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You want more?


Chapter 1

I shouldn't do this. It's wrong. Very wrong.

And yet, I can't help it. I sigh as my hand wanders between my legs, pressing lightly against my throbbing clit. Soon, I no longer hesitate, and start pressing my button for good, bringing it the pleasure that I have been so lacking all week.

One week. One endless week has passed since the last time my husband touched me. A delay that was pretty normal, before, when we were both too exhausted from work. But since he introduced me to the world of BDSM, not a night has gone by without him making me come.

How many times have I found myself in the office, hesitating to go touch myself in the toilet as it seemed impossible to wait until nightfall to fall back into ecstasy? It was only a few hours, and yet it felt like an eternity. So, a whole week...

I really wasn't like this before. Oh sure, I liked sex, like everyone else. But not to this extent. Ever since we've been playing these perverted games, I've become insatiable. No matter how many times he takes my body to exhaustion. It seems it's never enough.

I always need more. More pain, more pleasure. No matter what it costs to get there. I have no limits now. It seems that I’m ready to accept all the requests of my dominant, as I know they will be worth it.

So, I take all humiliations, surrendering myself completely to this feeling of shame. It only amplifies the pleasure felt afterward. Yes. I’ve become a real little slut. So much so that I’m now insatiable.

I know the risks I take in touching myself like this. My master was clear. It's not something I'm allowed to do. Only he can touch me when he chooses. I have no right to do anything without his permission. And if the idea excites me more than I can explain, it’s also unbearable.

So, taking advantage that he hasn’t yet returned from work, I allow myself a little session of solitary pleasure. I know that my punishment would be terrible if he were to find me lying on our bed, my tight skirt pulled up on my hips, my hand plunged into my panties.

I should be ashamed of myself for behaving like an animal in heat. And yet, I can't even feel embarrassed anymore, my mind is so clouded with desire. So, I don’t care what I look like, with one of my breasts sticking out of my blouse, barely out of my bra.

I know I must act quickly, he’ll be back soon. So, I invoke memories, the images of the hottest sessions with my dominant appearing before me.

Like last time. When he covered my body in ropes, totally immobilizing me before taking my body in any way he saw fit. As always during our weekends of free use, he was quick to take possession of every inch of my body.

My mouth, of course, which he pounded mercilessly, thrusting all the way without hesitation until I choked loudly on his cock, making him laugh. And then, when he got tired of fucking me up again and again in my wet pussy, he headed for a much more taboo area. My ass.

I’d never have believed myself capable of doing such a thing. I, the shy girl, the good wife. And yet, from the minute he slipped a finger into that most taboo part of my anatomy, I knew I was going to love it.

Every part of my training was as difficult as it was delicious, from the first little plug he slipped inside me, to his large cock pounding me as a toy moved back and forth in my pussy.

I moan a little louder, my fingers squeezing my nipple hard as my opposite hand presses harder and faster on my clit. I try to reproduce his movements, it’s far from being as satisfying as when my dominant does it.

But I must make do with what I have. It's not like I have time to use one of the many toys in our collection. No. I must do this the old-fashioned way, like a shameful teenager in the middle of the night.

It doesn’t matter, with the images of my husband that come to my mind, it’s enough to make me take off. I speed up my movements, my sighs getting louder and louder. I feel it, the orgasm is not very far away.

I let out a loud moan that I couldn't hold back. The pleasure is so strong that I no longer even pay attention to the noise from the outside. Nothing interests me more than this orgasm about to burst. A feeling I've been waiting for all week.

But just as I'm about to sink, the bedroom door slams and a deep voice resonates.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Immediately, I pull my hand out of my panties, tucking my breast into my blouse, as if that might change anything to what he saw seconds ago. A stern expression can be read on his face. The same one he wears every time we play. The one that excites me so much. I start to stammer.

“I! Excuse me Master… I! It's not what you think...”

“Oh really? Not what I think? What. You want me to believe that you came home from work and fell asleep. That, while you slept, your skirt got up, your boobs slipped away, and you touched yourself without realizing it?”

“I… Maybe. I.”

“Watch out, Submissive. What you say now will determine your punishment.”

“I… I'm sorry Master. I touched myself. I could not take it anymore.”

“You knew you weren’t allowed to touch yourself. I’ve no choice but to punish you now.”


Chapter 2

I shiver as he approaches me, his stature more imposing than ever. My husband has the body of a rugby player, made even more impressive by this new dominant role.

I can't help but shiver when his hand lands forcefully on my panties, pressing without the slightest delicacy on my clit still desperate to receive an orgasm. I squeal, the feeling almost unpleasant as he presses hard. However, that doesn’t stop him.

“Look at you. So wet. And to think I had a surprise for you.”

“A… A surprise?”

I stutter, trying to follow his words despite his too-intense gestures between my legs. He doesn't answer me, instead slapping his hand on the inside of my thigh. I jump and moan at the unexpected pain.

My husband looks at me sternly, almost menacingly. His hand lands on my upper chest, playing with the lines of my neck, pretending to want to squeeze it. I lick my lips. Because despite the fear that twists my stomach at this gesture, I’m also terribly excited.

I love when he has such authority over me. It's part of our games. I know it. He may have all the powers over me, he’d never hurt me. And if something were to get too intense for me, I’d just have to say my safe word, and everything would stop.

But right now, I really don't want to say it. It's the first time this week that he's touched me like that. I'm not going to stop him.

“Look how desperate you are. What should I do with you, my little slut. I should tie you to the bed and leave you all weekend, just to teach you not to disobey me. I thought I trained you well, I see that I still have work to do. Really, I don't think you deserve your surprise.”

I bite my lip, suddenly ashamed. As much as I love being punished, there's nothing I hate more than disappointing my dominant. And it looks like that's what happened there. He had high hopes for me, and I disappointed him.

My dominant raises his hand a little higher, pushing his finger deep into my mouth. Without him even needing to ask me, I start sucking it, keeping my eyes fixed on those of my master.

He smiles at me, letting me do it. This is a desperate move on my part. By all the means at my disposal, I want to prove to him that I’m worthy of his trust, even if I disobeyed him. He seems to understand it, his face slowly calming down.

“Well, I guess I can tell you. Tonight, I was thinking of taking you to a BDSM club. That's why I didn't want you to touch yourself. To make you feel everything stronger.”

My mouth opens in surprise. We talked about it, once one of his friends had joined us remotely, playing the voyeur, remotely activating the toy stuck in me. But since then, my dominant has never mentioned it again. I thought he didn't want to do it anymore, or that he forgot.

If I had known, I would have held back. A few more hours of patience, and I would have had my deliverance. I’m so stupid. I can't help but resent him too. He could have told me. If I had known the reason for my forced abstinence, it would have helped me to hold on.

Still, I know I'm in the wrong. When my dominant gives me an order, I must follow it without questioning him.

“I'll leave the choice, Submissive. It’s very simple. Either we stay here, and I'll put you to the test again: a week without me touching you or allowing you to touch yourself.”

I wince. This idea seems awful to me. As I proved today, I'm not particularly good at patience. Quietly, I question him, waiting for him to give me the alternative, hoping it’s more pleasing. The man smiles, visibly satisfied with his suspense effect.

“Or we do what I had planned. We go to the club.”

I frown. Why would I choose the first solution, if he wants to make me go to the club no matter what? It doesn't make the slightest sense. He smiles again, having more fun than I expected.

“But you will be punished for your bad behavior. In public. On the main stage. Everyone at the club will know what a bad girl you are.”

I swallow with difficulty. Sure, I like his tough punishments. Just like I love when he films me, showing me off to others. But we never had other people with us in the room during any of our sessions.

So, tonight was going to be the first time. A way for me to discover this new world, just to see if I like it. I certainly hadn't imagined that he would throw me in the deep end right away. But it's my fault, right? If I obeyed him, we wouldn't be here.

I feel nervous, wondering if I can do this. It feels so intense, especially for a first time. Oh, I could wait another week, have a smooth introduction as I had imagined. But at the mere thought, I frown. No. That's not what I want. So much for fear. I want to see if I can do it.

“I’d like to go there tonight, Master.”

“Good. Let's get you ready then. I can't go to the club with such a filthy submissive.”

◆◆◆

For the umpteenth time since I got in the car, I pull on the sides of my skirt. For the occasion, my dominant bought me a new outfit. And the least we can say is that it doesn’t leave much room for the imagination.

The skirt is so short it threatens to show my pussy with every move. As for the neckline of my top, it’s so plunging that my breasts threaten to come out of it with every step.

Of course, my dominant forbade me to wear any underwear. To make things worse, he makes me wear a pair of heels so high that my balance is threatened. And to complete this lustful outfit, he inserted a little plug in my ass.

Still, I hold on. My excitement is greater than my nervousness. And that's good, considering the games he seems determined to make me play.

Rather than parking in front of the club, he has fun driving us away. Just to force me to walk a little more. To expose me. There are still people in the street at this hour. Lots of people can see me in this most shameful outfit.

It doesn't seem to bother him. On the contrary. He walks proudly, squeezing my hand in his. I can't help but worry. What if we meet someone we know? What a shame it would be for me to be seen dressed like this, a leather collar around my neck.

I take a deep breath, squeezing my dominant's fingers a little tighter, clinging to him as if my life depended on it. At this moment, his assured presence by my side is the only thing that keeps me going. I don't intend to disappoint my dominant again today.

Finally, my ordeal is over. We finally arrive at the club. The entrance is rather discreet, reserved for regulars. My husband admitted to me that he came here regularly, before meeting me. He never imagined that I would be the type to want to come to such a place one day.

I must admit, I think I would have run away if he had told me about it at the beginning of our relationship. Now, I can't wait to discover this new world that is opening to me.

The entrance to the club is elegant, looking nothing like what I had imagined. I huff, almost relieved that I don't immediately find myself face-to-face with the most vicious instruments of torture that I'm sure are present in this building.

My observation is quickly interrupted by the arrival of a man. He is older than us. In his early fifties, I would say. As soon as he sees my husband, he rushes towards him, greeting him with virility.

“Well, that's a face I never thought I'd see again. And you bring us a lovely creature with that.”

“My wife. I have just started her training.”

“Nice. How is she doing? Is she a good student?”

I shudder as the man's eyes fix on me, piercing, as if to probe my soul. Still, I'm not bothered. On the contrary. I feel rather attracted to this stranger. He’s neither as tall nor as muscular as my husband, but he exudes a natural authority, a charisma. Without a doubt, he’s also a dominant.

My husband puts his arm around my shoulders, a look of pride shining in his eyes.

“She is an excellent submissive. Certainly the best I've ever had.”

I bite the inside of my cheek, fighting back a too-bright smile. My man isn't one to give public compliments, so hearing him talk about me like that, even if it's the lewdest of things, fills me with pride.

“But there are still a few small hiccups. That's why we're here tonight. She was forbidden to touch herself. I was preparing her to come here with a little forced abstinence, you know how it is. But when I got home tonight, I caught her touching herself. I can't decently pass this up, can I?”

I look down at the floor, feeling my cheeks flush with shame. I knew it wouldn't be easy to come here. But I hadn’t imagined that he would unpack everything in this way, as soon as we arrived. And the other man's words don't help the situation.

“I see, I see. She's a little insatiable, isn't she? Perfect, perfect. Even if they take longer to train, they make the most enthusiastic submissives. You've always been lucky, but this looks like you hit the jackpot.”

“Yes, I’m lucky. She is a perfect little slut.”

Despite the shame that still twists my stomach, I can't help but smile. It's all so depraved, and yet I've become totally addicted to my dominant's compliments.

“Good, very good. Please go enjoy yourself. I'm sure I'll see you later. I can't wait to learn a bit more about you two.”

The man may be addressing both of us, but his gaze is on me. It's so intense it makes me shiver. I wonder how far he wants to push this knowledge. But one thing is for sure, I'm more than ready to find out.

Obediently, I follow my dominant as he leads me to the first room. I let my eyes explore their new surroundings, observing everything. The atmosphere is cozy and elegant, with couches making the room comfortable. If it weren't for this woman straddling her dominant, it would be like any trendy club in town.

I lick my lips, unable to take my eyes off this couple indulging their darkest desires without seeming to feel the slightest shame. I wonder if I could do it too. But I guess that my dominant will quickly make me discover it.

He sits on a couch, pulling me to him without letting me sit down. His hands glide over my body, caressing my hips with great interest, playing with my skirt, pulling it up more and more, revealing what little there’s left to reveal.

I swallow hard, remaining completely focused on my master's face. I dare not look to the side, for fear of meeting the gaze of other customers of the club. I know it though. Soon they will be able to see all of me, if my dominant carries out the punishment he promised me. But for the moment, I prefer to ignore it, repressing the idea that this will happen for good.

I lick my lips as his hands go under my skirt again, gripping my ass. He massages it for long moments, his eyes still intensely fixed on me, observing the slightest of my reactions. When a smile forms on his lips, I know the game is about to begin. And that it’s going to be difficult.

“You are way too comfortable. I didn't bring you here to make you chill. Take off your clothes.”

I gasp in surprise. I hadn't expected this, not so soon. We have only just arrived. I'm shaking a little, trying to process this idea without panicking. But I knew it wasn't going to be easy. He had warned me. And now it’s becoming very real.

Despite my nervousness, it didn't take long for me to slide my hands around my neck to undo the strap of my top. I have already disappointed my dominant too much today. I don't plan to do it again. Not while I can.

So, taking a deep breath, I take off my top. And then I continue. My dominant's eyes don't let go of me for a moment as my fingers slide down the zipper of my skirt. In an instant, the piece of leather falls at my feet with a loud plop.

I’m naked, in the middle of this club, exposed to all the people who have come here to spend their Friday evening. I try to ignore them, focusing only on my dominant's gaze on me.

His face betrays no emotion. And yet, I know he’s satisfied with me. It helps me hold on. To forget this most humiliating position in which I find myself. His hand rests on my hips again, caressing them absently. Then his voice rings out, stern.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard, settling between his spread legs anyway. It doesn't take long for me to notice the bulge in his pants. I can't help but feel a hint of pride seeing the effect I've had on him in such a short time. One thing is certain. I do things well.

“I can't walk into the great room with such a hard cock, can I? Go ahead. Fix your mess.”

It doesn't take much for me to undo the zipper of his pants, unceremoniously pulling out his thick member. No sooner does it appear before my eyes than I throw myself on it like a starving girl, so much do I want to show him my obedience.

I grab his base before sliding my tongue down his length. The man grabs my ponytail, already forcing me to take him deeper. The least I can say is that he’s the imposing type.

Every time I take him in my mouth, it's the same ordeal. The same muffled sounds. And yet, I continue sucking him enthusiastically, letting him smack the back of my throat. I wrap my tongue around his length, adding a bit more to the sensations I'm giving him.

I know it drives him crazy, just feeling the way he's closing his hand over my hair right now. I thought he would take his time tonight. But it looks like even he has his limits. And if he needs to empty himself in me first, I'm sure I'm not going to stop him.

Even if it means being in the most degrading position I've ever been in. I concentrate on my comings and goings, trying to ignore that I’m completely naked, a small plug in my ass, kneeling between my husband's legs.

I suck his cock without stopping while complete strangers can see us. It hasn't been thirty minutes since we've been here, and I'm already acting like the worst slut. And yet, despite the shame, I'm more excited than ever.

Soon, I can feel that my dominant is about to tip over. His belly is rising faster. His fingers close more firmly in my hair. So, I redouble my efforts, speeding up my movements, risking suffocation.

My efforts are quickly rewarded. Without a sound, my master freezes and empties into my mouth. I welcome his seed with docility, swallowing it before sticking my tongue out to show him what I've done. He smiles, patting my face.

“Good girl. You deserved to move on.”


Chapter 3

My mouth drops in surprise as we pass into the next room. I hadn’t imagined that it could be so big, nor that there could be so many people. It's probably an impression, but I have the impression that all their eyes are on me, studying me curiously.

How could I blame them? We are all here for the same thing. And then, it must be said that my master knows how to make his entrance.

He’s there, proud as a rooster, holding in his hands the leash connected to my collar. He acts like it's perfectly natural to hold a naked woman like this. Maybe it is here.

We walk into the room, where he shakes hands with a few strangers without introducing me. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to get used to this new position he’s imposing on me. I’m no longer his wife, nor even his playmate. I’m just a little thing that he drags behind him on a leash. An uninteresting item.

In a corner of the room, I can see the man who greeted us when we arrived. His eyes are on me too, detailing every curve of my body as he lazily moves his finger back and forth inside a woman on all fours in front of him.

I blush, imagining myself in the place of this woman. I don't know what's got into me. Usually, I'm not the type to fantasize about another man than my husband. But there is something terribly intriguing about this man. A charisma that irremediably attracts me.

I look in front of me again, trying to ignore the stares from the people in the club. Suddenly I realize where my dominant is taking me.

The big stage, installed in the middle of the room. He told me that though. But now that I see it in person, it seems much more impressive to me than I had expected.

Despite everything, I don’t slow down, following him to the end of his most perverse ideas. I wouldn't want to disobey him in public. And then, I must admit… I want to see how far he wants to take me.

So, I climb beside him. Soon, I find myself on all fours on a leather-covered table. I close my eyes, trying again to ignore the crowd around us. The task is much more complicated than if we were at home, well out of sight.

I shiver as I feel a rope slide across my body. I can't help but smile despite the nervousness. Even if it’s a punishment, my dominant offers me something that I love above all else.

I don't know why, finding myself thus deprived of my movements excites me. It's as if he placed me in a cocoon, where I have nothing more to do than to let myself go to the sensations he offers me. It's incredibly liberating.

Slowly, he wraps it around my limbs in a web of intricate knots. One after the other, my legs are folded in on themselves, my thighs attached to my ankles. Then he grabs my arms, tipping me on the table, my head making contact with the cold leather.

Without caring, my dominant crosses my wrists over each other, before running his rope over my arms, tying them expertly. When he finally finishes, he steps back to better admire his work. I don't even feel his presence near me anymore.

I feel more vulnerable than ever, thus naked and tied to this table in the middle of a stage. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't run away. I’m at the total mercy of my dominant. Only my safe word could get me out of this situation. But I won’t say it. Because I'm more excited than ever.

I know anyone standing behind me can see the extent of my depravity. A plug stuck in my ass, the excitement flowing between my legs. Yes. They don't know me, but they can all see what a slut I am.

I shiver as I feel a caress on my back. Not my dominant's hand. No. Recognizable leather straps. A flogger. So, this is how I’m going to be punished. I bite my lip. This object always intimidates me. I never know where it will fall, or how hard the straps will hit my skin, like a caress or a bite.

Slowly he travels all over my body with the object, stroking me, building up the pressure inside me. The more he plays like this, the less I know when the first blow is going to land. With this method, he tries to make me let my guard down, to make me scream as much in pain as in surprise with his first blow.

Soon he comes close to my head. He's so tall that I can barely see his face, even when I crane my neck. With his fingertips, he strokes my hair. Then his hand goes down, grabbing my leash. With a quick movement, he straps it to the table, further restricting my ability to move.

I feel wet as ever, and if I listened to myself, I would beg him to take me on the spot. But I know that's not on the agenda. Not yet. So, I wait patiently.

“You were a very, very bad girl. So, I have to punish you now. And to prove to me how sorry you are, you're going to stay perfectly silent. I don't want to hear you. Understood, Submissive?”

“Y…yes, Master.”

I manage to stammer despite my surprise. He has never asked me to be silent before. On the contrary. He seemed to enjoy hearing me moan more than anything. Looks like he's determined to make things as difficult as possible for me. It will be fine. I'm going to get there. I must.

I take a deep breath as he viciously resumes stroking me with his flogger. As long as I stay focused, I'll be fine.

I bite my lip hard as a first blow lands, treacherous. I was prepared though. And yet, I almost screamed. More than surprise than pain. But now I realize how much harder it will be than I imagined.

My dominant doesn’t intend to make my task easy. It’s a punishment after all. I seriously disobeyed his order. I should feel grateful that he deigns to take care of me.

The flogger continues to crash down on my ass at a steady pace. For the moment, I hold on, even if the repetition of his gestures inflames my skin painfully. It also excites me.

But I can’t let myself go completely to these feelings. I'm far too focused on the sounds that should not come out of my throat, despite my desire to moan, to squeal. I bite the inside of my cheek, concentrating on my breathing. My fingernails dig into my hands into the palms of my hands. Everything is good to resist.

My dominant isn't going to let me off the hook that easily. Suddenly he slams his flogger on my pussy, the straps no doubt soaking in my excitement. I shiver as the man suspends his gesture. I close my eyes.

I know it. I moaned.

He’s going to punish me for disobeying him. Without a word, he approaches me. Arrived near my head, he takes an object from his pocket. My heart skips a beat. At the end of his hands dangle two leather straps, to which is attached a small ball of silicone. A gag to shut me up.

My breathing quickens. He’s not taking things slow. I'm already completely immobilized, with the ropes on my body and my collar attached to the table. Now he wants to deprive me of my voice too? I should be scared. And yet, I feel wet at the thought.

So, despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I open my mouth, inviting him to put his instrument of torture there. I know. I only have to move my foot with three close movements to signal to him that I need to stop. But I don't intend to come to that.

I bite down hard on the silicone ball as the blows resume, much harder this time. This gag in my mouth is almost a blessing. I no longer have to worry about the noises I make. And sinking my teeth into the object helps me channel the pain, even though I feel it stronger than anything present.

The blows are linked, sometimes on my ass, sometimes on my thighs, the ropes therein offering me only light protection. I finally dare to open my eyes and raise my head. Just to see what's going on around me.

I’m almost surprised when I see the number of people who decided to attend my punishment. They are all there, standing near the stage, or further away, seated on couches, to observe me more comfortably.

Some dominants get sucked off by their submissive, their eyes fixed on my punishment. I can't help but be proud. They prefer to look at me rather than the sublime creatures between their legs.

I imagine myself in the place of these submissives, imagining the shame they must feel to be treated like little toys. I believe it would excite me to do that. But for the moment, I must bear the blows of my dominant. Take his punishment again and again.

Suddenly, I shiver. The man who greeted us earlier has just joined us on stage. He crouches down in front of me, gently stroking my face. I stay perfectly still, my eyes locked on his.

I never imagined that someone could come and interrupt my master's punishment. And yet, that's what he does. And that doesn't seem to bother my dominant in the least. On the contrary. He gently strokes my ass, giving me a short break.

The stranger slowly unties my leash from my table. Then he gets up, coming to stand on my side. I don’t follow him with my eyes, see where he's going. I must be patient. Soon, I find myself clutched by two pairs of hands.

The men pick me up and turn me around. Here I am, lying on my back, the weight of my body pressing on my still-bound hands. My thighs are now wide open, offered to anyone who would like to go there.

I swallow with difficulty. What are they going to do with me now? My dominant approaches me, and I cling to his gaze like a buoy. They're not gonna fuck me there, are they?

“My friend wants to taste you. It's thanks to him if we're here, so we can offer him your little pussy, what do you think?’

It doesn't take me more than a few seconds of thinking to nod enthusiastically, making my dominant laugh, and a few other people close enough to hear us. My husband leans down towards me, whispering in my ear.

“I should be worried that you’re so eager to be eaten by another man. Maybe I'll keep punishing you. Just to remind you who you belong to.”

I nod again, nervous and impatient at the same time. I lift my head to see the older man kneel between my thighs. With a confident gesture, he grabs my hips, bringing me closer to the edge of the leather bed.

With my legs thus attached, the position is most uncomfortable. But I don't care. I will hang on. For my dominant. For me.

I let out a long moan against my gag as the man ran his tongue over my soaking-wet slit. I'm so horny, I feel like it won't take me long to cum. I don't even know if I have permission, and I can't ask my master with this gag in my mouth.

I glance nervously at him. He admires his friend doing, amused. Then he eventually gets bored. He needs to play. So, he begins to caress my chest with the tip of his flogger. Soon, he hits me gently with it, just enough to push me to my limits.

Pleasure and pain mingle. I moan against the gag, saliva running down my cheeks. I must look filthy, squirming like this while being punished. But I don't care anymore. Not when the man closes his lips over my clit, sucking it hard, threatening to knock me over any moment.

I raise teary eyes to my dominant. If he doesn't let me come, I think I could die. He seems to read my thoughts, an amused smile forming on his lips.

“Go ahead, Submissive. Show my friend how delicious you taste when you come.”

I nod, even though he wasn't expecting an answer. Then I close my eyes, indulging in the regular licks the man lands on my clit. My dominant keeps hitting me. The strips of the flogger fall over my nipples with delight, bringing me as much pleasure as if it were his teeth.

Suddenly, I can't take it anymore. My lower abdomen contracts, my legs tense, and my whole body is shot through with a powerful orgasm. I find it hard to breathe against my gag, but I hold on, savoring every last crumb of pleasure flowing through my veins.

The man gets up, wiping his lips with his fingertips. Then he looks at my dominant.

“I think she's ready to take it to the next level, what do you say?”

“Yes. You said it, she’s insatiable. Let's go wear this little slut out.”


Chapter 4

Minutes pass without me having any control over the situation. They took off my gag and pulled out my ropes one by one. I barely had time to stretch my weary limbs before they dragged me away from the stage.

All eyes were on us as we left the room, the two men framing me to help me forward despite my wobbly legs after this intense experience.

I have some respite now that the three of us are in a room. My dominant holds me, his hands sliding slowly over my body in a reassuring caress. The way for him to make sure I'm fine, and to help me come down to earth.

I smile at him, responding to his kisses, my eyes still misty with pleasure. But I know that my respite will only be short-lived. The two dominants didn't bring me here to play cards. So much the better.

Even though being on stage in front of everyone has exhausted me, I'm not ready to stop yet. I want to come again and again. See what it feels like to be with two men at once. This is something I had never considered until recently. Now I am ready to experience it completely.

I look around me. We are in one of the private rooms of the club. At least, that's what the other man called it. Because it is private only in name. The door is wide open, inviting all who pass by to settle in with us. Maybe even join us.

I shudder at this thought. I'm not sure I can handle more than these two men at once. So, I sigh with relief when the older dominant installs a red cord, allowing the curious to come and watch us, even to sit on the sofas, without being able to join us. Then, the man turns to my dominant.

“The ropes really suited her. What would you say if we tied her again?”

No sooner had he said these words than he took a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket. I can't help but smile, wondering if he still has them handy in case he needs to tie up urgently a recalcitrant submissive.

My dominant approves this proposal quickly. He loves depriving me of my movements, as much as I love him doing it. He smiles at me, then kisses me passionately as the other man steps closer to us.

The kiss breaks when he asks me to hold out my hands. I obey without thinking, my enthusiasm making the two men smile. In two clicks, I find myself with my arms tied. This time, in front of me, in a much more comfortable position.

So much the better. Because if my punishment was a delicious appetizer, I know that now the two men won’t hold back. I can't help but wonder how far they will want to go. After all, my dominant placed a plug in my ass. It’s certainly not for decorative effect.

He’ll surely want to put his cock in this so taboo place of my body again. And maybe... Invite his friend to take my pussy at the same time.

I swallow hard, both nervous and excited at the thought. I've done it before, sort of, with a dildo remotely controlled by a stranger.

But here it looks different. I could find myself trapped between the warm bodies of two men. To undergo their regular movements, again and again. Could I bear it? This is a question I look forward to answering.

But that doesn't seem to be in their immediate plan. My dominant places himself slightly behind, giving way to his friend. The latter doesn’t need to be asked to approach me. Greedily, he begins to roam my body.

His hands explore each of my curves, as if trying to make them his own. It's been ages since a man other than my husband touched me. I almost blush, the idea seems so weird to me.

Quickly, these considerations disappear. The man grabs my nipples, pinching them harder and harder between his fingers. I let out a slight squeal, making him smile. He knows what he does, pushing me ever further in pleasure. Making me wet...

I sigh, almost disappointed when he releases them, depriving me of this delicious stimulation. But this disappointment is only short-lived. From his pockets, the man takes out small nipple clamps, which he hastens to place on my breasts.

I almost squeal with pleasure when he closes them, giving me that slight biting sensation that I love so much. Then he resumes his exploration. I shiver as his hand slides lower and lower, caressing the soft skin of my belly before meeting my clit.

Without further ado, he presses my nerve button. My mouth drops open, my breath getting shorter as his eyes stare intently into mine.

“Look at you, completely soaked. You liked it, huh little slut, being exposed to everyone like that?”

My mouth opens in surprise. Before today, only my husband spoke to me like this. Still, I'm not shocked. On the contrary. I node shamefully at his depraved remarks. My husband's voice echoes through the room like a snap.

“Submissive, that's not how I taught you to talk to a dominant. Don't embarrass me.”

“I… I'm sorry, Master. Yes Sir, I liked it.”

“And what are you?”

“A… A slut, Sir.”

I stutter, my cheeks all the more red as spectators have joined us, sitting comfortably in the armchairs left at their disposal. I can't believe I’m saying these things out loud. And yet, it makes me wet like never before. When the game starts, I don't seem to have any limits.

I squeal softly as his fingers slide lower, plunging into my soaking pussy. His movements are light, and yet they’re enough to intoxicate me. But as I indulge in the pleasure he offers me, I tense up.

His other hand has just landed on my ass, and his fingers don’t hesitate to grab the little plug that is stuck there. No one but my husband touched me there. I'm surprised he let him. But if he doesn't stop him, then neither do I. Despite the embarrassment I feel, I let him press on my plug, my mouth parted in surprise.

“And you like that I play with your little ass, huh, Submissive?”

“Yes Sir. I like it.”

“Really. Your husband has found the perfect wife.”

I glance to the side, seeking my dominant's gaze for comfort, approval. He smiles and nods gently. I must continue. Make him proud. So, I continue to let myself be touched by the stranger, ignoring my shame.

Soon, he gets tired of this game. He grabs my leash and guides me to a BDSM bench. I find myself lying on my stomach, my legs apart on either side of the object. Then, he imprisons each of my thighs in leather ties, before repeating the operation with my ankles.

My arms are left free, but with the handcuffs wrapped around them, it's not like I can do much. No. I’m at the mercy of these two men. And I love that. Despite the shame that twists my stomach, I can't help but be terribly excited, and impatient for what's next.

I squeal as the man tilts the bench forward slightly. I don't need long to understand why he does this. In an instant, he’s in front of me, his crotch at my eye level.

No need to be a diviner to understand what he expects of me in this position. I lick my lips watching him, eager to discover his cock. The man smiles, slipping his thumb into my mouth.

Immediately, I start letting my tongue play over his finger, staring intently at him. I intend to drive him mad with desire. That he wants to put his cock in my mouth like he never wanted to do before.

Even though I'm still new to these little games, I want to build a reputation. Let all my husband's friends be terribly jealous of him. That they all dream of having me. And it looks like it works.

The man withdraws his finger, then he grabs his belt, wasting no time in pulling out his already stretched cock. In this position, there is not much I can do except open my mouth in obedience.

That's what I do immediately, sticking my tongue out, using every trick to make him want me. From the vicious smile that forms on his lips, I think it works. In an instant, his tip lands on my tongue. I tickle it gently, harvesting with this gesture a few drops of his excitement.

The man slowly sinks into me. He’s not as long as my husband but has an impressive thickness. I wonder if I will be able to make it to the end of the race without dropping my jaw. I guess I'll find out soon.

He grips my hair, holding me in place as he drives the last few inches of his delicious length into me. He stays like that for a long time, as if he wants to enjoy the warmth of my mouth as long as possible.

I look up at him, trying to give him the most exciting sight possible. Then, slowly, I let my tongue curl around him, discovering his every line. I would never have believed myself capable of such a thing.

The woman I was a few months ago would surely be horrified that I show such depravity. Sucking another man than my husband, right in the middle of a BDSM club, in front of half a dozen people. I must have lost my mind… And I hope never to find it again.

The man begins to move his hips, thrusting his cock into me at a steady pace. I moan against his cock, feeling a hand against my ass. Keeping the man in my mouth, I try to turn my head back to see who it is. Impossible, of course. A smack hits my ass, making me squeal again.

“It's me, Submissive. Don't you recognize your dominant already?”

My cheeks blush hearing my husband talk like that. I should have recognized his touch, his presence. But my senses are so raw that everything is confused in my head. He spanks my ass again, before sliding his fingers down my soaking wet slit.

“You're so soaked… You dream to be fucked, right, Submissive?”

As best I can, I jabber an answer against the other man's cock. Looks like that's enough for him. Soon, the sound of his belt coming undone echoes in the room. Then, his tip invites itself against my entrance.

Without taking his time, he plunges into me, splitting me in half with his imposing cock. And to think that soon, I’ll have to take it in my ass. I shake my head, trying to ignore the thought. I must focus only on the present moment. On these cocks that pound me from every side.

The men spare me nothing. Anyone walking into the room would think we've been doing this for years. That I’m an experienced submissive. Not that it's my first time here, nor my first time with two men.

I make every effort in the world to forget the stares and gritty comments I can hear here and there in the room. I’m nothing more than an object. Of desires for some, a reel for others.

I moan against the man's cock, my dominant pounding me ever faster, ever harder, his hands gripping my hips as if there weren't already the straps around my thighs to hold me perfectly in place. Another way for him to show his dominance over me, I guess.

I gasp in surprise as he removes the plug from my ass, replacing it with a generous layer of lube. My heart beats faster. It's one thing to fantasize but living it in real life is another.

I suddenly feel so exposed, so vulnerable. And yet, I don’t spit out the man's cock to pronounce my safe word. No. I focus even more on my movements, increasing my tongue movements, getting him to let out a stream of curses, his hand closing a little more in my hair.

I can't help but tense as my dominant plunges two fingers into my ass. Apparently, having an audience galvanizes him, he doesn't seem to want to gently prepare me.

His fingers are way bigger than the plug he slipped inside me. My breathing is harder as he drives them deeper and deeper, opening me up for good. When he finally gets to the end, he starts scissoring inside me, forcing me to open more and more for him.

I almost choke on the man's cock, it's so hard for me to get over my emotions. But the dominants don't care. They know that if I don't say anything, they can do whatever they want to me. And that's what I'm clinging to.

I want to be their little thing, their slut. I want everyone to see me in this most depraved position. My cheeks are red with shame. And yet, for nothing in the world I would stop them. All my holes are used, ravished, and I love it. I just want to go to the next level now.

Soon, my wish is granted. The older dominant withdraws from my mouth, his cock still hard. He pats my cheek, his breathing slightly ragged with excitement.

“For that too, you’re good. Really, you’re a good little submissive.”

I can't help but smile at him, feeling incredibly proud. That's probably not how I should feel about being called a slut by a stranger, but I don't care. Here, in this club dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh, it seems that there is no longer any propriety. Only people indulging in their darkest desires.

After a few lazy back and forths, my dominant withdrew in turn, leaving me emptier than ever. Oh, not for long... Together, the two men undo the bonds that keep me on the bench. Then, they slowly pick me up, helping me straighten up. My head is spinning a little, but that soon doesn't matter.

Not when their hands caress my body, and their mouths land on my skin in dozens of kisses, each more sensual than the next. Then, the older man launches hostilities.

He puts his hand on my ass, before wrapping his arms around my thighs. As if I weighed nothing, he lifts me up. Automatically, my legs wrap around his hips.

Our faces are against each other. I can feel his warm breath caressing my mouth as he begins to slowly sink inside me, taking the place my husband occupied moments ago. Even though I've been prepared, he's wider, and I groan as he pulls me apart.

My dominant joins us, standing in my back. One of his arms wraps around my waist, holding me tight, helping his friend to penetrate me better. I can't help but sigh when he's finally fully inside me.

The least I can say is that I feel him. I'm so tight around him, I wonder how he doesn't come right away. And my dominant isn’t going to give him more room. I can already feel his lube-coated cock pushing against my ass.

Slowly, he guides it against my tight hole. I close my eyes and lay my head on the shoulder of the other man. The latter stopped to let his friend take possession of the most taboo area of my body.

I swallow with difficulty. The tip of my dominant’s cock is in me, more imposing than ever. The tearing apart I felt earlier was nothing compared to what they are putting me through right now.

My husband pushes his way inside me, caressing my tight walls with every inch of his long cock. With my hands cuffed, I can do nothing but clench my fingers on the chest of the man in front of me, trying to find some support.

I moan, my breathing difficult. My dominant’s cock never seems to end. How far is he going to go like this? I may know that I can take it, that I will get there, but I have the impression that it’s impossible.

“That’s it. Breathe princess. You took it all. Good girl.”

The lustful whispers of my husband in my ear inflame my lower abdomen and help me to take the shock. I can't believe I have two men in me. The feeling is quite different from last time. Much more delicious. Nothing beats the warmth of those bodies against mine. I feel so small against them. Safe.

I moan as they both start moving inside me. I close my eyes to better focus on my feelings. It's just them and me, alone in our pleasure. The others around don't count. And even if the tugging is more intense than ever, I feel that the pleasure is coming.

The two men go slowly, bringing me a care contrasting with the brutality they have been using since the beginning of the evening. Now it seems like only my comfort matters as they thrust slowly and deeply into me.

My hisses of discomfort gradually turn into sighs of pleasure. I’m fuller than ever, and yet I love every moment of this new experience they offer me.

I groan frankly when the hand of my dominant slips in front of me and begins to press on my clit. I tilt my head back, reaching for his lips. He gives them to me without a moment's hesitation. We kiss as best we can in this strange position.

This seems to excite the other man, who speeds up his movements. Immediately, my dominant aligns on his pace, as much with his cock as with his fingers. Our sounds of pleasure are getting louder and louder in the room.

With all the stimulation they've already received, it's a miracle that they lasted so long. As for me... Well, they said it, I'm a little slut. Now, I don't need much to reach ecstasy.

This is what threatens to happen. I break the kiss, moaning loudly. My cries seem to encourage the two men, who now pound me at an insane pace.

In this intertwining of our bodies, I don't know who comes first. Feeling filled with their seed, I let go completely, sinking intensely into a devastating orgasm. Electric shocks go through my body, transforming me into a disjointed puppet.

After a few moments to recover from our emotions, they bring me back down to the ground. I smile. I believe my introduction to this club was successful.


Chapter 5

I smile at my dominant as he slips a juice into my hand. Then, he settles in the lounge chair next to me, observing in turn the deep blue of the sea.

A few months have passed since my first time at the BDSM club. Since then, we have returned many times. He shared me with more and more people, turning me into the real slut of the club. Such behavior could have driven us away.

But we’ve never been so close.

I who thought I wanted a traditional marriage, I wouldn't go back for anything in the world. Every day, I’m grateful that he dared to tell me about this practice, and about his darkest desires.

Who knows where our relationship would be if he hadn't made me his submissive, almost a year ago? We might be on the verge of divorce. Now our relationship is stronger than ever, and life is sweet.

Especially when we can afford getaways like today. Fifteen days in a pretty hotel by the sea. The days are spent by the swimming pool to rest, the nights are reserved for our dirty pleasures.

And of course, our games are never far away. We brought the bare necessities of our toys. In other words, an entire suitcase. It's not like we need clothes anyway.

I groan as I change position, now lying on my back. My husband laughs softly.

“Well Princess, is something wrong?”

“As if you didn't know.”

Last night, he spanked me with force, using a paddle of incomparable firmness. The pain was intense, and yet, I came like never before thanks to the toy which sucked my clit at the same time as he hit me.

I wonder how no one has complained to the hotel manager yet. I screamed so loud, it's impossible no one heard us. But maybe they liked it, and that it gave them ideas. So much the better. Everyone deserves to experience the same pleasures as I do.

My dominant leans over me and captures my lips in a soft kiss, as if to apologize for the aches I feel today. But to see the mischievous smile on his lips when he moves back, I understand that he has something else in mind. I give him a curious look, encouraging him to talk.

“I may have found the address of a club, ten minutes from here. What do you say, do you want to go see if it's better than ours?”

“Do you really think I would say no to that?”

“It's true. How did I forget? You’re fully submissive.”

- The End -
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Fully Submissive
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“I’m going to use you for as long as I want. And when I’m done, you'll be begging for more, Submissive.”

I never imagined that becoming my husband's little toy would bring me so much pleasure. After four years of union, our life had become very ordinary. But since he introduced me to BDSM and Free Use, everything has changed between us.

Now, my dominant can take every part of my body. Where he wants. When he wants.

Even if I'm nervous, I submit to him and his lustful desires without hesitation. And if I disobey him? He punishes me, tying me before using his hands or a flogger. Pain and pleasure mix in a most explosive cocktail. Under his domination, I accept to cross all the limits.

And even when he wants to share me with a full BDSM club, I'm not saying my safe word. What can I say? I’m Fully Submissive.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

17 short 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.

They’ll offer everything to their Masters. Even if it means spreading their legs or opening their mouths for other men.

And in return, they’ll get everything they ever wanted. 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.

◆◆◆

A Submissive Revenge
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It was supposed to be my honeymoon.

Instead, I find myself naked and offered to two strangers.

I had planned a lot of things in my life. But certainly not going on my honeymoon alone after being dumped at my wedding. In my misfortune, I find myself sitting between the two most attractive men I have ever met.

So, when one of them offers to help me get revenge on my ex-fiancé, I turn off my brain and indulge my darkest desires. On this plane, I give myself to him. And when I see him and his friend in my hotel, it doesn't take me long to invite them to come to my suite.

Under the hand of these dominants, I turn into a submissive with no limit.

I knew nothing about BDSM. Now, I’m their little toy. I obey their every wish. Even if that means crawling naked at their feet. Even if it means being tied up and spanked. There's nothing I wouldn't do to finally taste their bodies. To find myself stuck between them and lose myself in their arms.

Forgotten the wise and reasonable woman. For my revenge to be perfect, I’ll give them everything.
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