you. Understood?”

I give him a shy smile and nod when he shows me his phone again. I don't know why, but the idea of having our exchanges preserved for posterity turns me on. Like proof that this handsome man really wants me, for me, and not just for my money or my status.

I can't believe I'm going to give myself to him like this. Surely, I should be wary. He could very well decide to fuck me and then refuse to marry me. After all, no announcement was made.

It could very well be a trick. A way to be more powerful, by scratching the reputation of his competitor. What a shame it would be for my family if this video were to be leaked.

They would surely have a hard time finding me another good match after that. Who would want to marry an heiress who behaved like a slut? Nobody, without a doubt.

But when the gaze of the man arises again on my curves, I forget everything. I'm willing to take the risk, whatever the consequences. Because I know it. What he is about to make me live will be worth all the downfalls in the world.

A shiver runs through me as the man slides his finger over my skin, discovering my softness. He slowly moves towards my breast, freeing it from its last prison of fabric.

I feel my cheeks blush as he examines me, admiring the natural curves of my globes. My nipples are pointed again, ready to be touched.

He catches them without delay, pinching them with more force than before. I arch my back, letting out a long moan of pleasure. I shouldn't be so sensitive. And yet, I have the impression that just one of his touches would be enough to send me straight to orgasm.

I only dream of one thing, that he continues my training. To forget about good manners, to forget about modesty. I want to give myself completely to him. Be his thing. Especially when he continues to tug on my sensitive tips, making me discover sensations previously unknown.

I couldn't describe them. It is both painful and delicious. I am constantly on the edge, not knowing which way to fall.

He bends over my body. The fabric of his suit rubs against my skin. I don't know why, but this contrast between him, still dressed, and me, almost naked, excites me more than anything. Again, he shows his power over me. He marks our difference. He is in charge.

With the tip of his lips, he captures one of my nipples, sucking until I tear small sharp squeaks. And when he lets his teeth slide against my sensitive tip, I feel like fainting. Is it possible to come with so little stimulation? I'm starting to believe so.

He releases my skin, whispering in a voice made hoarser with excitement.

“So responsive. What a perfect little submissive I found there.”

My breath hitches as he slowly moves down my stomach, dropping lower and lower. Then, without wasting a moment, he takes off my panties, sliding them down my legs.

Here I am now naked, totally open to him. I blush as his gaze wanders between my legs. The room is bathed in sunlight, and he can't miss a thing of me now. He can see everything. And apparently, he likes it.

He bends down again, plunging between my thighs open for him. A cry dies in my throat as his tongue lands on my soaked pussy. By comparison, his fingers were deadly dull.

I'm already shaking as he draws unfamiliar symbols on my lower lips. Only he seems to know what he is doing. All I know is that pleasure ravages my body. I never could have believed that sex was so good.

I can't hold back a disappointed moan as he stops, his voice echoing around me.

“Eyes on me, at all times. And you are not allowed to come without my permission. It's clear?”

“Yes Master.”

My voice quivers as he dives back between my thighs. His steel gaze is locked into mine, more intimidating than ever. My cheeks are burning. I feel so embarrassed to express my pleasure like this while watching him. My moans are obscene, and what we do, inappropriate. Still, I love it.

Wet as never before, I feel like I'm going to explode. But I don't have the right. My nails sink into the palms of my hands, my body arches in pleasure. Yet I know I must hold on. I have no right to come. He forbade me.

But this is all so new to me. Never have I felt anything like this. I bite my lip almost to the blood, trying to anchor myself in the present to avoid the pleasure to ravage everything in its path. And yet, I can't. All of this is way too much stimulation, way too much pleasure.

After a more vicious lick, my entire body tenses, plunging despite myself into an even more intense orgasm than the one he gave me earlier. My chest heaves at full speed under the effect of my choppy breathing. I can no longer think.

It's not until the man straightens up, giving me a stern look as he wipes his mouth, that I realize I've made a mistake. I had no right to come. He had been clear; he had given me the rules of the game.

And now what? I failed, what will be the consequences? I don’t have the faintest idea. A shiver runs through me as I imagine the worst. Maybe he's disappointed for good. He wanted a submissive, a woman who listens to his orders and surrenders completely to his law. He told me. And I did not listen.

Maybe it's over between us. I don’t want that. Not now that I've had a glimpse of what my life could be like. I want more. More submission. More pleasure. More of him.

I bite my lip, sincerely repentant. I give him a desperate look, trying to show him how sorry I am for acting like this.

“I warned you, Alexandra. It was up to me to give you permission. You’ve disappointed me.”

I feel tears welling up in my eyes. I don't know why, but I want to get his approval. Hearing that I disappointed him is probably the hardest thing to bear. But it's the reality, and it's up to me to bear the consequences now.

A cry of surprise escapes me as he flips me around. I find myself on my stomach, the belt of the bathrobe long enough to allow me to support this position without suffering too much.

I shudder as his hand lands on the small of my back, stern. He descends on my ass at an unbearably slow speed. My body contracts as one of his fingers slips between my globes, approaching dangerously my forbidden entrance. He's not going to?

I know he said he has special needs... But is doing this taboo thing part of it? I bite my lip, suddenly worried as the man continues to walk around my crenellated entrance.

I can't suppress a small sigh of relief as his hand moves, now stroking my ass. He grabs my globes, squeezing them harder and harder, until I make a little squeal.

It's strange, but the strength he displays turns me on. It does me as much good as it hurts, and I would be unable to explain it.

“You behaved badly, Alexandra. You know what happens to bad girls?”

“No, Master.”

“They're being punished.”

I could swear his voice deepened at that announcement. I shiver, unable to know what awaits me. But before I have time to wonder about the nature of the events, the man makes me discover it.

A squeaking sound escapes my throat. My body fights back. His large hand has just crashed on my ass in a painful slap.

I had never experienced such a feeling and can't really believe that it is really happening. But it is. A few seconds later, the man resumes, slamming alternately each of my globes exposed to his gaze.

“You may have been in boarding schools, but no one educated you properly. It will change. Now, if you do something bad, you’ll be punished.”

My cheeks flush with shame, as much from those words as from the warmth I feel in the pit of my stomach. It's inexplicable, shameful. And yet, I’m very excited to hear him talk about punishment like this.

And his hand? Even though it hurts, it ignites every inch of me, making me shiver with as much pleasure as it does pain.

I think I will enjoy disobeying him in the future. Just to see what he does. Just for him to swing me on his knees and give me a good spanking.

I can already imagine myself, naked and humiliated as he comes home from a long day at work, the fabric of his suit rubbing against my raw skin. Maybe after that he would make me slip between his legs, so I suck his cock for hours.

He would use me as a reel, as a release after a long day negotiating juicy contracts. I’m sure that it would do me a lot of good too, to release the pressure of studies and my social status on my shoulders.

Yes, I’m discovering that I like being treated like this. I wonder if he notices the excitement growing between my thighs, and the hint of desire that echoes in my cries each time his large hand swoops down on my ass, red from these treatments.

Even my body stopped fighting his hand, shuddering here and there under a little stronger attack. I completely submit to him. I am his.

He clicks his tongue, suddenly passing his hand between my thighs, reaping my excitement.

“Alexandra. You know it's supposed to be a punishment, right? What a little slut. I think we have to go to the hard way.”

A hiccup dies in my throat hearing those words. If I liked this spanking, I had not imagined that he could go further than that. What will he do to me now? I remember how, not so long ago, his hand ventured on the most taboo areas of my anatomy.

Will he do it again? I don't know if I could stand this. My breathing quickens, the anticipation making me more nervous than the rest.

I suddenly remember that this is my first time. Who loses their virginity like that? Nobody. And I believe... I believe I’ve seen nothing yet.

I gulp as I hear the buckle on his belt come undone. My body heaves under the weight of my erratic breathing. I only find a bit of comfort when he puts his warm hand on my ass, massaging them slowly, making me sigh with relief.

A shrill cry escapes me as my dominant suddenly pulls down his leather belt on my already strained ass. I hadn't expected this, and yet it seems so obvious now.

My fingernails dig into my palms, my body thrashing, instinctively trying to escape from this attack. My bound hands prevent him from doing so, and I can't do anything but suffer this sharp pain that shoots through every inch of my nerves.

I know it, the man gave me a safe word. I could say it and stop everything. But I don't really want to. Because I want to satisfy him, of course. But above all, because I want to see how far I can hold out.

I feel immense pride in resisting his punishment like this. I want to prove to him that I am strong. That no matter what he does to me, I'll hold on. Will he understand it, while tears run down my cheeks?

My senses are completely disturbed. I hurt, and at the same time, I'm excited as ever. Each blow pulls me in each direction, without that I seem able to make the slightest choice in what I feel. I just want him to continue to look after me, to have his fullest attention.

My whole body relaxes as finally his belt falls beside him. A sigh of relief escapes me when I realize the punishment is over. A faint sound of satisfaction escapes his throat as he caresses my ass again, the warmth of his hand bringing me welcome comfort.

Then he turns me around, gently this time. Despite the few tears still present on my cheeks, I give him a big smile. It's strange, but I feel incredibly good. Relaxed. As if all the stress of the day had evaporated.

He seems to understand it, a smile forming in turn on his lips. With the back of his hand, he erases the traces of tears on my cheeks.

“You took your punishment like a good girl. You're gonna behave now, right?”

I nod my head so quickly it makes him laugh. Even though I liked it, I don't think I could put up with another punishment.

His hand begins to slide over my body, lifting my chest, playing gently with my pointed nipples. A small cry escapes me as he leans over me, his kisses on the thin skin of my breasts turning into painful, delicious bites.

When he sits up, a dark smile parted his lips as he admired his work. I look down, realizing that my skin is already starting to speckle blue after these harsh treatments.

He marked me. I am his. And if I were to wear a cleavage this week, everyone would see it. I can't help but blush at the idea. However, there is still one thing to do for him to possess me completely.

A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he pulls back. Without looking at me, he begins to undo the buttons of his shirt, slowly revealing sculpted abs.

I bite my lip, admiring this chest for the first time, knowing that it must become my daily life. Soon, his shirt disappears, showing me arms that I already knew were muscular.

What I didn't know was that a tattoo decorated the corner of his shoulder. He who appears so classic... I guess everyone has their secrets. I lick my lips, failing to be able to lick the ink adorning his satiny skin.

The man continues, undoing his pants. I can't hold back a gasp of surprise when, finally, he's rid of all his clothes. I know it, I have already seen his cock earlier. But to see him there, completely naked, in all his male power, is almost enough to make me faint.

Without even realizing it, I spread my legs a little wider, like a silent invitation. A young woman from a good family probably shouldn't behave like this, but I think it's too late now to care. How could I pretend, after all I let him do to me?

Without losing a moment, the man joins me on the bed, settling between my thighs, putting all his weight on my naked body. I wish my hands weren't tied. That I can lay them on his body, dig my fingers into his back, cling to him as his tip already lines up with my entrance.

I barely breathe when he begins to plunge inside me. His fingers were nothing compared to that large cock. It's so thick it feels like I’m split open.

Small squeals of discomfort escape my mouth as he continues at a slow but steady pace to sink into me.

His hand rests on my forehead. Even if he doesn't move it, its presence is enough to reassure me. To appease me. And when his mouth comes to capture mine, I feel myself totally melting. His tongue catches mine, leading me into an intense and delicious dance.

The kiss smothers my cry as the man pushes into me with one powerful thrust. I may have had him in my mouth, his size impresses and surprises me. It's like all the air has evaporated from my lungs while he’s deep inside me.

I feel torn as ever, and slight tears of discomfort bead at the corner of my eyes. He kisses them with the tip of his lips, capturing them as his hands glide over my body in a comforting caress. Then he takes my lips back, disturbing my senses even more.

I moan as he finally begins to move, exploring my warm, wet cavity for the first time. My fingers tighten on the belt of the bathrobe, the only movement I can make to try to take some control over the situation.

The dominant puts his arms under my thighs, opening me up even more for him. My breathing is choppy, but despite my difficulty, I don't want him to stop. Especially when I hear him push weak sighs in turn. It's light, very light, but I hear it. His satisfaction is there.

I'm inexperienced, and yet he likes me. Gaining confidence, I begin to move my hips, seeking these new sensations. He growls, his teeth digging into the tender flesh of my shoulder again. I moan for real now, finally finding pleasure in his movements of incredible sensuality.

At every moment, I can feel his tip caress my inner walls in the most erotic way, bringing me an unsuspected pleasure. I gasp in shock as I realize he hasn't put on a condom.

If he wishes, he can fill me. Make me his little thing. Take the risk of already procreating this heir he was talking about earlier. I should be worried about it, and yet, I can't.

Worse, I want to feel his seed burrow deep inside me. He treated me like a doll, a toy. Now I want him to treat me like a horny animal. I moan louder, and move my hips in rhythm, snatching a grunt from him.

Without warning, the man withdraws, making me let out a disappointed squeal. But before I have time to really realize what's going on, the man grabs my hips and turns me around, lifting my ass into the air.

I barely have time to find my balance that already, he pushes his cock deep inside me. An obscene wet sound fills the room as he begins to pound me from behind. From this angle, I can feel him even bigger than before.

I feel like I'm going to explode, tearing myself in half on his cock as if it were a sharp sword. And yet, nothing happens. Only pleasure. Only our animal-like grunts.

I bite the pillow beneath me, trying to find any shred of control. But it doesn’t let me. My master grabs my hair and tugs on it.

“I want to hear you. Scream for me. Beg me.”

I can't form a single coherent thought, it's as if my brain has completely shut down. But when I think I'm at the height of this experience, my entire body tenses.

Because again, the man slides his thumb over my jagged outline. He wet it with my excitement, and now he pushes it inside, discovering without the slightest embarrassment my most taboo entrance. I remain silent in shock. I hadn't expected him to do this. And even less that I’d like it.

The feeling is strange, indescribable. I feel more humiliated than ever, and yet I can't help but hope that he stays that way inside me until the end. I'm full as ever, and I don't recognize the sounds coming out of my mouth.

I wonder if we can be heard from outside, despite the huge size of this suite. It sounds like we're shooting a porn movie here. And I don't care. Not when his thrusts intensify, and his free hand slips between my legs.

My brain totally shuts off as he presses hard on my throbbing clit, giving it all the stimulation it needs to sink me. In a burst of consciousness, I remember what I must do.

“Please Master, can I come, please!”

“Yeah, come on my cock, show me what a good girl you are.”

I don't need more to lose footing while his cock and his finger degrade me in the most shameful of ways. My orgasm is even stronger than the previous two. I didn't think it was possible, and yet my body contracts at an incredible rate, while dozens of small white flashes crackle in front of my eyes.

I no longer have the slightest strength and am nothing more than a rag doll in which he comes and goes at an unbearable pace. I can't help but smile in the mists of orgasm when, finally, he empties himself into me.

For a few moments, he stays inside me, panting and feverish, as if he too is recovering from this incredible experience. Then he finally withdraws.

Slowly, he undoes the belt of the bathrobe, finally freeing my hands. But before I have time to get used to this newfound freedom, my body freezes.

Someone knocks at the door.


Chapter 5

I don't think I've ever gotten dressed so quickly. Charles, on the other hand, took his time. As if there weren't those light knocks at the door. As if there wasn't a room full of people, a few doors from our room.

I still can't believe I did this. I gave myself to a man I barely know. To a man who will soon become my husband.

I bite my lip at the thought. I could never have dreamed of such a union. Now that I got a glimpse of it, I know my life is going to be the most delicious. A promising career. A luxurious lifestyle. And a husband who turns out to be the perfect lover. What more could I ask for?

Love, maybe. But this list is already much more than I could have dreamed of.

I look up at him, unable to suppress a slight small as he gives me a discreet wink. Love won't be hard to find, as I already find myself in awe of this man. I know, I will have to be careful in the future. Other women might want to take him from me.

But he’s mine. I will do everything to be the perfect wife. The perfect submissive. What he orders, I will give him. I will prove to him that he did well to bet on me.

I fidget in my seat. My panties are totally soaked with my excitement, and, I can feel it, his seed starting to flow from me. I hope it won't stain my dress. What a shame that would be.

Yet, in a corner of my head, a dark desire awakens. That everyone knows who I belong to. That I am totally his, even before a ring adorns my finger.

My eyes return to the man of my dreams. He’s in discussion with my parents. Big smiles light up their faces. I believe that the news has just been announced. Charles accepts me as his fiancée. The Thompson and Davis empires will unite and make their interests bear fruit. All this, thanks to a simple marriage.

I can't help but smile back as the three of them approach me. I must look like a fool, radiating happiness like this after what is supposed to be just a private discussion. I wonder if the others realized how long we were alone.

Charles is so respectable, I'm sure it never crossed anyone's mind that he could degrade me like that before our engagement was even sealed. So much the better. They don't need to know.

I shudder as my dominant grabs my hand, bringing it to his lips in an elegant gesture. However, in his eyes shines a light that I recognize very well now. A lustful glow. He too can't get his mind off our exchanges, I'm sure of that.

I blush with pleasure as he leans towards me, whispering in my ear.

“I will see you again at the altar, my dearest fiancée.”

- To be continued -


HIS SUBMISSIVE BRIDE


Chapter 1

“Look at you. Such a little slut, on your knees just for me.”

I struggle despite my bound hands, but a single gesture from my dominant is enough to calm me. My body trembles under his caresses. Slowly, his fingers massage my ass still aching from his forceful spanking. I moan as his finger begins to go down between my globes, soon plunging-

I open my eyes abruptly, remembering where I am. My cheeks flush slightly. Fortunately, no one seems to have noticed my sudden absence.

It's like my presence doesn't really matter. Everyone is busy, chatting and getting excited, without really paying attention to me. And to think this is supposed to be my big day.

Oh, all the attention is on me, in a way. Since dawn, an army of stylists, hairdressers, make-up artists have been bustling around me. My family paid handsomely to ensure that the wedding of Alexandra Davis and Charles Thompson overshadows the greatest royal weddings.

I'm like a doll in the hands of a little girl on Christmas Day. They dress me, they do my hair, they comment on the beauty of my features. No one really talks to me, they're all too busy making me the perfect bride.

Still, that doesn't bother me. All I think about is my future husband.

We hardly know each other. We only met a few times before this marriage was decided. A smart way to unite two already rich and powerful families.

I lick my lips, thinking back to the one I will soon marry. He's older than me, and we don't have much in common. And yet, I don't think anyone has ever been so eager to get married than me.

For years, this man has made me fantasize. Becoming his wife is like a dream come true.

As my wedding party continues to rave about the beauty of my dress, I can't stop my mind from wandering. To think back to the day I learned he was going to be my husband. To the day he took my virginity.

It should never have happened like this. I just had to meet him, formally. Pretext that this meeting was only a happy coincidence, and not the first deadline of an arranged marriage. What strange ways our world has.

However, I don't think anyone could have anticipated what would happen next, once he dragged me into a separate room so that we could "get to know each other". I had expected everything. Talking about his career, about where we're going to live...

But certainly not to hear him tell me that he’s a dominant. And even less that he would show me his talents.

I bite the inside of my cheek, remembering the way he got me to my knees. The way he made me crawl towards him. And how he made me undress for him before we even exchanged our first kiss.

And then it all happened. Endless orgasms. The searing pain as his belt came down on my ass, punishing me for coming without his consent. I even remember his finger venturing into my most taboo entrance.

Yes, I remember everything, and can't help dreaming of our wedding night. Since this first meeting, we have hardly seen each other. There have been a few events, a few engagement parties bringing together all the good society of our city. But not once did we get to find ourselves alone.

Each time, I just watched him out of the corner of my eye, my fantasies going well while my gaze couldn't leave this man so perfect. He may be seventeen years older than me, but I want him like I've never wanted anyone.

His body is probably no stranger to this feeling. I don't know when a businessman as successful as him can find the time to maintain his body like this. But he manages to do it, as his perfectly defined abs and his muscular arms prove.

I discreetly bite the inside of my cheek, imagining him pressing me hard against a wall to capture my lips. To own me like no man has ever owned a woman.

A slight sigh escapes me. Yes, I'm happy to get married. Not for the freedom it will give me, nor the social status. Not even for love. But out of sheer lust.

I know it, as long as I show myself a good submissive and a good wife, I will have the most delicious life.

I breathe a sigh of relief as the people in the room slowly stop bustling around me, leaving me some peace.

My eyes wander to my reflection in the mirror. I really look like a princess. I wonder if he'll like it. But I know that if not... He can always destroy my dress. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as fantasized images of my wedding night assail me.

So lost in thought, I didn't hear someone knock on the door. It’s only when the voice of my maid of honor resounds that I come out of my torpor.

“Mr. Thompson, you can't see the bride! It’s bad luck!”

Her tone is jovial, almost playful. But her smile fades when the deep, stern voice of my future husband cracks in the air.

“Leave us alone.”


Chapter 2

Never has a room emptied so quickly. Employees as friends, everyone cleared out without being asked twice. I couldn't suppress a discreet smile when I saw them all reacting like this in front of my fiancé.

I’m the first to feel intimidated by such a powerful man. But seeing others obey him as much out of respect as out of fear of the consequences greatly amuses me. And I feel it's only just begun.

I remained motionless since he entered the room. From my little pedestal in the middle of the room, I turn my back on him, offering him the spectacle of my bare shoulders, the slight cleavage in my back.

For long moments, we look at each other in the mirror. Without realizing it, I can't stop my eyes from sliding over his body, discovering the suit he has chosen. The dark blue of the fabric only brings out that of his eyes.

I can't help but lick my lips as I admire his perfectly accentuated broad shoulders. How I would like to get lost there. To be against them, stuck in their imposing grip.

Nervousness grows in me as the minutes pass. The man is silent, content to detail me. Nothing shows on his face with perfect lines. Impossible to know what he thinks of me.

I can't help worrying. What if he is disappointed? What if he realizes that he doesn't want to marry me anymore? What a scandal that would be for my family.

And yet, that's not what worries me the most. No, the dishonor of my family is not that important to me right now. Only lust.

I want to be his wife. I want that, until the end of my days, it’s next to him I wake up. At his feet I kneel. To his body that I submit. I want to be his forever.

I hold my breath as he finally moves, his predatory gait making me shiver. I barely breathe when he approaches me. And when his hand lands on my back, it's as if I found myself struck by lightning.

I don’t care about the wedding more. I don’t care about the dozens of people on the other side of the door, ready to come back to finish their work on me. No, it's just his hand, his warm breath that awakens all my senses.

How can his mere presence trigger such reactions in me? I’m ready to do anything for him, and only want one thing: that he gives me an order.

I've only been his submissive once, and yet the reflexes are already back. When he takes my hand to get me off my pedestal, I don't even try to think, I follow him blindly.

“It's finally the big day. Are you ready to be my wife?”

Throat tight, I nod, totally hypnotized by his gaze on mine, by his intoxicating scent enveloping me in its warmth. However, a snap of his tongue is enough to call me to order.

Right. When he speaks to me, I must answer him appropriately. I must not forget my lessons. Not when he can still call off the wedding. I swallow and recover quickly.

“Yes, I’m ready.”

A slight smirk forms on his lips. He circles around me, before leaning into my ear, making me shudder.

“And you're ready to be my good little girl?”

“Y… Yes, Master, I’m ready.”

“Well, let’s check that out.”

My eyes lock into his, waiting for him to give me more information. But the man prefers to remain silent for a few moments, watching me. So, I too stand still. I know it's not up to me to take initiatives.

And despite the nervousness that begins to invade me, I hold on. I know it's part of his game. He wants to test my ability to obey him, even if he puts me in an awkward position. I can't deny it, I love when he does that.

Despite everything, I can't help but balancing from one foot to the other, trying by all means to get rid of this growing anxiety.

We're supposed to be getting married in less than an hour. There are all these people waiting for us, there, outside. What would they all say if they walked in and found us in an awkward position? There isn't even a lock on the door.

My breathing gets louder as I suddenly feel much more anxious about the prospect of being discovered than about what my master wants to do to me.

He seems perfectly relaxed. As usual, he’s master of the game and of himself. I must trust him no matter what. It’s almost with a sigh of relief that I welcome his order.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard. Wedding dress or not, he wants to have fun with me. So, despite the many layers of fabric covering my curves, I obey him, keeping my eyes fixed on him in submission.

I try to forget that this position is uncomfortable, to stop worrying about ruining this expensive dress. I have to focus. The future of my marriage depends on this moment. Of my ability to satisfy him.

I almost meow with pleasure when his hand lands on my hair pulled into a tight bun. This mark of contentment is the best reward. And if I feel anguish in the pit of my stomach, I must also recognize that there is something else. Excitement. I never would have believed that submitting to a man could awaken such feelings in me.

And yet, just one look from him is enough to bend me to his will. If he were to slip his hand under my skirt, he could feel that I’m already soaked for him. I can't help but blush at the idea.

I shiver when, finally, the man moves. He steps in front of me, his fingers slipping under my chin to make sure I don't take my eyes off him.

Sensually, he slides his thumb over my lips, forcing me to take it into my mouth. Diligently, I suck it, reminding him of what my mouth is capable of despite my inexperience.

He's the only man I've ever touched, and the blowjob I gave him during our first time wasn't enough to make me an expert. Despite it, I want to do well, I want him to know that I am ready to do anything for him.

A slight smile spreads the corner of his mouth as he withdraws his finger.

“My little submissive. Always ready to take care of your master. We still have a little time before the ceremony. Show me how good a girl you are.”

Saying these words, the man slid his hand down his pants. Now he undoes his zipper with calculated slowness, exposing his cock.

I swallow hard when I see it. He’s not even totally hard, and yet, his cock already seems huge. I bite my lip, my eyes fixed on this member half erect in front of me.

I probably still look like a startled virgin. Still, I've had it in my mouth before. I know what it feels like to have that silky skin come and go inside me. I know its taste; I even liked it. So why do I feel so nervous?

The man clicks his tongue, bringing me back to reality. I know what he expects of me. I must be docile. Prove him my goodwill. So, hands slightly shaking with nervousness, I grab his cock, gently sliding it between my fingers.

And then, I disconnect my brain. I stop thinking about right and wrong and move my head forward. Although nervous, I grab its tip, capturing it gently between my lips. My hand curled around his base, I struggle to hold him in place as I thrust his member deeper into me.

Although my movements are shy, they seem to be enough for the dominant, his cock growing every moment under my careful licks. Soon, a few drops of his excitement fall on the tip of my lip.

I welcome them with pleasure. I could never have believed one day that I would love the taste of a man. This position is so degrading. But I don't know why, these few salty drops are like a reward, an encouragement that keeps me going.

The man slides his hand on the back of my neck. I love the pressure he puts on me. It's light, and yet, I understand the message. I need to take him deeper. His length is at its climax now, and it fills my mouth with force.

Every time I come and go, I have to fight not to gag, not to let my traitorous body take control. I focus on my breathing as he begins to move his hips rhythmically.

He hits the back of my throat, proving again that I’m nothing more than a toy for him. A little thing that belongs to him and that he just uses for his selfish pleasure.

And despite everything, I too am excited. How can being treated in such a humiliating way take such feelings away from me? Yet there is no doubt. I can feel my pointed nipples rubbing against the fabric covering my chest.

Between my legs, my clit throbs, expressing its desire to finally be touched, to finally be delivered. But that is out of the question.

Only my master has the right to pleasure right now. I look up at him with teary eyes, a physiological reflex to his attack that destroys my mouth and throat. He tightens his hand on the back of my neck, a sly expression lighting up his face.

I think he takes as much pleasure in seeing me suffer as in the act itself. This idea alone makes me shiver. I don't know where these dark desires come from. And yet, they don't scare me. On the contrary, I totally want to surrender to them. His voice, made hoarse with excitement, reaches my ears.

“I’m gonna come down your throat. You’re gonna swallow everything until the last drop. You wouldn't want to stain your pretty dress and show everyone how dirty you are, right?”

A growl from my throat is the only response he gets from me. He picks up the pace even more, seeming to go even deeper inside me, if that's possible. I fight back a gag as his cock slams into the back of my throat one last time, letting out long spurts of his hot seed.

He stays inside me for a few more moments, slowly pulling out so I can lick his cock, not missing a beat of his salty arousal.

Without moving, I watch him close his pants without looking at me. Despite the discomfort of the position, I remain perfectly still. I know, only an order from my master will allow me to change it. But for now, I have to stay like this for as long as he wants.

I keep my eyes on him, watching for any sign from him. A sigh of relief escapes my mouth when he finally turns to me. Gently, he caresses my cheek, before helping me up. I think if he hadn't, I would have been stuck on the floor, trapped by my dress.

I remain motionless, looking at him with impatience and mixed concern. I don't know what to expect now. Is he going to leave me as if nothing had happened, leaving me trembling with desire until our wedding night? Or is he going to take care of me, giving me a little pleasure in turn?

I gasp in surprise as he suddenly grabs me, pulling me towards the desk leaning against the wall. Unceremoniously, he presses on my upper back, forcing me to lean over the piece of furniture.

With the same firmness, he moves my head, turning it to the side. Thus positioned, I have a direct view of the large mirror that covers the wall.

I don't miss a bit of the show. There he is, standing behind me, his imposing presence against my body. I shudder realizing how frail I am in comparison. He could destroy me, break me with a single gesture.

Despite this disturbing thought, I can't help but get even more excited. A dark part of me would like to see what it would be like if he let all that power work out against me.

I bite my lower lip as he grips the petticoats of my dress, rolling up layer after layer on my back. Quickly, the skin on my thighs is exposed, making me shiver.

The man steps back, admiring the unobstructed view given by my position. I blush as he inspects me without the slightest emotion.

I guess that my little white lace panties must already be stained with my excitement. There's no way he won't see it, as he confirms to me just a few moments later.

“So wet, and just because you sucked me off. Who gave me such a filthy bride?”

I hide my face in my hands, ashamed as his fingers invite themselves over the fabric between my legs, as if to test my excitement. I can't hold back a moan as he presses a little harder on my clit.

The pressure is low, but enough to send a shock of pleasure through my body. A mocking sound escapes his throat at my reaction. He said it. I’m a filthy slut. I have no way to hide it.

Slowly, he lowers the piece of fabric on my legs, without bothering to remove it. Thus positioned, the panties almost look like a link wrapped around my thighs.

A stream of cool air caressing my soaked pussy makes me shiver. Being exposed like this excites me in ways I can't explain. And when the man's fingers come back to rest on my bare skin, I can't help but moan, showing him without the slightest embarrassment how much I like it.

A cry of surprise escapes my throat as, suddenly, his hand comes down on my ass. The blow is strong, powerful. In the mirror, I stare at my dominant, an expression of incomprehension on my face. He notices it and replies with a smirk.

“No, you did nothing wrong. But you’re about to become my wife. I believe that a punishment is the best way for you to remember what will happen if you ever misbehave.”

I swallow hard before nodding, to show him that I understand. My breath hitches as his hand crashes into my bottom again. The pain is intense, but delicious.

He doesn’t hold back in his blows, putting as much force into them as the last time, when I came without his permission. When I disobeyed. I'm ashamed to admit it, but that hand crushing my sensitive skin over and over does me more good than harm.

A normal person wouldn't allow to be mistreated like that. But the more time passes, the more I believe that I’m not normal. Not when I feel more drenched than ever as he continues to slap his hand on my ass.

Seeing him do it in the mirror only makes it more exciting. Thus positioned, I miss nothing of him. I can see everything, discovering this facet of his dominant personality. Powerful. Terribly seductive.

The slaps echo in the room, and I wonder if we can be heard from outside. I don't even know how long it's been since he arrived. Do people suspect what's going on here, or are they too wrapped up in their little selves to even care?

I don't care, my breathing erratic as he doesn't falter. I can see it in the mirror. My ass is red now. I'm sure I'll feel it all day. I even wonder if I will manage to sit down, so intense is the sting of his gestures.

Without my realizing it, a few tears are beading in the corner of my eyes as my fingers instinctively cling to the edge of the desk. Luckily my makeup is waterproof. I wonder what my makeup artist would think if she knew what tears come to test her work.

I breathe a sigh of relief when finally, his hands land on my damaged skin, caressing it gently. This gentle gesture almost makes me sigh with pleasure, as it contrasts with the intensity of his previous blows.

In the mirror, I watch every expression on his face. The man doesn’t really pay attention to me, his eyes fixed on his hands, like an artist in front of his work. I’m his art, and my body, his canvas.

I can't help but smile at the idea. I don't know what this marriage will bring, but as long as he continues to be interested like that in me, I know it will go well.

My breathing has returned to normal, and now I'm looking forward to what's next. It can't be too far from ceremony time now. He should leave, I should rearrange my outfit, and follow the plan for the day.

But I know only he can decide what happens next. I stay perfectly still, just enjoying his touch and his gaze on my bare skin. Who knows how long I'll have to wait before I find such a sense of peace and calm again?

My breath is cut off as his hands suddenly grab my globes to spread them, thus offering himself a more plunging view of my intimacies. I blush violently, remembering how, as he took my virginity, he thrust his finger into the most taboo part of my anatomy.

Every day, I thought about it, like a parasitic idea in the middle of this mountain of flowers, frills, and guest lists. We haven't really talked about it, and yet I know it. Sooner or later, he will want to take me there.

Otherwise, he wouldn't have touched me like that. It’s better that I get used to this idea. And quick. Because his thumb is already tracing my crenellated outline, as if to remember the feeling around his finger. I lick my lips and focus on my breathing, trying to ignore the blush rising to my cheeks.

A high-pitched squeal escapes me as, without warning, he plunges two fingers inside my pussy. I'm so soaked that they slip in without the slightest problem, giving me only a slight feeling of tightness.

They may be wide, but I know they're nothing compared to my dominant’s cock. I must prepare myself. Because I know it, our wedding night won’t be short. And it looks like he's already ready to start the festivities.

I discreetly glance at his pants. I have no doubt, the man has an erection again. No chance that he will remain in this state until the ceremony. And there's no way he'll let it go down on its own. Looks like we're going to be late for our own wedding...

So much for the guests. When he starts moving his fingers inside me, I forget everything. An obscene wet sound is already echoing through the room, only interrupted by my soft moans.

With his free hand, he tackles the closing of his pants. He seems more feverish, less in absolute control of his emotions, as he grabs his tense member. With a brisk gesture, he withdraws his fingers from my pussy, before placing them on his member, using my excitement as a rudimentary lubricant.

Staring at him in the mirror, I'm mesmerized by his actions, my breathing quickening in anticipation. One of his hands lands on my lower back, while the other guides his tip to my entrance.

I can't hold back a pathetic moan as he slides the rounded tip of his cock along my lower lips, making me yearn for a few more moments.

My entire body tenses as he finally enters me. For a few seconds, I forget to breathe. I had forgotten how thick his cock is. It's so wide, and it's only the second time I've had anything other than fingers in that tight entrance of my anatomy.

My jaw clenches as he continues to split me open. He seems to take pleasure in going slowly, but without stopping, not giving me a moment to breathe and get used to his presence.

I close my fists, my perfectly manicured fingernails digging into the palms of my hands. I'm struggling to catch my breath, and the tug I feel is as strong as the first time.

The man lets out a slight groan when finally, he is entirely inside me. I can feel the jerks of his cock, visibly delighted to be buried again in this warm and soft cavity that now belongs to him.

I moan in discomfort as he slowly pulls back, making sure the tip of his cock brushes every inch of my inner walls. My body is overheating, as if all my nerves are on fire, overreacting to the slightest of his stimulations.

Yet, as uncomfortable as it is, I know that soon the pleasure will come. So, I remain patient, focusing on my breathing to forget this feeling of tearing.

Soon, my squeals turn into light sighs of pleasure. The man lowers his hands to my hips, gripping them so tightly that I think I'll have marks.

Feeling me relax around his cock, he begins to move deeper, faster. I close my eyes, letting myself go to the now delicious sensations that run through my body.

I don't care if anyone can hear us anymore. Neither do I care if my dress wrinkle, maybe even be torn, as my body rubs against this wooden desk.

I just want to pursue this warmth that is born in the pit of my stomach, like a spark to catch. Because I know it, it will turn into fireworks, if my Master lets me come.

My clit throbs harder and harder and I feel more and more pushed towards the precipice. But before I feel too comfortable, my dominant takes control.

Without my realizing it, he puts his thumb against my tight entrance again, thrusting until he parts my jagged outline and forces his way inside me. In the mirror, I can see my mouth open in a perfect O as he continues to thrust in, only stopping once his finger is all the way inside me.

It pulls, but it doesn't hurt. It's like my burning body is opening up completely for him, letting him do absolutely anything he wants, as long as he continues to bring me this insane pleasure.

My gaze meets that of my dominant. I can see the lustful gleam in his eyes, as a smirk decorates his lips. Yes, he really likes to see what he can transform me into.

Me, the heiress, the young girl from a good family, transforms into a perfect slut under the slightest of his touches. I have not the slightest modesty, not the slightest reserve. Whatever goes through his mind, I let him do.

And if my cheeks blush violently at this thought, my mouth lets express all my perversity. My moans fill the room, I end up biting my lip, reminding myself of where I am, and who might hear us.

When he puts his hand on my clit, then I totally feel myself leaving. Before I even have to ask, he bends over me, groaning.

“Go ahead. Cum on my cock. Show me you're a good girl.”

I barely manage to moan in response to his request, as his hand presses a little harder on my nerve button. I’m a good submissive. I want to satisfy him. And it doesn't take me more than a few seconds to finally obey him.

White flashes crackle before my eyes as my entire body contracts around him, an orgasm devastating every cell of my being. That seems enough to topple him too.

With a most exciting groan, he empties into me, filling me with his seed for the second time of the day. And to think we're not even married yet. What is it going to be like on our wedding night?

I don't move, trying to get my breathing back to normal as he sits up, leaving me incredibly empty. He clicks his tongue, looking down at his hardened member.

“Look how you creamed my cock. If we had time, I would have made you clean up your act up. But we have to get ready.”

As I'm about to sit up to see the extent of the damage his assaults have done to my outfit, he presses on my back, forcing me to lie down.

Then, he rummages in his pocket, taking out a small object that I quickly identify. My eyes widen as a satisfied smile forms on my master's lips. He’s visibly proud of my reaction.

I swallow with difficulty. This day is going to be even longer than expected.


Chapter 3

Discreetly, I squeeze my fingers in the thick fabric of my dress. In front of us, the priest continues to declaim his speech in front of a full church. This wedding is the event of the year. For all these people, just to receive an invitation was an honor. The union of two powerful families is as important as a royal wedding, it seems.

Now, all eyes are on us. I’m the princess today. How many women in the room, in the world even, would kill to be in my place?

I can understand them. An attractive fiancé, plenty of money, a pretty face, a sexy body. I have everything for me, and a life all mapped out, which for many, would seem carefree.

But they don't know. They don't know what's really going on. They have no idea that, as I stand before this religious man, ready to promise to honor my husband and the laws of the Church until my last breath, I’m nothing but a slut.

On my thighs runs the seed of this man by my side. I can feel it, running with treacherous slowness every inch of my skin. Fortunately, it was this dress with multiple petticoats that was chosen for me, and not one of those form-fitting dresses which seem to be so fashionable. I think it would have shown otherwise.

My master was perfectly clear once he withdrew from me. I’m forbidden to clean myself. I must keep the traces of his passage on me until the end of the day. Until our next meeting.

He marked me, making me his in the most primal way. This wedding is only an administrative detail. It’s with his cock that he’s marked his possession, and that he announces it to the whole world. As if the men around us could know it, feel it.

Even if I find this idea a little ridiculous, I can't hide that it turns me on. And a dark part of me hopes he does it again in the future. That he forces me to attend social events, the evidence of our depravity flowing out of me as I put on my most innocent smile.

Still, I can't help but giggle. Oh, barely. I'm not sure anyone can notice. But I do move, trying to hide my nervousness and discomfort.

Because if this marking makes me ashamed, it’s only the hidden part of what he did to me. Nothing compared to this object that he took out of his pockets. Who gets married with a hidden plug inside of her?

I swallow as the priest continues to declaim his holy words. Images come back to me. I see my dominant, pushing the small silicone object against my soaked entrance, covering it with our mixed excitements to lubricate it.

Then he pushed my globes aside again, smiling as he watched my taboo hole, offered to him. I looked down and hid my head in my arms, trying to disappear to face the immense shame that gripped my stomach.

All the air in my lungs escaped when he forced this small object into the most taboo place of my anatomy. It’s barely wider than his fingers, and shorter. Still, I feel like I'm torn in half.

Yet I know, his cock will be much larger than this little toy. I don't know how I will manage to bear it. But I will have to. Because a man who hides a plug in this part of your anatomy on your wedding day won’t settle for that. I'm sure now, he'll take me all. Maybe even on our wedding night.

I swallow hard, glancing sideways at my fiancé. He wears the same serious expression that is so usual to him. In a way, it's reassuring. He does not change. He is like a beacon in the middle of the night. An anchor point in this chaotic day.

I can't hold back a slight smile as he in turn looks at me. Discreetly, his eyes glide over my body, lingering here and there on my highlighted curves. My cheeks flush slightly.

For an outside look, he’s doing nothing special, just glancing at his fiancée. But I know better than that. I know the truth. It's discreet, but in the back of his gaze is a touch of lust. Of desire.

And that's enough to set my whole body on fire. Because I know it, the man imagines me naked and offered to him. Perhaps he’s already fantasizing about the idea of replacing this plug to submit me once and for all to his perverse will.

I nervously lick my lips before looking away, returning my attention to the priest. I must look like the perfect young girl. Modest and humble before the law of God.

No one knows that right now, my nipples are sticking out in excitement, rubbing against the fabric of my dress. And that, on my thighs, the seed of my master is now joined by a new excitement.

Marriage is supposed to be the happiest day in a woman's life, or so it seems. However, I have only one desire: that it ends. The hours seem endless. As if there was an eternity between now and the moment when I find myself naked and on my knees in front of my master.

Ready to prove to him that I hadn't lied. I will be a good wife. A good submissive. His, until the end.

A shiver takes me when finally, the ceremony ends. With his characteristic discretion, my now husband leans toward me, his voice as much as his words making me shiver.

“I'll come see you when you change your dress. Make sure you're alone.”


Chapter 4

Nervously, I pace the room, my dress swirling around my legs as I come and go. Somehow, I managed to get rid of the others. Finally, a few moments of peace.

I know it though, it won't be long. Soon, someone will come back, wanting to fix my hairstyle, my outfit. I'm even supposed to change that dress.

The timing of the day is tight, and yet, I don't care. All I can think about right now is my lover, and his promise. He will join me in this room. He didn't tell me why, but you don't need to be a diviner to figure it out.

Considering what we've been doing since the beginning of the day, he must have a very precise idea of how to use this time alone, just him and me. Just thinking about it makes my nipples pointing.

I don't care anymore that there's a crowd of guests there, waiting for us to party all night long and celebrate our union. I would send them home right away if I had the choice.

I bite my lip, nervous. He must hurry. Soon, a dresser will come to change my dress. We don't have a lot of time ahead of us.

My body freezes, when finally, the door of the bedroom opens. Instinctively, I rush towards my master who appears on the threshold. I probably shouldn't be so passionate, but it's stronger than me.

I want him. I want to once again lose myself in his powerful arms and forget everything about the outside world.

But I stop short when someone else appears behind him. His best man. One of his best friends, a being just as attractive as him.

I frown before blushing. I was so sure he was coming for another intimate session, that I didn't think of any other possibility. I plaster a smile to my lips, trying to hide my embarrassment. I must focus.

Even if he wants a good submissive, a little sexual object fulfilling all his desires, I must not forget that he also wants a good wife. Someone who knows how to behave in society, who help him have a good image. And this role is not made for a slut.

My anxiety reappears as another man enters the room. The one we hired to film our wedding. I give my now-husband a questioning look, trying to figure out what's going on here.

He says nothing, glancing at his friend before approaching me. For a moment, I forget my interrogations as he cups my face in his hands, kissing me a little harder than he should in public. Then he looks at me, his steel blue eyes seeming to want to probe every bit of my soul.

“You remember what you said to me when we got engaged, right? That you want to be a good wife, and a good submissive?”

My eyes widen in surprise. I can't help but look to the side to see if the others have heard it. He spoke out loud, not bothering to whisper in my ear.

My master grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him again. His gaze is neither stern nor threatening. But I know it, I had better answer him, and quickly.

With a trembling voice, I manage to whisper a slight yes, Master. A satisfied smile forms on his lips. After a light caress on my cheek, he takes a few steps away, before showing his best friend with a nod.

“I don't think I told you, but it's thanks to Matthew that we're getting married today. I wasn't sure you were the right one, but he had the right arguments. And I have to admit… he was right. So, I thought that our wedding day is a good opportunity to thank him, don’t you think?”

I stare at my husband, totally confused. Of course, if he's the one who got me to where I am today, I'll thank him... But I'm not quite sure how I should do this.

A shiver runs through me when my dominant runs his hand over the bare skin of my neck, suddenly appearing clearer. A terrified expression on my face, I look at him. He doesn't really ask me what I believe, does he?

Yet, judging by the lustful glint in his eyes, and the smirk that parts his lips, that's it. I swallow hard, not knowing how to react to this unexpected news.

I had prepared for everything. I had imagined him putting a bigger plug inside me, to other toys on my body. But to be shared with his friend? That, I would never have imagined.

Suddenly I remember that there is someone else in the room. The videographer. Why is he there? Without my having to ask the question, my dominant answers me.

“Matthew is about to taste the best submissive he will ever have. It would be rude of me not to give him a something to relive it, don't you think?”

Mechanically, I nod my head, not really knowing what I believe or what I think. My mind is completely blank. All I can think about right now is that another man gonna see me naked, gonna touch me.

And despite all the fear it creates in me, I feel something even more familiar. Excitement. Slowly the dominant leans over me.

“You remember your safe word, right?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

“Do you want to say it now?”

I swallow with difficulty. This is my exit door. I know it, if I say no, he will respect it. He will surely be disappointed, and the others too. But I have the right to say it.

However, it does not take me more than a second of reflection to sketch a slight no with my head. I told him. I’m ready to discover all of his world, to satisfy the least of his desires. And if that means being used by his handsome friend, then I will.

I barely had time to give my answer, that already, the hands of my master are on me. With a forceful gesture, he grabs the fabric of my dress, pulling on it with force until it tears it. I can say goodbye to my dress. Too bad, it was pretty.

I shake my head. It's really not the kind of thoughts that should haunt me. In an instant, I find myself in lingerie, exposed to the eyes of these men riveted on my body.

I look down, feeling my cheeks glow bright red. Other than my doctor, only Charles had seen me naked before. Now everyone can see my white, almost transparent lingerie set.

A sexy choice that I had only intended for my husband's eyes. But he’s the one deciding now. And if he wants to give me to his friends, I don't see what I could do to stop him. Apart from pronouncing this safe word that I don’t want yet to use.

My eyes fixed on my master, I watch him undo his tie with an almost indecent slowness. Then he grabs my wrists, sliding the silk tie over my skin to bind my hands.

The last time too, he tied me up. But then I had no spectators. No one to see how far I'm willing to let him go. I dare not turn my head to look at the others. Yet, I know that they don’t miss a crumb of the show.

My master tugs on the tie, making sure I'm secure. Then, firmly, he presses on my shoulders, silently inviting me to kneel before him. Obediently, I comply, descending until my knees meet the carpet covering the room.

I keep my eyes on him, patiently waiting to know my fate. He strokes my hair distractedly, more to show his superiority over me than to reassure me, I think. It does not matter. In any case, I appreciate this contact, even light.

A few seconds later, he deprives me of it, stepping aside and nodding to his friend. I don't dare look at him yet, so what I see first of him are his perfectly polished shoes appearing in front of my knees.

My entire body freezes when I hear the distinct sound of a belt coming undone, a zipper coming down.

“Look at me.”

With difficulty, I obey this harsh growl. I never would have thought that it would be so difficult for me to obey a man who’s not my dominant. However, I know it, this is what my master expects of me.

Slowly, I raise my eyes to him. Even though he doesn't have Charles' charisma, he's still just as intimidating. I shudder as his fingers slide over my face, wandering until they stop on my lips.

With a sudden gesture, he draws the contours, as if he wanted to spread my lipstick. Then, unceremoniously, he plunges his thumb into my mouth, driving it as deep as possible.

I cough at this unpleasant intrusion. Still, it's only a finger, and from what I saw when I looked up at him, his cock is way bigger than that.

Even if he’s not as long as my dominant, he remains very well endowed. And thick, above all. So thick that I don't know if I can open my mouth wide enough to take it.

And yet, it will have to be done. Because quickly, the guy removes his thumb and grabs his cock. Slowly, he slides his long fingers down his length, keeping his eyes on me.

I remain perfectly still, trying to calm my heart, which is beating faster and faster. It doesn't take him long to run his hand through my hair without the slightest delicacy. I'm just a toy for him. A means to an end.

Without the slightest hesitation, I open my mouth, letting him slip his cock inside me without any ceremony. All my efforts are focused on my breathing. He’s even wider than I realized.

And yet, I have to hold on. I must prove to my master that I am worthy of him. Worthy of taking his orders, even the most lustful. Even the ones that make me the most ashamed.

The man doesn't seem to care about my thoughts at all. He is far too absorbed by his cock which plunges centimeter after centimeter into me. How could I blame him? It's not every day that you come across such a docile woman.

I nearly choke as Matthew continues his dive, giving me absolutely no respite. It's only when he's finally completely in me that he stops, his fingers undoing my bun a little more as he grips it, forcing me to stay in place.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, waiting for what happens next. He remains calm, perfectly master of himself. I wonder how he and my dominant met. Maybe they share the same practices. Maybe he's a dominant too.

Whether he is or not, it doesn't matter. He treats me like my master would. Like a slut that shouldn’t be spared.

Without wasting another moment, he begins to move in my mouth, giving me little gasps that I can't control. A glance to the side brings me face to face with my dominant.

He smiles, visibly enjoying the show. I blush as he begins to speak, reminding me of the presence of the cameraman among us.

“Come closer. Make sure we can see her face. It’s something we’ll want to remember.”

I feel my cheeks turning red, the ever more powerful shame of being treated like this. Still, I can't really claim not to like it. Between my legs, my excitement is at its peak.

My clit is throbbing, and if either of them wanted it, I'd be ready to spread my legs. To welcome them one by one, if that could ease this feeling in the pit of my stomach. It's like an itch, a spot on your back that you can't reach without someone helping you.

So, I focus on the task, desperately trying to satisfy this man in my mouth to prove to everyone that I am a good girl. That I deserve to be treated well in return.

But that is not for me to decide. I know it very well, my dominant could totally decide not to give me anything. To leave me there, shaking and desperate, covered in their seeds as he forced me back into the reception room.

I shudder and close my eyes, trying to get the idea out of my head. For the moment, nothing else matters but this large cock that invades my mouth. I can't believe I'm doing this. But when I think my embarrassment at its peak, the bedroom door opens again.

My body freezes when, out of the corner of my eye, I can see who has just joined us. I feel like I'm dying of shame and would give anything to disappear in a heartbeat. Because there, on the doorstep, stands the priest who has just married us.

It hasn't been an hour since we swore loyalty, and now I find myself with another man's cock in my mouth. Oh, sure, I do it out of obedience to my husband. But I'm not sure that's what our vows meant.

Tears of shame begin to well up in the corner of my eyes. Impatiently, I wait for the man in me to stop, step back to close his pants. That he acts like any man caught shoving his cock down the bride's throat. But he doesn't. He continues his thrusts, even accelerating them.

My attention turns from the churchman to Matthew. With the tip of his thumb, he crushes the few tears that have run down my cheeks. Yet, this is not enough to make him stop. He loves what he does far too much to feel embarrassed, it seems.

He proves it to me for good, a few seconds later. In a vile gasp, he empties into me, keeping my hair tight in his fist to make sure I don't miss a single drop of his seed.

When he pulls away from me, I look down at the ground, too ashamed to meet the priest's gaze. Because I can't deny it, I liked being treated like that. My husband is the first to speak.

“Father. You can see the depravity of my new wife.”

My eyes widen, and for a bit, and I want to protest. He's the one who put me in this position. He who opened the doors to all these practices that I thought were reserved for films and books for adults.

But I don't have to say anything. I must remain his good submissive. Besides, anything I say could make my situation worse if I'm not careful. When the voice of the priest resounds in turn, my whole being tenses.

“I see it. All this deserves punishment. She must do penance.”

“She's all yours.”

The best man moves away, leaving me horribly alone in the middle of the room. The priest approaches me. He says nothing, but a single movement of his hand on my shoulders is enough to put me on all fours.

I focus on my balance made precarious by my tied hands. The blush floods my cheeks as he’s now behind me. Without hesitating for a moment, he pulls on my panties, bringing them down violently on my thighs. He doesn't bother to take them off.

Apparently, all he needs is access to my pussy. I shudder at this idea. I know from where he stands, he can see all of my excitement. And even... A gasp escapes my throat as the man presses the plug, clicking his tongue.

“It's even worse than I thought. I'm going to have to use the hard way to get her back on track.”

Before I can figure out what it is, intense pain shoots through my body. He just hit my ass with an unknown object. A few more taps, and I understand what it's all about.

A rosary, whose hard beads will leave many marks on my thin skin, I'm sure. The pain is intense, and yet everything is mixed up in my mind. I can no longer think. It only took two punishments from my master for these sensations to now turn into pleasure for my brain.

I shouldn't be so soaked being punished by a priest. And yet, I feel my excitement flowing down my thighs. I'm ready to be taken, by anyone. My high-pitched cries and the snapping of prayer beads on my skin are the only sounds that resonate in the room.

I look up, as my master just crouches down in front of me. He doesn't need to touch me to keep me quietly in this position, shame consuming me as his eyes probe me.

Finally, the beating stops, and I can't help but relax my body slightly. But my relief is only short-lived.

I feel the man crouch down behind me, his warmth radiating against my burning ass. I look at my master with incomprehension. It's not really going to happen, right?

“You're going to let Father Andrew fill you up like the good little slut you are, understood? He’s going to empty himself inside you, and you’ll take it all.”

My mouth opens but no sound comes out. Before I even have time to react, the man enters without any preparation in my soaked pussy.

I can't help moaning, new tears of shame welling up in the corner of my eyes. Never have I felt so humiliated. I'm just a little toy, something passed from hand to hand, without my opinion being really asked.

Oh sure, if I really wanted to, I could say my safe word, or fight back. But I don't want to. I want to be degraded like this. I want to continue to feel these feelings so intense, so taboo.

As the man bustles behind me, I indulge myself, enjoying the gentle warmth of his cock inside me. It's nothing like what my master has made me so far, but it's enough to give my over-stimulated body a good time.

My master pats my cheek condescendingly, before standing up. I follow him with my gaze, not missing the nod he gives to the cameraman. He looks at Charles incredulously, as if to verify that he has understood correctly. So, my dominant clarifies.

“Matthew, could you film for a while? Our friend can have a little good time too, right?”

I swallow before letting out a long moan. The priest has just put his hand on my clit. It's not strong enough to send me into orgasm, but enough to give me pleasure.

It’s without resistance that I welcome the last man who has not yet touched me. He looks nervous, I think it's the first time he's done that. So, for fun and provocation, I give him a sensual look. If I'm a slut, I can be a seductress too, right?

It doesn't take much for him to quickly undo his belt and pull his already stretched cock out of his pants. With the impatience of a man living his first time, he slips it into my mouth.

He is of medium size, but his speed causes me some coughing. It does not matter. I no longer have the slightest thought. I turn into a machine to satisfy these men, my brain going offline as my body gets pounded from all sides.

The priest lasts much longer than I had imagined for a man supposed to remain chaste. Perhaps he too cheats a bit on his contract relaying him with God.

All I know is that his cock is doing me a lot of good, and my moans against the other man's cock are getting louder and louder. Every time the priest pounds me, an indecent wet sound echoes around the room, proving to everyone how much I want this.

My master may be rough, but it's clear now that he's not forcing me into anything. I'm just a little thing now, totally controlled by her desires. And when the priest presses a little harder on my clit, I totally lose my footing.

My body shakes as an orgasm runs through my whole body. I could collapse, if I wasn't held so tightly by the bodies of these two men surrounding me.

The priest soon follows me, hooking my hips to make sure his seed goes deep inside me. I blush at this thought. I can't believe I got bred by a priest on my wedding day.

It doesn't make the slightest sense, but it excites me more than ever. I just came, and I think I would be ready to start again right away. As the man withdraws from me, I return my attention to the cameraman, putting more ardor into sucking him, deploying the little of my knowledge to make him come.

Imitating Matthew, he grabs my now messy hair, pounding my mouth until it's full. I swallow without being asked. I then resume my submissive position, eyes lowered to the ground, waiting for more to come.

It's my dominant who approaches, gently patting my head before moving towards my rear end. Will he want to take me again, now that I'm dripping with another man's seed?

His response comes quickly. Charles removes the plug still hidden in my taboo entrance. My entire body tenses, yet I barely react when he presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to lean forward until my face is on the carpet.

Then, I hear a wet sound echoing in the room. A few moments later, the man touches me again. I bite my lip as his lube drenched cock is already pushing against my most taboo intimacy.

I can't believe he actually does that. Oh sure, I had expected this to happen. But I thought it would take place in the privacy of our bridal suite, or on our honeymoon.

Not that it happens now, in the short interlude of our wedding, when all our guests are waiting for us, and other men are present, ready to discover the extent of my depravity. I shouldn't accept all of this. It's bad. And yet, I don’t stop him. I don’t want to.

Without question, the man pushes his cock into me. It's as if my brain goes offline, while my body undergoes this unknown intrusion. It has nothing to do with the plug, nor with his fingers.

I feel like I'm torn in two. That I will never recover from this feeling. It opens my body and takes possession of the last bits of my soul. After that, he won't have anything else to take. I would have already given him everything.

And despite the great shame I feel, I am also relieved. I had feared this moment, afraid of not being able to pass this terrifying ordeal. And yet, here I am, accepting every inch of him inside me.

I don't know how, but he manages to fully enter me. I never would have believed this possible. He who is so wide, so long. It's as if in the end, my body had been made for him. As if recognizing its owner and letting him take what is rightfully his.

I would have almost forgotten the presence of the others, if Matthew had not decided to approach me, the camera fixed on my face while my dominant begins to perform his comings and goings in my taboo entrance.

I close my eyes, as much to ignore this intruder who invites himself into such an intimate moment between my master and me, as to appreciate every moment of this new experience. From time to time, I let out a squeal of discomfort.

The man doesn’t slow down. I must learn to take him without resisting. And then, I must admit that I like the brutality he shows with me. His power only makes him sexier.

As I begin to appreciate these new sensations, my dominant decides to reward me for my good behavior. With a brisk gesture, he puts his hand on my clit, pressing it with force and expertise. There is no doubt about it, the man knows my body better than I know it myself.

I never thought I could come with a cock in my ass. And yet, a few more moves are all it takes for the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced to ground my body.

The man has to wrap his free arm around my hips to keep me in my position. Encouraged by my reaction, he quickens his own movements, even allowing himself to let out a few grunts worthy of an animal in heat.

Still in the mists of orgasm, I barely feel him emptying into me. I only emerge a few minutes later, when my dominant, while inserting a bigger plug, whispers in my ear.

“Be a good girl. Keep my seed in you. I want to find everything back when I take you again later.”


Chapter 5

A blissful smile glued to my lips, I observe the dance floor. Everyone seems to be having a good time. Yet I know it, no one had as much fun as me today. I should feel ashamed, dirty even, to have let them treat me like this.

Maybe I should have hidden myself, never appeared in public again. And yet, I have never felt better than in this moment. I think my now husband has figured me out. I’m indeed a slut.

We all came back into the room as if nothing had happened. And now they can watch me play the perfect little bride, chaste and modest. Yet they know it. There is nothing chaste in me anymore. Absolutely nothing.

I lick my lips, trying to ignore the feel of the plug inside me. If this assignment was just a taste of my wedding night, I wonder what our honeymoon will be like.

Maybe I won’t do nothing else but lie in bed, legs spread, letting him take whatever he wants from me, unable to move after hours of taking him in me.

My cheeks flush at the thought, yet I can't help but smile again and again. To everyone here, I must look like a radiant bride full of hope for her future. No one can know the real reasons that lead me to smile like this.

So much the better. All those fine folks would probably be shocked to learn of the depraved ways of the little Davis heiress.

Still, if they bothered to take a closer look, they could see on my neck, barely concealed under a thick layer of foundation, the hickey left by my husband. The mark of my dominant.

It's just a tiny thing, and yet knowing it’s there excites me as much as receiving it. To be exhibited like this, to be his property, that's all I want now.

In a corner of the room, he talks with his friends. I can't help but blush when his best friend stares at me. I know that from now on, every time we meet, his eyes will remind me of my depraved actions on my wedding day.

Again, my mind wanders. I think of the wedding night and what will come next. To all these things that he still has to make me discover. I can't stop thinking about our future home. His penthouse.

Does he have a room totally dedicated to his darkest desires, as I have read in some erotic books? A place where he can express all his dominant power. At this idea, I feel the excitement reborn in the pit of my stomach.

I snap out of my lustful thoughts when I see my maid of honor approaching me. A longtime friend, someone with whom I have always shared everything. And yet, that, I hid from her.

She has no idea I'm no longer a virgin, let alone the depravities my husband did to me before we were even truly engaged. She who has always tried to make me sleep with the first comer, she would surely be shocked to learn of what I did on my first time.

But she will never know. So, I resume a modest face as she sits down next to me.

“So Alex, your wedding night is coming up. You’re sure you don't want me to give you some advice? I'm very good you know. I could teach you a thing or two.”

I can't help but laugh softly. If only she knew. I need none of her lessons to satisfy my husband.

“Don't worry, I'll manage.”

“As you wish! So, nervous?”

My gaze meets Charles's across the room. For long seconds, we stare at each other, a glow of burning desire on our faces. This is enough to inflame me whole. So, without thinking any more, I answer honestly to my friend.

“No. I can’t wait.”





HIS SUBMISSIVE HOTWIFE


Chapter 1

“Send me the proposal, I'll take a look at it.”

I look up, watching my now-husband pacing the terrace in front of me. It doesn't matter if this is our honeymoon. When you have an empire like his to run, you don't take breaks.

Not even to admire your new wife, totally naked in the pool.

It’s his order. As soon as we pass the door of this luxurious villa that shelters our honeymoon, I must undress. That’s my husband's will. My dominant’s will.

We have been married for a week, and I must say that I’m adapting very well to my new role as submissive. I, who was still a virgin before knowing him, have become the perfect companion for his most lustful desires.

And to think that not so long ago, I hardly knew this man. The marriage was arranged, a simple way to unite two already powerful families.

If Charles is older than me, I must admit that I never thought I would find such a good match. And such a good lover.

I also never thought I would be capable of so much depravity. Everything he asks of me, I give him. Without asking myself any questions.

That's how I found myself, before our wedding day was over, on all fours in the middle of a room, taking him in my most taboo entrance. And with public, at that.

His best man was present, as was the priest who married us. My husband even gave me to them, letting them visit every part of my body without the slightest shame.

I swallow and lick my lips, fondly remembering those feelings. I have never felt so humiliated in my life. And yet, if I had to, I would do it again.

I who thought I was a nice, well-behaved girl, this man reveals that, deep down, I’m the most depraved woman there is. A slut ready to do anything to receive a little pleasure and attention.

If this were to be known, it would be a scandal. Girls like me are supposed to be the good wives, the ones who make their husbands shine in society, and give them a perfect family. Not be the mistress that they go see in secret to satisfy their darkest needs and desires.

But I really don’t care. I want to be both. To prove to my master that he will never need anyone but me. And so far, I believe it works.

I decide to have a little fun as he continues his call. As elegantly as I can, I kick my legs to change places in the pool. Then, I stare intently at him, hoping to catch his attention.

Before he even turns his head towards me, I take my breasts in my hands, playing with them innocently. I grab them with force, making them even more imposing with these simple gestures.

Then, I catch my tips already starting to tense. I close my eyes, slowly savoring this feeling so pleasant. I probably shouldn't feel that way. Not when my husband has been restless since we arrived, taking me any time and any way he can.

We barely left the villa. I had dreamed of the crystal-clear waters of this paradise island for weeks. And now, I only see them from the position in which my master decides to take me.

Whether my head is hanging in the air, or whether I'm taken doggy style against the villa's huge bay windows... The view is still just as pleasant. And the activity, much more delicious than lazing on the beach or strolling through the narrow streets of the village.

I can't hold back a few moaning sighs. I don’t understand how I can be so sensitive. Ever since my master started training me, the slightest stimulation is enough to get me off the ground.

I open my eyes again and freeze. Still on the phone, my dominant now has his full attention on me. His gaze is intense, almost stern. And yet, I don't stop.

Licking my lips sensually, I continue to touch myself, exaggerating my movements to try to stir up desire in the man. With a mischievous smile on my lips, I slide my hand on my belly.

The man does not miss a beat, his eyes fixed on these fingers which disappear under the water. Can he tell them apart, as they press against my clit, making me moan more?

I bite my lip as his raspy voice echoes.

“I’ll call you back later.”

Slowly, he puts his phone in his pocket, before approaching me with his predatory gait. I swallow with difficulty.

Maybe I took things a bit too far. I know, I'm not really supposed to make decisions on my own. He's the master of the game. He decides my pleasure. And judging by the stern look on his face, he's about to remind it to me.

I shudder as he motions me to join him by the pool. I nervously comply. I've barely reached him when he grips my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him.

“You want to explain to me what you think you’re doing?”

I stammer, suddenly unable to provide a clear answer. His steel-blue eyes make me lose all my means, and I now regret my provocation. The man resumes, making me shiver.

“I was ready to give you a romantic evening. But I think you need a punishment.”


Chapter 2

I can't help fidgeting, trying to get used to the unpleasant feeling. When my master told me about a punishment, that's really not what I thought.

The excitement was born in my belly, as I imagined myself already lying on his lap. With his large hand, he would have spanked my ass again and again, making me tremble under his power. Just the prospect made me wet.

From that day when he took my virginity, he made me discover how much I enjoy being in pain. It doesn't make the slightest sense. And yet, each time his hand or his belt smash against my raw skin, pleasure and pain blend into a most delicious combination.

Unfortunately for me, that's not what my master wants to do tonight. What he has planned is far less comfortable. Much more shameful.

I can hardly focus on what surrounds us. This small village with colorful houses seems to be the perfect place for a couple on honeymoon, celebrating their love.

But between us, no love. Only lust.

This is confirmed again tonight, while I try to keep a normal gait. I feel like everyone is watching me. Like everyone can see it. I know it though, it's in my head.

Only me and my dominant know that right now, a tiny vibrating egg is hidden between my thighs, ready to turn on at any moment.

I can't stop my mind from wandering. I can still see when he took me out of the pool, leading me to the bedroom and laying me down on the silk sheets of our bed, still soaked from my bath.

“Spread your legs,” he told me in such a stern tone that my body acted before I even had time to think about it. My breath hitched when he approached me, a tube of lubricant and this then unknown object in his hands.

It didn't take me long to figure out what it was for. He installed it in me in an almost clinical way. The egg entered without the slightest difficulty. How can only a few caresses and my dominant's gaze on my body put me in such states of excitement?

For long moments, I waited for him to turn it on, to show me the feeling of this little toy inside me. But he didn't. No. He preferred to go into the huge dressing room and come back with the sexiest dress I own.

Its fabric is light and almost transparent. Certainly not the kind of clothes I was used to in the past. But he bought it for me. He can decide everything. Even if it means exposing the body he owns in full view.

I put it on without a word, respecting my master's command. No underwear. I am completely exposed. I know, if my nipples tense, or if I start getting too wet, everyone will see it.

I then put on a pair of high heels, making my legs look endless, and my curves sexy. Before we went out, he added one last detail to my outfit. A collar.

It's a novelty, something he introduced me to since we arrived here. Another way for him to mark his possession on me.

I should probably find that degrading. And yet, I love the feel of leather against my bare skin. It’s as if it were his own hand holding me, once again proving to me his power over me.

Now in the street, I try to focus on my steps, to look as natural as possible. Like a young bride living the best days of her life. Not like a depraved woman, leaving this man she barely knows have all powers over her.

A scream escapes my throat, right there in the middle of the street. I nearly stumble, caught only by my dominant’s firm hand wrapped around my arm.

With a sweet voice, he says loud enough for people who have turned in our path to hear him.

“Are you okay, honey? Watch out for those stones, they're dangerous.”

I can't hold back a murderous gaze, only increasing his amusement. Because it wasn't the cobblestones or my heels that caused me to lose my balance. No.

Viciously, the man turned on the toy deep inside me, giving me no sign that he was going to. He gives me a smile, pretending to help me. Yet, if he really wanted to help me, he'd turn off that toy between my thighs.

But that, I must not count on it. So, I do everything I can to focus, to ignore the growing heat in the pit of my stomach.

I still don't know where he's taking me like this. He had promised me a romantic evening. But it's torture. And who knows what else he has in mind? The perversity of this man seems limitless.

I complain about it, yet that's exactly what I expect of him. He got me addicted to his ways, and now I would find it hard to live without it. I breathe a slight sigh of relief when he finally turns off the object.

My mouth drops open in surprise as I find out where we'll be spending the evening. A table apart from the others in a romantic restaurant. A tree, lanterns. A perfect place, if it weren't for the toy menace.

Without hesitation, I grab the hand that my husband extends to me, letting him guide me to our table. I can't take my eyes off the man. Under this soft light, he seems even more beautiful than usual.

Even though he is older than me, he’s one of the most attractive men I’ve ever seen. His square jaw could have made him a model. And his body? He could have served as a model for one of these talented sculptors. And he’s all mine now.

The start of this dinner is going like a dream. We laugh, almost as true lovers. But despite this romantic mood, he doesn’t forget what he had planned. And even less that this is supposed to be a punishment.

So, without warning, he turns the toy inside me on again, causing me to moan uncontrollably. I bite my lip, seeing the waiter come back to us. I must stand firm. I can't let this stranger notice my embarrassment, nor understand what is happening, there, before his eyes. That the lovely newlywed couple might not be so cute after all.

Of course, my dominant has another idea in mind. With a treacherous gesture, he raises the vibrations within me, turning my voice into a high-pitched moan. If the waiter notices something, he doesn't say anything, taking my order before walking away.

My breathing gets heavier, and I try to focus on the questions my dominant asks me, on where I would like to live, how many children I would like to have…These kinds of questions that couples normally discuss before the wedding.

And most importantly, without either of them curled up on the table, fighting intense and faster vibrations inside them. I feel more and more soaked.

I don't know how much quicker this devil thing can go on. Every time I think it’s maxed out, my dominant finds even more, increasing the power of the toy. I don't have to look down to know that my nipples are sticking out through my dress.

Luckily, we're a bit apart, otherwise everyone could see it. I can't ignore the waiter's gaze on me though. My dress is low cut, and I know his eyes can see my state of excitement.

I try to ignore him, looking away at the moonlit sea. It would surely be one of the happiest moments of my life, if it weren't for this toy torturing me over and over again.

I can barely breathe now. My master eats as if nothing was going on, enjoying this delicious meal in this magical place. I close my eyes for a moment, trying to regain control over my emotions.

But it becomes impossible. This is all way too much stimulation. I give my master a pleading look, a pathetic squeak escaping my lips. Without looking up from his plate, he questions me.

“Is there something you want to tell me, Baby Girl?”

I swallow with difficulty. I know it. He likes it when I say these things out loud. It's part of his control games. I'm ashamed to death, yet I know that I have no other choice if I want to receive what I want. So, my cheeks red from this humiliation, I say in a timid voice.

“Can… Can I come? Please, Master.”

My dominant’s mouth stretches into a slight smirk. He doesn't respond immediately, licking his lips all too sexily before taking another bite out of his meal. He takes all this time to eat it, before finally answering me.

“Really, Alexandra. Wanting such a thing in the middle of a restaurant. Who gave me such a depraved wife?”

My cheeks are burning. His words are like a reality check. So absorbed in these licentious games and the orgasm about to devastate me, I had almost forgotten where we are.

However, I can't hold back a new squeal, the excitement far too powerful now for me to completely contain. It feels like hours go by, waiting for his answer. I don't know if I'll be able to hold back any longer. I must. Otherwise, he will punish me.

With exaggerated slowness, the man puts down his fork, before meticulously wiping his mouth. Then, his hand slips under the table as his voice finally reaches my ears.

“Come.”

It's as if a weight is lifted from my shoulders as the vibrations accelerate further. I can't hold back a few high-pitched squeals as my lower abdomen contracts, sending me into the most delicious of orgasms.

At this moment, I thank him internally for having booked this table away from everyone. If we had been in the heart of the restaurant, there is no doubt that everyone would have noticed our play and would have seen me come without the slightest restraint.

My cheeks flush as the waiter appears. I can't help but wonder if he understood what we did. He arrived very quickly. Too quickly. I'm sure he heard me. I don't see how he could have missed that.

However, he remains professional, acting as if nothing had happened. He leaves as quickly as he arrived, only reappearing once our desserts are ready to be served. All the while, my master keeps his eyes fixed on me.

He turned the toy off, giving me some respite. But I know him well enough to know that I mustn't let my guard down. It could come back any moment. I must be ready.

And yet, when he proves me right a few moments later, a cry escapes me. Surprised, I drop my spoon loudly into my dish.

He didn't just turn the toy back on. He put on the strongest vibration immediately, not caring about my already over-stimulated pussy. It's almost unpleasant, it's so intense, and yet I know I have to put up with it.

I can't do anything to stop it, except say my safe word. The only means at my disposal to counter the omnipotence of this dominant yet so powerful. But I don't want to use it. Not for something so trivial.

I grit my teeth and go back to enjoying my dessert as if nothing had happened. Charles decides to play a bit more with me.

“Don't get too full. I have another dessert for you to taste after that.”

My body tenses at this affirmation. No need to be a diviner to understand where he is coming from. I swallow hard, lowering my eyes in an attempt to hide my shame and worry.

I can't get my mind off the idea that he's going to ask me to get on all fours, there, in the middle of the restaurant. That he will force me to suck his cock as if we were in the privacy of our villa.

Despite the shame that invades me in the face of this degrading idea, I feel turned on again. I would be ready to do that.

The man laughs softly seeing my embarrassment but says nothing. We remain in this silence filled with sexual tension until the waiter arrives, the bill in hand. My husband pays it without blinking, before getting up and extending his hand to me.

“Let's go have some fun.”

◆◆◆

I take the soda my dominant hands me, before watching the dance floor. It's not really what I imagined when he talked about having fun. But I must admit that I’m not against a little rest.

He finally stopped that damned egg inside me, letting me come to my senses. Oh, I'm not fooled. I know perfectly well that he will eventually turn it on again. But for now, I'm savoring the moment, trying to ignore how soaked I am.

Fortunately, the dim light of this club gives me some protection. I'm sure my excitement shows through my skirt. I'm sure I even stained my chair at the restaurant.

I hope we won't be going back there until the end of our stay. I could never look the waiter in the eye after this most embarrassing experience.

From this upstairs VIP room, I can see everything going on in the club. Sensual bodies that come and go to the music.

I come out of my observation when my master suddenly gets up. A man has just entered the private room. Before I have time to really observe him, my husband is taking him in his arms, in the way men sometimes have.

After a few moments of greeting and patting each other on the back enthusiastically, the two men turn to me, as if they suddenly remembered my presence.

“Your new wife, I presume. Congratulations mate, that's a nice little spouse you find there.”

I blush shyly as I shake the hand the man holds out to me.

“Alexandra, this is Simon, a friend from college.”

After a short exchange of courtesies, the three of us sit down. I resume my observation of the room, only listening distractedly to their conversation. Most of the time they exchange memories or talk about people I don't know exist.

That’s ok. I was brought up to be a nice, pretty girl, the kind to listen to conversations in silence. Soon, three other men join us. Old friends from college too, now all associated with Simon. And owners of this club.

As they continue to exchange, I swallow hard. My dominant has just reignited the toy in me. For the moment, it’s very light. I hardly feel the vibrations. But I know the man. He's definitely not going to settle for that.

To add to my torment, his hand absently caresses my thigh. I feel like I'm liquefying, I'm so excited. And I have to make every effort in the world to listen to Simon speaking to me.

“We are all very sorry that we could not be there for your wedding. But you know how it is, business comes first.”

I nod, remaining mute as the vibrations inside me increase. I know it, my high-pitched voice would betray what is happening there, a few inches from them. The way their friend plays with his wife. It's Charles who answers, an undisguised pride in his voice.

“You have no idea what you missed. I had the best marriage a man could dream of. Right, Honey? Maybe we should show them the videos…”

My entire body freezes as I suddenly understand my husband's insinuations. He's not talking about the footage of the ceremony, or of our first dance. No.

He talks about that time when I just had to change my dress for the evening. When he joined me with the priest, the best man, and the cameraman. About how they all take me one after another, and how it was all immortalized forever.

I had no idea he would ever want to share this video with others. And yet that’s what he’s suggesting, I have no doubt about it.

I ignore his question, leaning into his ear, stammering.

“Can I go freshen up, Master?”

The man smirks, but nods anyway. Without delay, I get up and walk away, as he raises the vibrations in me even more. I jump slightly before focusing on my steps.

If the others looked at me, I'm sure they understood. Nobody walks like that, squirming. Maybe they even saw the excitement stain on the thin fabric of my dress…

When I finally manage to reach the toilet, I rush to the sink. Without elegance, I splash water on my face, trying to ignore the delicious vibrations inside me. And especially the idea that out there, my master is showing his friends what a slut the woman he married is.

Maybe if they had been at the wedding, they too would have participated in my degradation. I feel my cheeks flush again. But not of shame this time. No. Of excitement. Because all these men are incredibly attractive. I’m starting to believe that my husband only befriends people whose beauty is breathtaking.

I can't help but wander off. I imagine myself crawling into this VIP room, lying on the floor and spreading my legs so that they all take me one after the other. It doesn’t matter we're in a crowded club. I’m ready to give myself to them.

After a few minutes, I take a deep breath and come out, ready to welcome the gaze of these men who, I'm sure now, have discovered the extent of my perversity. But to my surprise, my dominant is alone.

“The others are gone; they have another club to show us. I told them we would join them later.”

Without a word, I approach him, responding to his gesture. Obediently, I let him sit astride his thigh.

He captures my lips, pulling me into a kiss of intense sensuality. I can't help rolling my hips, hoping in vain to find some relief from my excitement. He separates our mouths, before leaning into my ear.

“My friends liked you very much. They don't know everything yet, but I hope that very soon they will find out I have the best wife a man can have.”

I let out a louder moan, ignoring what he just implied. His fingers undo the top of my dress, leaving my breasts exposed, which he takes in his mouth. This man is so talented. I believe that one day I will come only because of his treatments on my nipples.

Slowly, he begins to rock me back and forth on his leg, still covered in his pants. Without a doubt, I’m soaking the precious fabric. But he doesn't seem to care at all.

His teeth lightly nibble one of my nipples, making me moan even louder. I forget all good behavior. I forget that a few feet below us is a club full of people dancing and having fun, unaware of what is going on here.

His treatments of the day turned me on so much that I soon find myself moaning pathetically.

“Please Master. Take me. I want to feel you inside me. Please. Please!”

“No. You are punished. You're already lucky that I touch you. You better not come without asking, understood?”

I nod quickly, lifting my hips slightly to limit friction on my throbbing clit. My orgasm is imminent, and I have to do everything to hold it back.

I let out a little cry as, without warning, he lifts me up, forcing me to settle between his legs. With a feverish movement, he undoes his belt and pulls his cock out of his pants. Then, without giving me a choice, he grabs my hair forcefully.

I don't need anything more to open my mouth and take him inside me. And to think that I was still a virgin before we got engaged. Now, I perform the least of his wishes without flinching, and with enthusiasm.

Slowly, I play my tongue along his length, drawing a sigh that he barely conceals. The man rarely lets slip what he feels. So, hearing him like that encourages me to keep going.

I take him deeper now, pushing inch after inch of his imposing length into my mouth. I would never have believed myself capable of doing this in a day. The idea of blowjob had always intimidated me.

And now, I couldn't live without it. When I do it, it's as if I had mad power over this man who nevertheless controls me the rest of the time. So, I take my time, savoring each of his breaths, each of his movements betraying his breathing speeding up.

The man loses patience slightly, his hand slips into my hair to grab it, forcing me to speed up my movements. I focus on my breathing, trying not to choke on his intense hips movements.

I know he likes to take control. Demonstrate his omnipotence. And I must admit that this excites me, despite the difficulty of my position. More than anything, I want to prove to him how good I mean to do. How much I want to be his.

A scream muffles against the man's cock as the toy resumes its intense movements inside me. I had almost forgotten its presence, so focused was I on satisfying my master.

Now I must do my best to focus on my moves as my excitement takes over. I know it. It's up to him to come first. His pleasure I have to take care of. That would only be fair, after all the orgasms he's already given me.

I close my eyes, diligently speeding up my head movements, trying to push my dominant ever further toward climax. His groans are getting louder, his fingers closing more firmly on my ponytail.

But just as I'm about to swallow whatever he wants to give me, the man pulls out briskly, covering my bare breasts with his hot seed. My chest rises quickly, I feel my orgasm approaching in turn.

But just as I'm about to ask him for permission to come, the man grabs me and turns me around. I find myself on all fours, my ass facing him. He plays with me, letting his fingers slide against my most taboo entrance.

Oh, I'm used to it now. He took me there several times. And yet, I still feel the same shame. It's bad. A girl from a good family shouldn't let herself be touched there.

If he hadn't come, I'm sure he would have taken me there, whether we were in a public place or not. I blush at this thought. Then, a long sigh of frustration escapes me. The man has just stopped the toy and removes it from me. I was so ready to come, and now he's robbing me of that chance.

I remain motionless, not daring to turn to him. I find it difficult to calm my racing breathing, my body which still waiting for a deliverance which won’t come. I hear him zip up his pants and buckle his belt. Finally, his voice rings out.

“Get up. Our friends are waiting for us.”


Chapter 3

I sigh with relief as the water engulfs my naked body. This pool is a godsend. The best thing about this whole honeymoon. Even better than the ton of sex that my husband gives me... When he gives it to me.

I start swimming a few lengths, trying to calm my nerves and my burning body. I may be sore, tired of his many penetrations of the last few days, I feel in need. Like a drug addict deprived of her dose.

Last night, I really thought he would quickly lift his punishment. Especially considering how he played with me on the dance floor at the second club. Sensually, our bodies danced against each other. As always, our movements were in perfect harmony, our hips meeting every so often in time to the music.

It was the first time we danced together, apart from the traditional dance at our wedding. And then he lost interest in me, preferring to go have a drink and chat with this or that guest.

But last night, this simple dance changed something. As if it had woven a very special bond between the two of us. A union even more intense than all the sessions we had done so far.

It's as if we were made for each other. No one existed around us. There was only his gaze in mine, intense. Then his lips against mine, kissing me like he had never kissed me before. This simple skin-to-skin contact was enough to hypnotize me... And to frustrate me even more.

Because if I was ready to go back to the villa, undress and spread my legs for him, he had other things in mind. We danced all night, and I'd be lying if I said I didn't have fun. But I thought he was going to take care of me when he got home.

The first rays of the sun were peeking through our window when I arrived in our bedroom, ready as ever. But he ignored me, telling me to go to bed. To rest. I fell asleep, more frustrated than ever.

I've been awake for several hours now, and yet nothing has happened. Since we arrived, all my mornings have passed the same way. Slow sex, to wake up. Then a shower, then a good breakfast, sometimes interspersed with more sex.

This morning, nothing. My husband kissed me tight, letting his hands run over my naked body. But he did not push things further, preferring to grab his computer to work.

So here I am, alone and desperate, splashing around in the pool, hoping he'll come out of the villa office to join me. I know I shouldn't complain. I'm already lucky that he managed to take so many days off, while his company is in full development.

Besides, it's not like he hasn't touched me since we arrived. I have lost count of the number of times he has approached me, forcefully lifting me to take my body in every way possible.

I still remember that first morning, when he sat me down on the bathroom sink. Before I even had time to realize what was happening to me, he knelt in front of me. With his mouth, he traced a line of kisses on the thin skin of my inner thigh.

I held my breath until finally it reached my pussy, already throbbing with desire. My fingers tightened forcefully on the marble counter, as his tongue began to explore my most private parts, bringing me a thrill yet unknown.

Then he captured my clit between his lips, sucking it passionately, biting it with his lip until I was shaking and screaming with pleasure.

I shake my head and focus on my arm and leg movements in the water. I have to stop thinking about that. Get these lustful thoughts out of my head. My skin is already on fire, and I feel ready to explode. I cannot add to it by replaying in my head all the exploits of my husband.

If I hadn't been so afraid of the consequences, I would have touched myself this morning, in my shower. How could he have known? He wasn't there to watch me...

But I'm sure he would have found out eventually. It seems that nothing escapes the devilishly observant gaze of my dominant. It's as if he could read me, even before I even know how I feel.

And then... Now that I've tasted the expert gestures of this gifted man... My own hands seem dull to me. I touched myself, between our first time and our wedding. But that wasn’t so great anymore. I had tasted the ultimate pleasure, the body of a man on mine. Nothing can match it now.

I raise my head. My dominant has just got out of the villa, a towel casually thrown over his shoulder. My eyes are on him, on his perfect body. His abs are so defined, and his torso sprinkled with a few salt and pepper hairs seems to have been carved in marble.

I lean against the edge of the pool, kicking my legs casually as I watch him walk toward the pool. As best I can, I try to forget my throbbing clit. The mere sight of this man is enough to put me in a horny mood. And when he in turn enters the water, I can only hope that it is to join me.

I expected him to swim a few lengths before taking an interest in me. And yet, Charles comes directly to meet me. In no time, I feel the warmth of his skin against mine, his minty breath caressing my face.

He captures my lips, while pinning my body against the pool tiles. I can't breathe, but I don't care. I wrap my legs around his waist, moving my hips against his, showing him how much I missed him.

He does nothing, neither stops me nor encourages me to continue. He continues to kiss me as my pointed nipples rub against his bare chest.

Feeling more adventurous, I let my hands slide down his body, until I reach the seam of his bathing suit. Without thinking any more, I let it slide inside, grabbing his half-tense member.

He doesn't stop me, preferring instead to run his tongue into my mouth, dragging mine into a passionate kiss.

A cry of surprise escapes me as he suddenly picks me up, sitting me on the edge of the pool. Slowly, he rubs his face against my legs, the hardness of his beard's bristles sending me small electric shocks as it scratches against my sensitive skin.

Then he kisses my soaked skin, making the exchange even more sensual. He goes higher and higher, soon ready to discover the wetness created by my excitement.

But as his warm breath caresses my pussy, already driving me crazy, he stops. I look up into his eyes, a look of despair on my face.

I need to feel him. Now. Need him to take me for good. Need to finally come. I can barely focus when suddenly he breaks the moment to talk to me.

“You know my friends… They're really disappointed that they missed the wedding.”

My blood freezes as he utters these few words. Immediately, I understand what he is talking about. A group of four single men, as attractive and powerful as they are...

They have everything on this island to satisfy all their party needs. It's not either to flirt with my bridesmaids that they would have wanted to be there.

No.

I know very well what he is referring to. To what was on the video. To me, on all fours in the middle of the room, my torn wedding dress a few feet from me. To the men around me, using my body as they please to satisfy their needs.

How, when I had just gotten married, I offered myself to these strangers, turning into a perfect slut.

Oh sure, it would be a lie to say I didn't like that moment. Being treated like a little sex toy pleased me more than I dare say. And yet, I didn’t believe that I would have to relive it so quickly.

My dominant smiles. He knows that I understood where he was coming from. He kisses my inner thigh again, making me moan. My nerves are so raw, I think I could come in just three strokes of his tongue on my clit.

“They're going to arrive any moment now. It's Simon's villa, he wants to check that we’re doing good.”

I nod distractedly, trying to prepare myself for what's to come. Five men. One more than last time. But what men... I observed them at my leisure last night. All are more attractive than each other. I could have come across much worse.

“You have the choice. You can go to the bedroom and stay there. I'll tell them you have a headache and apologize for you. Or, you can put on the outfit I prepared on the bed and join us. The choice is yours. But do it quickly... They're coming.”


Chapter 4

I barely have time to get up to go to the bedroom, when already, the doorbell of the villa is ringing. My stomach immediately contracts at this sound. They’re here. His four friends, handsome as gods, and I'm sure, as gifted as my master.

I freeze for a moment, like a doe in front of a car's headlights. Then, I start running towards the bedroom, making my master laugh mockingly.

I close the door behind me, creating an illusory sense of protection. I'm more nervous than ever. Last time, I had no idea what was waiting for me, when all these men entered the room.

But here, I know. This makes me even more nervous. This is completely crazy. What sane person would do that on purpose? They are five men. Five powerful beings, capable of destroying me in an instant if they so choose to.

As I hear them talking in the living room, I approach the bed, curious to see the outfit my master prepared for me. I swallow with difficulty. Of course, he doesn't make it easy for me. I thought of a light dress like the one I wore yesterday. But no. My master is tired of playing, of taking detours.

With my fingertips, I grab the harness. A mix of straps hooked to each other. And then, a collar connected to the rest. I swallow hard, realizing that he hadn't even had the goodness to pull out a pair panties. If I put on this outfit, our guests will all see me.

I can still decide to stop everything. And yet, without thinking any more, I begin to put on this erotic lingerie, highlighting each line, each curve of my body. One after another, my breasts find themselves captured by the straps, made bigger, more appetizing.

I turn around, admiring my ass also highlighted by this harness. Then I attach the last links enclosing my thighs, this simple pressure on my soft skin enough to excite me a little more.

Once my submissive collar is attached, I carefully slip my feet into the high heels he has pulled out for me. Then, I admire myself again in the mirror. I barely recognize myself. Gone is the modest little girl. I am now the very image of lust.

I take my time, tying my hair up in a high ponytail that I hope they'll tug on. Then, I draw my lips with a bright red lipstick, which will soon be spread over one or the other of these glorious cocks ready to slip into my mouth.

To perfect my outfit, I underline my eyes with a black line, knowing full well that it will smudge quickly. If they want to degrade me, they might as well do it right.

I take a deep breath, admiring myself one last time in the mirror. I know it. I can decide to stop everything now. Stay like this, in the peace and security of my room. Nothing forces me to go out. Nothing forces me to face this ordeal.

And yet, without thinking any more, I throw myself into the arena.

I barely enter the room that the discussions and the laughter stop. All eyes turn to me in an instant. I look down, suddenly intimidated. They are even more impressive today, in daylight, without the headlights of the night world to dim the mood.

I’m more aware than ever of my nudity, of the way in which I expose myself to the perverse gazes of these men. A part of me is screaming to turn around, go hide in the bedroom and not come out until the day we have to leave this paradise island.

But soon, I shut it up. Because my dominant approaches me, extending his hand to guide me in the middle of the room.

“When I was telling you I married the best woman in town, I wasn't just talking about her family situation.”

A few laughs break out, as their eyes continue to devour me. Trying to silence the little voices inside me, I stand up straight, trying to be as elegant as possible. Maybe it's ridiculous, knowing what they're about to do to me.

But I don't care. I want them all to be jealous of my husband. That they regret not having such a woman on their arm.

I shiver as my master steps back, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I feel like I'm in one of my dreams, where I find myself naked on stage, spotlights illuminating every corner of my body.

I lower my eyes, suddenly not daring to look all these men in the face.

“On your knees.”

A trail of goosebumps forms on my body when I hear the firm order of my dominant. Serious things have already begun. Despite the anxiety still present in my stomach, I kneel, obediently responding to my master's expectations.

I meet a look or two, visibly impressed by my responsiveness. I wonder if they are all dominants, or if for some, this is the first time they’re dealing with a submissive. Maybe they don't know anything about this depraved world to which my dominant belongs.

I feel so small now, kneeling in front of all these imposing men. Ever since I entered the room, a tension filled it. Testosterone is so present in the air around me that I'm sure I could cut it with a knife.

All of this makes me so nervous, like I'm prey in the middle of a pack of wolves, about to be devoured. But despite this fear, I still feel the excitement inside me. And it's starting to show.

My nipples are pointed, and between my thighs are already flowing evidence of my excitement. I shudder as my master approaches me again, no doubt judging that he's let the others admire his possession enough.

Slowly, he pulls a small piece of silk out of his pocket. Before I understand its use, it already glides over my eyes. I swallow hard as the knot closes behind my head.

I had prepared myself for all the scenarios, for all the perversities that these men would want to inflict on me. But I hadn't thought that I would have to face them blindfolded, ignorant of the person perpetrating them.

My breathing quickens even more when I feel his hand slide on my neck, and a small click sounds. I think he just put a leash on my collar. I breathe quietly, trying to stay calm.

But my dominant does not intend to stop there. He clicks his tongue and pulls a little on the leash, forcing me to fall on all fours to follow him.

“Gentlemen, let's have a little fun.”

A shiver runs through me at these words, and yet I have no choice but to start walking. The tension in the leash is the only thing that guides me. I must have absolute confidence in my master. Follow him blindly, literally.

The hot wind caresses my raw skin, bringing me comfort in this difficult ordeal. I know it, our guests are all behind me, watching without a doubt my exposed pussy in this degrading position. Can they see I'm soaked? I fear and hope so at the same time.

Slowly, my master makes me get on one of the loungers on which I have lazed so much since we arrived here. I swallow as I feel him let go of the leash. So that's it. It's going to start.

Obediently, I sit on my legs, straightening up to let them enjoy the sight of my breasts swollen with desire. I don't see them, but I feel their presence. One by one, they begin to surround the lounger, their imposing bodies forming a barrier around mine.

Then, someone is more reckless, sliding his hand from my neck to my breasts. Without further ado, he lifts one, weighing it, testing its softness, its size.

I can't help but lick my lips as another hand lands on my body. It slides down my back, tracing the curve of my spine, creating a trail of goosebumps as it passes.

Soon, I find myself overwhelmed. I can no longer follow, no longer know which areas of my body are touched, as hands are venturing on every inch of my skin revealed to them.

A small squeak escapes me as finally one of them slides down the inside of my thigh, tracing the soft skin there until it reaches my soaked pussy. Curious, the stranger traces the hills and valleys of my pussy, covering his fingers with my excitement.

I moan louder now. On my breasts, the fingers began to grip my tips forcefully, twisting them until I moan pathetically. My cry is indescribable, both of pleasure and pain.

My breath catches as a finger already slips into me. It's long and thick, immediately settling deep inside me.

“She loves it, the little slut. She is completely soaked. You like that, huh?”

I nod my head quickly, not even recognizing the voice speaking to me. A single evening spent with these men was not enough. It's as if I’m giving myself to complete strangers.

A high-pitched moan escapes me as someone crushes their hand on my ass in a gesture as painful as it is delicious. A few laughs ring in my ears.

“Well, well. Does she like to be in pain too?”

“That's what she likes best, right little girl?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

I didn't even need to think to speak to him like that. I should probably be mortified to admit in front of everyone that's what I call him. What I consider him. But I don't care anymore.

What they are doing to me is far too good and far too depraved for me to worry about my reputation anymore.

I can hear a few mean smiles in their breathing, and yet, I'm sure it excites them as much about me, to see me being so submissive to another man.

A few new slaps fall on my ass. Then, they push me forward, again forcing me to get on all fours. I shiver as my master's voice echoes near my ear.

“How about we show them how much you like being in pain?”

I nod, barely managing to stammer out my response. A scream comes out of my mouth as he begins the demonstration. I had expected his hand. But not this object. A paddle.

He hasn't used it much on me yet, and it has nothing to do with his fingers against my skin. With them, I can at least feel the bond that unites us, the warmth of his skin against mine. Paddle is cold, hard, and much more painful.

However, I have to get used to it. That's what my master decided to use. I tighten my fingers against the mattress of the lounger, trying to find any shred of control over the situation.

I grit my teeth as the object falls again on my ass in three close blows. I don't know if it's having an audience that makes my dominant so quick to demonstrate his strength.

I moan as a hand absently grabs my breast, as a way to keep themself busy while watching the show before their eyes.

A terrible cry escapes me as, at the same time as my master brings down the paddle forcefully on my ass, the stranger pulls forcefully on my nipple, giving me very different and yet equally pleasurable painful sensations.

I’m more soaked than ever, the pain waking me up to my most bestial instincts.

I shudder hearing a belt come undone, and feeling a man approach my face. I fear what’s going to happen, and yet, I obediently open my mouth when the stranger presses my jaw.

Without delay, a cock comes to sink into my mouth. The first of a long series, I know. The man is of average length, but this is the first time that I have had to give a blowjob while receiving a punishment.

So, I have a hard time focusing. The man doesn't care, slipping his fingers through my ponytail to hold me in place. Slowly, he begins to come and go in my mouth, invading it with his masculine taste.

Behind me, the blows finally stop. My ass is burning, and I don't think anything can put out this fire. My respite is only short-lived. I hear a new belt coming undone, and I feel someone move behind me.

I freeze, trying to get used to the idea that a new stranger will enter this place normally reserved for my husband. And yet, I have to focus if I don't want to choke on the sex in my mouth.

I groan as the man behind me enters me, sinking without difficulty into my soaked pussy.

“Shit, she really wants it, the little slut.”

I feel my cheeks flush with shame, and I'm suddenly grateful to have this blindfold on. I'm not sure I could have endured the stares of these men, judging me and treating me like a piece of meat. However, this is exactly what I want. But I don't need to be reminded.

My squeals of discomfort are muffled by the cock inside me as the man behind me already begins to pound me. His cock is long and delicious.

But with each of his thrusts, his hips come crashing down on my ass still sore from the severe punishment I received. I believe pain will be part of this whole assignment. Good, that's what I like.

New hands come to rest on my breasts, grabbing my nipples, pinching them hard, always sending me a little more on this fine line between absolute pleasure and pain.

Without warning, the man in my mouth empties, making me cough. The men around me laugh mockingly, having fun seeing me in trouble like this. Still, I hold on, swallowing every last drop of seed before another comes immediately to take the place.

I greet him with the same diligence as his predecessor, opening my mouth and letting him dive in without putting up the slightest resistance. This one is thicker, I have to make more effort to be able to focus on it.

Behind me, the man speeds up his movements for, I hope, soon to empty in turn. All of my senses are confused as I get pounded from all sides. My body no longer belongs to me. It’s theirs. I am nothing more than their little thing. A sex toy to empty themselves into again and again.

I shiver as, barely empty, I find myself filled again. Time no longer has any meaning for me. I don't know if it's been hours or minutes since we started.

I don't know how many of them went into my mouth, between my thighs. All I can think about is my body being tossed from one man to another. And then comes this hand.

I squeal a little louder against the cock between my lips as fingers press down hard on my clit throbbing with lust.

I breathe a little harder, and it's hard for me to focus. I nearly choke on the cock inside me, causing the group to sneer.

I shudder for good as my master leans into my ear, giving me the long-awaited words.

“You can come, Submissive.”

I growl in a pathetic attempt to thank him. The man behind me pounds me like never before, making me vibrate with pleasure.

Suddenly, my entire body tenses as a powerful orgasm passes through me. Tears of relief start streaming down my cheeks. I've waited so long for this deliverance that I thought it would never come.

A slap hits my ass, bringing me back to reality. Men are not done with me. I don't know how long they planned to play like this. It's not every day that your friend offers you his wife's body. I'm sure they'll make this moment last as long as possible.

I find myself surprisingly empty after the two men withdraw from me. A cry of surprise escapes me when suddenly, I am lifted, and I find myself installed on the back.

Hands start moving over my body again, making me shudder. Then, before I even realize what's happening to me, someone grabs my thighs and settles between them. A long moan escapes me as the man's tongue lands on my throbbing clit.

I was not expecting this. This moment is for them, not for me. And yet one of them seems to think the opposite, tasting me as if I were the best food in the world.

I bite my lip, trying to cope with these extreme sensations that are assailing me. It's both pleasure and pain, after that powerful orgasm that over-stimulated my body. Hands invite themselves to my breasts, kneading them with force, playing with my nipples in the most delicious way.

This language is not enough. I want to feel more, more. To have their powerful bodies against me again, making me moan again and again under their rule. So, in a voice that I don't recognize myself, I start begging.

“Please, fuck me. Please, please!”

The men sneer, a slap falls on my breasts, surely to punish me for so much audacity and perversity. I moan as my dominant comes close to my ear.

“How about we show them what you're really capable of?”

I freeze, immediately understanding where he is coming from. He wants to take me in my most taboo entrance. I don't have the slightest doubt. It won't be the first time he's done it in front of someone else.

Before I manage to answer him, another orgasm devastates my body, unexpected and powerful. My body arches and the man between my thighs has to hold my hips firmly to keep me still.

He keeps going for long moments, accompanying my orgasm to the end, and even a little further, having fun with my hypersensitivity.

In my fever, I finally manage to answer my master. This one does not waste a moment. Without the slightest difficulty, he lifts me to lie down on the lounger. Then he pulls me against him, until my back comes to meet his chest.

I swallow hard as I feel his lubricated cock align with me. I know, all men have their eyes glued to my body offered to them.

My master's tip is already beginning to push against my jagged outline. I grit my teeth, focusing on my breathing as he slowly takes possession of my tight entrance.

If it weren't for his arms around me, I think I would fall, completely losing my footing. Nothing else exists anymore. No more villa, no more guests. Just this man who expertly penetrates me.

His gestures are slow enough for me to accept him, without him stopping. I even moan as his hand lands on my clit, stroking it gently, just enough to relax me.

Without my realizing it, He’s soon fully inside me. With my thighs wide open, I know no one can miss his show. All can see the slow back-and-forth movements he is now making inside me, tearing me apart forcefully.

I moan again, forgetting all reason. I probably shouldn't like this so much. And yet, feeling his cock taking my so taboo entrance does me as much good as his hand stroking my button of nerves.

I wonder what the others think, there, a few inches from me, their eyes hypnotized by my body accepting even the most shameful degradation. Perhaps they imagine themselves in my master's place.

But this I would not allow. Only he has the right to take this place. However, what he is offering me now is even more degrading.

“How about we invite Simon to join us?”

Timidly, I nod my head, having little doubt about what's going to happen. I'm here, legs wide open, a hole free and dripping with excitement.

Until now, my master had only used toys to penetrate me in these two entries at the same time. Now he has a friend on hand. And what a friend.

I already feel him against me, as my master has repositioned us to give him better access. His cock is thick, very thick. So much that I can't help moaning pathetically when he starts to enter me.

With my master's already wide member inside me, I'm already full. And yet, my body adapts, accepting this newcomer. The man doesn't stop, plunging ever deeper into me. My hands come in search of my master's, my fingers intertwining with his for strength and courage.

One after another, the men begin to move inside me, having fun changing the pace. Sometimes they go slowly, sometimes they go fast.

My brain totally disconnects, I'm more than a rag doll, moving only under the impulses of the two men. Still, I'm alive. The intense heat in the pit of my stomach reminds me.

My moans turn into screams. I have never felt such a strong pleasure. And when, finally, a new orgasm takes me, it's in my whole body that I feel it. The lightning crackling before my eyes spreads through every inch of my limbs, making me shake uncontrollably.

I’m no longer aware of anything. The men continue to pound me, as if they want to stay inside me for the rest of the night. In the fog that confuses my brain, I still manage to whisper with a smile.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 5

I can't hold back a sigh as I sit up. The leather seat of this private jet is incredibly comfortable. But after ten days of being taken over and over by my husband, my body is exhausted. And what to say about what his friends did to me...

I lick my lips, remembering each of their caresses, each of their kisses on my burning skin. Of everything they've done to me, ravishing my body until daybreak.

The least I can say is that my honeymoon was a success. I only hope that my friends will not ask me too many questions about what I thought of this heavenly place, nor to see photos.

We barely left the villa. And it is surely not when I had this vibrating egg hidden in me that I could enjoy the cute little villages of this enchanting island.

It doesn’t matter. I’ll have my whole life to travel around the world and discover new cultures. But I’ll only have one honeymoon. Who knows how long it will take my husband to lose interest in me.

I know I'm going to have to work hard to prove him that I'm better than any submissive he could find in a specialized club.

I think I'm on the right track, judging by the smile he gives me as he gets into his private plane. Before sitting down, he takes the time to approach me and kiss me with new tenderness.

I believe that never an arranged marriage has led to such rapid complicity between the two spouses. And yet, that’s what we have. We don't know each other very well yet, but there is now this unbreakable bond between us. A true union was born. And I can't wait to start our life as a couple.

I haven't seen where we're going to live yet. His penthouse, in one of the tallest towers in the city. A temple of luxury and power, no doubt about me. He assured me I could put my touch to his bachelor’s den. And I'm not going to deprive myself of this occasion.

But what intrigues me the most is discovering his collection of toys. I only got a faint glimpse of what he can use to submit his partner's body. Handcuffs, plug... All this is very nice. But I want to know more.

Being tied to a bench. Suspended by ropes from the ceiling. Subjected to the torment of a machine that pounds me in a repetitive rhythm for hours.

My dominant opened the door to a new world for me, and I have only one desire: to visit its every nook and cranny.

I don't know what the future holds for us.

But I’m sure it’ll be orgasmic.


> USED & SHARED SERIES <


USED & SHARED BY THE BIKERS


Chapter 1

Ava

I wrap my arms a little tighter around the man. Beneath our intertwined bodies, the roar of the engine is louder than ever.

My fingers slip under his leather jacket, reaching his stomach. He doesn't have the perfect abs of those men who spend hours training in a gym. But his whole body is still powerful, his arms muscled by hours of physical work.

He speeds up, making me cling a little tighter to him. I never thought I could ride such a motorcycle before meeting Ice.

But that's what happens when you decide to let a biker pick you up in a bar. I just wanted to let loose, and he's so attractive. His gray eyes immediately hypnotized me. And his full lips… Perfect for kissing.

Before the hour was up, he slipped between my legs, his hand creeping up my neck to hold me tight as his tongue caressed mine. Without a doubt, the hottest kiss of my entire life.

And what to say about the rest of the night… For hours he took care of my body, worshipping me, and giving me more orgasms than all my exes combined. I trembled, vibrated, and even begged. Overnight, I became his little thing.

His submissive.

A month later, what was supposed to be a one-night stand keeps going. And now I tirelessly count the hours, the minutes, and even the seconds that separate our meetings.

Under my helmet, I lick my lips, flashes of our last night coming back to me. Of how, as day broke, he was still pushing my body onto the mattress, his weight crushing me until he sent me into another powerful orgasm.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to fight my growing excitement. The vibrations of the engine under me don’t help me. Nor did the passionate kiss he gave me when he picked me up from work.

I wonder if my colleagues saw me leaving on this machine. If so, I know the rumors will spread. But I don't care. Even though we seem to have nothing in common, I love what's between us way too much to stop.

My mind wanders again, wondering what my lover has in store for me today.

Is he going to tie me to the bed again?

At the thought, my lower belly contracts. I've always been a vanilla girl, never doing anything extravagant or allowing myself to really let loose. But with him, I turn out to be a tigress, no longer ashamed of anything as long as he is with me.

I even let him introduce me to much darker desires. That of submitting body and soul to a man. Day after day, meeting after meeting, I discover his world, abandoning myself ever further to his perverse desires.

It started with a simple smack on my ass, which turned into a real spanking. Other times, he made me kneel at his feet, forcing me to wait there for hours while he carried on with his business as if everything was normal.

I should have found that humiliating and fled immediately. But despite my embarrassment, I stayed, the excitement growing in the pit of my stomach.

I snap out of my thoughts as we finally arrive at the parking lot. My lustful desires will have to wait, he wants me to discover his lair. Where he meets up with other bikers.

I was happy that he wanted me to discover more of his world. But now that I've had all these dirty thoughts, I’ve only one desire: for this visit to end so we can go to his place.

Once our helmets are removed, I can't help slipping into my dominant's arms. With a smile on his face, he lets me do it, his hand automatically sliding into my neck, squeezing a little sigh of pleasure from me. I like it when he holds me like that. It's as if I disappear against his body.

Our gazes lock into each other for a few moments, before our mouths forcefully capture each other. I don't think anyone has ever been kissed like that. I don't even understand how it's possible to feel so much pleasure with a simple kiss.

I let him deepen it, opening my mouth to let him in. His tongue takes mine in the hottest dance. I can't hold back a slight moan of pleasure. Against my lips, the man smiles, visibly delighted with the effect he has on me.

Without realizing it, I lift my leg, sliding it along his. I want to hold on to him, my body craving his as we're against each other.

My hands slide over his chest, feeling his powerful muscles under my fingers clinging to his T-shirt. I don't care anymore that we're in the middle of a parking lot. It's deserted anyway. So, I might as well enjoy the presence of my lover.

It's only been a few days since I've seen him, and yet, the lack I feel is incomparable. But as often, my dominant is the reasonable one, breaking the kiss.

For a few moments, we stand there watching each other, trying to calm our breaths, raging from those fiery kisses. Then, a mocking smile forms on his lips.

“How about I show you around before you decide to undress me?”


Chapter 2

Ice

This woman wants me dead. There is no doubt about it. She may bat her eyelashes, and look at me with her big doe eyes, she's not that innocent. I saw it right away that night I met her. The bar was crowded, and yet, I only saw her.

Her devastating smile, her dark blond hair cascading down her back. I was immediately drawn to her. And when I could see her body better, I had only one desire: to own her.

How could it have been otherwise, when her light summer dress showed off every single hot part of her body? A pair of heavy breasts almost too big for my hands, wide hips topping a pair of legs that I immediately wanted to throw over my shoulders.

But there was something else. If her delicate face exuded innocence, I immediately saw something else in her eyes. A glimmer of lust.

And she proved to me how right I was, as I pinned her against the wall of my apartment. Without my even needing to encourage her, she wrapped her legs around my hips, brushing against me as her fingernails dug into my shoulders. Under my hands, the shy girl turned into an image of pure lust.

The images assail me. I still remember the feeling of my cock sinking forcefully between her thighs, making her moan in the sexiest way I’ve ever heard.

Reluctantly, I pull away from her, bringing us both back to reality. I hold out my hand to her, smiling at the sulky pout that adorns her face. I know it.

Right now, she doesn’t care about visiting my lair. She’d much prefer that I take her home and undress her, taking her right on the floor of my entryway.

But she must learn patience. She knows I’m in charge. And the more she tries to push me, the more she will have to face the consequences of her actions.

Reluctantly, she takes my hand, trotting adorably behind me as come inside. Without much interest, she observes this bar where my best stories have taken place.

For now, it's just us. I wanted to familiarize her with the place before she has to deal with all the rude men of my club. Good men, really, but often rough on the edges, and with imposing figures. I wouldn't want to scare my princess.

Even if right now, she behaves like a brat. She’s not giving any attention to what I’m telling her. Instead, she’s putting all her energy into finding excuses to cling her body to mine.

If she thinks she's subtle, she's delusional. I can see clearly in her game, and I’ll have to correct this behavior later.

In the meantime, I’m interrupted in my visit when the light goes off. I sigh. We really need to fix that in a better way. I tell her to wait for me while I go inspect the fuse box.

It doesn't take me more than a few minutes to find the source of the problem. I summarily fix it before going back. I don't want to keep her waiting too long.

But as I enter the bar again, I freeze. She really decided to kill me.

While I was gone, she found a way to sit on the counter. Hands placed behind her, she keeps a disinterested look on her face. As if it were the most natural position. Yet, everything is calculated. From the angle of her shoulders to the way she spreads her legs.

I swallow hard. My eyes can't help admiring the milky skin of her thighs, up to her pussy. She's wearing one of those little white cotton panties. Perfectly innocent underwear, if there wasn’t this wet spot of excitement making it almost transparent.

I approach her slowly as her eyes dive into mine, almost begging me to take her right there, on that counter. To shove my cock inside her, to fuck her until she can't walk. I know it’s what she wants. And the idea is tempting.

But if she wants to play, I’ll play.

Without a word, I slip between her spread legs, my hands resting firmly on her thighs as my mouth meets hers forcefully. She’s already moaning, her arms wrapping around my shoulders.

Her fingers get lost in my hair, clinging to it as if to keep from losing her footing. For a few moments, I forget my plan, losing myself in this kiss that makes my pants feel a little too tight.

But I end up pulling myself together, breaking the kiss. Slowly, my hands glide over the soft skin of her thighs. If I listened to myself, I would drop to my knees to trace the same path. With the tip of my tongue, taste her sweet and delicious nectar again.

But I have to stay focused. So, my fingers keep climbing until I meet the seams of her underwear. I let my fingers wrap around it. Then I pull on it. She lifts her hips, helping me without the slightest resistance to remove this superficial piece of tissue.

She must be excited, to let me do this without worrying about where we are. Anyone could arrive. There would be no way for us to hide what we are doing.

But despite that, she encourages me, her little sighs making my cock straighten in my now too tight jeans. Slowly, I slide the piece of fabric down her perfect legs. My eyes don’t leave hers, filled with lust.

She bites her lip and arches her back a little, in a silent invitation for me to take her. But instead, I take two steps back. Then, under her gaze which instantly changes from excitement to perplexity, I slip her panties into my pocket.

A smirk forms on my lips as I hold out my hand to her, ignoring the concern growing inside her.

“Come on, I have other things to show you.”


Chapter 3

Ava

I've never felt so embarrassed. Of all the scenarios I had imagined for today, this was not one of them. I can't believe he's doing this. 

My soaked panties, stuffed deep in his pocket.

With each step, I feel fresh air caressing my pussy. I never did that. This feeling is so embarrassing. And yet, I have to admit too, I feel terribly turned on. Against my bra, my pointed nipples rub. And between my thighs, I’m getting wetter and wetter.

I squeeze my fingers around my lover's, trying to find some semblance of comfort there. He acts as if nothing is going on. He continues his visit, leading me into the room adjoining the bar. 

A large garage, with everything needed to repair their gear. I nod my head every time he talks to me, but I have a hard time focusing on what he's saying.

I'm much more interested in the warmth of his hand, in the presence of his body against mine. I don't think I've ever wanted him so much. But I know it, I must show him that I can be a good and obedient girl, as he likes me to be.

Of all his little games, I think this one is my favorite. When I must prove to him that I can behave. Usually, I'm a strong and independent woman. And yet, there is something incredibly relaxing about letting him take control like this.

I almost jump as his voice echoes.

“Well, you're awfully quiet.”

I look up at him, trying to find an answer. I scan the area with a look, before stammering.

“It’s… It’s a very beautiful place.”

In his eyes, I can see that he's not really convinced by my performance, but he doesn't add anything. Oh, he must know that this kind of place is not really for me. Deep down, I don't think he even cares.

Gently, he turns to me, slipping his hand around my neck. I shudder as he presses his lips to mine, kissing me softly.

I shudder and can't help clinging to him a little more. He lets me do it, his hand squeezing a little tighter into my neck, making me shiver. I can't help moaning, my excitement already rising in the pit of my stomach.

The kiss deepened, both of us seeming in the same state of impatience. I want him. No matter where we are. No matter what might happen. I don't want to wait any longer. I'm ready for him to take me right here. 

And that's what he seems ready to do too.

His hands slip under my thighs, and with a sure gesture, he lifts me. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist. Without thinking, I start rubbing against him.

I forget where we are. I forget the smell of oil and how inappropriate it is. There is only this man who holds me firmly in his arms, intoxicating me with his presence. His scent alone is enough to make me completely lose my footing.

I don't know exactly what's in his perfume. Just that he smells like a man. Powerful. Dangerous. Ready to do anything to get me.

He’s the dominant, I’m the submissive. What he wants, I give him.

I think he could ask me anything he wants. I'm so horny that I'll give it to him, as long as my body can stay against his.

I let out a high-pitched squeal as one of his hands crashes down hard on my ass. I'm shaking. The movement was strong, painful. And yet, secretly, I hope he does it again. I don't know why, but his displays of force turn me on as much as his kisses on my hot skin.

As if I weigh nothing, he carries me to the nearest workbench, sitting me on the edge. His mouth leaves mine to slip into my neck, tearing me small squeaks of pleasure that I can’t control.

And then, with his tongue and his teeth, he meticulously attacks my skin, leaving proofs of his passage on me. I bite my lip. I know, I'm going to have a hard time hiding those marks when I get back to work.

A stronger bite makes me forget these futile considerations. I have much more important things to worry about now. My hands rest on his shoulders, my fingers clinging to his T-shirt, seeking all the support I can to keep my footing.

He doesn't seem to want to slow down. His fingers rest on either side of my little silk blouse. I gasp in surprise as he suddenly tugs on it, forcefully opening it and ripping off a few buttons in the process. I should be upset. This is one of my prettiest tops.

But I don't care. How could I blame him, as he plunges his face between my breasts? I can barely follow the movement of his mouth kissing my skin, of his teeth biting me.

Sensually, his tongue begins to lap up my aching skin, as if to apologize for his bad treatments on my breasts swollen with desire. 

I can't hold back sighs of relief. Strength or gentleness, he handles both with equal expertise, moving from one to the other without telling me, always keeping me on edge.

My hands go down his chest, sliding under his T-shirt to caress his inflamed skin. He too craves this, I know it. But as I try to lift the piece of fabric to reveal his bare chest, I get a smack on the hand, accompanied by a groan.

I can't help but moan in disappointment. I would have liked to see him at the same stage as me. That I’m not the only one to be thus deprived of my clothes. But I quickly learned that he’s the one who sets the rules of the game. And if he wants to stay dressed, I must respect that.

So instead, I wrap my legs around his hips, pulling him a little closer to me even if that's possible. He lets me do it, straightening up to come again to capture my lips.

Slowly, I start rubbing against him, the feel of his thick jeans against my bare clit making me tremble.

When I believe to be at the maximum of my excitement, my dominant proves to me that I’m not. His hand slides over my chest, grabbing my bra firmly. Without the slightest hesitation, he lowers the piece of fabric, just enough to fully expose my breasts.

A new shiver seizes me as his fingers close simultaneously on each of my tips. I groan into the kiss as slowly he begins to twist them, sending small electric shocks through my body.

Of all the things he does to me, the way he takes care of my nipples is, I think, my favorite. Especially when he forcefully pinches them, taking me to that fine line where pain only makes the pleasure more intense.

I gasp as he breaks the kiss. With the tips of his teeth, he grabs my lower lip, biting it gently. It's light, and yet, it's enough to make me moan in pain and pleasure.

His hands don’t stop playing with my sensitive nipples, nor do I stop rubbing against him. It's insane, and yet, I believe I could come just like that.

But my dominant sees things differently. He lets go of my breasts and pulls back, still keeping his eyes on me. My cheeks flush slightly as he stares at me intently. What a sight I must offer him.

Panting, my breasts uncovered but still prisoners of my bra. And then, between my legs, my pussy now completely soaked. If someone were to come in now and find me like this, I would die of shame.

And yet, I'm not trying to hide. No, I want my dominant to see everything of me. I want to keep him looking at me like that, devouring me with his eyes before devouring me for real.

I shiver as the gleam in his eyes changes. That only means one thing. He’s ready to play. What is he about to ask me? I don’t have the faintest idea. All I know is that I must be prepared for all eventualities.

“On your knees.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I swallow hard, but do it anyway. I know that resisting will only increase the difficulty of my ordeal.

So, following the order given by his deep voice, I descend from the workbench without waiting. I don't bother rearranging my outfit. I just drop to my knees, ignoring the unpleasant feeling of concrete under my bare skin.

Then, I look up at him, wanting to show him my goodwill. And also, tease him a little. I'm still getting to know him. To this day, I can't tell what he likes best: when I behave like a good docile girl, or when I put up a little resistance.

He likes both equally, I think. And I must admit, me too. Each time I pushed his limits, it resulted in a punishment that was as painful as it was delicious.

I wouldn't mind a good spanking. Feeling his hand fall again and again on my ass until I beg him. I shouldn't want that, especially when we're here, in this place where anyone could come. 

I know the shame would already be intense if someone saw me like this, ready to give my lover a treat. But I don’t dare imagine what it would be if we were surprised while he hits me. That would be impossible for me to bear.

Because what sane person would allow a man to spank them simply for fun and pleasure?

The man approaches me, undoing his belt slowly. I lick my lips as he pulls his member out of its fabric prison. It’s already tense to the extreme, its tip red with excitement and expectation.

I stay frozen, wondering as every time how I'm going to manage to take it in my mouth. The least we can say is that the man has been spoiled by nature, his cock both long and thick.

I know I can do it. I've done it before, and I’ll do it again for as long as he wants me to. Without saying a word, he comes closer to me, his hand sliding through my hair.

Without him having to ask me, I open my mouth and tickle his tip with my tongue. If he's the one dictating the rules, right now, I'm in charge.

And I intend to use my power as much as I can.


Chapter 4

Ice

I hold back a grunt as my hand closes tightly in her hair. Shit. She knows what she’s doing. With the tip of her tongue, she plays with the outlines of my cock.

I grit my teeth as she takes malicious pleasure in making me languish. She knows it, though. This kind of behavior can only bring her problems. She may be deciding the pace right now. But in the end, I have the power. And if I wish, I can make her regret the slightest of her gestures.

Finally, she opens her perfect mouth, trapping my cock between her luscious lips. The vision is simply obscene. Of all the women I've slept with, she's the best, no doubt about it. 

She’s the perfect mix between innocence and lust, between angel and demon. For the moment, I let her manage the rhythm. I'm pretty imposing, and I want to let her get used to my size. I know she’ll eventually take all of me in her little mouth.

She proves it to me a few moments later, continuing to push my cock inside her with undeniable expertise. My fingers tighten harder in her ponytail, encouraging her with this simple impulse to speed up her movement.

“Good girl.”

I whisper between my teeth as she takes me ever faster, ever further. I can't suppress a smile when she looks up at me, a hint of excitement in her eyes. She likes it when I talk to her like that. This only encourages her to go even faster.

My breathing quickens, my stomach rises faster and faster. I could hold back a little longer, to keep enjoying the heat of her mouth around my flesh. But I want to move on.

I move my hips, forcing my cock ever deeper down her throat. She moans, she squeals, but doesn’t stop, speeding her movements herself to satisfy me even more.

A few seconds later, I let the orgasm take over me. My entire body freezes, and I release all my seed deep down her throat.

“That's it. Swallow it all like a good girl.”

Without flinching, she obeys me. I don't need to touch her to know that her thighs are soaked with excitement. Her little pussy must contract in the void, desperate to be filled. Soon.

I gently pat her cheek to congratulate her. Without my asking, she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, showing me with docility that she obeyed me. My perfect little submissive.

We both stay still. I know she is waiting for me to tell her what to do next. But I want to enjoy this most decadent view for a few more moments.

A sweet squeal escapes her as I suddenly reach under her arms, lifting her easily and sitting her back on the workbench behind us.

Without even giving her time to breathe, I press my mouth against hers, imposing a most passionate kiss on her. She moans against my lips, and soon her arms return to their place, wrapping themselves around my shoulders.

I deepen the kiss, my tongue playing with hers. I don't care where it was just a few moments ago. Kissing her is far too good for me to deprive myself of it.

With calculated slowness, I slide my mouth close to her ear, nipping at her earlobe before tracing a line down her neck. Her chest heaves with her erratic breathing. She’s desperate.

My fingers slip inside her thighs, caressing them with a slowness that frustrates her more than it relieves her, I have no doubt about it. 

Perfect. I would hate if it was too easy for her.

She doesn’t hold back her sighs, surely hoping to encourage me to speed up the movement. I can feel her burning eyes on me. She hopes to glimpse the rest of my plan. But I don't intend to give it to her as easily as that.

With my lip, I capture one of her pointed nipples, giving her repetitive licks, just enough to frustrate her even more. My fingers approach closer and closer to her pussy, descending back on her thighs each time she hopes that finally, I will touch her clit.

Little by little, her moans become less controlled, mixing pleasure and frustration at the same time. She's ready to break, I can feel it. After a few more moments, and finally comes the reaction I was waiting for. A plea.

“Please, Sir. Please!”

I release her breast, a victorious smile on my lips. Hearing her beg is always delicious. But when she calls me Sir? It could make me hard at the second.

When those words come out of her pretty mouth, I know she's ready for absolutely anything that comes into my head. But first, I have to play with her a bit.

“Yes, Princess? You need something?”

Her cheeks turn red. A reaction that always amuses me. There's not much we haven't done yet. She even let me take her several times in her tight little ass.

And yet, she always has this same reaction of embarrassment when I force her to say things out loud. She hesitates, even though she knows it's her only chance to get what she wants.

I stare at her, making her ordeal undeniably more difficult. But finally, she manages to express herself.

“Please… I'm so soaked. I can't take it anymore. Fuck me.”

With a mischievous smile, I place my hand between her thighs, sliding my fingers over her exposed pussy to verify her statements. A mocking sound escapes me as I feel it. Soaked is the least we can say. I don't think she's ever been so wet under my actions.

She moans a little louder as one of my fingers invites itself into her entrance. Playful, I enter a knuckle in her, making her moan with pleasure and frustration mixed.

“Please. Please. Fuck me.”

I feel my cock harden again hearing her forget all restraint, begging me as if her life depended on it. And yet, it’s not what I have in mind.

Nonchalantly, I start again to lay small kisses on her breasts. My game lasts a few moments. Then, I finally decide to put an end to her ordeal.

Slowly, I drop to my knees. Her mouth opens in a perfect O, as the gleam in her eyes changes from surprise to excitement. I can't help but laugh softly at this reaction. It's not what she asked for, but I think she'll be satisfied with it.

However, she’ll have to wait a little longer. I lift my finger from her tight pussy to wrap my hands firmly around her thighs, spreading them apart to hold them in place.

Then, with a treacherous movement, I begin to place light kisses on the inside of her thigh, delighting in her silky and delicious skin.

From here, I can already smell the delicious scent of her wetness. My cock stands up a little more in reaction. If I listened to myself, I would already plunge my head between her thighs and devour her whole. I would make her scream so loud the whole neighborhood would hear her.

But I know waiting will only make things better, for her as for me. So, I continue to make her languish, licking her skin slowly, biting her each time one of her sighs betrays her annoyance. The more she complains, the longer she’ll have to wait. It’s the rule.

So, I continue my little game, moving further and further down her leg as she fidgets and complains. It’s when I get to her ankles that she finally understands my game. She bites her lip in a sexy pout, to hold back all her frustration and her ardor.

In reaction, I resume my climb on her legs, taking all my time. Her fingers twitch on the edge of the workbench. I know it. She has all the trouble in the world to handle her frustration.

I decide to put an end to her torment, speeding up my ascent to finally arrive at the sesame between her legs. I slide my mouth against her lower lips. With the tip of my tongue, I can already feel a few drops of her excitement.

I continue my movements for a few moments, caring only about my own pleasure. I know what I'm doing isn't enough to satisfy her, but I don't care. I want to feast on her nectar, savoring her taste of honey. No woman has ever been so delicious as she is.

Finally, I decide to give her what she wants, moving my tongue up her already perfectly taut clit. Yes, there’s no possible doubt. She’s dying for it.

With my tongue, I begin to play with her so sensitive nerve button, snatching loud moans from her. These are only getting louder as I close my mouth around her clit, giving it all the pressure it needs.

I look up at her, watching for any of her reactions. Mouth open and head tilted back, she looks sexier than ever. Yet, there is something that I fail to see. And that upsets me greatly.

“Eyes on me.”

She almost jumps at the sudden burst of my voice. She swallows hard and looks down at me, her cheeks flushed with a pink that I know is as much of pleasure as embarrassment.

I still can’t believe she agreed to do this here, in a public place, where anyone could see her. It's a treasure she gives me, and I intend to thank her in every way I can.

I dive back between her thighs, my eyes never leaving hers as my lips capture her clit again. Every once in a while, I let my teeth nibble on her gently, making her moan a little louder.

For fun, I let go of her clit, skirting her down lips until I reached her deliciously soaked entrance. She sighs softly as I let my tongue fuck her, tasting her excitement while giving her a taste of what's to come later.

If I make this moment last, I can't wait to dive back into the depths of her. I'm rock-hard now. I dream of taking her again and again. To turn her around, to put her on all fours and hit her ass offered to me. Make her scream with pleasure until she hurts her throat.

But before that, I want to make her come. So, I go up on her clit, capturing it again as my fingers land on her entrance, covering myself with her excitement. Without further ado, I let my index slip inside her, snatching delicious squeals from her.

She's not far away, I can feel it. Her body begins to contract in an irregular rhythm, her inner walls throbbing against the two fingers I now have inside her.

But just as I'm ready to rock her into total ecstasy, a dull noise interrupts us. A door opens, a voice rings out.

“Damn Ice. Always in the best place, right?”

I sigh as I recognize the voice of Snake, my longtime friend. Without rushing, I get up, casually wiping away Ava's excitement from my beard.

I feel her shudder behind me, closing her thighs and trying to keep the flaps of her torn blouse closed. Maybe I shouldn't have destroyed it that much.

Discreetly, I stand in front of her, making sure to hide her from my friend's eyes. Friends, actually. On the doorstep appears Buzz, who immediately understands what is happening here.

“We’re interrupting?”

Slowly, I put my hand on my sub's knee behind me, to give her some support. To mark my possession on her, too. She's hot, there's no way they won't find her to their liking.

“Bah. We had an urge. You know what it is.”

I answer them nonchalantly, making them laugh softly. Behind me, I feel Ava relax. I even believe that she shifts to better look at newcomers. With his eternal mocking smile on his lips, Buzz nods at me.

“Maybe we can help you. That's what friends are for, right?”

My fingers close more firmly on the leg of my submissive. I hadn't expected my friend to offer me this. And yet...

With an evil smile on my lips, I turn around. Maybe this day can get even better.


Chapter 5

Ava

My heart is racing as my eyes probe my dominant's. Is he really suggesting sharing me with his friends?

Oh, this idea is not new. We have already talked about our respective desires. Of our most taboo fantasies. With surprise and pleasure, we discovered to have the same. He wants to see his submissive taken by other men, to share what belongs to him with others.

And me? Well, I want to be possessed by powerful men. Surrender to their hands. Turn into their little thing as they take me over and over until the end of the night.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to shake off those lustful thoughts. Yes. It's a fantasy I've had for a long time. And I told myself that with Ice, I would end up satisfying it. But I didn't think it would be here and now.

Nothing today goes as planned. I thought we'd visit this place quickly, before going home. That he would fuck me into his mattress for hours. Not that I would find myself deprived of my panties. Not that I would suck him in a garage. And even less, that he would share me with his biker friends.

I glance again at the men. I can't deny it. They’re hot. The first to enter the room is a little older than us. Ice's mentor, without a doubt. His brown hair is beginning to show off a few white threads. His appetizing lips are surrounded by a thin mustache, giving him the look of a dandy.

The other man doesn't have the same style at all. His clothes are torn, and his dirty blond hair is long and tangled, giving him a neglected look. And yet, I find him incredibly hot. If I’m going to be degraded by bikers, as much as they look like bad boys.

I bite my lower lip, unable to suppress a smile. It seems I've made my decision. I'm ready to let them touch me. Because I know these men are going to give me incomparable pleasure.

Even before I give him my answer, my dominant smiles in turn. He must have seen the gleam in my eyes. Felt the desire swelling again in my chest.

I don't make a move, not really sure what to do next. Ice leans into my ear. I shiver as his fingers close around my thighs. I still haven’t come, and my senses are more disturbed than ever. I'm ready to accept anything, as long as I get an orgasm.

“You don't have to do this, okay? And if something goes wrong, you use your safe word. Right away. You don't hesitate, understood?”

I nod my head, almost distractedly. I should be relieved that he’s so careful about my desires and my safety. But all I can think about now is these two men's mouths on my body.

With a nod, my dominant motions for them to come closer. They don’t need to be asked twice, finding themselves near me in an instant. The oldest is the first to come forward, my dominant stepping aside to make room for him.

Slowly, the newcomer slides his hand on my cheek, drawing me into a soft but powerful kiss, already making me discover the extent of his talent.

I almost moan as his hand slides down my collarbone, brushing my breasts without ever touching them. He enjoys it, causing my sighs of frustration with each movement of my hand.

I shudder as another hand lands on my inner thigh. The blond is there, his gray eyes intently looking into mine. I break the kiss to come and taste his lips.

Immediately, the man puts his hand on my neck, grabbing it with force to take me in an almost violent kiss so much it’s passionate.

He doesn’t have the same restraint as his friend, putting his hand directly on my breast. I moan against his lips, encouraging him to continue. His fingers grab my nipples, pinching them hard.

I squeal against his lips, enjoying with equal ardor the pain and the pleasure he’s giving me. He keeps going, putting more and more force into his pinch, until I scream. He steps back, letting his friends appreciate my state of excitement.

“Damn, she's hot. And it looks like she likes a little pain. Is that right, Doll?”

I feel my cheeks blush and yet I nod in confirmation. It's not like I can hide it, not when I'm completely soaked from his simple pinches. My dominant steps forward, a proud smile on his lips.

“And yet, you have seen nothing.”

Obediently, I take the hand he offers me to get me off the workbench. I don't have time to figure out what he wants to do before he spins me around forcefully, pinning me against the tabletop.

My breathing quickens as he lifts my skirt, exposing my soaked pussy to his friends. I should be ashamed that they could see me like this. And yet, I can't help but arch my back to give them a better view of my anatomy.

“Ava behaved very badly earlier. I thought I’d wait until we’re home to punish her. But since you're here, I can give you a little demonstration.”

Without waiting a moment longer, Ice slams his hand down on my ass, making me squeal. Both men chuckle softly as my dominant continues to punch, showing them how much I like it.

My body finds itself propelled forward under each of the blows of my dominant, all stronger than each other. My breasts are crushed on the workbench, my nipples rubbing against the wood, giving me even more sensations.

“Looks like she really likes it.”

The older man approaches me, standing at the side of the workbench to look at me. I look up at him, both ashamed and excited to meet his gaze.

“Tell me, you seem to really like it. You’re a little slut!”

“I was a good girl before I met Ice.”

“Oh really?”

I shudder, hearing the amused voice of my dominant. His fingers caress the skin of my ass as he bends over me, more imposing than ever.

“I was going to take it easy on you. But if that's how you’re acting, I'm going to use the strong method.”

I swallow hard, not knowing what to expect. A gasp of surprise escapes me then with a sharp gesture, he removes my skirt, before pulling forcefully on the blouse still present on my shoulders, destroying it for good.

Then, with an expert gesture, he undoes my bra, making me remove the piece of fabric before throwing it in a corner of the room. I’m now completely naked. Oh sure, I was already well exposed before that. But having these few bits of fabric on me gave me a semblance of protection.

The man presses firmly on my shoulders, forcing me to lie down again on the workbench. I'm shivering. The cool air in the room caresses my raw skin, making me lose all my senses.

I swallow with difficulty, thinking that other people could arrive and witness my downfall. The idea makes me nervous but excites me just as much.

Soon, my master distracts me from these worries. Without my realizing it, he got rid of his belt. It's not until I feel the leather pounding against the delicate skin of my ass that I realize how severe the punishment is going to be.

He’s going to give me to them, let them take me and play with me as if I were a little doll that can be passed from hand to hand. But before that, he's going to show them who's really in control here. It doesn't matter what they want to do to me. I will remain his.

I groan as another belt slam lands on me. It's not the first time he's punishing me like this. He even used a whip to call me to order, once. But it’s the first time with a belt.

The pain is sharp, and intense. As if a thousand tingles came crashing down on my skin. It hurts, no doubt about it. And yet, I don't want it to stop. I want him to keep hitting me like this for as long as I can handle it.

And too bad if that means that for a week, I'll feel it every time I sit down. Even better. It will be like having my lover with me all the time.

I clench my fists, my moans echoing through the room as the pain grows more and more intense. I let out a long, high-pitched moan as he gently pats the end of his belt on my pussy.

I blush, realizing the wet sound it makes. I’m completely soaked. No way to hide my depravity. The man hits, and I love it. I barely hear the approving comments from his friends, so much shame washes over me.

A few tears begin to well up in my eyes as I receive a smack on my ass again. I surrender to these sensations, letting my body take control. I don't want this to end. Despite the shame, despite the pain. I want to prove what I am capable of.

Still, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as I hear the belt land next to me. My dominant begins to caress my ass, massaging it to relieve me after this most severe punishment.

Then he helps me up, turning me to face him. He smiles softly at me, wiping with his thumb the few tears that had trickled down my cheeks. I smile at him, proud to have held on. He gives me a short kiss, before telling me what's next.

“You behaved well, Princess. Now show me you understood. Take care of my friends.”

“Yes Sir.”

“On your knees.”

Without even thinking, I comply, ignoring the tugging sensation as my ass meets my heels. The men smile, visibly pleased to see my docility.

They don't need to undress for me to notice their cocks stretched out in their pants. I let them release their erections, raising my innocent eyes to one, then to the other, waiting to see which of them will take the initiative.

I'm not surprised when it's the blond who comes first, bringing his cock close to my face. Subtlety is obviously not his forte. Yet, without hesitation, I open my mouth.

In one slow motion, he slides his tip between my lips. He’s not as long as my lover, but he’s thicker, forcing me to try harder to open my jaw.

As I work to wet his cock with my tongue, I glance to the side, noticing the older one approaching me. Without even thinking, I grab his cock in my hand, stroking it as best I can as I focus on the other's member.

After a few moments, I change, curious to discover the taste of this unknown man. I should probably be embarrassed to death. Being on my knees in the middle of a garage, sucking off two strangers under the watchful eye of my lover.

And yet, I feel better than ever. My mouth goes from one cock to another without ever getting tired. From time to time, I look up at my lover, trying to get his approval, to check that what I'm doing satisfies him.

I want him to be as happy as me to live this moment. And judging by the look on his face, and the tent in his pants, I'm doing perfectly well.

I take the blond again in my mouth. The man looks like he's about to explode, his stomach heaving faster and faster. His hand slips into my hair, forcing me to take it all the way.

“That's it, little slut. Eat my cock. I’m gonna fill all your dirty holes.”

I tremble at these words. What he tells me is humiliating, and yet it excites me like never before. His hip movements drive his cock deep inside me, slamming the back of my throat with each thrust.

I almost choke but I hold on. Even when, without warning me, he drops everything into my mouth, lining the back of my throat with long spurts of hot cum. The man's rattle echoes through the room as he slowly backs away.

I swallow every last drop of his seed before turning to the other man. I look up at him to let him know it's his turn. But the man clicks his tongue and shakes his head.

I frown, trying to understand. Moments later, the man bends over me, gently pushing me back until I'm lying on the floor. The concrete under me is icy and unpleasant. And yet, I don't really care.

The man kneels between my thighs. His gaze on me is intense, as if he were saying “I'm going to devour you raw.” He looks like a real predator ready to gobble up his prey. And yet, I’m not afraid.

I'm so excited that I welcome him without asking myself any questions. I breathe a sigh of relief as he lays down, putting all his weight on me. One of his hands lands on my forehead, holding it down forcefully to capture my lips again.

I moan into the kiss, feeling his cock invite itself near my soaking wet entrance. He releases my mouth as he thrusts into me. An evil smile forms on his lips as this simple movement makes me squeal with pleasure.

Without wasting a moment, he impales me on all his length, discovering the warmth of my pussy. I close my eyes and let out a long moan as his arms wrap around my legs.

With a brisk motion, he lifts my knees, bringing them closer to my chest so he can sink even deeper into me. I don't know what I did to deserve such incredible treatment. All I know is that I'm grateful. 

Panting, I turn my head towards my dominant. He doesn't say anything, but I can see it in his eyes. 

He has never been so excited.


Chapter 6

Ice

My body is rock hard, unable to move. I knew she was hot, but now I find out I didn't realize how much. I can't take my eyes off her. She’s so perfect. 

I don't know what I find most exciting. The curves of her body or the little sounds of ecstasy that escape her mouth without her being able to control them.

My eyes wander over her body. Her rounded hips, her breasts bouncing with each movement of my friend's cock inside her. She’s the perfect combination. While she’s dripping with lust, she keeps that innocent look on her face. A real angel.

And what to say about the way she looked at me, seeking my approval as her mouth moved from one cock to another. What a good girl. I knew she would be good when I approached her that night at that bar. But I had no idea she would become such a perfect submissive.

I now see how far she’s willing to go, for her pleasure and mine. She no longer asks herself the slightest question, letting herself be fucked on the floor, in this garage yet so disgusting. 

She doesn’t seem to care that her back scrapes against the rough concrete of the room. She just moves her hips in rhythm, moaning louder and louder under the thrusts of my friend. I smile, seeing the warning signs of her coming orgasm.

Her head pushes back as some of her cries are now mute, her body no longer having the strength even to make the slightest noise. Her feet curl up, her eyes close.

Snake shifts position, driving even deeper into her, holding her at an angle that I know presses her clit even harder. A few more seconds, and I see her go. Her body arches violently as she screams silently, her thighs quivering in orgasm.

I stare at her, totally hypnotized by this spectacle that I have already seen many times. But now that I'm out of it, I can take my time to feast on that face contorted with pleasure.

One day I will have to film it. Such beauty, such abandon. It must be immortalized. Right now, she doesn't worry about anything. She's just there, letting the other come and go inside her without ever getting tired.

A few moments later, my friend comes out of her with a brisk gesture, emptying himself on her stomach, on her pussy still throbbing with her orgasm. Eyes misty with pleasure, she can't help but smile, the bliss illuminating her face.

I look up at Buzz. He's hard again, as excited as I am by the spectacle offered by my submissive. He looks at me in turn, questioning me silently. I answer him with a nod.

Nonchalantly, he crushes his cigarette under his shoe, before approaching the young woman. She looks at him, inviting him silently as she opens her thighs left empty by Snake.

But the man has another idea in mind. Unceremoniously, he lifts her up by the waist, pinning her against the workbench again. She lets out a high-pitched squeal. But before I have time to worry about her well-being, she turns her head to me, a smile on her lips.

Her wink makes me smile. Good girl. Show them how well I trained you. Her expression of happiness turns to one of surprise.

Buzz has just thrust into her with a single jerk. Given how thick his cock is, she must have felt it hard. This guy really has no delicacy. But I know she can take it. I’ve done worst, and I’m longer. She can bear it.

I cross my arms in front of my chest, enjoying the sight in front of me more and more. She can't stop looking at me, even though she has to twist herself backward for it. Small squeals of mixed pleasure and discomfort escape from her pretty mouth.

I readjust my cock in my pants. If that idiot had put her on all fours on the floor, I could have slipped between her lips made to suck dicks. But I have to wait.

He grabs her hair, wrapping it around his arm to arch her over the workbench, twisting her into an impossible position. She's moaning for real now, so loud I could swear another orgasm isn't far away. So much the better. She deserves it.

I can't help but imagine myself in the place of the other. That I’m the one who sinks into her at this frantic pace.

My cock twitches in my pants, as I imagine the feel of her soaking wet pussy contracting around me, gripping me like she never wants to let me go again. Like she wants me to stay inside her forever. That I take her again and again. That I fill her with my seed until it drips outside of her.

I readjust my cock, imagining everything I'm going to do to her, as soon as he gets away from her. She screams louder and louder, her fingers gripping the workbench.

I devour her with my eyes, admiring the curves of her plump ass, trembling with every impulse of my friend inside her. Her skin is still red from my punishment. She must feel it with every thrust, and that only heightens my excitement.

Again, she begins to shake with all her might. He just slipped his hand between her legs, no doubt capturing her taut clit. It doesn’t take her more to sink back into orgasm.

Without stopping, he continues to pound her, making her squeal with pleasure until he too indulges in pleasure, emptying himself deep inside her in a rattle worthy of an animal.

My breathing quickens. I can't wait any longer. I want her. Now.

We both got what we wanted. Her, getting fucked by strangers. Me, watching her come and tremble on another hand than mine. Now it's my turn to own her. To remind everyone in the room who she really belongs to. Who is her dominant.

My gaze catches hers. She doesn't move from her position, licking her lips as she stares at me with her big intense eyes. It doesn’t take me more to approach her. 

Her mouth opens, her breathing still erratic, she’s quietly inviting me. It doesn't matter that she has already been destroyed by two men. It's me she wants now. And I’m going to give it to her without hesitation.

I gently caress the delicate skin of her ass. Barely a touch, and yet she can’t help moaning. My presence alone seems enough to give her pleasure. My good little sub.

Slowly, I slide my fingers between her lower lips, appreciating how soaked she is. And despite everything she just received, my fingers in her tight pussy make her moan. She even moves her hips, seeming to seek the contact of my skin against hers.

For a few moments, I continue to finger her. Then I move on to the next phase of my plan. 

A startled gasp escapes her as my fingers move slowly up her skin. Her breath hitches as, without hesitation, one of my fingers begins to trace the jagged outline of her little ass. I've taken her there several times already, enjoying the extent of her depravity.

Each time, she loved it, surrendering completely to me, coming again and again despite the shame blushing her cheeks. But she certainly didn't expect me to venture down this path today. Not when we still have two spectators, more attentive than ever to my movements.

I lean into her as I plunge one of my fingers inside her.

“One word, and I'll stop everything.”

Eyes fixed on her face, I wait for her answer while admiring the pink showing on her cheeks. And then comes a nod. The message is clear. She wants me to keep going. I'm sure of it when, moments later, she pushes her ass back, getting my finger a little deeper inside her.

So I keep pushing it inside, squeezing a squeal out of her that she can't contain. I know it, behind us, my friends don’t miss a crumb of the show. I’m proud, and pleased to have such a partner to show off.

My attention goes back to my submissive. Her chest rises faster, and little by little, I feel her relax. I add a second finger. Her little sighs are getting louder as I try to prepare her as well as possible.

She knows it, no finger will ever be as wide as my cock inside her. And despite it, that's what she wants. I can read it on her face when she turns to me.

So, I pull my fingers out and take my cock out of my pants. After the show she just gave me, I'm not sure I'll last very long. But I don't care.

After sliding my cock over her soaked entrance to cover myself in her natural lubricant, I approach her little ass. I bite my lip, holding back a groan as I sink inside her.

She’s incredibly tight, and yet she opens up for me. Her body burning like a hot and delicious invitation to take her.

Gradually, I sink into her, my cock surrounded by her warm body. I have only one idea in mind.

Make her come again.


Chapter 7

Ava

All the air escapes my lungs as Ice continues to dive inside me. I shouldn't let him do this. I've already let him give me to his friends, offering them my mouth, my pussy. My dignity.

And yet, I don’t hesitate to let him offer them the vision of my body opening up for him as he takes me into this so taboo zone. The tension in the air is incomparable. I'm sure the two men dream of being in the place of my dominant, right now.

I lick my lips, terribly excited by the idea. I would never let them take me there. This entrance is reserved for my dominant. But knowing that they can see it, and that they want me, turns me on like never before.

And the idea that the power Ice has over my body is thus revealed to the world only reinforces this feeling. It helps me bear this intrusion so imposing in me.

His cock is so wide that it’s difficult for me to accommodate it. Yet I know that, even if it's uncomfortable at the moment, soon I will feel a pleasure of incomparable intensity.

I sigh as he caresses my back, the warmth of his hand bringing me undeniable comfort. Finally, he's totally inside me.

I feel like I've been split open, torn apart by his cock, in such a way that I can never be put back together again. But I don't care. I really don't want him to stop.

I moan a little louder as he begins to move back and forth. Discomfort quickly turns into pleasure. I don’t know how it’s possible, and yet I feel new sparkles tingling in my lower abdomen. It's still light, but an orgasm is definitely building deep inside me.

His hand holding the back of my neck only adds to my excitement. The slightest gesture showing his control over me is enough to make me wet. I feel it, between my thighs flows a new excitement.

Feeling that I relax, the man accelerates his movements. I let out little squeals of pleasure, mixing them here and there with his grunts. Against the workbench, my pointed nipples rub, giving me additional sensations.

But it's when the man slips his hand between my thighs that I begin to completely lose my footing. With the tip of his fingers, he plays with my clit, drawing small circles on it.

My nerve button throbs like never before, tense and ready to explode, as if the two other men hadn't already made me come.

I can't hold back my screams now, my fingernails digging into the palm of my hand as he drives faster and faster inside me. With each thrust, my hips are slammed into the wood of the workbench, so hard I think it will leave marks.

But I don't care. It doesn't matter if I'm in pain, it doesn't matter if I can't walk for days. I want to surrender to this most intense pleasure.

Behind my back, my dominant growls, nearing his end too. He bends over me, pressing harder and harder on my clit.

“Come for me, Princess. Come on my cock. Show them the good little slut you are.”

A long moan escapes me. I don't think of anything anymore, it's as if my brain just disconnected while the man pounds me without stopping.

A few more moments, and I lose my breath, sinking into an electric orgasm. My body tenses, shaking with intensity.

I'm nothing more but a disjointed doll as the man comes his way, his cock sinking deep as he drops long spurts of sperm inside me.

I'm unable to move, only my chest heaving erratically. The man withdraws from me, stroking my back as if to congratulate me on having behaved so well. I almost forget where I am.

It's only when I hear an admiring hiss that I snap out of my trance. Now that all my desires have been fulfilled, I come back to reality, just like my inhibitions. Slowly, I feel my cheeks redden.

I don't regret anything I've done, and yet, embarrassment overwhelms me. I'm still naked, in the middle of this garage, dripping of these men’s cum. Other people could still arrive. I'm not sure that I would be able to satisfy them in turn. But if that's what my dominant wants, then I'll do my best to try.

Slowly, he lifts me up, wrapping his arms around me as his eyes probe me, checking how I feel.

With a small smile on my lips, I move my face forward to kiss him. It's soft and tender. Just enough to prove to him that everything is fine.

When we break the kiss, it's my turn to watch him intensely.

And now what?

◆◆◆

I growl softly, the sun disturbing my still sleepy eyes. It takes me a few moments to remember where I am. Ice's bedroom.

I look down, finding my dominant’s hand clinging to my breast. I smile softly. Every time we sleep together, he always ends up in this position.

With a grimace, I turn to look at him. I'm stiff like never before. But considering what I did yesterday, I should consider myself lucky to just be able to move.

The man is still sleeping, his face showing calmness. I gently stroke his forehead, pushing away a few strands of his black hair to look at him for long moments. Then, careful not to wake him, I slip out of bed, heading for the bathroom.

There, I look at myself in the mirror. I'm still wearing the T-shirt they gave me yesterday, to replace my completely destroyed blouse. The garment is way too big for me. It was made for one of those burly men of the group. Not for a slender young woman.

It's not a big deal, though. I'm still going to keep it.

With my fingertips, I caress my neck, tracing one by one the hickeys he has placed on my skin. I'm going to have to be creative to hide them this week at work. But it doesn’t matter. I wouldn't want to get rid of these marks of possession for anything in the world.

We haven't been together long, and yet I'm completely addicted to him. I have never felt such a thing for a man, and I can only hope that this thing lasts as long as possible.

I jump as I realize my lover is standing in the doorway. He smiles softly at me, and in his eyes, I can see a touch of pride shining through.

He walks over to me, wrapping his muscular arms around my chest before gently kissing my hair.

We remain like this for long moments, peaceful, looking at each other in the mirror without moving. He’s not doing anything special, and yet, I already feel a warmth rising in the pit of my stomach.

No matter what I did yesterday. I have only one desire.

That he fucks me again.


USED & SHARED BY THE MOUNTAIN MEN


Chapter 1

Sarah

I lower my eyes, meeting my husband’s. A moan escapes me, I bite my lip to try to cope with the waves of pleasure. Despite my handcuffs, I clutch my breasts, playing with my nipples as his tongue continues to work on my clit.

He devours me, his fingers digging forcefully into the skin of my thighs to hold them open. I feel like I'm going to die on the spot, his treatments are so powerful. One more moment, and I'll-

I let out a slight cry as my foot gets caught in a root. I barely catch myself on a tree and let out a curse. Clint looks at me, an almost condescending expression on his face.

“Watch where you put your feet, Baby.”

A grunt greets his remark. He is content with it, setting off again. A hike. What a stupid idea. When he talked about a romantic weekend, I imagined a lot of things.

A cute hotel with sea views. A hot tub where we would have spent hours. A huge bed to which he would have tied me, taking me as he pleased, making me languish before giving me orgasms all more powerful than each other.

But no. He preferred to visit this friend. I don't really know him. All I know is that they grew up together in these mountains. If my husband left them, he stayed to be a lumberjack. And because of this decision, I find myself having to walk, a backpack that is far too heavy on my shoulders.

What an idea to live in such a remote place. A cabin, not even accessible by car. With my luck, it’ll be dirty and unsanitary. Oh no... What if there’s no real bathroom?

I shake my head, pushing these negative thoughts out of my head. I prefer to focus on something more interesting. At least my husband walks ahead of me. This leaves me plenty of time to observe his perfect ass, highlighted by his light fabric shorts.

I lick my lips, ideas all more depraved than each other coming to mind. I want him all the time. He's so hot, with his broad shoulders and perfectly shaped hands. His chocolate eyes make me melt in an instant. His curly brown hair gives him a fake angelic look, when we both know he's the devil himself.

Our sex life has always been the most satisfying. Oh, no doubt possible. All the women in the neighborhood envy me this perfect man. And yet, after four years of marriage, our relationship began to wither a bit. There was no longer the fire, no longer the passion of the beginnings.

Until a few months ago...

When, after years of relationship, he confessed to me to be a dominant. That before me, he practiced BDSM. That he had never dared to speak to me about it, for fear of frightening me. For fear of losing myself.

But the opposite happened. The more he told me about it, the wetter I became. It’s as if he revealed me to myself. Making me discover a whole part of my personality that I was unaware of. And when he gave me his first order... My whole body went up in flames.

Now I couldn't go back. I’m a submissive. His submissive. He can do whatever he wants with me. I trust him and his judgment completely. It doesn't matter how far he wants to push things. I’m ready to experiment them, for our greatest pleasure.

But for the moment, pleasure is not on the agenda.

Taking advantage of a shady area, Clint stops, deciding to have a break. I put my bag down with a loud sigh, determined to let him know my displeasure. I never asked to be here.

Without looking at him, I grab the bottle of water he hands me. Innocently, I strike a slightly sexier pose, pushing my breasts forward. I don't need to see him to know his eyes are on me. So much the better.

I chose this outfit especially for that. My shorts are a little too tight, but they perfectly show off my rounded ass, my wide hips. As for my tank top... It makes my chest look even fuller than it already is.

His eyes on my body only reinforce my desire. If he wanted, he could rip off my clothes, bring me to my knees. I wouldn't put up any resistance. And if another man were to come by... He could just give me to him.

My cheeks flush slightly. It's a fantasy, an idea in the back of my mind. And in that of my dominant. We have already discussed it. I would like to be taken by another man. Finding myself trapped between their two bodies. Submit to their cocks inside me for hours, until I faint.

I was afraid he would judge me. That he finds this idea totally stupid. And yet, he surprised me, telling me that he would like it too. The session that followed this discussion was the craziest we have ever had. I’ve never come as hard as when he whispered those dirty things in my ear.

Slowly he explained to me how he would let another man slip between my thighs, how this one would take absolutely everything from me, fucking me for days if that was what he wanted. He even used a toy, making sure to fill me up completely.

Now, I only dream of one thing... That it happens in real life. But it's not for now.

I sigh loudly as he picks up his bag again, ready to go. He stops, questioning me silently. I bite my lip, hesitating for a few moments. Then, with a sulky pout on my face, I decide to speak.

“I hate hiking!”

“Come on, it's almost over. If you behave well, you’ll get a reward.”

My scowl gives way to a curious expression. Since we began to explore this relationship of dominant and submissive, his arsenal of rewards and punishments has grown steadily. I wonder what he has in mind.

“What kind of reward?”

“What would make you happy?”

“Hmm... You, eating my pussy.”

He shakes his head, an almost exasperated sigh escaping his ruby-colored lips. Still, he can't help but smile at this comment. He knows that I’m insatiable. And he loves it.

“I was thinking more of something like a dinner out. But that's fine with me. I can eat your little pussy.”

A big smile lights up my face. Rather than recovering my bag, I begin to gently roll my shoulders, as in a slightly ridiculous courtship, supposed to attract him into my nets, and convince him to take me there, right away. He clicks his tongue.

“I said, if you behave. That means finishing this hike without sulking and be a good girl when we get to Jim's.”

I sigh. I really have no desire to start walking again. Between my thighs, I can feel it. I'm wet like never before. If I was reasonable, I would obey him. But I don't want to. So, I decide to take another way, much more dangerous.

As his stern gaze rests on me, I slide my fingers under the seam of my tank top. Slowly, I begin to make it go up on my stomach, gradually revealing my silky skin. A growl greets my gesture.

“What are you doing?”

“I'm much too hot.”

“Sarah... Careful.”

I give him an innocent look before dropping the tank top at my feet. He tries to remain impassive, but I can see his jaw tense. I pushed his buttons meticulously, and he's about to snap.

Without my having to look down, I know the vision I offer him. Against the fabric of my sports bra, my nipples stick out, visible and desperate to be touched.

My bare stomach heaves slowly in anticipation. And my tight little shorts won't take long to get stained with my excitement.

“Sarah, you have thirty seconds to get dressed and take your bag.”

His order makes me shiver, but I hold on. His outbursts of authority only excite me even more. Defiantly, I lick my lips, taking a few steps back to get away from him, clearly disobedient. He doesn’t move immediately, continuing to look at me with severity.

Suddenly, all the air escapes from my lungs. Before I had time to realize it, he just made the few steps separating us before slamming me against a tree. The hard bark of the trunk digs into my back, and yet I don't care.

How could I, when his fingers are on my throat, squeezing it just enough to make me shiver?

With fierceness, he presses his lips to mine. His tongue is already approaching, forcing me to open my mouth. Without the slightest delicacy, he visits every corner of my warm cavity, playing with me until I moan. His body is imposing against mine. And yet, I feel perfectly fine.

His free hand slides over my body, not knowing where to land. One moment it’s close to my breasts, the other to my hips. I lose track, totally drowning in that kiss. I'm ready to jump on him, to spread my legs for him.

I groan into the kiss as his fingers begin to press my clit through the fabric of my shorts. An electric shock runs through my whole body. I'm so sensitive that I believe he could make me come with a few simple moves.

Excitement drives me crazy. I forget where we are. I have only one thing in mind: that he takes me again and again. When he breaks the kiss, turning me forcefully, I can't help but smile.

Serious things are going to start.


Chapter 2

Clint

I married the best woman on earth. Nobody can make me change my mind. How could I even think otherwise, when she's there, bent over on a rock, her whole body heaving to the rhythm of her erratic breathing? I don't think I've ever seen her so excited.

If I had known that telling her I’m a dominant would cause her to break free like that, I would have done it a long time ago. From a simple sexy and loving wife, she turned into a sex goddess. There is nothing that scares her anymore, nothing that she doesn't want to test.

I stand still behind her, building up the pressure. She wanted to play. She must face the consequences now. And to think that she has no idea what I have planned for this weekend. Maybe if she had known, she wouldn't have behaved like a brat.

It doesn’t matter. I will certainly not refuse an improvised session. That we are in the middle of a hiking trail doesn’t change anything for me. She needs a punishment, and I intend to give it to her.

I can't suppress a smile as she begins to fidget, thrusting her ass back in a silent, desperate invitation. If I listened to my most beastly instincts, I'd rip those ridiculously tight little shorts off her. I would plunge my head between her thighs to taste her sweet nectar which, I know, is already flowing freely.

And yet, I do nothing. That's not what we need. Waiting will only make things better, for her and for me. So, I turn away from her, putting myself in search of a specific object.

I take longer than necessary, feeling her burning gaze on my back. She's dying of curiosity... And maybe she’s a little worried too.

Her eyes widen when I come back to her, a wooden stick in my hand. Surely, she hadn't expected this. So much the better. I like to be unpredictable.

Despite her visible concern, she remains motionless, quietly waiting to see what I'm going to do.

“You behaved very badly Sarah. You know it. Bad girls get punished.”

She swallows hard, still nodding her head to show me that she understands. To build up the pressure a little more, I tap the stick against the palm of my hand. I’ve always had a sense of theatre.

A shiver runs through her. She’s ready. Perfectly ripe to take my punishment. With exaggerated slowness, I go around her, coming to place myself near her pretty ass. I don’t touch her immediately, preferring to observe a few moments her body rising.

A slight squeal escapes her as I firmly rip off her shorts. I don’t even bother to get rid of them completely, dragging them and her little thong on her thighs. Thus positioned, the pieces of fabric constitute an improvised harness.

I lick my lips, remembering how hot she was, the time I tied her in ropes.

I shake my head. I have to stay in the moment. My eyes roam her ass. They are so round, and so perfect. They will be even more so in a few moments, when they will blush under my hands.

I'll start soon, but for now I'm just watching. Her breathing quickens, the pressure builds inside her. The more the seconds pass, the more it’s difficult for her to bear what is happening.

But despite the worry, that's what she wants. She can't deny it, her body silently betraying her. Her pussy glows with excitement. She’s soaked like never before.

She must have been like this for a long time. She must have had lustful thoughts the whole way up. Perfect. She is all the more ready for me.

A high-pitched squeal escapes her pretty mouth as my first thrust lands on her ass. Looks like she wasn't so ready after all. I can't help but smile, savoring the little sounds that escape her mouth as I continue to smack her ass.

If I were to lose my hearing, I think that's what I would miss the most. Not being able to hear her voice when she gets lost in pleasure and pain.

The wooden stick falls on the sensitive skin of her thighs, making her scream a little louder. I know this punishment is much harder to take than that of my hands. But she can do it. I know her limits. And she knows her safe word. One word, and she could stop it all.

But she doesn't, even unconsciously pushing her ass back to beg me to continue. That's something I wouldn't refuse. I go back to hitting her ass in three close strokes.

She moans a little louder. I know this wand hurts more than my hands. It’s surely more impressive too. This is not a store-bought crop, designed for this purpose. No, it's a common piece of wood picked up on the ground.

Even if it hurts her, this object is harmless. I made sure of that. And I know what I'm doing. Years of practice have led me to know the perfect angle, the power needed to make a submissive lose her mind, to mark her skin just enough without ever leaving a scar.

I keep my eyes fixed on her, watching her every flutter, making sure that I never go further than she can take. Each of her sighs turns into small complaints. She starts to hiccup, but despite everything, she manages to address me properly.

“Please, Sir. Please.”

I smack her ass again, for good measure. Show her that I'm in charge, I'm the one who decides. That I need more than a simple request to accede to her request. She starts begging me again, her voice choking with tears that threaten to get out.

“Please, Sir.”

I leave my gesture in the air. For seconds that must seem like an eternity to her, I don't move, watching her struggle with herself, trying to regain control over her breathing. I lick my lips, before finally ending her torment.

“Is there something you want to tell me?”

“I… I’m sorry, Sir.”

“Why? Why do I have to forgive you?”

“I… I’ve been a bad girl.”

“It's true. What are you going to do then? Are you going to behave better?”

“Yes Sir. I promise. I'm gonna be a good girl now.”

I let out a skeptical sound, my hands resting absently on her back. She shivers as I slowly trace the line of her spine through her T-shirt. Then I get to her ass.

With a firm gesture, I grab one of her globes, squeezing it harder than necessary. She yelps, as much of pain as of relief. I continue my vigorous massage for a few moments, before moving on to her other cheek. I would almost let myself be distracted, as the show she offers me is fascinating.

But I have to stay in my role. Slowly, my fingers slide between her ass. She tenses for a moment as my thumb traces her jagged outline. But that's not what interests me. Not yet.

I continue my descent, letting two fingers part her lower lips and covering them with her excitement. Then, without warning, I push them into her with a sharp movement.

The cry she utters is indescribable, oscillating between pleasure and surprise. Proud of my effect on her, I begin to move slowly back and forth in her warm cavity. I click my tongue.

“Look at you. You’re completely soaked. That’s not a good girl behavior. I'm going to have to punish you a little more.”

She lets out a plaintive squeal as I withdraw my fingers as quickly as I entered them. I don't know if she's complaining about their absence, or about the punishment I promise her.

And yet, she doesn't stop me. She would only have one word to say. But she wants to continue. She wants to see how far she can go. She wants to prove to me that she can do it.

I drop my wooden stick. I don't need it anymore. Firmly, I crush my hand on her ass, covering them with her excitement dripping on my fingers. I can't help but smile at this sight, before hitting her again.

One, two, three times. Her whole body is shaking. Her fingers cling with all their might to the rock beneath her. She must make every effort in the world not to fall.

However, I know it, she won’t stop me. I don’t know if it’s out of pride or love of risk. All I know, is that it's up to me to calm things down. But not before one last sneaky blow.

A higher-pitched cry than the others tears the air as my hand flattens perfectly on her pussy with a loud snap. I leave my hand there for a few moments, savoring the wetness that coats my fingers.

Then, gently, I go back on her ass. They are red as ever. I revel in this ephemeral work of art that I created on her skin.

Small sighs of relief escape her mouth as I continue to massage her globes gently, bringing her the necessary comfort. I decide to drive the point home with words that I know will have an effect.

“Good girl. You took your punishment well.”

The only response is a relieved sigh. Gradually, her body relaxes under my hand. We could stop there. I could pull her shorts up over her body, hand her backpack, and go on our way.

But the massive erection twisting my own shorts forbids it. I'm way too tense to let it go. And there she is, bent over, her little pussy completely offered to me.

One move, and I could be inside her. The opportunity is far too good. I lean over her, my fingers curling around the back of her neck in a firm grip.

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

“Yes Sir. I’ll do anything.”

“I'm going to put my cock in your little pussy, and you're going to moan so loud that everyone in this forest will hear you. I want them to know who you belong to. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.”

She barely manages to answer me, her voice choking with excitement. I can't help smiling. Despite the punishment I just gave her, she's ready to go again.

I know her too well. She is desperate. She wants me to take her right now. It doesn't matter that we are outdoors. It doesn't matter that another hiker might pass. All that matters to her is that I finally give her deliverance. And I'm not going to be prayed for that.

In an instant, I release my cock. I trap it between my fingers, giving it a few strokes as I admire my submissive arching her back a little more to greet me.

I can't wait any longer. I approach her, sliding my rounded tip along her lower lips. With slow gestures, I cover myself with her excitement. Small squeals escape her, even as she tries to keep them under control. She knows it, the more she will show impatience, the more I will make her languish.

We both moan as I begin to sink into her. I take my time, savoring every inch of her pussy imprisoning me. Her warmth and humility are already driving me crazy.

I know it won't take me long to come. So much the better. It’ll fit my plan perfectly.

Forcefully, I grip her hips, pulling myself completely out before diving sharply deep into her body. A gasp escapes her. My hips just came into forceful contact with her still sore ass.

Ignoring her discomfort, I slowly pull out, my tip languidly grating every inch of her interior opening for me. It's as if she’d been molded on my cock. I fit into her perfectly, her walls clinging to me, making me lose my footing beyond reason.

I slip one of my hands into her ponytail, wrapping it around my arm to force her to arch her back a little more. She lets herself go without the slightest hesitation as I start pounding her at a breakneck pace.

Her cries are getting louder and louder. She who once was afraid to express herself, now she lets the whole forest know who fucks her so well. Who is her master.

My free hand slips between her legs, pressing down on her clit. Her screams die in her throat to a muffled sound. Her little pussy contracts around my cock. She's not far from her end, and neither am I.

But just as she is about to tip over, I pull away from her abruptly. A surprised, disappointed complaint comes out of her mouth, but I ignore it. Without the slightest hesitation, I empty myself on her ass, on the small of her back, letting out a rattle worthy of an animal.

There are no other words to describe what we just did. Two horny animals fucking shamelessly in the forest. But I don't feel the slightest shame. This woman is mine. I can take her as I see fit.

Ignoring her pleas, I straighten up, shove my flaccid cock back into my shorts, and grab my backpack. She finally dares to look over her shoulder, her eyes watering. I pause for a moment to appreciate this vision.

She, trembling with desire, desperate to receive an orgasm. Her body always offered to me, covered with my fluids and hers. This vision alone would be enough to make me hard again. But I shake my head, provoking her face to contort into a desperate grimace.

“You know it, Sarah. Only good girls have the right to come. You still have to prove yourself. Get dressed now. Jim is waiting for us.”


Chapter 3

Sarah

Just barely, I hold back a sigh. After the punishment that my dominant has just inflicted on me, there's no way I'll provoke him again. Oh, I loved every second of it.

Never could I have believed that a branch found on the ground could have given me such delicious pain. But I'm beginning to believe that whatever tool is in his hand, my husband knows what he’s doing.

I lick my lips, diving back with delight into this session that has just ended. This is by far the craziest thing we've done. And we've done a lot.

I shudder, wondering what I would have felt if we had been surprised by someone. If a hiker had passed by and had seen me, half-naked, my ass presented to my husband as an offering.

And when he took me... I thought I was going to pass out from pleasure. It's as if the risk had amplified every sensation running through my body.

However, this is not enough. I can't believe he didn't let me come. So much pleasure, for so much frustration? It's not human.

It's not the first time he's deprived me of an orgasm like this. But usually, he doesn't make me walk for what feels like hours.

I'm so soaked that each step is an ordeal to endure. Between my excitement and my master's seed on my ass, my tight shorts are more uncomfortable than ever.

With each step, I feel the fluids on my skin, reminding me of the frustrated state I’m in. My breasts aren't much help. Against the thin fabric of my bra, my nipples rub, just enough to remind me how taut they are.

But I know the worst is yet to come. Who knows how many more hours I'll have to wait to get some relief? I don't even know how long it will take us to get to that damned cabin.

And after that, we'll be with his friend for the rest of the day. They haven't seen each other for a long time. They will surely want to talk for hours, having drinks while recalling memories that I would not understand. There is no guarantee that my dominant will be able to take care of me after that.

To sum up the situation: I'm screwed. With a little hope, I will succeed in isolating to relieve myself. Maybe he'll punish me for it, but I don't care. I need too much to come to be afraid of this punishment.

I focus back on my steps, ignoring my dominant’s burning stare on my back. I know, his eyes are fixed on my ass, on my pussy. I'm sure my excitement went through the fabric. Does he admire his work?

I breathe a slight sigh of relief as, after a final climb, we arrive near a cabin. I must admit, the place is much cuter than I thought it’d be.

I expected to find a rustic, half-run-down cabin. But the place seems perfectly maintained. Around the house, pretty flower beds are planted. At least if I must be frustrated, it’ll be in a nice place.

I stop dead in my sight, my mouth dropping slightly in shock. A man has just appeared. Jim, I guess. I've never seen any pictures of him and hadn't even thought to ask about him.

The man in front of me is incredibly attractive. Not one to pose for magazines. No, he has an unconventional beauty. Raw. Exactly the kind to inhabit my most secret fantasies.

He’s huge. He’s so tall I wonder if he can cross the door without bending. And his shoulders? They're so wide they could make me disappear with a snap of my fingers.

My eyes slide to his arms left uncovered by his T-shirt. They are covered in tattoos, barely showing his bulging veins. He’s muscular, too. The kind of body you don't gain in a gym, but through hard physical labor.

He’s imposing. Impressive. Attractive.

I shudder as he reaches out his hand, rough against my skin. I can barely stammer a nice to meet you, so hypnotized I am by his steel gray eyes.

Obediently, I follow the two men. They’re discussing without really paying attention to me. Inside, I discover a cozy and comfortable living room. Jim stays at the door as we put our things down.

“I have one last thing to do today. But make yourself at home, there's beer in the fridge and snacks in the cupboards. Help yourself.”

Without further ado, the man leaves. My eyes remain vaguely fixed on the door for a few moments, still disturbed by the deep voice of the man. I don't know if it's the excitement of our earlier activities, but that voice only made me fire up a little more.

I shake my head. I shouldn't have these kinds of thoughts. The man is our host. A friend of my husband. Not the kind of person I should fantasize about like that.

I turn to my husband, who hands me a glass of cold water. I swallow it in one go, enjoying the distraction. Slowly, Clint approaches me, tenderly stroking my face before kissing me.

No matter how strong he is, he also knows how to take care of me afterward, giving me all the softness I need to recover from those intense sessions he inflicts on me. Putting on my sweetest face, I try to convince him.

“Sir, can I go take a shower? I'm all sticky.”

“No. You haven't earned it yet.”

I bite my lip, adding nothing. I know it wouldn't help.

Without looking at me, he sits down on the couch. I stay there, standing. I look forward to seeing what happens next. That he tells me what to do.

Oh, I could decide that for myself. He doesn't control every second of my life. And yet, I want to surrender myself completely to his decision.

So, I stay perfectly still, tilting my head slightly to the side, waiting. Just to show him that, if he wants, he can have total control over me.

It does not escape him. For long moments, he stares at me, remaining in a nonchalant position. I shiver as he clicks his tongue.

“Take off your clothes.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I remain confused. He wants it done here, in the middle of his friend's living room? This is madness. With a trembling voice, I dare to express my fears.

“But... What if he comes back?”

“Would it really be so terrible?”

I blush violently. Our discussions about sharing me with another man come to mind. Is that why we are here? But I barely exchanged two words with the other man…

Surely, that's not what he has in mind. The other said he had work. It will surely take him a long time. And then, a man like him doesn't move silently. We'll hear him coming, I could rush to our room.

What if it wasn't? If we didn't hear, too absorbed in our lustful games. How would the other one react to seeing us indulge in such decadent things?

Maybe he would kick us out of his house. I couldn't blame him. Is a little sex really worth risking such an old friendship?

My heart is pounding. I don’t know what to do. The gaze of my dominant is burning on my skin. I want to submit. Let myself go to these fantasies that I did not know existed only a few months ago. But reason tries to take over.

Will he punish me if I refuse? Maybe yes. Maybe he'll deny me sex, here and back home.

I'm already on the verge of exploding. I need his body on mine. None of my fingers, none of my toys, will be enough to relieve this fire that burns my skin.

I already have a hard time imagining doing without him for the few hours that separate us from the moment we go to bed. So several days? It seems impossible to me.

Oh, I could use my safe word. It wouldn't have any repercussions. But I don't want it.

I gulp, the air suddenly suffocating around me. I plunge my eyes back into those of my dominant. He doesn't rush me. He doesn't force me to do anything.

I feast on this gaze that just supports mine. This simple silent exchange calms me and allows me to see things more clearly.

I made my decision.


Chapter 4

Clint

I quietly breathe as Sarah slowly begins to undress. Until the last moment, I expected her to give up. That she let her fear control her.

I wouldn't have forced her. Even though I'm in charge, I want her to always be completely comfortable with what we're doing. We've talked about it enough for her to know. Yes. If she does this, it's because she really wants it.

With sensuality, she undoes one by one these superfluous layers of fabric. I lick my lips as her skin reveals itself to me. Our eyes meet and never let go.

If her gestures are meant to be sexy, her gaze is looking for my approval. She analyzes my every reaction, making sure to satisfy me.

As if she could displease me. Her body is absolutely perfect. There is nothing I would change. Neither that nor her attitude. So, I decide to encourage her a little more.

“Good girl.”

She can't help but smile, a hint of pride lighting up her face. I know, my compliments only inflame her body and drive her crazy with desire. Between her legs, I can guess a new excitement.

My eyes glide over her curves. Her hips are wide, perfect for holding on to. Her legs seem endless, ready to be thrown over my shoulders as I sink deep inside her.

My gaze goes up to her breasts, heavy and swollen with desire. Her adorable nipples are pointing. I lick my lips, imagining myself capturing them to suck on them and make her moan uncontrollably.

I see her hold her breath as I get up to approach her. My fingers trace the line of her jaw, before wrapping around her throat. She shivers. I know she loves that I hold her there. She loves feeling vulnerable, totally at my mercy.

“On your knees.”

Immediately, she complies. Her eyes stay fixed on mine, probing me intently. I stroke her hair almost distractedly as I stare at her chest, which heaves to the rhythm of her erratic breathing.

I could take her there, without the slightest hesitation. But I want to make this game last a little longer. So, I turn away from her, leaving her alone, naked and vulnerable in the middle of the room.

I take my time to rummage through my things, before returning to sit on the couch. In her eyes shine a mixture of anxiety and excitement. She wants to know what I have in store for her.

With a wave of my hand, I order her to come closer. We've been playing together long enough that she knows what that means. She must crawl.

Without the slightest hesitation, she drops to her hands, beginning to move forward on all fours.

My eyes stay fixed on her rolling hips, on her plump ass. I can't wait to sink between them again. But first, I must decorate this body of mine.

When she arrives between my legs, I make her get up on her knees. Without wasting a moment, my hands land on her chest, weighing her heavy breasts and caressing her soft skin.

Then my fingers seize her nipples. They're so tense, they must be hurting her. And I'm not going to fix anything. I squeak lightly from her as I twist them slowly but forcefully.

Her eyes remain totally absorbed in my face, staring at me as if I were the answer to all her questions. Without ever speaking, I continue to play with her two pink spikes.

Then, I show her what I went to look for in my stuff. Metal nipple clamps. She bites her lower lip in an incredibly sexy gesture. I know she loves these ornaments more than she dares to admit.

One after the other, I settle them on her pointed nipples, ripping her indescribably little squeaks. These sounds alone are enough to harden my cock a bit more.

With the tip of my thumb, I trace the outline of her lips. She's the only one to wear makeup on a hike. So much the better. I love seeing her lipstick smear on my finger. Soon, it will be on my cock that I’ll find it.

But first, there's something else I need to do. Without telling her, I lift her, laying her on my lap. Her breathing quickens, she doesn't know what to expect. I admire her ass, still slightly red from my spanking.

I caress her globes before lowering my hand to her wet entrance. I smile seeing the effect I have on her. I cover my fingers with her arousal, making her sigh slightly, before going back to her most shameful entrance.

She shudders but lets me do it as I trace her jagged outline. Slowly, I bring in my index finger covered in her natural lubricant. I can't hold back a smile seeing her reaction. In a soft voice, I try to bring her back to reality.

“Breathe, Baby.”

Immediately, she takes a deep breath. I don't think she even realized she had gone into apnea.

Seeing that she relaxes, I start inserting a second finger. She welcomes it without hesitation. Her training is paying off. She now manages to take me without any difficulty, as long as I prepare her properly.

After meticulous preparation, I remove my fingers. Her sigh of relief turns to a gasp of surprise when I replace my fingers with a larger butt plug, which I previously covered in lube.

She finally relaxes as I caress her back gently. Slowly, I let her down between my spread thighs. Her eyes stay fixed for a moment on the erection clearly visible through my shorts, before looking up at me, silently questioning me.

A simple nod is enough to get her to work. Feverishly, her long fingers attack the opening of my garment, quickly pulling out my tense member.

Without me even having to ask her, she enthusiastically approaches her face. From the tip of her tongue, she begins to slowly move up my length. My hand wanders into her hair, gripping it tightly.

The message is clear. She mustn't play with my patience too long.

Then, a few seconds later, she engulfs my cock in her mouth, taking it inch by inch. She coughs as I reach the back of her throat. I can't hold back a hoarse groan.

She has always been particularly good at blowjobs. I know that I will not last very long if she continues to show me the extent of her talents.

I focus on my breathing to make this moment last as long as possible. My eyes remain fixed on this mouth so perfect that engulfs my cock with enthusiasm.

Suddenly, a noise startled my subject. She was so focused on her mission that she didn't hear Jim approach the house.

It’s only when the door closes behind him that she notices his presence. She freezes completely, her eyes fixed on the stranger. However, she doesn’t let go of my cock. She is petrified, like a rabbit in the headlights of a car.

I gently stroke her hair before looking at my friend with a big smile. Unsurprisingly, he has his eyes on Sarah, staring unreservedly at her perfect body. I can't blame him.

And then, that's what we're here for. This isn't the first time we've shared a woman. I never thought I would share my wife though. But given our last discussions, I discovered that this is what she wants too. So, I knew right away that there would be no better man than Jim to do it.

He approaches, until he sits carelessly on the back of the armchair a few feet from us. Then, he crosses his arms over his chest, a slight smile parting his lips.

Finally, she manages to tear her gaze away from the man to look up at me. I see nervousness there. Maybe even a touch of fear.

But above all.

Desire.


Chapter 5

Sarah

My thoughts collide in my mind. I had considered this possibility. To be caught in the act. Naked. Kneeling between my husband's legs. It made me fantasize. But now that it's happening for real, I don't really know how I feel.

Maybe I should run away. Hide. Beg Clint to go home. And yet, despite that little terrified voice deep inside me, I do nothing. Because another one is louder.

The voice of lust.

How many times have I dreamed of such a scenario? Tens? Hundreds of times? And just like in my fantasies, the man doesn't seem the least bit perturbed by the situation. He is there, a few feet from us.

His stature seems even more imposing, now that I’m in this position of perfect submission. My dominant’s cock still in my mouth, tense and throbbing with desire.

The newcomer doesn’t hesitate to look at me, to detail the curves of my body. He seems to be enjoying the show. This idea fills me with joy and pride. It pushes me to surpass myself, too.

Slowly, I start my movements back and forth along the length of my husband. His hand absently caresses my hair, as if to encourage me to be obedient in this way.

From time to time, I glance at our spectator. He is impassive but seems unable to look away. I feel sexier than ever. The shame of my degrading position gradually turns into a feeling of power.

I may be on my knees, but I’m in control. It’s me who decides the rhythm, the depth. Me who captivates these two men so seductive.

I feel more confident than ever. And that, my dominant seems to notice. He tugs gently on my hair, forcing me to withdraw. I lick my lips slowly, my eyes fixed on him as I wait for what happens next.

“How about thanking Jim for having us this weekend?”

My cheeks flush, but I nod enthusiastically. The time is no longer for questions or hesitations. It's time to take action. To forget all shame, all embarrassment, to simply indulge in our wildest fantasies.

Without thinking anymore, I drop down on all fours and walk towards the man. His eyes are fixed on my body. Intensely, he observes every part of my body. His gaze slides over my bare ass and my rolling hips, before crashing into mine.

His two gray marbles make me shiver. I don't think I've ever been looked at so intensely. I no longer feel the slightest discomfort. Just unparalleled excitement. This man wants me. And I want him too.

He made himself more comfortable, sitting in the chair, legs apart, waiting for me to join him. He's wearing jeans, but despite the stiffness of the fabric, I can see the bulge stretching his pants.

But as I'm about to undo his belt to release this member that I dream of discovering, he gives me a little slap on my hand. I yelp, more out of surprise than of pain.

I barely have time to look up at him to question him silently when he wraps his thick arms around my body. He lifts me without the slightest difficulty. In the blink of an eye, I find myself straddling one of his thighs.

A sigh dies in my throat as my pussy makes contact with the stiff fabric of his pants. I'm so turned on; I feel like I could come in a heartbeat if he were to rub me against him.

Without rushing, the man slides his hand into my neck, massaging it lightly. I sigh with relief, arching my body a little more so that he comes into contact with his. His other hand grips my hips powerfully and begins to slide me onto his thick thigh, moving me with the same ease as if I were a rag doll.

My fingers curl, clinging to his shirt. My eyes dive into his. He seems fascinated by my parted mouth, letting out small sighs of pleasure. I close my eyes, moaning a little louder.

I'm more soaked than ever. He makes me come and go on his thigh with force. It might even hurt, if my body wasn't so close to exploding.

He captures my lips, his tongue already inviting itself into my mouth. My moans are barely stifled by this kiss, I can't control myself anymore.

The man grips my hips even tighter, now using both hands to rock me back and forth on his large thigh. I'm almost out of air, but I'm holding on. I must.

Before I can come, the man stops me dead. He breaks the kiss and we stay there, motionless and panting, staring at each other.

His fingers seize the clamps still present on my nipples. I can't suppress a squeal as he enjoys tugging at them, playing with the limits of what my skin can handle.

I gasp, wondering how long I can hold out. His gaze is fixed on mine, like a silent order not to move. To take what he gives me without ever refusing it.

I sigh with relief when he decides to end my sentence, freeing my nipples from this metallic prison. He massages them gently, making me sigh. Then, without warning, he lifts me with force.

Without even having time to express my surprise, I find myself lying on his coffee table, my back colliding with the cold wood. I stand still, staring into Jim's, trying to figure out what he's planning to do with me now.

My eyes widen as he kneels down, eyes still intently fixed on mine. I hold my breath. Without delicacy, the man lifts one of my legs to put it on his shoulders. Then he grips my hips hard, pulling me to him.

A silent scream dies in my throat as his tongue traces the line of my lower lips. I have to close my eyes as his tongue movements are intense. It's like he was everywhere at once. On my clit, on my soaked entrance, in which he doesn’t hesitate to plunge his tongue, replicating the movements that I hope he will soon do with his cock.

I gasp in surprise as his fingers grip the plug inside me. Slowly he plays with it, moving it in and out, as if to test my limits.

I’m totally overwhelmed by my feelings. This is the first time that a man other than my husband has even come close to this place. I didn't think I would want this to happen. And yet I docilely let myself go, the excitement much stronger than reason and common sense.

He ends up losing interest in this place, preferring to plunge his fingers into my pussy. His fingers are of incomparable width. Immediately, I wonder what his cock might look like. If its size is proportional to that of his hands. If that's the case, I don't know how I'll do to welcome it into me.

But my worries quickly evaporate as his tongue goes back to working on my clit. I no longer know where to turn. I close my eyes, trying to face the waves of heat that are gradually taking over my body.

After this day of frustration, it won't take much for me to explode. But as I feel the orgasm close, the voice of my dominant slaps in the air.

“She’s not allowed to cum. She was a very naughty girl.”

I turn to him, giving him a tearful look. I don't think I can still find myself deprived of an orgasm. But he remains totally impassive in the face of my silent pleas.

The man between my thighs steps back, wiping his lips with the back of his hand, an amused smile lighting up his face. At least one of us enjoys my master's games. He turns to my husband, nodding at me.

“Can I...”

“Have fun.”

Without further discussion, the man grabs me and lifts me up. I feel like a simple object in his hands, so easily he moves me.

Gently, he lays me down on the rug stretched out in front of his extinguished fireplace. I sigh with relief, enjoying this padded comfort after these uncomfortable positions.

I lick my lips as the man stands up, removing his shirt to reveal a perfectly muscled body. I discover that he has even more tattoos there. If I could, I would lick every line of ink that covers his skin, which I guess is delicious.

Without stopping, he begins to unzip his pants. My jaw drops as his member finally appears. My husband is imposing. But him? He’s a monster. How can he even walk with that thing between his legs?

I should be scared to have him between my thighs, and yet, it's quite the opposite. I'm desperate. I want to feel him inside me. Here and now. I know it might be uncomfortable at first. That he's going to split me open, tear me apart.

But never have I wanted to feel someone inside me more than right now. I spread my legs, inviting him inelegantly to come and plunge between them. So far, he does nothing. He just caresses his length lazily while letting his gaze trail over my body offered to him.

I hold back a sigh as he finally comes down to the rug to come to take care of me. Firmly, the man grabs my thighs, opening them a little wider to settle there.

Finally, his body covers mine. His wide hips force me to keep my legs apart, almost painfully. Soon, all his weight is on me. It's as if I completely disappeared. And I love that.

I'm just a little thing, ready to surrender to the hand of this impressive man.

My breath catches when his fingers dive between my legs again. Without hurrying, he covers them with my excitement, before slipping them on his cock, lubricating it as best he can.

I can't help but clench my jaw as he finally approaches my entrance. His tip slowly begins to sink into me, causing me to let out a slight squeal of discomfort.

Yet he doesn't stop, driving inch after inch of his thick cock into me. I push my head back, trying to come to terms with this unusual intrusion.

He’s huge, and yet, I'm not in pain. All his weight on me, his hand stroking my hair as his other arm is slid under one of my thighs, ensuring that I stay obediently open for him.

I feel like his cock will never stop entering me. Slowly, he comes to capture my lips, his tongue gently stroking mine making me forget I'm split open.

Suddenly, he withdraws entirely, before immediately plunging back inside me, the ribs of his cock perfectly following the contour of my interior walls.

I arch my back, trying to feel a little closer to him, if that's possible. My fingers dig into his arms. My hands can barely go around it. But right now, anything can hold me back as his cock thrusts faster and faster inside me.

I turn my head to my dominant, a smile on my face. He doesn’t move. His eyes are fixed on me. On my body which is being degraded by this man, powerful as an animal. It's as if he was in a rut, taking everything he wants from me without leaving me a single crumb.

And I love that. Waves of heat run through my whole body. I'm shaking. I feel like I've completely disappeared. My eyes close, and yet the man doesn’t weaken. I don't know which will come first. My orgasm or my fainting.

My eyes bore into the man's. I can't even moan anymore as the sensations that invade me are so powerful. My mouth hangs open, desperately gasping for air. It doesn't matter if I feel like I'm dying.

I want this to never end.


Chapter 6

Jim

I’m the luckiest man on earth. Life on this mountain is lonely, and most of the time that suits me just fine. But now that my cock is sinking deep inside this perfect woman, I realize what I'm missing.

Clint and I don't see each other often, but there's no doubt about it: he's a very good friend. This isn't the first time we've shared a woman. Oh, we had a lot of fun when we were still young and stupid. But it's so good to see that this bond hasn't eroded over time.

I plunge my face into Sarah's neck. My teeth nibble her thin skin. Not enough to leave marks on her, I know it's not for me to do that. She’s not mine. But what I do is enough to elicit the most delicious moans I have ever heard from her.

Everything about this woman exudes lust. It would be hard to believe, seeing her for the first time. She has a soft look, an angel face. Pure innocence. And yet, she turns out to be a real tigress in bed.

She takes my cock like a pro, arching her back, even going so far as to move her hips rhythmically, pulling me even deeper into her.

She’s so tiny against my rough body. I feel like I could break her with just my thrusts. And yet, that doesn't scare her. She responds to my every move.

In incoherent gibberish, she begs me not to stop. Her eyes open and close uncontrollably. She seems on the verge of fainting. But she continues like a champion.

Her fingers dig into the skin of my arms, clawing at it without realizing it. This simple gesture drives me crazy. I'm more of the type to inflict pain, rather than receive it. But this is the best reward. This woman completely loses her mind under my thrusts.

Her tight pussy grips my cock, contracting around it. If I let myself go, I could come in an instant. But I don't want it. I want to make this moment last as long as humanly possible.

She turns her head, her deep black eyes meeting her husband's. Her mouth opens but she can't speak. I observe the lovers communicating like this in silence, as if they understood each other without a word.

I'm not sure I understand what drives Clint to want to share his wife like this. If she were my wife, I think I would keep her as far away as possible from all the other men. I would protect her as the most precious of treasures.

But I certainly won't complain that he doesn't. This woman is without a doubt the sexiest I have ever fucked.

As I feel her about to implode, I pull away from her. Her eyes widen, silently questioning me. Her dominant told her she had no right to come, so I'm going to pursue that decision a bit longer.

Quickly, I lift her up. Before she even has time to understand what is happening to her, she finds herself on top of me, her legs on either side of my hips. Her hand rests on my chest. She breathes heavily, confused.

With a small nod, I encourage her to continue. For a moment, she stays still, trying to control her breathing. Then she finally gets going. Her hand slips between our two bodies. Her slender fingers grip my cock, steering it to keep it perfectly aligned with her entrance.

A long moan escapes her perfect mouth as she takes my length without stopping. At times, she winces. Even though she's had me inside her before, my cock is still massive. But she isn’t weakening. She continues until our two bodies meet. Good girl.

She stays still for a few moments, her breathing hitching, her fingers tightening on my chest. My hands rest on her hips. I don’t impose anything on her, contenting myself with stroking her soft skin to congratulate her and encourage her.

At a painfully slow pace, she begins to move, drawing little circles with her hips without ever moving up on my cock. Small sighs escape her, and I remain completely hypnotized by the spectacle in front of me.

She doesn't close her eyes, keeping them fixed on mine. She lets me see everything about her. She wants to show me how much she likes it. And in her eyes, I also see defiance. She keeps the pace deliberately slow, enjoying this sudden takeover of me.

I let her do it for a few moments, before grabbing her upper body. A simple squeeze, and I rock her on top of me, trapping her in my arms. Her face is now only inches from mine, the expression on her face both surprised and excited.

Without wasting a moment, I start pounding her from below. She thought she was in control; she can now do nothing but accept my intense thrusts.

Her moans fill the room, obscene. It's so powerful that tears start to well up in the corner of her eyes. In her fever, she manages to mumble her request.

“Can I come?”

“I’m not the one you should ask that, Princess.”

She turns a pleading gaze towards her dominant. It doesn’t take long for the man to nod at her, offering her what she most wanted. His approval.

And it doesn’t take her long to sink completely.


Chapter 7

Sarah

I feel like I'm floating. It's like I'm out of my body. This orgasm was incredibly intense. My vision is blurry, I can barely breathe.

The accumulation of all this frustration throughout the day, combined with this huge cock splitting me in two, totally made me lose my footing.

I come back to myself little by little, panting. The man is motionless within me. He caresses my back distractedly, as if to help me regain my footing. However, he has not yet come.

I open my eyes again as he begins to play with the plug in me. He raises an eyebrow, questioning me silently. My cheeks flush, yet I can't help but smile. I bite my lip as he nods slightly at Clint.

“Well, won’t you invite your dominant? I think he deserved your thanks, don’t you?”

I'm shivering. I have just come, and yet, I already feel ready to start again. And the way this man talked to me… It drives me crazy. I turn to Clint, pleading pathetically.

“Please, Sir. I need to feel you.”

My dominant smiles. I thought he would make me languish, but he too must be about to explode. He gets up and in turn gets rid of his clothes, joining us in complete nudity.

I lick my lips as he coats his member in a thick layer of lube. Then, he joins us on the ground. Jim repositions himself, giving his friend a more comfortable approach angle.

Without wasting another moment, my dominant pulls out the plug still hidden deep inside me. My head settles on the giant's shoulder as Clint's cock begins to push against my jagged outline.

I who thought I was already split in two, I now understand that I wasn’t. With the monstrous cock already stuck inside me, my master's seems even bigger than usual.

I grit my teeth, trying to come to terms with this unnatural intrusion. My breathing quickens, I have to do everything in the world to control it. The position is difficult, and yet, I let myself be done with pleasure.

I have never been so full, and these new sensations are much better than the embarrassment and shame I feel in the pit of my stomach.

Both men do everything to make sure I am comfortable. They caress my hair, my back. Whisper encouragement to me as my husband pushes deeper into me.

Nobody moves when, finally, he reaches the bottom. I relax little by little, the embarrassment turning into an increasingly strong desire.

But even if I want them both to take me there, like ferocious beasts, I appreciate this moment of calm before the storm. There is a symbiosis between our three bodies, and I intend to take full advantage of it.

I take Jim's mouth again, enjoying his plump lips against mine. If the man seems gruff, and his hands are rough, his kisses are delicate, and are all I need to endure this position.

His cock twitches inside me. I don't know how he could last so long without coming. He doesn't meet people every day, perched on his mountain. His stamina is all the more impressive.

Feeling me relax, my dominant begins to move slowly, helping me to get used to his movements a little more. Little by little, the pleasure begins to invite itself into my body.

I have to break the kiss as the giant beneath me begins to move as well. I can't make a sound anymore, or really think. Their two cocks moving inside me deprive me of all common sense. There's nothing that matters anymore, just these massive dicks having fun going in and out of me.

They quickly find their rhythm. They seem to fit together perfectly, as if anticipating each other's movements. I don't recognize my voice moaning as I am nothing more than a rag doll, quivering under their powerful bodies.

I don't know what makes me shake harder. When they enter me at the same time, filling me completely, or when they work offbeat, leaving me no respite as I’m never empty.

A hand lands on my breasts, twisting my nipples as if I needed more stimulation. I don't even know who those fingers belong to, and I don't care. Because, very quickly, another hand lands on my clit.

I scream now, the pleasure too strong. If anyone hears us and wants to join us, they’ll be welcome. I would take their cock in my mouth, letting myself be degraded in the ultimate way.

Unsurprisingly, Jim is the first of us to indulge in orgasm. He must have been holding back for a long time already. That he held out so far is a miracle. The rattle he lets out is obscene, but exciting.

His hands are frozen on my hips, so he can push deep inside me to empty his seed. The idea that he just marked me like that completely drives me crazy.

That, plus the hand movements on my clit, and my husband's rough back and forth in my most taboo entrance… I can't hold on any longer, and plunge into orgasm again, a scream higher than the others ripping through the air.

Behind me, my dominant groans louder and louder, my body contracting around him sending him into orgasm as well.

My body no longer belongs to me. I'm just a disjointed doll, barely feeling when the two men take turns pulling away from me and dropping me heavily on the rug.


Chapter 8

Clint

Eyes glued to the ceiling, I try to regain control of my breathing. The images of the past few hours clash in my mind. Sarah. Leaning on a rock. On her knees between my legs. Opening up totally for my oldest friend.

I turn my head. She’s there, lying on her back. Her eyes are closed, but she’s not sleeping. Her chest heaves rapidly. She too is trying to come to her senses after this intense orgasm.

Jim is installed on the other side, his hand absently stroking the body of my submissive, as if to prolong this timeless moment a bit more.

None of us speak. We're all here, dripping with sweat and fluids. The sight is probably not very pretty to see, but we don't care. I lick my lips, remembering how I emptied myself into her only moments ago.

Sarah turns on her side, snuggling up against me. I gently caress her face. With my fingertips, I brush aside the locks of hair that have stuck to her forehead. She sighs in relief, gently kissing the bare skin of my shoulder.

Despite the fatigue that can be read on her face, she radiates. A peaceful smile forms on her lips, without her really controlling it. Bliss has taken her away, she will continue to feel it for a long time.

Still, she can't hold back a grimace as she repositions herself. After all we've done to her, plus the hike, and the punishment... It's starting to be a lot for her body.

I kiss her forehead, before deciding to sit up. It’s time for me to continue my mission. I’m her dominant. She totally gave herself to me, following me in my darkest and most lustful ideas. Now I have to take care of her.

A crystalline laugh escapes her mouth as I pick her up, settling her in my arms like she's a newlywed again. Jim sits down in turn, smiling to see us thus accomplices. I question him.

“Can we use your bathroom?”

“You're kidding? After what we just did, you do absolutely everything you want.”

I laugh softly, before carrying my beautiful submissive to the water room. The late afternoon light gives it an almost mystical aura. Only a few candles are missing to make the place perfect.

I put Sarah in the bathtub, setting her there as if she were as fragile as a porcelain doll. Yet, given what we have just done, I know that she’s much stronger than she looks. She’s indestructible.

I love this woman so much. The more the years pass, the more I fall in love with it. She is so perfect. Only a madman wouldn’t want her.

She lets out a long sigh of relief as the water covers her aching body. After placing a long kiss on her lips, I dive into the tub myself.

I sit behind her, resting her back against my chest. I wrap my arms around her, lightly pressing my lips to the wet skin of her neck.

She tilts her head back, sighing again. She seems ready to fall asleep. The day was long and emotional. However, that doesn't seem enough for her.

Without warning, she turns to me. The fake innocent smile on her lips is betrayed by the excitement that lights up the rest of her face. I can't help but smile too when she sets the tone for the rest of the weekend.

“It was awesome! Can we do it again tomorrow?”


USED & SHARED AT THE GARAGE


Chapter 1

Ophelia

I toss my hair back, acting like I'm the heroine of my own movie. With each of my steps, my generous breasts bounce, drawing all eyes. I hold my head up, focusing on my walk. I want to look confident at all costs. No way I’m letting anyone see I’m nervous.

Because I am nervous. If every encounter with Dario turns out to be the best sex anyone has ever had, I never know what can happen. And while that makes things exciting, it doesn't take the worry away.

What if he punishes me again? What if I was in too much pain? What if the man realizes that I have nothing special? Before him, I didn't know much about sex. Even though I’m 22, I had slept with only one guy before him. And the least I can say is that it was not good.

So, when this older man put his hands on my body for the first time, my world turned upside down. One look and I was already in his grip. I know I should have stayed away from him. Everything about him says he's not for me.

I grew up in a good family, with a lot of rules and good manners. Him? He looks like a gangster straight out of a movie. Maybe that's what he is. Maybe this garage he runs is just a front for his illegal activities. I really wouldn't be surprised.

And yet, that doesn't scare me. Quite the contrary. It excites me more than it should. If I had any sense, I would run the other way. I wouldn't give myself to this man like this, surrendering to his power.

But I can't help it. The thrill of danger he brings to my gloomy student life is far too addictive for me to give up.

I lick my lip, remembering our last meeting. How he took me to one of the most luxurious hotels in town. He treated me like a princess, ordering whatever pleased me, and giving me the necklace now nestled between my breasts.

And then it all happened. With insane patience, he wrapped ropes around every square inch of my body, before tying me to the bed. Surely, I shouldn't have accepted such a thing. That's not what decent girls do, right?

And yet, not once did I object. All I had to do was to say my safe word. But I didn’t. I remained perfectly silent, watching him make his knots on my thin skin.

I still can't figure out how it got me so excited. Because despite the shame I still feel thinking of this moment, my excitement is starting to show between my legs.

That night was the craziest of my life. He gave me orgasm after orgasm, making me scream so loudly that other customers complained. My cheeks heat up as I remember the manager's gaze.

I remember How my dominant opened the door, a simple towel around his waist. And then the words he spoke. “I pay for the room, I’ll do what I damn want. If they’re not happy, get them hookers to keep them busy.”

But above all, I remember how my legs were spread, and my pussy offered to the sight of this intruder. I should have wanted to die of shame. And yet, having a spectator only inflamed my lower stomach a little more. I liked that.

I take a deep breath as I arrive at the garage. I sit up, proudly crossing the premises, ignoring the lustful gazes of my lover's employees on me.

I know it, with this little too-tight white suit, I drive them all crazy. I represent the forbidden fruit. The girl from a good family. Their boss' mistress. The one they can never have. The power it gives me excites me a little more.

A few more steps, and I find myself in my dominant’s office. My heart skips a beat as I see him. This man is far too handsome for his age. It should be illegal to look like that.

A slight smile forms on his lips as he silently greets me. My eyes stay fixed on him, detailing the curves of his finely chiseled forearms. As for his tattoos that adorn his exposed skin… I dream of running through each line with the tip of my tongue.

I want him. Feel his skin against mine. Have him take care of me. He treats me in the harshest way, making me go from being a princess to being a slut in the blink of an eye. For him, I’m ready to do anything.

I snap out of my contemplative trance when he pats his thigh firmly. It doesn't take much to get me going. With a slightly less confident step, I obediently join him. Without ever taking my eyes off him, I sit on his thigh.

Its scent of spices invades me immediately, bringing me a comfort quickly erased by an even stronger desire. Gently, he caresses my face, making me shiver a little more.

I squeal while, without warning, his other hand slips between my thighs, lifting the sides of my skirt without the slightest difficulty to come and touch me. He clicks his tongue and shakes his head.

My cheeks are red with shame. I know what makes him react this way. I don't wear panties. It's a dangerous game I play. He never gave me that order. This decision was mine. Something I'm really not supposed to do.

I shiver as his deep, sultry voice is heard.

“Naughty girl. Strolling down the street like this, with what's mine exposed to everyone. I can’t have it.”

“I’m sorry, Master.”

“Get up. You need to be punished.”


Chapter 2

Dario

I smile viciously as I see the worried spark in Ophelia's eyes. My little princess. You wanted to play, and you lost.

I know, even though she's anxious about being punished, that's what she wants. She's proven it to me enough times. She likes to feel the pain before getting the most intense pleasure I can give her. And she trusts me completely. My perfect little submissive.

I sink into the chair, putting on my most impassive face as she remains motionless on my lap, waiting for me to tell her what to do next. Almost absent-mindedly, I caress the thin skin of her bare thigh.

If I listened to myself, I would throw her on my desk and kneel down to devour every inch of her body. Never has a woman made me so mad with desire. Everything she does. Everything she is.

One look from her, and I forget everything. There is only her and my desire to own her. Again and again, trapping her body under mine until she screams in pleasure.

But I must reason with myself. She behaved badly, I must punish her. Just the thought that someone might have caught a glimpse of her little pussy makes my blood boil. I could kill anyone who watches her without my permission. It's up to me to decide who can have her. Who can feel her. And right now, I want her for myself.

With a wave of my hand, I show her my desk.

“Bend over and lift your skirt.”

She shudders, and yet I feel that it excites her. She licks her lips far too often to be innocent. She tries to control her emotions. No matter how many times we've done this, she continues to struggle with her own emotions. It's alright. A good spanking will help her to let go.

Trembling, she stands up and obeys me, bending until her generous breasts rest against the papers spread out on my desk. She's going to wrinkle them, but I don't care. Nothing matters anymore. Only her.

Comfortably settled in my seat, I watch her trembling fingers pull the tight fabric of her skirt up her hips. My breath hitches as I discover the curves of her perfect ass again. Her skin is so delicate. I have only one desire left: to leave my mark on her.

She remains perfectly still, quietly waiting for me to take care of her. Good girl. She quickly learned her place. Sometimes, she still acts like a brat, pushing my limits to see how far I'm willing to accept her rebellion. But then, she always knows how to be forgiven, taking her punishments like a pro.

A smile tugs at my lips as my eyes slide over her pussy. She’s already getting wet, when I barely kissed her. My princess wants me. And I intend to make this day unforgettable for her.

Her chest heaves a little harder against the desk as finally I stand up and approach her quivering body. I let my hand run over her thin skin, imagining the marks my rings would leave there. But I’m not a torturer. Even though I want her to feel the pain, I don't want to hurt her.

So, I decide to play with it. Slowly, I take off my rings one by one. Slowly, I put each of them on the desk near the face of my submissive. With each metallic sound on the wood, her breathing quickens. The anticipation only makes things harder for her... And makes me hard.

This staging of my power is what I like the most. I could just fuck her. Rock her back and forth on my long cock. Make her scream with pleasure over and over again. It would probably be great, and she would love it.

But playing with her before gives me much greater pleasure. I control her. I own her. She surrenders completely to me, trusting me blindly. She knows that whatever happens, I’ll take good care of her.

I don't really know what pushed such a delicate, precious girl to come and get slumped with a man much older than her. A man she should never even have met. But I'm not going to complain about it. It may not last long, but I intend to make the most of it.

Her entire body shivers as my hand lands lightly on her ass. The anticipation drives her crazy. I think I could have her beg me to punish her, if I continued this game for a little longer. But I don't feel like it anymore.

I drop my hand firmly on her ass, a loud snap filling the room, quickly joined by a muffled moan. She likes it. My good little submissive. But soon, she'll be begging me to stop. I'll go on, just a little bit, to show her who's in charge.

And then I'll take her. As I let my large hand crash hard against her globes again, I begin to fantasize. Soon I will sink into her again. Mark her with my cock going back and forth inside her with force. She will scream with pleasure, and tremble.

I'm going to make her come until she can't walk anymore. And even after that, I’ll keep going. I’ll fill her with my seed. Fuck her until she bears my child. And forever, make her mine.

I bite my lip as I kick her ass harder and harder, making her squeal with pleasure and pain mixed. My cock is tighter than ever, painfully trapped in my pants. Patience, patience. Even if I want to take her, seeing her shivering under me like this is too good to stop there.

She takes her punishment like a pro. She surrenders totally, forgetting where she is and who could hear her. There's only me and my hand gently massaging her ass, drawing light sighs of satisfaction out of her mouth.

I don't have the slightest doubt. She loves this as much as I do.

Oh, Princess...

You have no idea what I have in store for you.


Chapter 3

Ophelia

I moan pathetically as Dario smacks my ass again. I thought he was done when he started stroking them gently. But it was just a break. A way to get my guard down.

I bite my lip, probably ruining my makeup. It doesn't matter. I have no control over the situation. All I can do is muffle my screams. I mustn't forget that, just beyond that door, is a workshop, filled with men who never miss an opportunity to let their eyes run over my body. They want me. If they hear me moan, it’ll only make their desire stronger.

I'm shivering. I shouldn't, but this idea excites me. Be the center of attention. Be the one they all want. This is something I can live with perfectly well.

Yet, I must remain silent. I'm not sure my dominant wants to share me like this. He's their boss. And my dominant. He surely doesn't want his employees to lay their eyes, much less their hands, on his submissive.

My fingernails dig into the wood of the desk as he smacks my ass again. My skin must be red from these treatments. With each hit, I feel pain all over my body. And yet, I ask for more. Without me being able to explain it to myself, the feeling excites me more than anything. Something must be wrong with me.

But I don't care. He understands me. And that's all that matters.

My body relaxes. That's it. It's finished. I know it. One by one, he puts his rings back on, without really paying attention to me. I stay in my position, trying to regain control over my erratic breathing. Until he gives me the order, I won’t move.

I gasp in surprise as his hand rests on my ass again. Gently, he caresses my skin, as if to erase the traces of his passage. I sigh with relief as the cool metal of his rings brings me added comfort, soothing the tightness of my rough-treated skin.

I moan as his fingers move down. My breath catches as the dominant begins to part my lower lips, discovering just how drenched I am. I feel my cheeks turn red. Being spanked shouldn't put me in such a state.

A mocking laugh escapes his mouth as two of his fingers plunge into me, causing me to moan uncontrollably. I hide my face in my hands, as if to try to hide myself. To protect myself. As if he couldn't already see everything about me.

The man continues his thrusts into my soaked pussy, seeming to take great pleasure in seeing me squirm under his fingers. I moan a little louder when his thumb starts to play with my clit.

The touch is light, too light to really bring me any relief. Still, I can't help but squeal in frustration as he takes it off, depriving me of any contact on my clit, desperate for his attention.

My breath hitches as his thumb finds another position. Slowly, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance. I bite my lip, remembering the time he dived his cock into it.

It was degrading, obscene. One thing no one should do… One thing I loved. There must be something seriously wrong with me. I shouldn’t like so much to have an older man take me to this normally forbidden place of my anatomy.

But that's what happened, and now I find myself hoping to feel these sensations again soon.

But that doesn't seem to be his immediate plan. I squeal as his hand gently crushes my ass in silent encouragement. He removes his fingers from my body, and walks away, sitting back in his chair behind me.

“Up.”

I shudder at the tone of his deep voice, but obey him without hesitation. Trembling, I straighten up, then turn to him, waiting for his next order.

I bite my bottom lip as his gaze roves over me lustfully. As if he's already imagining all the things he's going to do to me. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some semblance of relief to my throbbing clit. His clicking of the tongue makes me tremble.

“On your knees.”

Without even thinking about it, I drop to the ground. This man can do whatever he wants with me. I obey him with no hesitation. He spreads his legs a little more, inviting me to come between them.

I don't hesitate for a moment. It doesn't matter that the floor is dirty under me. I would much rather have a little dust on my skin and my clothes than do without the presence of my master's body against me.

“Open.”

I barely have time to obey him when two fingers soaked with my excitement plunge between my lips. I look up at him, playing with him with my gaze, trying to look sexy and confident. I ignore the feel of my own taste on his fingers, cleaning them obediently.

The man watches me, a slight smile on his lips. He trained me well. I know what to do to satisfy him now.

I continue to play my tongue on his fingers, watching his every reaction. He doesn't let much slip, but the few micro-expressions crossing his face are enough to let me know I'm doing a good job.

He withdraws his fingers, now using them to unzip his pants. I lick my lips as I see his tense member stand proudly before my eyes. The man is long and thick. Each time, taking him deep in my mouth is an ordeal. But I'm not one to shy away from challenges.

However, I don’t move. I know it, if I take initiative, there will be consequences. I experienced it once, when I didn't wait for his command to grab his cock and start licking it.

It was up to him to give me permission, and I ignored him. So, to punish me, he left me languishing for what felt like hours, putting a sex toy against my clit, taking me ever closer to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. No way this will happen to me today.

It's not until he pats his thigh that I move forward, diving between his legs to grab his member. Gently, I begin to move my hand back and forth along his length, enjoying the softness of his skin against my fingers.

Then, I lower my head, tracing each of his small veins with the tip of my tongue. Arrived on top of it, I look up at him, not taking my eyes off him as my mouth covers his rounded tip.

A few drops of his excitement are already flowing there. I lick them with delight, discovering his salty taste again. Then I lower my head, pushing his cock ever further into me. I smile as the man can't hold back a hoarse sigh.

Dario is of incomparable power, and yet, I’m the one who manages to make him react in this way. Proudly, I push him a little deeper inside me, as his fingers dig into my hair.

I don't protest as he presses down on my head, causing me to take him a bit further. I cough but hold on. His rings get tangled in my hair as he sets the pace, faster and faster. I don't know why, but being used like this turns me on way more than anything else.

Between my thighs, my clit is throbbing wildly. I need to relieve myself. Discreetly, I lower my hand on my body to press my button of nerves and try to bring me some semblance of comfort.

I cry out as my master tugs on my hair, removing his cock from my mouth. Quickly, he picks me up and sits me on his desk. Then he grabs my wrist, pointing to my fingers, wet from my excitement.

“Did I allow you to do this?”

“No… I’m sorry Master. But I can't take it anymore. Please.”

The man lets go of my wrist and forcefully spreads my thighs. He sinks back comfortably into his chair, his eyes glued to my soaking wet crotch. I think I'm wetting the documents under me, but he doesn't seem to care.

Slowly, he strokes his cock as he looks at me. My cheeks are red from embarrassment, and yet, I’m excited as ever to see him touching himself like this in front of me.

Resting my hands on the inside of my thighs, I let my thumbs fall to my lower lips to part them. Then, putting on my most innocent air, I try to coax him.

“Please Master. Make me cum.”


Chapter 4

Dario

“Please Master. Make me cum.”

I smile as I hear her beg me shamelessly. That's it. She’s cracking. My poor little princess is exhausted. She needs me.

If I listened to myself, I would plunge my face between her open thighs. I would devour her whole, licking her over and over until she screams with pleasure. But she doesn’t deserve it. Not yet.

I lean against the back of my chair, crossing my fingers over my legs, making them crack. She shudders, probably worried about the treatment I have in store for her now. But the time for punishment has passed.

I don't want to hit her again. My cock stretched between my legs forbids it. It wants to dive deep into my submissive. Make her scream with pleasure. And then, I already have a small idea of how I want to continue things today.

I gaze back at her again, authoritative and menacing.

“No.”

Her face contorts into a disappointed grimace. I know baby doll. It's hard. But soon you'll be screaming louder than you ever screamed. I let out a mocking sigh as she dared to question me.

“Why?”

“You didn't deserve it. You have to learn that you can't walk around like that, with your pussy out.”

“Why not? I wanted to give you faster access.”

“That's up to me to decide. I don't want you to be like that, offered to everyone. Unless that's what you want?”

She freezes, and her mouth falls open in shock. Yes. That is what I thought. I had already guessed it, by seeing her reaction when I whispered those dirty words in her ear last the time I fucked her.

I decide to play, getting up. Even sitting on my desk, she’s still smaller than me. And as I frame her in my arms, she seems frailer and more vulnerable than ever. She’s in the lion’s den, and she doesn’t intend to get out of it.

My breath caresses her face, making her shiver. I move closer to her ear. Her breath cuts off. My little game is bearing fruit.

“Do you want other men to grab you and take turns fucking you? That they take your body over and over until you can't come anymore? Is that what you want, Princess?”

I pull back to watch her every reaction. Her cheeks are flushed, her mouth opens and closes, as if searching for words. Yes, she would like it.

I lean back into her ear, gently nibbling her earlobe between my teeth. She moans, unable to control herself. My fingers slide down her inner thighs, making her moan a little louder.

However, I never go where she wants me most. She might arch her back, moan in a way that would be pathetic if she weren't so adorable… I decided she would wait a little longer.

My hand slides to the back of her neck, grabbing her firmly to guide her face to mine. Forcefully, I capture her lips, pulling her into a fiery kiss. She moans, giving me access to her delicious mouth at the same time. My tongue plays with hers, increasing her moans against my mouth.

She arches her back even more as my fingers brush her clit without ever pressing on it. She’s really desperate. If I wasn't kissing her so hard, I'm sure she would be begging for my cock.

Who could believe it seeing her walking down the street? She has everything of a young woman from a good family. She looks like any law student, living her life like all the other women her age.

Only I know what a slut she is, desperate to get fucked again and again by a man much older than her.

Soon, I can't take it anymore. I love to play with her emotions, but I have my own limits. And her moans against my mouth bring me closer to them.

With a sharp movement, I grab her hips, bringing them to the edge of my desk. She breaks the kiss, gasping for air as my cock begins to sink inside her. Without even controlling it, she wraps her arms around my neck, her fingers digging into my shoulders as if trying not to sink.

I take her mouth with force, as I thrust inside her without stopping. I know, I'm the imposing type. It must not be easy for her to take me inside her tight little pussy. And yet, she holds on, taking every inch of my length inside her.

I can't suppress a groan. Each time, I feel the same thrill. She is perfect. It's as if it had been molded on my cock. When I dive into her, I feel like a teenager experiencing his first time.

Her warm walls contract around me. That seems enough to make me cum in an instant. But I’m no longer a teenager. I can last much longer now. So much the better.

I wouldn't want to miss this feeling around my cock for anything in the world. If I could, I would stay buried in her permanently, feasting on her warmth and the little sounds of pleasure she can't hold back.

Immediately, she starts biting her lip and closing her eyes. She can't take it anymore. She wants to scream with all her might, like she does when we're just the two of us. But here, she doesn’t dare. She’s afraid that people will hear her.

And yet, that's exactly what I want. I want everyone out there to know what we're doing here. They suspect it. But if they hear it, they will know it for good.

They will know who she belongs to. How good I am. How I can drive her crazy and turn her into this perfect little slut.

I lean over her, groaning between jerks.

“Let them hear you.”

Her cheeks flush, she trembles, but she finally lets go of her lip. The most exciting sounds I have ever heard come out of her mouth. I believe that if heaven exists, it looks like this.

Hearing her scream like that under my thrusts drives me crazy. I take her always harder, always deeper. Soon I can't hold myself back.

In a powerful thrust, I sink deep into her body, releasing all my seed there. She moans, feeling so full. I know she loves it. She probably would have preferred that I make her come. But she doesn't have that right yet. I have other things planned for her.

I still need a few moments to recover. I want to take advantage of her wet heat as much as I can. It’s not until she starts fidgeting under me that I came to my senses. Slowly, I pull away from her, causing her to sigh in frustration. I can't help but laugh softly.

I flip her over, admiring the curves of her perfect ass, still red from my punishment. I open my desk drawer, pulling out a box. After unlocking it, I select a silicone plug.

My little submissive is there, motionless on my desk, quietly waiting for me to take care of her. She has no idea what awaits her.

Slowly, I push the plug against her soaking-wet entrance, coating it with her natural lube. She moans, no doubt aroused by my movements.

She tenses as the toy approaches her perfect ass. She knows it though, she likes it when I take her there. The last time, she came like never before, taking long minutes before coming to her senses. I hope to do this feat again today.

Little by little, she relaxes, taking the object inside her like a pro. I caress her back to congratulate her before getting her up. Her skirt falls negligently. Her entire outfit is in a sorry state. And that only adds to my excitement. She is mine. fully.

Her gaze leaves no doubt. She can't take it anymore. She needs to come. I smile. She is ripe to hear my proposal.

“I'm going to need a little time to rest. So, you have a choice. Either you stay very patient, sitting at my feet while I work. Either we go next door. I'm sure we'll find plenty of volunteers to help you with your problem.”

Her mouth opens. I see it, in her head, the thoughts collide at full speed. She wants it. She will soon crack. I can feel it. She’s ready to succumb to her darkest fantasies. She just needs a little nudge.

“It’s as you wish. You can have as many orgasms as you want now, with them. Or you'll have to wait until tonight, if I'm feeling like doing it.”

“You… You’re going to stay with me, right?”

“Princess… Even a hurricane wouldn't be enough to make me miss this.”


Chapter 5

Ophelia

Despite the nervousness that holds my stomach, I let myself be guided by my dominant. I really can't believe this is really happening. Only moments ago, we were there, in the shelter of his office, him plunging deep inside my body.

Oh sure, everyone could hear us. I have no illusions about that. But we were still protected, apart. If they could imagine me naked, fantasize about me, they didn’t see me.

And now they're going to find out all about me. They will be able to see me… To touch me. I don't even know why I accept this. I should have said no. It's not something normal women do. And yet... That's what I want.

I'm ashamed to admit it, but it's the reality. How many times have I thought about it? How many nights have I used my vibrator, imagining myself surrounded by men, each more eager than the other to devour me?

And to do it here, in public, in a place accessible to all? It only adds to my desire. Besides, I know his men out there. I let them admire my body many times, while I crossed the garage to join my lover.

And I too watched them. I admired the sweat running down their muscles. I imagined myself tracing each line of the tattoos covering their bodies with my fingertip. Yes. I imagined myself in this situation.

And yet, now that it’s about to arrive for real, I can't help but feel a little nervous. Will I be able to bear it? Will I succeed in satisfying them all? And above all, satisfy my dominant?

But now is not the time for questions. That's it. We are in the garage. Around us, the men are busy without really paying attention to us. From time to time, someone looks up, a big smile on their face when they see me.

I'm blushing. Those looks say it all. They did hear us. I don't have the slightest doubt. Yet I know that what we are about to do will be far more shameful than a few stares.

Little by little, the men raise their heads, curious. For now, my dominant says nothing, a slight smile tugging his lips. He loves it. Having control. Being the center of attention. And I must admit that seeing him like this in a position of superiority excites me again.

“Gentlemen. I know you all have a lot of work to do, but our guest needs some special attention. I hope you can help me.”

The men look at him, puzzled. So, Dario decides to clear things up. Slowly, he turns me. Then, he starts lifting my skirt. Whispers begin to echo around us. Surely, they hadn't imagined that when they got up this morning.

And yet, that is what they are entitled to. The mistress of their boss, ass naked, offered to their gaze. Do they notice how red it is? Can they guess what kind of perversion their boss did to me, right there in his office?

I swallow, remembering the presence of the plug inside me. That too, can they see it? My cheeks blush, I feel ashamed as ever. Still, I have to hold on. This is just the start of my ordeal.

A voice rises, still puzzled.

“For real, Boss?”

“Have I ever lied to you? She's yours. This will be your only chance, though. So, grab it.”

A low rumble echoes through the room. I don't think they will hesitate now. Why would they? In their place, I would already be naked, jerking off, ready to slip my cock into this pussy offered to them.

But they don't move. They’re probably waiting for my master's signal. I shudder, hearing his next instructions.

“One last thing. Her little ass belongs to me. If anyone even touches their plug, they're fired.”

A breath is heard. The threat is real. But soon, something else fills the air. Sexual tension. Yes, there is no doubt about it. These men want me. And I want them too.

Slowly, my master moves away from me, giving them the silent signal that they can go. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable, alone in the middle of the room, feeling the men approach me like predators ready to devour their prey.

Strangers surround me, all taller and more muscular than each other. I'm shivering. They don't move immediately, making it even more difficult than if they jumped on me. They seem to take pleasure in staring at me like that.

And then, a hand lands on me. And a second. A third. Now I don't even know how many there are. I close my eyes as their greasy hands land on my body, staining my pretty little suit as they take it off me. I can even hear the fabric tearing a little.

And yet, I don’t care about it. That's what I want. They can do whatever they want with me. I’m ready.

A few comments fuse when, finally, I find myself naked. My body pleases them, it seems. I can't help but moan as fingers grip my nipples, twisting them forcefully.

Gradually, men become more daring. They touch me without the slightest embarrassment. They are no longer afraid of breaking me, nor afraid of using their master's precious little thing. No. I'm in the public domain now. I belong to them.

A little cry escapes me as suddenly I find myself pinned against the hood of a car. I can't see anything anymore. I don’t know who owns his hands that grip my ass with force.

I squeal, my skin still sensitive from my master's powerful spanking. It doesn't stop them. On the contrary, it amuses them. I don't blame them. For me too, the experience is most exciting. Suddenly, a hand slides up my pussy, grabbing it forcefully.

“Shit guys. She’s soaked. She really loves it.”

“You have no idea.”

The voice of my dominant commenting on my sexual appetite makes me blush. I have no way to hide it anymore. I am a slut. They can do whatever they want to me. I’ll keep asking for more.

I moan louder as a finger enters me, discovering my welcoming warmth. I'm way too excited to hold back now. My dominant brought me too close to my orgasm for me to come back down.

Another hand lands on my body, caressing every inch of my exposed skin. A scream dies in my throat as I feel something very special between my legs. A tongue.

Someone knelt down to taste me, discovering my excitement and only making it stronger. I moan a little louder. The man knows what he's doing, his tongue expertly visiting every corner of me.

The fingers continue to come and go inside me, while a mouth seizes my little nerve button. I want to come. It doesn't matter how. It doesn't matter with whom. I just want it to happen. Now. But of course, nothing is ever that easy.

The fingers like the tongue withdraw, leaving me there, panting with desire. I moan in frustration, pushing my ass back pathetically in hopes of receiving more. But of course, nothing happens. Only their laughter resonates, meaner than ever.

Then, they turn me around. I find myself face to face with a man with blond hair. He licks his thin lips surrounded by a mustache, his eyes intently looking into mine. My mouth opens, I’m hypnotized by this intense gaze.

But I snap out of my contemplation as he raises a pair of pliers to my gaze. I swallow, knowing full well what he wants to do with it. My dominant has already done it to me. Only, he used nipple clamps, specially designed to be put on a woman's body.

These are from the garage, no doubt about it. I shudder, and yet, I feel impatient. I want to feel them on me. The man smiles, proud of his effect on me. He grabs my nipples, letting his fingers play with them before installing his clamps.

The first causes me to hiss in discomfort. However, I get used to it quickly, surprising myself even to appreciate these feelings of tightness. Good, because the next clip doesn't take long to follow.

I bite my lip, gazing back into the man's. He smiles, visibly pleased to see me reacting so well to his ordeal. My breath hitches as his lips plunge against mine.

Vigorously, he pulls me into a passionate kiss, his tongue playing with mine in the most erotic of ways. I moan as his fingers land on my clit. Suddenly, I grab his arm, digging my nails into his skin in an attempt to hold my ground.

He pulls back, a devilish smile on his lips. Slowly, he lifts me out of the car, then presses down on my shoulders to lower me to my knees. That's it. Serious things are about to begin.

I keep my eyes on him, my breathing quickening as I know full well what's going to happen next.

Without further ado, the man gets rid of his belt. Then he opens his pants to pull out his taut cock. A few drops of his excitement are already beading at his tip. I can't help but lick my lips. I want to taste it. It’s there, offered to me.

Obediently, I open my mouth when he places his hand on my chin. Without waiting a moment longer, the man slides his cock between my lips. I can't suppress a sigh of contentment as he does, making a few people around us laugh.

I should be ashamed, and yet I love having it in my mouth. He doesn't have the dimensions of my dominant, but he still tastes delicious under my tongue. Putting my hands on his thighs to find better support, I start sucking him, always taking him a little further inside me.

He can't help but groan, his fingers catching on my hair, forcing me to take him deeper and deeper. I cough when his cock starts touching the back of my throat, but I hold on.

It's not the first time I've done it. I want to show them all what I am capable of. If I have to, I will take each of their cocks in my mouth and between my legs.

The idea makes me wetter, and I hope that soon someone will come to take care of me again. And maybe this time, let me come.

I glance to the side, sensing the presence of other men beside us. Cocks in hand, they each wait their turn for me to take care of them. I know that many women would find it demeaning to be ganged like this by countless men.

But me, I love it. Because I have the power. I’m the object of all their desires. They want me. Me. And if I want to, I can stop everything. One word, and I'll shatter their wildest desires.

I know it, even if my dominant stands back, he doesn't miss a thing, making sure everyone treats me right. He watches for the slightest of my reactions, ready to stop everything if he deems it necessary.

But in the meantime, I continue. With my hands, I grab the closest men, grabbing their lengths to jerk them off. Every once in a while, I catch one in my mouth, lubricating it to better stroke it.

I don't really hear the comments around me anymore. There are only these cocks around me, these groans of pleasure that surround me.

I let out a cry of surprise when suddenly I feel lifted. I'm forced to let go of everything, as a pair of muscular arms settle me on all fours on the floor. I bite my lip and arch my back, knowing what's going to happen next.

My invitation doesn’t go unanswered. Soon, I feel the warmth of a man against me. I moan loudly as he pats his cock on my clit, making me shake a little more. I’m desperate and ready to do anything to receive an orgasm.

I let out a long moan as he finally stops playing, sinking inside me. I bite my lip, finding this intrusion delicious. But just as I am about to moan again under the thrusts of the stranger, someone comes to silence me.

A man kneels in front of me. Firmly, his hand rests on my head, grabbing my hair for me to take him into my mouth. I happily let him do it.

I no longer know where to focus, taken on both sides. The men don’t bother to match their movements, each going at the pace he prefers. My body finds itself projected from one side to the other, without a very precise rhythm being found.

I choke on the wide cock tapping the back of my throat, squeezing mocking laughter from onlookers. The man in my mouth is not the patient type. Apparently, he doesn't know that delaying his orgasm might make it stronger.

Too bad for him. I swallow his seed without complaining. I barely have time to breathe when already another man shows up. I get back to work again.

Behind me, the man grips my hips, his knee going over in front of my hip so he can better pound me. With each of his thrusts, he sends me further on his colleague's cock, much longer than the previous one. I'm choking but hold on.

A few more moments, and the man behind me pulls out, unleashing all his seed on my lower back. I should be disgusted, and yet, I find this gesture more erotic than anything else.

It doesn't take long for another man to take his place, not the least bit embarrassed to put his cock where another man was standing moments ago. He wastes no time in pushing inside me with a powerful and steady rhythm.

His gestures are machine-like, precise and devastating. They manage to take me ever closer to orgasm. I moan against the cock in my mouth, the vibrations of my throat against the length of the man making him growl.

I like what they do to me, and too bad if the position is not the most comfortable. I forget everything. I forget that we are in a garage. That my knees scrape against a dirty, uneven floor.

I'm sure I'll come out of this ordeal with bruises on my knees and scrapes on my hands, but I don't care. I agree to be marked, if that means receiving as much pleasure as that.

The man behind me slides his hand over my clit. I have to close my eyes to try to control my emotions. This is all way too good, and I feel ready to collapse. But my dominant's voice slapping through the air brings me back to reality.

“She’s not allowed to come.”

Immediately, the hand leaves between my legs. As best I can, I seek my dominant. When I finally see him, I give him a pleading look. The tears starting to well up in the corner of my eyes must reinforce my pathetic look, but I don't care.

I want to come. All this is far too many sensations to be deprived of the ultimate pleasure. I think I would die if he were to let me languish any longer.

One after the other, the two men empty themselves into me, quickly replaced by others. I can't believe this is really happening to me. I should be out living my student life. Not getting fucked in all my holes by strangers. And yet, I love it.

The man kneeling in front of me doesn't make me taste his cock right away. No. He prefers to play a little before. His hands grab the clamps still firmly attached to my nipples.

Gently, he has fun pulling on them, making me squeal and my audience laugh. They’re certainly not all dominant. Today they find out what it feels like to torment a woman. And I like it.

I moan a little louder as the man behind me pounds me a little harder, each of those thrusts vibrating me to the core of my being. Soon, I’m again rendered silent. The other man lost interest in my breasts, preferring in turn to taste the wet warmth of my mouth.

Minutes pass, I tremble, desperate to never receive an orgasm. The man behind me seems particularly amused by my situation. From time to time, he slips his hand between my legs, brushing my clit without ever touching it. Each time, I moan in frustration against the other's cock.

While I still hope to get an orgasm soon, the two men let themselves go, emptying themselves on my ass, on my breasts.

I don't move as they take off. I find myself waiting there, alone and dripping with their seed, for others to come and take their place.

And then, legs finally appear in my field of vision. I look up and can't help but smile as I meet my dominant's caring gaze.


Chapter 6

Dario

My jaw clenches. I know I must be patient. Let them all use Ophelia for as long as they want. I don't plan on giving them access to my little princess again soon. So, I must let them enjoy her. A girl as perfect as her can’t be found so easily.

Fascinated, I watch her give herself entirely to these men, not hesitating for a moment, just because I asked her. I knew she would like it; I just had no idea how much. So much the better. She deserves all the pleasure she can get. And I will make sure to give it to her.

Soon, I can't take it anymore. I need to touch her, to feel her. She is mine, forever.

Because I'm sure now. I won't let her go. I will do whatever it takes to treat her in the best possible way. That she never thinks she can find better elsewhere. I will provide for all her needs, even the ones she doesn't even know about yet.

I approach her, my men stepping aside, as if understanding that they must await my next order. Men or women, I’ve always had this natural authority. And I intend to continue to use it.

I hold on to her head, which she slowly raises to me. When her eyes meet mine, she can't help but smile. That's it, Princess. Your master is here. I'll take good care of you, my precious doll.

She bites her lip and arches her back slightly, as if to invite me to come and taste her warm and welcoming pussy. My cock wouldn't mind it, it's so hard and ready to bury in my submissive again.

But I'm not just going to get down on my knees and fuck her right there on the floor. I must show my difference from the others.

So, I lift her, turning her so that she leans against the car again. She squeals, turning her head to look over her shoulder and try to guess my plans.

For a moment, I do nothing, staring at her perfect curves, as if to make sure it's really her. That it's not a dream. Then I resume my role.

Firmly, I slap her ass, making her squeal again. Then my fingers grab the plug still hidden inside her, playing with it, pulling it in and out.

Finally, I put an end to her ordeal, removing it. Then, I slip my cock into her warm, wet pussy, covering myself in her excitement. She moans loudly. Those sounds could have me coming in an instant, if I didn't control myself.

But I have many other things planned. She's relaxed, her guard totally down. So, I decide to strike with my ultimate plan for the day.

Slowly, I pull away from her and lean my cock against her jagged entrance. I hear her gasps of surprise. And yet, she pushes her ass a little further back, silently inviting me to take her.

I swear between my teeth. She’s so damn hot. She just took all these men inside her, and yet, she’s always ready to give me more. Never has anyone had a better submissive.

Gradually, I sink into her, savoring every inch of her tight cavity surrounding my cock. She can't hold back a few sighs. I know, for her, it's rather uncomfortable now.

But every time I took her in that tight hole, she eventually managed to get past it, and even cum on my cock. She knows it too. Otherwise, she wouldn't push her ass back like that. Yes, she wants it as much as I do.

I can't hold back a throaty groan when I finally get inside her. I caress her back, congratulating her on taking me so well. Her chest heaves with her choppy breath. She’s doing everything to control her emotions and open up completely for me.

I move slowly back and forth inside her, making her moan softly. But I don't intend to end things like this. So, I lean into her ear to whisper my proposal.

“Remember what we do last time I took your little ass? What if we did it for real?”

Beneath me, her body freezes. She immediately understood what I meant. I caress the back of her neck, giving her time to think. She really liked it last time. And then, it's one of her fantasies. So I'm not surprised when she nods and her voice, made hoarse with excitement, is heard.

“Yes Master. I really want it. Please. Now.”

I smile, amused by her impatience. I should make her languish a little more, but I don't have the patience. I remember too much the last time I took her in her little ass, while a dildo filled her pussy. I want to reproduce this. And I know who I'm going to do it with.

“Max?”

I don't need to say it twice, my right-hand man is already near us. One look is enough for him to understand what I want. This isn't the first time we’re sharing a woman.

With force, I lift my submissive, leaving her warm ass only the necessary time before plunging back into her body. My arms are wrapped around her as Max grabs her thighs to slide between them.

She turns her head towards me, a big smile on her lips before refocusing on the other man. She can't help but moan again as he enters her. I bite my lip, imagining the feel of her pussy throbbing around my cock. I know she's ready to explode.

For a few moments, neither of us move, giving her time to get used to our imposing presence. It's only when she starts to undulate her hips that we get moving.

Slowly, we harmonize our thrusts, making sure to always have one of us deep inside her. She moans loudly, surrendering completely to our cocks pounding her.

Around us, some guys jerk off again, excited by the show we offer them. They probably haven’t expected that this morning, when they came to work as usual. I intend to give them their money's worth.

I move my hand down, resting it on her clit, hard as ever. That's it. I’m going to make her come. She deserves her orgasm. I run small circles over her nerve button, knowing exactly what's driving her crazy.

I learned every corner of her body, observed her every reaction. I know how to touch her. As she proves to me.

Her head leans back as we continue to pound her. Her voice breaks as an orgasm ravages her body, making her every limb tremble. It doesn’t take more for Max to come in turn. He seems out of breath.

I smile. I know what it's like to have your cock trapped by that little pussy twitching to the beat of Ophelia's orgasm.

I focus on my own pleasure now. A few deep thrusts into her tight cavity, and I let go. My fingers dig into her skin as my warm seed line her interior walls.

Slowly, I pull out of her and take her into my arms, stroking her hair and whispering compliments in her ear.

I always knew she was a good submissive.

Now, I know she is perfect.


Chapter 7

Ophelia

With enthusiasm, I bite into my cheeseburger. I think it's the best I've ever eaten. I look up, meeting Dario's amused gaze. He seems to take pleasure in seeing me eat with a such good appetite. With my fingertips, I grab a fry, focusing on my meal again.

I don't think I've ever been so hungry in my entire life. I guess that's what it feels like, to work out intensely. In a corner of the room, my outfit looks in bad shape. The fabric has been torn in places, and the white is covered with stains. But I don’t care. Dario promised me he would buy me a new outfit.

In the meantime, I feel perfectly fine, my naked body covered with the comfy robe of the hotel where he took me. I barely remember coming here. Everything was so intense, so improbable.

I vaguely remember resting in his arms as he carried me to his car. I'm sure all eyes were on me when we entered the hotel lobby. But didn’t care in the slightest.

He asked for a room in the most natural way in the world before guiding me to the elevators. What a show we had to give them all. Disheveled and without suitcases. We're lucky we weren't kicked out.

But once we entered the room, none of that mattered. Gently, he immersed me in a boiling bath, covering my exhausted body with a layer of soap bubbles. He joined me, gently kissing my shoulders, cleaning me without a word. A true haven of peace.

Now, we devour a well-deserved dinner. And after that, I don't know. We’re probably going to watch an old film as he likes them, before a restorative night. I'm not sure I can do more.

I've never been the sporty type, and I already feel my body protesting with every movement, aches arising in every part of my body.

And yet, every time I look up at my dominant, I can't help but feel a spark in the pit of my stomach. It wouldn't take much to set them on fire.

I don't know where this relationship is going to take us. And right now, I don't care.

All I know is that our journey together will be the most orgasmic...


> THE NAUGHTY CHRISTMAS SERIES <


TRAINED FOR CHRISTMAS


Chapter 1

“And done!”

I take a couple of steps back, putting my hands on my hips in pride. Our Christmas tree is finally done. My husband plugs in the light string, the living room plunging into a magical atmosphere.

Usually, I love doing all of this. Decorating the house, looking for the perfect gift, and drinking hot chocolate. And yet, today I only dream of one thing: to be rid of these tasks.

This is all Lenny's fault. This year, he has set up something even more interesting. A very special Advent calendar, made by his hands.

A naughty Advent calendar.

When he told me about his idea, I had no idea how far he was going to take things. I thought it’d be all about sensual things to spice things up a bit, like pouring chocolate on each other's bellies and licking it off. Or massages with an aphrodisiac oil.

That did happen… On the first day. And then, everything sped up. The toys got more and more intense, and the challenges more and more daring.

This calendar is the also way he found to talk to me about a fantasy he had never dared to tell me about: BDSM.

I had no idea he wanted to be a dominant. And even less that I would like to be a submissive. And yet, that's what we've been exploring since we started.

After years of relationships, our sex life had fallen into a routine. But since we started these games, every day becomes an adventure.

I lick my lip, thinking back to yesterday's session. When he made me open this nicely wrapped package. Not fine and delicate lingerie. No. A flogger with an incalculable number of straps.

I first shivered when I saw it, taking fright. Would I be able to bear this? He's spanked me before, making me discover that I love pain more than I ever imagined. But so far, he had only used his hands.

This object was much scarier. And yet, I let him use it, my cries of pain quickly turning into small sighs of pleasure. I don't think I've ever wet so much. And if he hadn't done it himself, I don't think I would have stopped him.

So today, I looked forward to the moment when we would finally meet again. I even touched myself, as if he hadn't given me countless orgasms every day of the week.

And yet, I want more. But my husband is of no help. Since he came home, he too is in the same state of excitement as me. But rather than take the opportunity to jump on me, he prefers to make me languish.

Worse, he even provokes me. Whenever he can, he starts kissing me, letting his hands trail over my body a little too long, innocently stroking my hips, my neck. Brushing against my breasts until I sigh.

If it were up to me, I would have jumped on him by now. But I understood it well. In this new dynamic, it’s not up to me to take the first step.

So, I stand there, impassive and impatient, studying his every move in the hope of seeing a sign. But Lenny prefers to take photos, as he always does.

After a time that seems to have lasted hours, he finally puts away his phone, giving me one of his mischievous smiles that make me crack up. With exaggerated slowness, he heads for the calendar, tearing off the little piece of paper for today’s activities.

He licks his lips, visibly happy with what he has just found. His eyes slid up and down my body, increasing my nervousness and excitement. This waiting is killing me.

“Take off your clothes.”

My mouth opens in surprise, and I remain speechless, staring at him. Did I really understand? We are right in the middle of our living room. It's not even that late. Someone could come visit us.

I’m unable to move, unable to speak. The idea excites me, but the fear is strong. My dominant frowns.

“Well? I thought you really wanted to know our activity?”

I bite my lip, still hesitating. I peek out the window. The street seems very quiet. And then... If I don't obey, what are we going to do? Just have dinner without talking, watch a movie and go to bed?

No. Our adventures are far too exciting for me to deprive myself stupidly. I much prefer to be caught in the act.

So, I let my fingers slip under my sweater, lifting it more slowly than necessary. There's no reason he should be the only one playing. I take pleasure in offering him a sexy striptease, taking all my time to reveal my skin.

Gradually, the fabric fades until all that remains is my underwear.

“Take them off too.”

I swallow hard, losing some of my beautiful confidence. But the excitement quickly takes over. With a quick gesture, I undo my bra, dropping it to the ground to reveal my generous breasts to my husband.

With a sexy hip movement, I turn my back to him, swaying more than necessary as I slip out of my red lace panties. When it is at my feet, I cannot help but dance sensually on the spot, trying to cause him an erection at the sight of my rounded ass.

Then I turn around, a playful smile on my lips. He shakes his head, amused too. I approach, surrounding his neck with my arms, brushing his mouth without ever putting my lips on his.

“And now, what do we do, Master?”

“Now? It's your turn to be decorated.”


Chapter 2

A shiver runs through me as a rush of cool air caresses my bare skin. Or maybe it's the words my husband just said that make me tremble. Decorate me? I have a few ideas of what he has in mind, but it remains unclear.

The minutes seem to pass more slowly, as he leaves me alone in the room to fetch something in our bedroom. I want to surround my body with my arms, to try to hide myself a little, to protect myself.

But I know he won't be happy if I do that. He clearly wants me to be exposed. Too bad if I feel more vulnerable than ever. Above all, I want to satisfy my dominant… And see if I can withstand his ordeal.

Despite my good resolve, I can't help but let out a faint sigh of relief when he comes back to me. It may be silly, but his presence soothes me.

He comes closer to me, caressing my face tenderly. Then he places a gentle kiss on my lips. It's soft, comforting. He doesn't do this to excite me, but to reassure me. His fingers absently stroke my hair as he pulls back, his eyes boring into mine.

“You remember your safe word, right?”

I refrain from rolling my eyes. He probably wouldn't appreciate me answering him like that. Still, what a silly question. It's been long enough since we started these games. Of course, I know my safe word.

I soften, containing my impatience to nod. I should be grateful. No matter how excited we are. He always puts my safety first. No matter what crazy things he made me do, I always felt completely confident. Even when he hung me from the ceiling, hanging from ropes encircling my body.

My dominant's gaze changes. It becomes harder, but also full of desires. His hands lift my bare breasts, kneading them before letting his thumbs twirl over my pointed nipples. It’s not the cold that causes them this reaction. Between my thighs, I'm already soaked, while we haven't done anything yet.

From his pocket, he takes out his first decoration. I can't help but smile. These are nipple clamps. It's not the first time he's used some on me. But this is a new model. A toy bought especially for Christmas. At the end of the clamps hang fluffy, red and golden pompoms. They really look like tree ornaments.

My smile turns into a grimace as he twists my nipple a little harder between his thumb and forefinger. One after the other, he puts the clamps on my nipples, making me let out small high-pitched squeals.

I breathe harder, trying to get used to the continued tension on my breasts. I focus on his hands sliding down my sides, before dropping to my hips, then gripping my ass with both hands.

His fingers dig into my flesh, making me moan again. His mouth lands on mine forcefully. His tongue creates a passage, coming to tickle mine, making my legs tremble so intensely.

My fingers land on his chest, closing on his shirt. I don't know why, but the contrast between my naked body and his elegant suit excites me to the highest degree. It only strengthens his power over me. And I love that.

I love this new role he has taken on. He always so gentle and considerate, he shows himself to be a perfect Master. Tough and inflexible when needed. Gentle and caring when, after an intense session, I need his arms and his warmth.

We've only just started, and I want more, much more. And he’s ready to give it to me. His hands clench around my wrists without warning. Without ever breaking the kiss, he abruptly pulls them back, crossing them behind my back. While with one hand he manages to hold them, with the other he gropes for something in his pockets.

I try to see what he's doing, but his tongue exploring every corner of my mouth stops me. It's only when I feel a fluffy sensation on my skin that I realize what it's doing. The little click only confirms it.

He locks my hands behind my back with handcuffs. He breaks the kiss, coming to whisper in my ear.

“They match your nipple clamps.”

I can't help but smile, impressed by this attention to detail. He steps back again, admiring his work. I shiver as his gaze glides over me, tracing every curve of my neck to my feet.

His gaze lingers there for a moment. I hold my breath as he pulls out a new item from his collection of very special decorations. More handcuffs, still matching the rest. They are just a bit wider, with a longer chain to connect them.

My husband kneels in front of me, trapping each of my ankles. I close my eyes for a moment. Thus tied, I feel like I'm losing my balance.

I open them again as his breath caresses the skin on the inside of my thighs. Soon his head lined up with my pussy. I can feel his warmth caressing my clit. However, he doesn’t kiss it, doesn’t lick it. Doesn't do any of those things I dream of.

I could beg him, but it wouldn't change anything. He’s the master of the game. He’s the one who controls everything. I just have to submit.

He gets up again, silently admiring his work. My chest heaves harder. My breathing is racing, as much excitement as concern. Is he done decorating me, or does he have other things on his mind?

“I have one more tiny thing to make you perfect.”

I watch him, taken aback, as he pulls a small box out of his pocket. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he’s about to gift me a jewel. I gasp in surprise as he opens the box.

It does look like a jewel. It even has a diamond on the end. The lewdest, most shameful of jewels.

My cheeks burn so much they are red with shame. This is nothing new. He's already done things with my back entrance. He inserted his fingers into it as he took me doggy style, pushing my limits as I was inches away from orgasm. But a plug? It's the first time.

My dominant places a few kisses on my cheek, on my neck, no doubt to try to reassure me a little. This is just the logical sequence of events. I'm ready to take it. I want it. But despite everything, it's still a little scary.

“Open your mouth.”

I shiver at his deep, authoritative voice. However, I comply when he is already pushing the object between my lips. I keep my eyes fixed on him, playing with the object inside me, licking and sucking on it, trying to wet it as best I can.

He watches me, an amused smile on his lips. Then he grabs a jar of lube. I moan against the plug as his fingers wander for a moment over my clit, pressing just enough to make me quiver.

As he continues to play with me, his hand slips between my ass. I try to relax as a first finger traces the jagged outline of my most taboo entrance.

My teeth clench as a first knuckle penetrates me. It doesn't really hurt, it's just a slight tugging. No, that's not a problem. Only my mind is still resisting as the finger sinks deeper and deeper.

I never thought I would try anal one day. I thought it was only for depraved people, and porn. Not something normal people do.

But I have to admit it. I’m depraved. One of those sluts that I judged so harshly. If I wasn't one, why would I be here, naked in the middle of my living room?

Why would I risk being discovered by neighbors looking out our window while I'm handcuffed, clamps on my breasts, and a plug in my mouth while my husband sticks a second finger inside me?

Yes. I am a slut. And I don’t care anymore.

My husband continues his slow back and forth on my clit, modeling them on those he performs between my ass. I want to moan out loud. But if I do that, the plug will fall off, and my master will punish me.

So, I hold on, focusing on my breathing so as not to completely capsize. I can't hold back a sigh of relief when he picks up the plug. However, this respite is short-lived.

After coating it with lube, he pushes it in turn against my crenelated entrance. The plug is barely bigger than his fingers, yet its shape makes me shiver.

Once inserted, my dominant gently strokes my hair, before kissing my forehead.

“Good girl.”

My whole body ignites at this simple compliment. I believe that hearing him compliment me brings me much greater relief and pleasure than any orgasm. It's probably not normal to feel such things, but I don't care. He understands me. And that's all that matters.

My mouth drops open in surprise as he grabs his phone. Of course, I should have known. He loves to take pictures of everything. But even more of me, especially when he puts me in his impossible positions.

He starts circling me, making sure not to miss any angles. To capture for posterity my handcuffs, my clamps, my plug.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he puts his phone away, believing he's finally going to take care of me. But he doesn't.

His hands land on my shoulders, bringing me down to my knees. Then, he presses my upper back, until my ass is in the air and my head is crushed against the ground.

With these handcuffs binding my body, I can't do anything. I'm like a doll in his hands, put in the position he wants to see me in. And all this why? For a few shots?

“Spread your ass for me, Baby.”

Despite my shame and my limited movements, I obey him. I know this is the only solution. The key to my pleasure.

My cheeks flush as I feel him lean in behind me, his lens closer to my pussy. The position is not the most comfortable, with my head crushed against the floor. And yet, I don't move, I don't fight. I like that he treats me like that.

I jump as his fingers glide over my lower lips. He clicks his tongue, amused.

“Look how soaked you are. You really like having your little ass filled, uh?”

I remain silent, panting. A scream escapes my throat as his hand slams against my ass.

“I spoke to you, Rebecca. The least you can do is answer me.”

“I… I'm sorry. Yes. I like it.”

He pats my ass firmly again, making me squeal. However, that doesn’t stop him. He knows it. I like being in pain. I proved it to him a little more yesterday, when he used this leather flogger with many straps. Just thinking about it makes my body go crazy.

As if reading my thoughts, my dominant leans toward me, gripping my ass tightly.

“I think you still need to learn your place. That's not what I had in mind for today, but you leave me no choice. I have to discipline you.”

I swallow hard, watching him walk away only to return a few moments later with the famous flogger in his hands. I hold my breath as he crouches down beside me again. His fingertips caress my back, leaving a trail of goosebumps on the skin.

Soon, it’s his object of torture that replaces the warmth of his hand. All my energy is focused on staying perfectly in place, despite my balance made even more precarious by his sensual and terrifying caresses on my skin.

I know that any moment now, this false sweetness will turn into a sharp pain. Oh, I'll end up loving it. It’ll put me in states of pure pleasure, in a secret world that belongs only to me. Where, under the hand of my dominant, I can become who I really am.

But anticipation makes things much more difficult. Terrifying thoughts race through my head. What if it hurt too much? What if this time I didn't like it? What a disappointment that would be. For my master, of course. But especially for me. I want to be able to endure these things. To continue to explore them.

A stronger tremor takes hold of me as the leather straps slip viciously between my legs. They cover themselves with my excitement, no doubt. They excite me, too. The thrill of danger is stronger than anything.

If he wanted to, my master could crush the object on my pussy, and make me scream in pain. It wouldn't take him long. A quick wave of the hand, and it would be done. I wouldn't even see it coming.

No doubt I would totally collapse if that were the case. I would then find myself ridiculous, my naked body pathetically crushed against the ground without my being able to get up, deprived of my hands and my feet.

I hold my breath as the straps leave my body. That's it. He’s about to hit.

And yet, my dominant still plays with me. Rather than using the object as he sees fit, he goes back to stroking my back with it. I am sure that, behind me, my master takes malicious pleasure in seeing me suffer from this interminable wait.

Little by little, my muscles relax, I get used to his caresses. And that's where my husband knocks. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as the whip crashes its full length into the thin skin of my ass.

I grit my teeth. We used it for the first time yesterday, and yet I had already forgotten how intense and hard to bear this pain is. It's as if thousands of little stings were crashing down my ass, digging into my skin like the stingers of angry insects.

My husband continues, moving his wrist flexibly to bring down the straps each time in a different spot. He has such expertise in his gesture, it looks like he has been doing this all his life.

I'm not complaining. Even though the pain is definitely there, part of me eagerly awaits every impact on my thin skin. I gasp, having more and more trouble breathing. I start shaking.

I try to keep my wits. But a blow stronger than the others makes me completely lose my footing. My knees can't take it anymore, and I fall under my own weight, sprawling on the ground. I'm on my side, immediately raising my head to my dominant to beg him.

He remains impassive, coming to stand in front of my chest. He leans over my body again, and, without warning, crushes his whip on my breasts. I’m choking at this unexpected pain.

Added to this are my nipples imprisoned in their princes. This is all too much. A few tears are starting to well up in the corner of my eyes. However, I don’t stop him.

It's as if I had just passed a new level of pain. And I love that. I love the feel of those straps crashing down on my breasts.

After a few moments, the blows become rarer, less strong, until they turn into a caress. That's it. It's over.

Carelessly, my master drops his flogger on the ground. Then quickly, he turns me onto my back. Forcefully, he pushes my thighs apart, undoing one of the handcuffs holding my ankles so he can slip between my legs.

With his lip, he kisses my cheeks, removing the traces of the few tears that have flowed. His hands grope over my body until they reach my breasts. He removes the clamps from my nipples before massaging them with his palms.

Then he leans in, capturing one of my nipples between his lips. I squeal, not sure if the stimulation is delicious or painful, after the force of the clamps.

My breathing quickens as he moves above my body. Quickly, his hands undid the buckle of his belt and unzipped his pants. Then he grabs my hips, lifting them to align them with his hard cock.

For a few moments, he rubs his length over my clit, making me moan in pleasure. All the air escapes from my lungs as, without further ado, he plunges into me in one swift motion.

I grit my teeth. My husband was spoiled by nature. His cock is wide and long. Taking it unprepared is always a challenge. But he doesn't seem to have a shred of patience in him anymore. He didn't even bother to undress. He just pulled his cock out to shove it inside me.

The position isn’t comfortable. And it's not the cold, hard floor rubbing under my bound arms that helps. And yet, I don't care. My husband's cock going back and forth inside me is way too good for that.

He no longer has the slightest restraint, sinking deep inside me, fucking me there, on the floor. We would never have done this before. We who were the most normal couple in the world. The kind to have a lazy missionary before falling asleep. How happy I am now that he got us into these activities.

I moan out loud, not caring if the whole neighborhood can hear me. I just want him to keep fucking me like this. To make every part of my being vibrate.

His fingers dig into the tender flesh of my hips. He's giving me a proper ramming now. I tilt my head back.

My eyes are mesmerized by the flashing lights on our tree. I focus on them so as not to lose my footing completely. To stay grounded in reality, in the present moment.

My husband growls at me. His end must not be far away. He bends down, his teeth digging into my neck. This simple gesture is enough to make me completely lose my mind.

In the pit of my stomach, it’s as if a dam gave way. Seething waves wash over me, swirling and seeping into every part of my body.

I close my eyes, letting myself go to orgasm. I contract around my husband, dragging him in turn to his end. With force, he sinks into me one last time, releasing his seed deep inside me.

Our bodies remain intertwined against each other, moving only under the effect of our breath. For sure, it will take us a while to recover from this intense experience.


Chapter 3

I let out a contented sigh as I slowly open my eyes. I’ve never slept better than since we started these lustful activities.

Today is finally the weekend. It means we can lay in bed, kissing, cuddling… Maybe even more.

I don't know how I can still want more, when just last night he was fucking me in the middle of the living room. And yet, that's what I want.

And him too, if I believe his hands caressing my face before kissing me. It's sweet, lazy. Like a simple good morning.

However, I know that he too wants more. And it has nothing to do with the hard stick hiding in his boxers. No. I feel in him this urgency, this need to touch me. To connect our bodies once again.

He proves it a few moments later. Breaking the kiss, he gently rocks me onto my back, his lips resting on my neck. Then he descends. Through the light fabric of my nightgown, he kisses my nipples, already pointing when we haven't done anything.

He’s amused, giving me a half-mocking look. I raise an eyebrow and return his taunting smile when he shivers as my hand rests on his hard cock. Yes, none of us can deny it. We are like two teenagers discovering sex. Insatiable and always ready to start again.

Slowly, he pulls the silk fabric up my body. Then, he draws a slow line of kisses on the soft skin of my stomach, going ever lower. Without even realizing it, I spread my thighs a little more in a silent invitation.

It doesn't take him long to come between them. I hold my breath as he kisses my clit through the thin fabric of my panties. This contact is very light, and yet it already makes me moan.

I lift my hips, hoping to get the man to taste me for good. But he doesn't, having fun kissing the thin skin of my inner thighs. He knows it, this area is ultrasensitive. It excites me as much as it frustrates me.

He barely touched me, and yet I already feel ready to explode. He goes back up my body again, meticulously bypassing the most interesting areas. He prefers to kiss my belly, my neck.

He even grabs one of my earlobes between his teeth, biting it just enough to make me close my eyes with a long moan. His hands brush against my breasts without touching them.

Ignoring my arching and pleading body, the man descends, placing small kisses until he comes between my breasts. Then he grabs one of my nipples, sucking and licking it. Every now and then he sinks his teeth into it, making me breathe a little harder.

My hands slide down his back, tirelessly stroking his skin, my fingers digging into his shoulders before moving down to caress his ass.

I hold back a frustrated sigh as he returns to capture my lips. Oh sure, I welcome his tongue playing with mine. But that's not where I want it the most.

Gripping his ass a little harder, I lift my hips, bringing him into contact with his hard cock, hoping to push him deeper. He breaks the kiss and clicks his tongue.

“So impatient. You're lucky we have a busy day ahead of us. Otherwise, I would have taught you patience.”

I give him an innocent smile, causing him to chuckle. Without further ado, he continues his descent, until finally arriving where I want him. With a firm gesture, he rips off my panties. I prop myself up on my elbows, protesting as I hear the sound of fabric tearing.

“You don't need it. From now on, I think I won’t allow you to wear panties.”

I swallow hard, oddly excited at the idea. It would cause technical problems, but I don't care. I can already imagine going out with him, completely naked under my dress.

Could we really focus on our dinner, knowing that I'm so open and ready to be taken at any moment? We would surely end up jumping on each other in the toilet or in the car. Maybe even before we reach the place of our date.

I moan as he blows on my clit, having fun making me languish a little more. A scream dies in my throat as, finally, his tongue slides over my button of nerves.

He no longer makes me wait, licking me nonstop, seeming everywhere at once. His mouth captures my clit, pinching it just enough to make me vibrate. One of my hands slips into his hair, tangling in it as much to encourage him as to cling to something.

My other hand sinks into the sheets, my fingernails already threatening to tear them as he slips a finger inside me, stimulating me much harder than I expected.

A second finger enters me as he resumes his tongue movements with renewed vigor. It's been a long time since he learned what I like, what makes me vibrate. It doesn’t take more than a few minutes to send me into the most total ecstasy.

My body falls heavily back into the mattress, shaking with all its might. My husband continues to gently kiss my clit, giving me a little more stimulation than I can handle.

He suddenly stops to get up. I look at him questioningly, taken aback. I expected us to continue, that I would return the favor. But he seems to have decided otherwise. He answers my silent question.

“We have a lot to do today. How about we continue this in the shower?”

It doesn't take much for me to get up on my feet, making him laugh softly. I grab the hand he extends to me and let him guide me to, I'm sure, even more pleasure.


Chapter 4

I can't help but smile. These repeated orgasms have totally detracted my brain, it seems. Even the crowds rushing in the stores to do the last-minute Christmas shopping did not undermine my morale.

Hand in hand with my husband, I browsed the shelves and did my shopping as if nothing had happened. As if I didn't have a plug hidden deep between my ass. A small gift from my dominant.

I had to ask him to repeat when he told me he wanted to put it on for me this morning, before we left. I couldn't believe it. Going out in public, with a toy inside me.

Oh, I had already thought of that. I had even fantasized about this possibility. But I had imagined a vibrating egg, which he would have remotely controlled. I had never imagined for a moment that this would actually happen. And that it would be with such a depraved toy.

Fortunately, he let me wear panties. I was scared that he might forbid me. The idea that the plug could fall without a single piece of fabric to recover it. How would we have reacted if it had fallen in the middle of the mall? I shiver in horror.

We are back now. I have nothing more to fear. At least not on this point.

Because my husband told me. Wearing a plug in public is not my test of the day. As for our activities this morning, these are just extras, a way to have a little more fun.

I lick my lips, gazing up at the lustful calendar, as if I could guess what's inside. If he put a plug in me, there must be a reason, right?

I watch my husband as he busies himself with putting away our Christmas groceries, coming and going as if nothing had happened. As if I did not have this object in me. Maybe he'll leave me like this until tonight.

I hope not. Whatever he has planned, I want to try it. To feel my husband's skin against mine again. Having him near me is much easier than waiting in the unknown.

After what seems like an eternity, he comes back to me, kissing me tenderly. I moan louder than I should. It's barely a light kiss. He shouldn't excite me so much. The man pulls back, licking his lips in amusement.

“You are so impatient. It almost makes me want to let you wait a little longer. But you were a good girl. I guess you deserve to find today’s activity.”

My cheeks flush with pleasure to hear him compliment me like that. He walks away from me, grabbing the little paper and opening it with a theatrical gesture that almost makes me laugh. A big smile forms on his lips. He looks up at me, visibly satisfied.

“It's a very good one. I have some preparations to make. Rest while you wait. You’re going to need it.”

◆◆◆

I freeze as I walk into the bedroom, letting go of my dominant's hand. This is something I hadn't expected. On the bed is an unknown machine.

However, even if I’ve never seen it, I immediately understand what it is intended for. It would be difficult to be otherwise, when at its end is a huge dildo.

I swallow with difficulty. I don't know if it's because of the installation, but this toy looks huge. Impressive. Dangerous.

My heart skips another beat as I see his phone held on a tripod. Not only is this the scariest thing he's ever had me do, but he’s also planning on filming?

I take a deep breath, trying to reason with myself. Everything will be alright. I don't need to worry. My dominant will never endanger me. If I wanted to, I could even stop everything now.

But I don't. Because little by little, curiosity rises in me, silencing the worry. I begin to imagine all the uses of this object. How is he going to put me there. How he is going to make me scream with pleasure with this diabolical machine. Yes, I'm ready to find out.

Slowly, I enter the room, my eyes glued to the machine. Then I look up at my dominant. This one is in a corner of the room, arms crossed on his chest. Patiently, he waited for me to get used to this new game he is offering me.

Now he takes the reins in hand. With a nod, he shows me my clothes.

“Take them off.”

I shiver at his deep voice but still begin to obey him. Slowly, I undo layer after layer of these soon superfluous fabrics. The man doesn’t miss a moment of this striptease.

Nor does the camera pointed at me. He turned it on as soon as an order was given. Everything we do here will be immortalized. I shudder in advance, and yet it excites me.

The man approaches me, a rope in his hand. I lick my lips, glad it's part of our games today. Without a word, he slides the object over my skin, enclosing in turn my thighs, my breasts. These look huge, thus hampered by these intricate knots.

From time to time, I look at the camera. I play with it, licking my lips sensually, pushing my breasts forward innocently, imagining that someone is there, looking at me, admiring my body offered without the slightest shame.

Maybe it will be my husband. Maybe it will be strangers on the Internet. Who knows where our evil games will take us? Maybe one day we will expose ourselves to everyone's gaze. Thousands of anonymous, watching me moan and tremble under the hand of my dominant. We might even invite one of them to join us.

I shudder at the thought before refocusing on the present moment. My husband picks me up and lays me unceremoniously on the bed. There he completes his intricate knots, connecting my thighs to my calves.

Thus tied, I have no choice but to be on all fours. My hands are the last to be tied up. In front of me this time. At least it will be easier for me to keep my balance.

I swallow with difficulty. That's it. Things are about to start. My dominant strokes my hair, then leans in to kiss me passionately. This movement alone is enough to ignite me again.

In his hands, he grabs my nipples, pinching them hard, squeezing a long moan of pleasure from me. I have never been so responsive. Before, I needed long preliminaries to be ready. Now, a word or a look, followed by a caress, is enough to make me wet like never before.

My dominant leaves my breasts, letting his fingers run down my back until they reach my ass. He caresses them for a moment, before slamming them hard, making me squeal.

Without caring, he grabs the plug still inside me, playing with it. I bite my lip as he tugs on it, pushing it back inside me, leaving it in place.

Then his fingers descend a little lower still, sinking into my soaking wet entrance. I hold my breath. His fingers are thick, he didn't bother to lubricate them before, giving me this slight tight feeling.

However, very quickly, I have nothing more to do. I can't hold back small sighs of pleasure as he begins to move slowly back and forth. His other hand slides between my legs, playing lazily with my clit.

I can't help but moan in frustration as he pulls them away, moving away from me. But my frustration is quickly replaced by new concern, as I feel him move the machine on the bed.

Looking over my shoulder, I see him coating the dildo with a generous layer of lube. I will need it. Even though I'm completely soaked, this toy is huge. Maybe even more so than my dominant. Who knows if I will manage to bear it?

But now is not the time to worry about it. My master grabs hold of my hips, pulling me back to line up perfectly with this machine. A few adjustments, and now I feel the tip of the toy knock at my entrance.

I let curiosity take hold of me and push my ass back. I hiss between my teeth, realizing by myself how large the object is. A slap hits my ass. My dominant never allowed me to do this.

“What a little slut. You really can't wait to get started, can you?”

Cheeks flushed with shame, I nod my head. That's what I am. A slut. And despite the intense humiliation inflaming my body, I can't help but be eager to get started. I want to see how far I can go.

I try to stay still as my master smacks my ass again. Once. Twice. Thrice. I'm shivering. And yet, I don't really want him to stop. It’s so good.

I let out a surprised cry when suddenly the machine starts up. Slowly, the dildo enters me. My breath catches. If the rhythm is not strong now, it’s continuous. It’s not a man, but a machine. No matter how much resistance my pussy offers it, the object will continue to sink deep inside me.

Oh sure, my master could stop him. But as I turn my head towards him, I realize he has no intention of doing so. If he keeps an eye on the slightest of my reactions, he remains fascinated by this toy disappearing inside me.

My fingers close on the sheets beneath me, the only thing I can do to gain some control. Oh, I could stop everything, but I don't want to. Because even if I have the impression of being split open, the feeling is delicious.

But before the object sinks completely, my master presses a button and makes it move back. Several times, he repeats this operation. I look up at him, surprised. I’m ready to go all the way, and he deprives me of it. Why?

I want to beg him for an explanation. But I don't. I know exactly where my place is. I learned it the hard way, and there's no way I'm going to get punished again. Yesterday's spanking was more than enough for me.

So, I just wait patiently, hoping to get some relief soon. I swallow with difficulty when the movements become longer, each time going a little further, tearing me apart a little more.

I should know my lesson better. Always be wary of what you wish for. I wished to receive more. I’ll have to endure my pain now.

I squeal a little louder as the object sinks even deeper than before. I close my eyes when, finally, he fully enters me. My master stops it immediately, leaving it deep inside me for minutes that feel like hours.

Then he turns the object back on, letting it come and go inside me without accelerating its movement. I don't know if this slowness really helps me better bear this imposing presence. I don't really know much anymore.

I'm just trying to adapt to what's happening to me. Little by little, the movements become faster. Their mechanical repetition transforms the experience into something much more intense than the sheer presence of a man.

I open my eyes as I feel the mattress sag. My master is there, kneeling in front of me. I swallow with difficulty. No need to be a genius to understand what he expects of me, thus installed near my head.

Like the day before, he doesn't bother to undress. He just pulls out his hard cock, giving himself a few strokes along his length.

“Open.”

He doesn't have to repeat it twice. I open my mouth wide to welcome his tip already pressed against my lips. I shiver, facing so much impatience and strength.

I like that he’s sometimes rough. It only makes things more exciting. I’m his little thing, totally subject to his decisions. I’m his. Even when it's difficult. Even when he thrusts his cock deep inside me as a machine pounds me from behind.

I find it hard to believe this is really happening to me. Yet it is indeed the case. And I’m filmed. There is no longer any way to hide my perversity. I am a slut. A real one.

Between the ropes that hold me and this machine, I have little maneuvering power. As best I can, I lick my lover's delicious member, enjoying the texture of his little veins under my tongue.

When I can't go any further, he takes over, starting to make long back-and-forth movements in my mouth. I almost choke as he hits the back of my throat, but I hold on. I have no other choice.

All I can do is welcome his movements without complaining, hoping to receive in return a reward of the most enjoyable. Between my legs, the object activates at a constant rate, making me lose my means little by little.

A recognizable warmth grows in the pit of my stomach. I raise pleading eyes to my dominant. He gave me no instructions. I don't know if I have the right to come.

The man seems to understand my embarrassment. But rather than offer me his help, he prefers to speed up his movements, pounding my mouth like the machine pounding me.

His hand tangles in my hair, squeezing it tightly as his thrusts accelerate. I can no longer follow, totally lost in the middle of these intense sensations.

In a rattle, my dominant tenses as he empties deep into my throat. I cough but still swallow his offering, licking my lips before sticking my tongue out to show him I've behaved.

He pats my cheek, almost proudly. Suddenly one of my moans tears the air. I was so focused on his pleasure that I almost forgot mine. But now, this huge dildo pounding me brings me a little closer to my end.

My dominant gets off the bed. Nonchalantly, he grabs his water bottle, watching me struggle with my increasingly intense emotions and pleasure.

“Please, Master. Can I cum?”

He nods, not even trying to make me languish. This is probably my reward for being so well-behaved. I close my eyes, letting myself go completely with my feelings.

I could never have believed that one day I would come without a hand pressing on my clit to take me into this perfect deliverance. Yet, it’s happening. My body convulses with pleasure. If the machine didn't keep coming and going inside me, I think I'd collapse full length on the bed.

My moans of pleasure turn into squeals of discomfort. The machine continues to thrust me despite my orgasm. I raise pleading eyes to my master, hoping for direction from him. He just smiles, before raising an amused eyebrow.

“Well, you wanted to cum. You didn't say how many times.”

In response, I let out a long moan, my head resting against the mattress as the pounding continues inside me. The man chuckles softly, walking away to get I don't know what. I don't care. I'm shaking too much, completely confused by my feelings. I want this to continue and stop at the same time.

I frown as he comes back to me, another dildo in his hands. This one is much slimmer and much shorter than the one in me. I wonder what he wants to do with it.

I freeze when, finally, I understand. His fingers land on the plug still stuck in me and gently remove it. Then he squirts a large dose of lube between my ass and onto the machine, making things a little more comfortable for me.

As best I can, I look over my shoulder, watching him cover the toy in a thick layer of liquid.

I swallow. I've never had anything longer than his fingers inside me. How am I going to handle this dildo?

I don't have time to worry about it. He presses the object against my jagged edge, barely slowing the movement of the other dildo to give me time to get used to the intrusion.

My teeth sink into my lower lip, holding back my little squeaks. The sensation is strange. New, but not as unpleasant as I would have imagined.

I even find myself moaning with pleasure, as much because of this new intrusion as the object in my other entrance continuing its regular movements, taking me ever closer to a new orgasm.

I can't believe it's possible to have so much fun being used in all my holes like this. I should rather be ashamed. Especially when it's all captured on camera.

And yet, I think I would die if he stopped now. I want this to continue, all night, and for the rest of the weekend. Too bad if I have to miss work on Monday because I can't walk anymore. Even better. I want to know the greatest pleasures that the earth has to offer.

My dominant caresses my ass, speaking softly, as if not to scare me.

“Breathe baby.”

I take a deep breath as the object is completely buried in my ass. I hadn't even realized that I was in apnea, so preoccupied was I with the rest of my sensations.

That's it. Both objects are in me. I’m completely open. This feeling is incredible. And yet, my dominant is far from finished. A scream dies in my throat as he suddenly turns on the little dildo.

The vibrations are light, but added to the comings and goings of the other toy pushing against it, they feel more intense than ever.

I squeal and moan, no longer controlling my body. I’m his little thing, totally spread for him. He likes to watch me struggle with myself like this. I feel completely overwhelmed, and yet I would be ready to ask for more.

I groan in frustration when suddenly everything stops. I turn my head back and discover my dominant near my ass. He chuckles, gently stroking my lower back.

“You've been a very good girl, so I'll let you choose. Which dildo do I take off? In which of your little holes should I put my cock?”

My whole body is on fire at this question. Before, I could never have endured such comments. But now, I no longer have any taboos. Gasping, I answer him.

“In… In my ass, please, Master!”

I barely recognize the voice that escapes me when I say those words. How can I shout them like that, without the slightest shame? I should hide, feel humiliated to be treated like this. And yet, that's what I want.

I thought about it many times, as he played inside me with his fingers. I couldn't help but fantasize about the day he was going to break into me, replace that hand with his large cock. Split me in half. Take the last area of my body that he hasn't visited.

Of course, at no time could I have imagined that it would turn out like this. Tied up, pounded by a machine topped with a large dildo. My first anal penetration is going to be a double penetration. And the thought only adds to the excitement I feel as he removes the toy from my ass.

The man positions himself behind me, making use of lubricant again. My enthusiasm drops somewhat as I feel his tip invite itself against me. In my impatience, I had almost forgotten his thickness.

All of a sudden, he seems to me to have a monstrous cock. How will he be able to get it in, when the other dildo is already taking up all the space inside my body?

He doesn't seem to care, pushing his member harder and harder. Finally, he manages to get his rounded tip in.

I grit my teeth, trying not to sink. With the palm of his hand, he gently caresses my lower back. A much-needed comfort.

He stopped the machine to give me time to get used to it. But the toy is still well and truly embedded inside me, rubbing with my master's cock through my inner walls.

I rest my head against the mattress, my fingers clenched on the sheets. I feel like I'm split open.

Still, I don't want my master to stop. I want him to keep diving into me again and again. That he never stops, our two bodies melting into each other in perfect harmony. Just us, connecting as one being, forever.

Finally, his hips meet mine. He’s totally inside me, his legs on either side of my body. I don't even know how he can hold that position, and I don't care. I just want to feel the pleasure over and over again.

I squeal as the machine inside me kicks into gear, its mechanical movements now familiar to my body. My nipples are stretched to the extreme, my clit throbs. I'm not far from ecstasy, while my Master also begins to move.

I don't understand how I can accommodate such wide cocks in me. It should be impossible. And yet, that's what happens to me.

I moan loudly, my screams echoing around the room to mingle with my dominant's grunts. He won't last very long either, trapped in my tightest entrance contracting around him.

“I want to feel you come on my cock.”

He manages to growl in a bestial voice. His hand slides over my clit, pressing down hard. I don't need more to completely lose my footing. I no longer know if I am screaming or if I am silent. If I'm still breathing. Beneath me, the sheets are torn as I tug on them with force.

My orgasm washes over me, like a stormy storm. Lightning crosses every part of my body. My master needs to hold my hips so he can keep pounding me. Me, I no longer have the strength.

In a grunt louder than the others, he comes in turn, letting his seed flow into my most taboo hole. My cheeks blush at this idea, the last hint of consciousness that holds me as I find myself in a daze, close to falling asleep.

In the haze of orgasm, I barely feel him getting rid of the machine. It doesn't matter what we do in the future. This session will be forever etched in my memory.


Chapter 5

I let out a loud contented sigh as I settle into the couch. I wrap myself in a large fluffy blanket. It’s so soft, it's like wrapping myself in a cloud.

And that's exactly what I need today. Every muscle in me hurts. I even thought I was going to fall when I tried to get up this morning. If Lenny hadn't caught me, I would have ended up on the floor, I have no doubt about that.

He gently laughed at me. I pretended to sulk. After all, it's his fault that I'm in this state. “Like you didn’t like it”, he replied.

After a few minutes of pretending to argue, we cuddled a little more. Since we started these games, we have never been so close.

Of course, the sex is incredibly good. Extraordinary. Life-changing. But the bond between us now? It’s more precious than anything.

After that well-deserved rest time, he carried me to the bathroom like I was a young bride. We took a long bath together, the heat of the water relaxing my muscles little by little. Then, he gently dried me, before surrounding me with this robe far too big and guiding me to the living room.

Now a Christmas movie is playing on TV. I pay little attention to it, preferring to turn my head toward the kitchen. Watching my husband, busy preparing our breakfast.

When he puts everything down on the coffee table in front of me, I’m ecstatic. He’s made enough for an army. Pancakes, egg, bacon... All my favorite things are there.

“Are you planning to get me fat?”

“I want you to get your strength back.”

I smile, biting into a slice of bacon. My eyes can't stop staring at the advent calendar. What has he planned for today? Is this why I need to gain strength, or to recover from what we did yesterday?

I should be terrified to do anything today. My body surely needs a rest. And yet, a small voice insists in my head. It wants me to submit to my husband again.

He notices my gaze and laughs softly.

“Not even able to wait until the end of the breakfast. If someone had told me my wife would become like that...”

“You would have married me much faster!”

He laughs softly before sighing. Abandoning his breakfast, he walks over to the calendar, pulling out the day's paper. He turns to me, a lustful glint in his eye.

“So... Ready to go again?”


A SUBMISSIVE CHRISTMAS


Chapter 1

Dear Santa.

This year, I haven't been that good. So I won't ask for a nice piece of jewelry or that beautiful bag I’ve been eyeing for months. No. I will ask for what I deserve.

A good spanking. If possible, from the hand of a super-hot but very strict dominant. The kind that can make you shake with just one look. It's meant to be a punishment, after all.

If he wants to tie me up and force me to have repeated orgasms, I will accept my fate. I promise I will do everything to please him.

So maybe next year, I will be a good, obedient girl.

I promise,

Laurie.

I chuckle as I re-read my letter. My friend Julia suggested I do this. Write your wishes on paper. It's supposed to help us visualize what we want most in the world, and get it.

I smile. Knowing her, she asked to meet the perfect man. The one who will marry her and make her a whole bunch of children as perfect as her. The poor woman. She mustn’t imagine what I asked of the universe. She would surely be shocked to know that I’m so depraved.

And yet, this is what I want most in the world. I have a good job, a nice apartment, and friends that I adore. And not the slightest desire to see my world change.

I have absolutely no motivation to make myself look pretty to go on countless dates. To make superhuman efforts to please someone with whom I will ultimately have nothing in common.

But to be naked under the powerful body of a man? That, yes. I can do that.

And if this man is a dominant, then all my dreams will come true.

It hasn't been that long since I got into BDSM. I discovered this completely by chance, one night when a guy I met in a club started telling me all the things he wanted to do to me. To show me the possibilities. Talking to me about handcuffs and safe words.

I didn’t hesitate for a moment.

Since then, I explore these new games as much as possible. And if I find no companion to satisfy my darkest desires... Then I'm left with literature.

I throw myself into bed, resuming the reading of my current book. A married couple. A dominant and his submissive, opening every day the boxes of a very special advent calendar. A new game to try, a new fantasy to explore.

I lick my lips and settle into my bed a little more comfortably. I imagine myself in this woman's place. Handcuffed in the middle of her living room, having to submit to the goodwill of her dominant. She has no say.

If he orders her to stand still, she must do so. If he wants her to open her thighs, she has to do it too. No matter where and how he wants to push his cock into her body, she has to obey.

I shudder, my nipples pointing against my nightgown as ever-hotter words pass before my eyes. I want all those things. It doesn't have to be a husband. Just a dominant who will know how to tame me as I dream of.

Maybe I should have just asked Santa for a new vibrator. It's much easier to find that than a good master. A man I feel perfectly comfortable with. A man I can completely surrender to.

I can’t say this is the case for all the dominants I have met so far. Some think they know it all, without trying to adapt to the woman beneath them. Some others don’t dare step into the role fully, too afraid of their power.

To tell the truth, I've only really met a man who is the perfect dominant.

Kyle.

We only did it twice. But each experience was more explosive than anything I had experienced before. The man has such natural authority. One of his looks would be enough to make me fall to my knees in front of him. Enough to make me offer myself body and soul to his will.

And his cock is just... Perfect. And perfectly used.

Of course, the only dominant I've found to suit me doesn't live in this town. Impossible to call him as soon as I want a session. I'm sure he would have me begging for him for days before agreeing to come take care of me. It would be humiliating, but I would do it without hesitation.

I close my eyes, imagining that he’s there, close to me. That it’s his hand sliding over my breasts, grabbing my nipples between his fingers, making me meow with pleasure.

I take my time, lingering on my chest to build up the pressure in me. He taught it to me. The longer I wait, the more frustrated I get... And the more intense the orgasm.

I sigh and open my eyes. I can’t concentrate. And then, next to me, my phone just vibrated. Not the kind of vibrations that interest me right now. But it doesn’t matter.

Sighing, I grab the phone to see who’s daring to disturb my intimate session. My jaw drops open when I see the person's name on the screen.

Kyle.

Shit. This visualization thing really seems to work. I wrote my letter not ten minutes ago, and now my request materializes in the form of a text message.

I hurry to open it, panting. Maybe I'll get laid tonight. Maybe I’ll get tied, and punished by his large hands...

As I unlock the phone, images all more lustful than each other assail me. I imagine myself already naked and trembling under his body, as I finally read his message.

Club 102. Meet me in an hour.


Chapter 2

I hand my coat to the hostess, responding with a smile to her compliment. I look at myself in the big wall of mirrors. I indeed look hot. And I played the Christmas card thoroughly. After all, the letter brought me luck, so why not continue?

I admire my curves highlighted by this little red dress. With its white trim on the bustier, I look like an incredibly sexy Santa Claus’s wife. To reinforce this impression, I hung small golden earrings on my ears, like ornaments on a Christmas tree.

At my feet, my sequined pumps make my legs look longer than they are. I know it. I look appetizing in this outfit. And if I doubted it, the looks of the men on me as I enter the club confirm it.

They all seem to be enjoying the show, detailing me for a bit too long to be innocent. Perfect. Now I just have to get the same reaction from my dominant.

I move around the room, avoiding the dancers letting off steam to the loud music blasting from the speakers.

I have only one thing in mind: to find him.

It's crazy, but I'm already starting to get wet. I think it started when I was getting ready. No matter how hard I tried to reason with myself, all my thoughts were on this moment.

I will soon see this handsome man again. No matter how the evening goes. I know we don't meet just to talk. Who knows, maybe it will be even better than the other times, although I'm not sure it's possible. How can you go beyond perfection?

I give an annoyed look to a man who tries to stop me, offering to buy me a drink. He's attractive, but I don't care. I have a mission to accomplish. I won't be satisfied until I find him.

My heart skips a beat. There he is, sitting on a bench in a corner of the club. His eyes are fixed on my body. He spotted me a long time ago, I'm sure.

I straighten up, pushing out my breast. My steps lengthen and become slower. I have to put aside my impatience. I try to take a feline gait, hoping to hypnotize him with the sensual movement of my body, the swinging of my hips.

I want him to remember how it felt to have me on top of him, riding his cock hard, trapping him in my body until he cummed inside me.

His lips curl into a dangerous smile as I'm finally near him. His chocolate eyes lock into mine, mesmerizing me. He stands up, making me shiver. The heady smell of his Cologne envelops me in a familiar and comforting caress.

An electric shock runs through me as he gently kisses my cheek. It amuses me that he does that. As if it were our first date. As if he hadn't seen me naked before. As if he hadn't already wrapped ropes around my body and taken every square inch of me.

It was just a caress on my cheek, and yet it felt like the most intense of kisses. My whole body is on alert, geared towards the man's, praying to get some attention from him again.

Once seated, he hands me a drink. We barely know each other, and yet he remembers what I drink. A very sweet fruit cocktail. Alcohol-free. It’s his rule. We must remain in control of ourselves in all circumstances, both of us.

His hand slips behind my shoulders as he sits a little closer to me. I shiver when he leans in towards me, his mouth brushing my neck before coming to whisper in my ear.

“You look delicious. Are you my Christmas present?”

I smile stupidly and nod as his hand lands on my bare knee. With the tip of his thumb, he caresses the thin skin on the inside of my thigh.

I try to stay focused on what he’s telling me. It's not easy to small talk when his eyes probe me intensely, as if he could read the depths of my soul.

I step back discreetly. Between my legs, my excitement is becoming more visible. I hope it won't come through my skirt. It's not my little lace thong that will manage to stop it.

I focus back on the conversation, updating him on my work. Around us, the bodies come and go to the rhythm of popular songs of the moment. We don't see them; we don't hear them. We are far too preoccupied with our discussion.

Despite my outfit, the heat of the place begins to become unbearable. Or is it his warmth that puts me in this state? His thumb has quietly slipped a little higher on my thigh, playing dangerously with the far too-short limit of my skirt. I lick my lips, eyes fixed on that finger innocently having fun building up the pressure inside me.

A phone call interrupts us. I take advantage of this sudden interruption to head to the bathroom. I sneak to a sink, swirling water on my face and neck, careful not to undo my makeup.

I expressly chose a non-waterproof one, just to make sure of the effect it could offer my dominant, once he takes care of me with force.

I’m completely soaked. If I listened to myself, I would lock myself in one of these cabins to relieve myself. To take the pressure off a bit. But I don't.

It would be like eating before going to the best restaurant in the world. He’s going to take care of me. Even if I must wait hours for that. It will be worth it.

When I come back, he's still on the phone. I wonder how he manages to hear the person on the line with so much noise around us. But he seems to have no problems.

His eyes slide over my body, as absorbed in me as he is in his conversation. So, I decide to play a little. I stay on the dance floor a few feet from him and start dancing lasciviously to the music.

Even though he stays focused on his conversation, he can't take his eyes off my body. It's discreet, but I can see him readjusting his position in the seat. I can't help smiling.

I understand very well what is happening to him. I turn him on, although he tries to hide it. So, I move a little more sensually again, and turn around, letting him watch my ass swaying for him. When I turn around again, his gaze is even more intense.

I approach him, gaining confidence as if I were the sexiest woman on earth. I straddle him, settling on his lap. His breathing is slightly faster, choppier. He swallows hard, as my hips move sensually over him.

With each move, I try to get closer to him, to feel his cock which, I'm sure, is getting hard in his pants.

He finally hangs up, and casually places his phone next to him. With force, he grabs my neck, and his lips come crashing against mine. I moan into the kiss, my squeal of pleasure interrupted by his tongue thrusting into my mouth.

I keep rocking my hips, giving him a lap dance. We forget good manners and the people around us. Are many of them watching us, envying our position and our lustful exchanges?

I know a lot of girls would like to be in my shoes. Men as attractive as Kyle, and with such presence, don’t run the streets. And to think that I won the jackpot. He could have called anyone to share his time in town. But he chose me. That fills me with unspeakable pride.

We break the kiss to catch our breath. I can't help but smirk as his hand gently massages the back of my neck. With a nod, I point out the dance floor.

“You wanna dance?”

I let out a little cry of surprise as he presses a little harder on the back of my neck, bringing his face a few inches from mine. His hoarse voice makes me shiver.

“No. I'm gonna take you to my hotel room. You'll get naked and on my knees. I'm gonna punish you for making me hard in public. And then I'll take your little ass. Just like that. Because I can. Because you’re mine.”

My whole body is shaking. These are not empty promises. His gaze is serious, a little scary even. And yet, I’ve never been so soaked. Even the prospect of taking him in my most taboo entrance doesn't scare me. I want it.

So, I stay silent as he grabs his phone again for a car to pick us up.

This night is going to be unforgettable.

◆◆◆

My mouth drops in wonder as I discover his hotel room. It’s even more beautiful than the last time. Even if I have a pretty good salary, I don't think I could ever afford such a suite in a luxury hotel. So, I intend to take advantage of it.

The view is amazing. We are on top of one of the tallest buildings in town. At our feet, the world spreads out, without suspecting that we are there, overlooking them.

My observation is quickly interrupted by an even more interesting sight. Without really paying attention to me, he makes himself comfortable, taking off his suit jacket and laying it on one of the armchairs.

Then he undoes the buttons on the sleeves of his shirt to pull them up, exposing his finely muscled arms. I bite my lower lip as I watch them, detailing the fine veins running through them.

Then my gaze wanders to his hands. They are incredibly thin and long. I know perfectly well the effect they will soon have on the delicate skin of my ass. Because I know, that's what he's preparing for.

I'm only more excited. I want him to take me, here, now. No need to undress. He just has to take his cock out of his pants and lift the miniskirt of my dress to sink inside me. I'm sure it wouldn't take me more than a few minutes to cum.

However, it’s not part of these plans. Never. Patience is his keyword. Me, I've always been the type to want everything, right away. So, his methods are an additional torture for me. One more thing to endure to earn my pleasure.

“Take off your clothes.”

I don’t hesitate a single second to obey him. My fingers are shaking as I place them on the zipper on the side of my dress. The man barely pays attention to me as the fabric slides down my body before spreading out at my feet. A draft makes my body shiver, my skin already raw before it even started.

I stand still, not sure whether I should also get rid of my lace thong. This one is soaked like never before, and unpleasant. But it offers me a protection as illusory as necessary.

The man says nothing, made no comment, his eyes staring intently at my bare chest. With this dress, impossible to wear a bra. I suddenly feel vulnerable under his gaze. Like a prey feeling its end coming sooner than it would have liked.

I would like to cover my breasts, hide from his gaze burning my skin. But I know that if I do this, my punishment will only be greater. So, I let him observe me, appreciate every detail of my body offered to him.

His silence is probably the most difficult thing to bear. Nothing pierces his thoughts, making me even more nervous. I can't help worrying. Maybe he's disappointed. Maybe he had forgotten what I looked like.

It's been a month since I last heard from him after all. Nothing guarantees me that he still has the same opinion of me. I take a deep breath as he stops staring at me for a moment, giving me some respite.

Still silent, he heads for the dressing room, where he has stored all his belongings. I forget my nudity as he comes back to me with a leather collar in his hand. It's not the first time he's used one, marking his ownership over me with this simple accessory.

Gently, he closes the loop around my neck. I shiver with pleasure. He pats my cheek condescendingly. Ordinarily, being treated this way by a man would piss me off.

But here, I don’t care. He has the power because I agree to give it to him. Because it turns me on like nothing else before.

We stare at each other for a few moments. Then he turns away from me to sit on one of the large sofas facing the bay windows. Without turning to me, he orders.

“On your knees.”

I shiver and yet I comply without complaining. The carpet is thick under my skin. Guess that's the advantage of being rich. Not having to put up with the rough floor of a rundown motel room.

I remain motionless, wondering if I should join him or wait quietly. My answer is not long in coming.

“Well? I’m waiting for you.”

I swallow, knowing full well what he’s asking of me. So, I drop onto my hands and start crawling across the room. It suddenly seems immense to me, now that I have to cross it in this way.

After what seems like miles, I finally reach him. He looks at me, still impassive while I'm there, obeying his most lustful commands. He spreads his legs, silently inviting me to join him there.

Without further ado, I settle between his legs, lifting myself up on my knees to better face him. Obediently, I wait to receive a sign from him before moving. He smiles, dipping his thumb in my mouth.

I don't need to be asked to suck it, sensually playing with my tongue. I intend to remind him of the extent of my talents. I move my face forward, sinking it a little deeper into my mouth.

He smiles. I could bet he’s remembering the last time, when I let him ram his cock deep in my throat, choking me along his length, coughing from his thrusts, but never giving up. I let him take my mouth again and again, until he emptied deep inside me.

This little game lasts a few more moments. Then, without taking his eyes off me, he pats his thigh. The invitation is clear. He told me at the club. He's going to spank me. And I couldn't have been more excited about the idea than I am right now.

Despite the nervousness that settles in my stomach, I respond to his gesture, straightening up to come and lie down on his lap. His hands are on me, making sure I position myself at the perfect angle.

He begins to gently caress my ass. I'm shivering. His touch is light, but incredibly sensual. His skin is warm against mine, only making me shiver a little more. He plays with my patience, digging his fingers deeper and deeper into the flesh of my globes, making me moan pathetically.

A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as his first blow lands on my ass. His large hands have their effect on me, I already have to focus on my breathing. It was only a slap though. I know there's plenty more in store for me. But it’s okay. I can do it. And even, I will like it.

A second slap lands on my ass, making me squeal again. I groan when the third immediately follows. I jump as the man's voice is heard, low and menacing.

“Well? Have you already forgotten what to do?”

I swallow with difficulty. No, I haven't forgotten. I know what he wants. I just didn't think about it. Stammering, I answer him.

“Sorry, Master. Three.”

His hand drops again, making me squeal.

“You don't think it's that easy. Start over from the beginning. Understood?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

His hand slams down on me again. I shudder but pull myself together immediately.

“One. Thank you, Master.”

A satisfied growl escapes his throat, causing me to sigh quietly in relief. Without delay, he goes back to hitting my ass. I keep counting, my voice made higher than ever by his indelicate treatments.

It's getting harder and harder for me to keep up. My cheeks are red with shame, my ass is burning, and I have trouble breathing. Still, I have to go on and on.

I want to prove to the man that I'm worth it. That he did well to call me this evening rather than another. However, tears begin to come to my eyes as the pain is intense.

After one particularly vicious blow, I can't help but raise my hands, resting them on my ass without even thinking about the consequences. The man clicks his tongue.

“Take your hands off.”

I moan pathetically, tears streaming down my cheeks. I’m unable to move. Without showing the slightest sign of impatience, the man continues in his deep voice.

“Laurie. Do you want to use your safe word?”

Immediately, I shake my head, answering him in the negative. No. I don't want this to end. Even if I'm in pain, I like what he does to me. None of this makes any sense, I know that.

And yet, I can't make up my mind. I don't really know what I want. I'm just overwhelmed by my senses on fire. Desire and pain mingling in an explosive cocktail.

Without violence, the man moves my hands away, giving himself access to my red ass. I take a deep breath as he gently caresses my cheeks. I sigh with relief, enjoying the sudden burst of attention.

“I’m gonna resume. Show me what a good little submissive you are.”

Sniffling lightly, I nod my head, preparing for what's next. My cheeks ignite when, softly, he whispers a good girl. They are only two words, and yet they are even more comforting than the least of his caresses.

I can do it. I can hold on.

Two new slaps fall on me. I don't know if it's in my head, but those seem much easier to bear now.

A cry higher than the others escapes my throat. Two of his fingers have just plunged into me, without my expecting it. Almost viciously, he moves them slowly inside me.

The wet sound of my excitement against his fingers echoes all around us. My cheeks turn red. I may be in pain, crying... I'm as excited as ever. There's no way for me to hide it. And that seems to amuse my master a great deal.

“Look at you. So wet. Desperate for my cock even when I spank you. My personal little slut.”

I moan, unable to protest as his thumb rests on my clit. His movements quicken, and I'm already shivering, waves of heat constricting my lower abdomen. He resumes his slaps on my ass, making me scream now.

I don't even know if I'm counting correctly, and I don't care. The pleasure is way too intense. One word, and I completely surrender.

“Come.”


Chapter 3

My breathing is uncontrollable. I can barely get over the thunderous orgasm he just gave me. I never could have believed that it’s possible to come so strong just with three fingers. Even less when a man spanks you at the same time.

And yet, that’s exactly what happened there.

Little by little, I come back to my senses. My dominant doesn't seem too eager to continue. Slowly he strokes my ass, giving me all the time I need. I feel grateful and take advantage of it as long as I’m allowed to.

I know it, it won't take long for him to attack my body again in the most extreme ways possible. Not that it bothers me. Quite the contrary. If he asked me, I'd be ready to lie down right there on the floor.

I would spread my legs, or I would get on all fours, presenting him with all of my body, inviting him to take what he wants from me. The pleasure with him is way too strong for me to deprive myself of it.

I lick my lips, feeling the fabric of his suit under my bare skin. I love this contrast. It reminds me of my submissive position. He has all the power, and he intends to use it.

I swallow with a little more difficulty as one of his fingers soaked with my excitement goes up between my ass cheeks. Without the slightest embarrassment, the man plays with my crenelated outline, pressing on it until he sticks his finger in it.

I breathe a little harder again. It's not the first time he's playing with that part of me. Last time, he drove me so crazy with pleasure and desire that I let him do it without protest.

Since then, I have often thought about it. Never before had I thought I could do this. But with this man, everything seems possible. He knows how to push back all the barriers, make me accept the most humiliating things. Each time, he proves to me that the only limits I have are in my head.

I lick my lips as he begins to play with me. I gasp in surprise when suddenly I feel something else pressing against my ass. A plug. I don't even know where he took it from. It doesn't really matter. The pleasure I feel in receiving it in me makes me forget everything.

For a few moments, he admires his work. Then, with an authoritative click of his tongue, he orders me to get up. Still trembling, I obey.

I stay there, standing naked in front of him, waiting to know what I have to do to satisfy him. With a vague wave of his hand, he indicates the window.

“Go over there.”

I swallow hard but obey him. When I get there, I shiver. Even though we are in one of the tallest towers in the city, there are other buildings around us. All covered with windows. Each of them is a possibility for strangers to see me naked and depraved.

I face my dominant, trying to ignore the buildings behind me. I have no idea what he expects of me. And obviously, it makes him happy, if I believe the big smile on his lips.

“Turn around.”

Ignoring my racing heartbeat, I comply. I would like to put my hands on my breasts, protect some of my nudity from the potential eyes watching me in the night. But I know that if I do, my dominant won't be happy. The repercussions could be terrible.

I don’t want to bear another punishment. If the first one was delicious, I don't think I would be able to take a second one. So, patiently, I wait for the sequel to come.

“Dance for me.”

I stay still for a moment, trying to process what he just said. That I dance, really? Of all his requests, this is probably the strangest he has ever made to me.

Slowly, I begin to undulate my hips, trying to stay sexy despite my nervousness. I keep my eyes looking down, too scared to meet anyone's gaze.

From time to time, I push my ass back, trying to make him see the plug he slipped there. I can't see him, but I'm sure he's enjoying the show I'm giving him right now.

I wonder what he likes the most. The way I move my body. The fact that I have a plug in me. Or even my ass reddened by his muscular spanking. Maybe it's a combination of all of these.

The heat rises in me as he keeps me going. I don't know why, but dancing for him excites me. I would give anything to be against his body again, for him to take me in his arms.

I go down a little lower on my knees, going up pushing my ass backward. Suddenly, I hear his footsteps approaching me. I don't stop dancing though. I want to continue to satisfy him. It's up to him to tell me when to stop.

I shiver as his hand lands on my shoulder, slowly turning me around.

“On your knees.”


Chapter 4

I look up at him, patiently waiting for his next order. I lick my lips, suspecting what it's going to be. There are not a thousand things we can do in this position.

I can’t wait. I know that my friends would surely find me crazy to love sucking a man so much. But I do love it. I like the power it gives me. To have a man there, trembling under my tongue.

Kyle may be the dominant one. But with these gestures, I’m the one who retains control. And it's a power I'm not ready to live without.

Before my eyes, the man is unraveling little by little his pants, showing his taut cock. My mouth opens slightly. I've seen it before, and yet it's as if it’s the first time I discover this large member with such perfect contours.

I never could have believed that it was possible to find a cock beautiful. Yet his is perfect, and delicious. I just want him to let me put it in my mouth.

A simple nod of his head is enough to get me to work. Gently, I grab it at its base, holding it firmly in my hand. Slowly, I slide my tongue down his length, making the man shiver.

I can't help but smile, proud of the effect I'm having on him. Usually, he controls the slightest of his emotions, showing nothing of what he thinks. But when I hold his cock in my hands, he gradually lets his barriers fall, surrendering to the expertise of my tongue.

I push things, risking reaping punishment for my audacity. With my lip, I bring his rounded tip into my mouth, sucking it lightly before pulling it out again to run my tongue down its length.

He lets out a groan, visibly annoyed that I'm having so much fun with him. One last time, I trace the outline of each of the veins that adorn the silky skin of his cock. Each of them is like a universe. A set of mountains and valleys that I have to discover.

Feeling the impatience to grow in my lover, I suspend my game. It's time to take his cock for good. Inch by inch, I let him into me. It doesn't matter that his member is long and thick. I will let him push it in me until the end.

As his tip flirts with my throat, my dominant runs his hand through my hair, gripping it tightly. My lower abdomen ignites at this sudden burst of strength. I know he won’t withdraw his hand until he receives all the pleasure he expects from me.

I start slow movements back and forth on his cock. The man breathes harder and harder, his fingers contracting and relaxing around my hair unconsciously.

I feel myself growing wings at this reaction. I want him to be completely satisfied. I don’t care anymore about my humiliating position. I no longer have any worries about who might see us. Maybe they're watching us right now.

Someone may be at their window, filming our sexual activities to broadcast them on the Internet. I can already imagine the title. Naked girl giving a blowjob at the window, or some other nonsense of the kind. It doesn't matter to me.

Let them jerk off all over us. The only thing that matters to me right now is the pleasure of my dominant. He already made me cum today, and I know he will do it again, as long as I obey him and behave properly.

A choking sound escapes my throat as my dominant begins to move his hips, slamming into the back of my throat. In a physiological reflex, tears begin to bead at the corner of my eyes.

I look up at him, watching him intently. He can't help but grin viciously, speeding up his movements to make it even harder for me. He wants to see how far I can go.

If he thought he was scaring me and pushing me to give up, that's not knowing me. I have always liked challenges. Oh of course, here I am not likely to win medals. But if my talent is to know how to give the best blowjob in the world, then I will wear this badge with pride.

His groans grow louder as my hand slides over those balls, squeezing them just enough to knock him out of his mind.

I half choke on his cock as his hip thrusts get more intense. His belly is heaving at full speed. His end is not far off. I give everything I have.

Finally, he tenses, his fingers twitching in my hair as he lets go deep in my throat. I can't stop myself from coughing. Yet when he withdraws, I swallow without hesitation.

He strokes my hair, silently congratulating me. Then, he presses my chin to make me open my mouth and check that I have taken his gift to the last drop.

“Good girl.”

My whole body ignites at this compliment. Between my thighs, I notice a new excitement. I still want him. My hands resting on my knees, I widen my eyes in his direction, patiently waiting to find out what he wants to do next.

My gaze slides to his hand, which is rummaging in his pocket. My eyes widen when I see what comes out of it.

A leash.

I can't believe he actually has an item like this. Oh, of course, it's the logical continuation of the leather collar already around my neck. Surely I should have expected that. But no. I hadn't thought of it for a moment.

I swallow hard as he strokes my hair with his free hand. My cheeks turn red, I feel so ashamed. I shouldn't let him treat me like that. What sane woman would agree to get naked, and exposed at the window? To obey a man's every wish, even letting him put a leash on her?

And yet, that is what is happening. My dominant, unfazed, slides the leash to the buckle of my collar, hooking it there. I hold my breath until I hear the clank of metal.

I bite my lip, still staring at him. He stares into mine, remaining perfectly still. It's as if he was waiting to see my reaction. Like he wants to see if I'll be able to handle it.

Little by little, I relax. I'm even starting to realize that it's not as unpleasant or suffocating as I might have thought. It's even the opposite. Without me explaining it, heat begins to arise in the pit of my stomach.

It looks like... I like being held like this. Again, I prove that I am his, even if it is only for the evening. And being owned this way makes me wet, even if I can’t explain why.

He smiles softly, as if he noticed the change in me. After another caress on my hair, he clicks his tongue. Lightly, he pulls on the leash, telling me to get on all fours.

I stop thinking. There is no more shame, no more reason. Just my pure submissive feelings. I get down on my hands and let him guide me across the room. He takes his time, making sure of my docility by making detours between the furniture that adorns this huge suite.

Finally, we get to bed. He makes me climb there. I shiver, thus naked and on all fours on the silky sheets while he is there, dressed and behind me, without moving.

His hand slides down my spine, coating my skin in a trail of goosebumps as he continues his advancement toward my ass. He squeezes them hard, making me moan louder than I should.

They are still sensitive after his punishment earlier. Yet I feel pleasure in this twinge of pain.

With a gesture on my shoulders, he tilts me onto my back. I can't help but lie down full length, enjoying the softness of the luxurious fabric under my body. It's like lying in a cloud.

But soon, the quality of the sheets no longer matters to me. He comes back to me, straps in his hands. He grabs my wrists, lifting them above my head. Carefully, he imprisons them in the bonds, before attaching them to the headboard of the bed.

Looks like the bed was made for it. Drawn just right to tie someone up. I'm not sure the designer thought of that when making it. But is that why my dominant chose this hotel room? It may just be a happy coincidence, but I like to believe that he thought of absolutely everything down to the smallest detail.

Kyle leans over me, catching my lips in a sensual kiss. For a few moments, I forget the discomfort of my position. The softness of his tongue playing with mine is well worth the loss of a few more of my freedoms.

The kiss deepens, and I can't help but arch my back, desperately trying to feel the warmth of his body against mine.

He breaks the kiss, ignoring me as if I wasn't there, pleading and open for him. I spread my legs a little more, hoping to convince him to come and settle there. I want to feel his cock rub against me. Make him hard again.

If he wishes, he can even put his cock back in my mouth. Too bad if it will be uncomfortable and difficult in this position. I’m ready to do anything to feel his body again.

I lick my lips in envy as he finally unties his tie. Without looking at me, he opens a few buttons of his shirt, giving me a glimpse of his perfectly chiseled torso. He could perfectly have been a model for one of those talented Italian sculptors.

I hold back a surprised sigh as he leans over me. Slowly, he slides his tie around my eyes. The fabric is soft and pleasant on my skin. This is the first time I find myself in this position. Naked. Tied. And deprived of my sight.

Despite the nervousness growing in my stomach, I let myself go to this new experience. Especially when I feel the mattress sink near me. He just joined me on the bed.

His warm breath caresses my neck, making me shiver. I can't hold back a moan as he kisses my delicate skin. I've always been particularly sensitive there, and not being able to see him makes everything more intense.

I let out a little cry of surprise as his teeth sink into my skin. It's brief, but enough to leave a mark on me, I'm sure. The idea excites me a little more.

I know that our exchanges will be intense, but brief. He's only staying in town for a few days, and soon our night together will be just a memory that I'll use for my solo sessions. So, keeping track of his passage for a few days after he leaves is something that I’m perfectly happy with.

He continues his descent, now playing with the thin skin of my breasts. In his mouth, he captures one of my nipples. My hips rise as he sucks it nonstop. His tongue wraps around my tip, making me moan. I think I could cum just with his stimulation on my breasts.

A more piercing cry escapes me as his fingers attack my free breast. With force, he turns my nipple, pinching it just enough to make me lose all my means. I don't know what I feel anymore. On one hand, his tongue gives me incomparable pleasure. On the other, his hand tortures me.

I shiver and squirm under him, not really knowing what I'm fighting. I’m no longer in control. Only he orders, and my body responds. My brain is gone. I only feel these pure, animal sensations.

He ends up getting tired of this game. He goes down again, making me hope for the future. His breath quickly finds itself between my legs. He knows what I want. Will he give it to me?

He's having a little fun, blowing on my clit, admiring its sensitivity. I’m ready to come, if he would give me the necessary stimulation.

His arms wrap around my thighs, keeping them wide open. Yet he does nothing. I bite my lip to keep from moaning in frustration. The more I complain, the longer I have to wait.

If I didn't have that blindfold on, I could at least watch it. Discover what little game he’s playing. I could silently beg him with my eyes. I don't know if that would influence him, but it would still be worth a try.

But no, I'm here, in the dark, alone with my feelings. Everything feels stronger. Every movement he makes, every breath, I feel it on me. I'm open and ready to take him. Ready to accept whatever he wants to give me.

Finally, I feel his tongue. My mouth opens without any sound coming out. The intensity of the pleasure I feel is far too strong for my voice to express itself.

With almost painful slowness, he begins to draw the outlines of my button of nerves. His tongue is incomparably soft, and his touch too light to really bring any relief to my throbbing clit.

I sigh as he descends, working his way through the hollow of my lower lips, to my soaking-wet entrance. His tongue begins to penetrate me slowly, tasting my excitement as if it were the most delicious of nectars.

I squeal as his fingers grab the plug inside me, moving it slightly. My soaked pussy contracts in the void, desperate to be filled in turn.

As if he had heard me, my dominant replaced his tongue with two fingers, plunging them fully into me in one quick motion.

The memory of my recent orgasm floods back in full force, as his fingers caress my inner walls, giving me a sweet chill. And when his mouth captures my clit again, my whole body arches violently.

I have never been so responsive to the hands of a man. He seems to know exactly what buttons to push to drive me crazy. Under his touch, I become a real orgasm machine. I even believe that he knows me better than I know myself.

I bite my lip, holding back my pathetic squeaks as he devours me, and his fingers continue to thrust in me at an increasingly frantic pace.

His hand violently slams my hip, sticking me to the mattress as my body struggles with so much pleasure. I’m completely immobilized, unable to do anything but suffer again and again the onslaught of his tongue and his fingers.

“Master, I’m gonna!”

He intensifies his movements a little more and my voice cracks. I can't hold anything back anymore. A violent orgasm runs through my body, a flash of lightning shattering every inch of my nerves.

He continues even after my body has fallen back onto the mattress, empty of any substance. I don't even have the strength to moan, even though his continuous stimulations are starting to get uncomfortable.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally stops licking me and gently pulls his fingers away.

I hold my breath, feeling him drift away from me. What is he doing now? The sound of clothes crumpling comes to answer my questions. That's it. I’m finally going to feel his whole body against mine.

I shiver as I feel the mattress sink. I can't suppress a smile, enthusiastic and impatient. A small voice sings in the pit of my stomach. It’s happening. It’s happening. He’s going to fuck me. I'm desperate. How many times has he already made me come? And yet, I’m there, shuddering as if he had made me languish for hours.

I hold my breath as I feel his towering presence above me. Without even thinking about it, I spread my legs wide, inviting him to settle there without waiting a moment longer.

The man lets out a slight amused sigh. A decent girl shouldn't give herself so easily. But I think it's been a long time since I passed this stage. I'm not decent. I'm a slut, ready to do anything for this man. For his cock.

His hands wrap around my thighs. With a quick movement, he throws one of my legs over his shoulder, while his other hand sinks into my thin flesh to keep my legs wide apart. My breath catches. I know, thus positioned, I will feel everything even more intensely.

The man takes his time, enjoying making me languish. He slowly slides his cock over my lower lips, covering himself in my overflowing excitement.

I can't hold back a moan, as much pleasure as frustration. I want to feel him, strong inside me. That he opens me in two with his huge cock.

How long is he going to play like this, tapping on my clit in a painfully delicious way? I can't take it anymore, and quickly, I hear myself begging him.

“Please, Master.”

“Yes, Submissive? You want something?”

I moan louder as his cock slides over me again. I can't speak.

“Use your words, Laurie. That's how good girls behave.”

“I… I want your cock inside me. Please, Master, please!”

A satisfied laugh escapes the man's mouth. I feel my cheeks flush with shame. This is no way to behave. I shouldn't be begging to be fucked like this.

But all my shame escapes when suddenly I feel his tip pressing against my soaked entrance. All the air escapes my lungs as he insinuates himself into me in a single thrust.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, trying to find a foothold against this powerful penetration. Even though I know he has a big one, I feel the same surprise as the first time I took him inside me.

I gasp, my chest heaving as he pulls back to plunge deep inside me in one motion. He begins his slow and deep penetrations many times over. My head falls back as I give in completely to the shivers that run through my body.

The man leans over me, his lower stomach pressing against my clit as his mouth captures mine. My leg is still up on his shoulder. The position isn’t very comfortable, but I don't care. The pleasure he gives me is far too good to worry about the cramps that are beginning to grip me.

A scream dies in my throat as he quickens his hip thrusts, pounding me now. My screams fill the room. His grunts are heard too, along with the wet sound of my pussy as he pushes in again and again.

But when I think we are soon about to both come, he withdraws with a brisk gesture. I barely have time to realize that he turns me on my knees, his hands gripping my hips for me to straighten my ass towards him.

My whole body goes rigid as his fingers grab the plug still inside me. That's it. He’s going to take me there. I'm sure of it, as he removes the small object. I shiver when cold, gooey liquid slips between my buttocks. Lube.

Slowly his hand slides down my back until he grabs the back of my neck, forcing me to keep my head crushed into the pillow.

“Breathe Princess. You'll see. You’re gonna love it.”

I don't have time to say anything. Already, his tip is pushing against my crenelated entrance, barely prepared by the plug. His cock is so big, its thickness has nothing to do with the little piece of silicone.

I bite the pillow under me, trying to get used to this imposing intrusion. However, it’s neither as painful nor as unpleasant as I would have thought. It's just a new, intense feeling.

And then, hearing the little groans that my dominant can't help but utter is the best reward. He lets himself go, forgetting his mask of power to be nothing more than a man indulging his darkest desires.

Soon, I start moaning under his thrusts. I don’t know how this is possible, but I think I'm still ready to come. His cock opens me in two, I'm full as ever. I want this moment to last forever. But all that is good must come to an end.

The groans of the man are getting louder and louder. So, as if to reward me one last time, he slides his hand between my legs, his fingers resting on my clit. I'm screaming now, so loud I think the whole hotel can hear me.

I don’t care. I totally lose control as his fingers make me forget the lewd way he pounds me. I’m his. I barely know him, and yet, I belong to him, body and soul. He can do whatever he wants with me. I will take it all, accept it all.

An orgasm is unleashed in me, even more powerful than all the previous ones. I don't know how this is possible, and yet it’s what is happening. I'm shaking, my legs weakened by this intense evening.

The man has to hold my hips to keep me with him. My body contracts around him, signing his end. In a particularly erotic rattle, he lets go of his cum deep inside me.

With a sigh of relief, I feel him undo my handcuffs. He pulls me close to him, offering me the comfort I need after the power he has deployed on my body.

And yet… I'm already ready to start again.


Chapter 5

Without thinking, I put my croissant back on my plate. Yet it is the best I have ever eaten. Buttery, crispy, and soft. A level of perfection rarely achieved.

But even though food remains the first love of my life, something even more interesting captures my attention. Kyle just came out of the bathroom, a simple towel around his hips.

I should have gone with him in the shower. Enjoying his body again, rather than enjoying the breakfast he ordered for me. He didn't touch it, and he barely drank his coffee.

My cheeks flush with pleasure. There's something he didn't hesitate to eat...

I still remember the feeling of his tongue between my legs, exploring me. His mouth tasting me, like I was all he needed to start the day.

Another orgasm. I lost count after that most incredible night. For hours, he tossed and turned me around. Every time I thought it was over, that it was going to stop there, he started again. I don't even really know if I'm alive anymore. So many pleasures... It can only be heaven, right?

We've barely slept, and yet he's there, bustling about as if he's had a full, restorative night. I don't want to know what I look like. I must look awful. Hair in disarray from having rubbed so much on the sheets, from having been gripped hard by his powerful hands. My makeup must have flowed all over my face.

And him? He is perfect. I never tire of watching him. After a night blindfolded, I try to catch up. I feast on his appearance, his abs, his silky skin.

If I listened to myself, I would stand up and let my tongue explore every corner of his body. I would get down on my knees again, sucking his beautiful cock until he came.

But my body doesn't really agree. Just lifting my cup of coffee to my mouth makes me wince. He completely ruined me, and it will probably take me several days to recover. So much the better. I want to remember his passage even when he’s gone.

He approaches me, a slight smile on his lips as his eyes slide over my chest barely hidden by the sheets. Without a word, he caresses my face and kisses me. His tongue passes the barrier of my mouth, playing with mine in the most sensual of ways. I can't suppress a moan as he pulls away.

“I’ve got to go. Stay as long as you want. But if you're still here when I come back... You'll be punished.”

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a smile. This is a most promising invitation. I should probably be horrified, put my clothes back on, and walk away. My body would thank me. But one kiss, and I'm already wet again. So, I give him a defiant look.

“I'm going to be a very, very naughty girl then.”

He chuckles softly, grabbing his briefcase before heading for the door.

“Be careful what you say Laurie... Santa is going to send someone to flog you.”

I burst out laughing and sink into the sheets as the man exits the room.

A flogger...

This would make a perfect Christmas present.


A COLLAR FOR CHRISTMAS


Chapter 1

“You look delicious. My little candy cane.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

My Master.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I am ready.


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The mark of his possession.

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

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

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

Use your words.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master.”

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

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

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

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

“Take off your clothes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tap your hand if something’s wrong”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me, Doll.”

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

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

Pride.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please Sir. Can I play with Caroline?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Enough.”

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I wanted to touch her, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can join us now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I succeeded. I took him without flinching.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yes.

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


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

17 stories, in just one book!
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

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

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

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

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

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

They’ll always beg for more.

◆◆◆

Fully Used

[image: ]

“You’re going to be mine for the weekend. I’m gonna use you where I want, when I want.”

After four years of marriage, our intimate life was starting to get boring. Until my husband introduced these free use weekends. Whatever he wants to do to me, I have to say yes, or use my safe word. Today, he sets the bar even higher. I won’t be allowed to reach ecstasy...

Unless I beg him to take the most forbidden part of my body.

To make me submit, my dominant will go to any lengths. He makes me crawl through the house, naked and with a vibrating egg inside me. And when I still resist, it's time for my punishment. Tied in handcuffs, I must bear his hands and his crop.

But no matter what I claim. I love that he uses me like that. Even when he humiliates me by filming me and forcing me to watch him degrade my body in the mirror. I’m his perfect submissive.

And even though he’s a big guy, I will welcome him everywhere inside me.

◆◆◆

Dirty Office Series
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“What a good little Submissive. I’d never have believed that of you, Valentina.”

I’ve always hated my colleague, Benjamin. And yet, when he orders, I obey. I kneel in front of him. I agree to use a vibrating egg at work. I can’t help it. He made me discover BDSM, and the intense pleasure that comes with it. Even if it's risky, I accept his most depraved games.

And when an older Dominant joins us, my training reaches another level.

With a crop or a flogger, the punishments are powerful. No more limits. In his personal dungeon or in the courtroom’s bathrooms, there's nowhere he doesn't use me. No part of my body is spared. My safe word is useless. Pleasure or pain, I take it all with enthusiasm.

They can share me with whoever they want. I'm ready to spread my legs and become the office’s dirty submissive.
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