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You want more?


Chapter 1

< I’m gonna use you where I want, when I want. You're gonna be mine for the weekend. Only your safe word can stop me. See you tonight, Submissive. >

My cheeks flush as I read for the tenth time today the message my husband sent me this morning. Instinctively, my thighs tighten, seeking to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit.

This day is never going to end. I want to… No. I HAVE to go home. I need to find my dominant, to receive his full attention. To come again and again.

For three months now, we have been playing this very particular game. Once a month, I let my husband do what he wants with me. For the time of a weekend, I turn into his submissive little thing.

The first time he proposed this idea to me, I was afraid. It seemed so intense. Especially when he started talking about tying me up and spanking me. Up until then, our sex life was very vanilla. After four years of marriage, and six of a relationship, it often came down to a missionary in the dark before sleeping. Nothing very exciting.

That's why I accepted despite my anxiety. I wanted to rediscover the passion of the beginnings, when we couldn't take our hands off each other. For this risk, I was rewarded.

I thought the sex between us was good. But after that first weekend of submitting to him, I discovered how powerful an orgasm can be.

Now I’m insatiable. If he asked me, I think I would let him put my submissive collar around my neck every night.

I fidget in my chair, trying to get rid of the infernal throbbing of my clit. One week. It's been one long week since he touched me. Oh, not because he was too tired to do it. No. It was done on purpose to frustrate me. To turn me into a little thing, quivering with desire.

He knows it. By depriving me of my libido in this way, he’s going to make me accept each of his requests much more easily. I’m going to turn into the ideal submissive. A cunning strategy, but extremely effective.

Discreetly, I leave my workstation to go to the bathroom. I'm completely soaked, just thinking that in a few hours, he's going to play with me again. I'm so excited that I'm afraid it’ll end up going through my skirt and exposing me to the eyes of all my colleagues.

Sitting on the toilet seat, I try to regain my composure. But rather than think about anything other than his hands crashing down hard on my ass, or his perfect cock pounding me, I decide to add fuel to the fire. Grabbing my phone, I send him a message.

< I'm so wet thinking about your big cock. I can’t wait to see you tonight, Master. >

I almost blush as I hit send. I still can't believe I call him that. Yet, that's what he is to me when we play these lustful games. I probably shouldn't be texting him like that while he's at work. What if someone else read it? What a shame that would be for him and me. Our darkest secrets revealed to all.

But before I can imagine catastrophic scenarios, my phone vibrates.

< Behave, Submissive. Otherwise, I will force you to touch yourself. You don't want your co-workers to find out what a little slut you are, right? >

I'm shaking. No. I'm really not ready to do this. Obeying him when we are safe in our home is something. Doing it in a public place is another. Putting my phone away, I return to my workstation. I can wait a few more hours.

◆◆◆

My heart races as I park in front of our house. I have never been so excited to come home. I almost run to him when he opens the door to greet me.

He chuckles softly as I jump into his arms without warning. His hands grab my thighs as my arms wrap around his neck. Immediately my lips meet his.

Our tongues meet as he leads me inside the house, slamming the door behind us. I will always be amazed by the strength of my husband. He’s about one head taller than me and built like a tank.

I feel so small in his arms. Protected, sheltered from the world. He sets me down on our kitchen counter, breaking our kiss to look at me with a sneer.

“Someone is enthusiast. Has the day been long, Princess?”

“You mean the week!”

I exclaim before reaching for his lips again. He lets me do it, giving me a few more moments of control over the situation before the game begins.

I can feel it in the way his hands hold me. He’s as horny as I am. He could put his cock in me, right here, right now. I'm sure I would come in less than five minutes.

But that's not what he planned. And now, I'm going to have to give him total control of the game. Stop taking initiatives, if I don’t want to take the risk to be punished.

I shiver as his hand settles on my neck, sliding slowly over my blouse until it brushes my breasts. I arch my back slightly, trying to make him touch me for real. He clicks his tongue, almost disillusioned.

“Be still. You know me better than that.”

I make a sulky pout, snatching a frank laugh from him. He kisses my forehead before locking eyes with me. I don't know how he manages to always remain in control of his emotions. No matter the excitement and intensity of our exchanges. He stays blissfully calm, leading the game exactly where he sets his mind.

“Ok, here is how we’re gonna play. As usual, you are at my disposal. I can do whatever I want with you. You have a safe word if you need it. But this time, I’m adding a new rule.”

I freeze, wondering what else he's come up with. He keeps the suspense going, knowing full well that it will only make me more nervous.

“You have no right to come. Except on one condition.”

“A… A condition?”

“You can come if, and only if, you beg me to fuck your little ass.”


Chapter 2

My breathing quickens, I feel like I'm running out of air. I wonder if I really understood what he said.

I had expected all sorts of challenges. From the most basic, like serving him all weekend, to the most humiliating, like constantly crawling behind him. But that I beg him to do something as shameful as that? I don't think I can.

My cheeks are red with shame. I think of our last weekend of free use. When he made me cum so many times that by the end, I couldn't even think. It’s also the first and only time that he has used this taboo area of my body.

At first, I thought I was dreaming. That I hadn't really felt his thumb brush against my crenelated entrance. He ended up proving to me that it wasn’t a mistake. He dripped lube on it, before pushing his finger inside me.

And I let him, despite the shame I felt. Because there was also something else. The discomfort soon turned into a feeling of fullness. I slowly opened for him. I even ended up coming, while his fingers were still deep inside me.

We haven’t really talked about it since, and I thought it would have been a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Not that he wanted to do it to me every time, like the spankings and rough uses in the middle of the day. And yet, that’s exactly what he offers me.

I could say no. Say my safe word immediately. But a dark part of me convinces me to stay silent. To see how far I’m willing to go to satisfy him. So far, I've loved everything he's done to me. So, I decide to trust him once again.

John remains silent, watching my intense reflections without ever rushing me or asking me questions. Despite my cheeks flushed with shame, I slowly relax, and he sees it.

Slowly, his hands slip under my skirt, absentmindedly stroking the thin skin on the inside of my thighs. I'm shivering. He would only have to climb a few centimeters higher to discover my soaked pussy.

“Ready to start the game, Princess?”

“Yes, Master.”

A satisfied smile lights up his face. Immediately, he takes a few steps back, leaving me on the kitchen counter. His eyes roam over my body hungrily, and I almost blush at the intensity.

“Take off your clothes.”

I bite my lower lip as I bring my hands to my blouse. I unbutton it slowly without ever taking my eyes off my man. He looks totally impassive, yet I know he likes what he sees. The sparkle in his eyes leaves no doubt about it.

My chest appears, enhanced by a black lace bra. With no care, I throw my blouse on the floor. Then my fingers are down the zipper of my skirt. Without standing up, I lift myself just enough to slide the fabric down my slender legs.

I pause, arching my back ostensibly, making my breasts look even bigger.

“Keep going.”

Subconsciously, I can't help but stare out the window. Our kitchen overlooks the street. Anyone passing on the sidewalk and looking a little too closely inside our house could see me. It would give me quite a reputation in the neighborhood. The slut who walks naked at home.

And yet, the prospect of scandal frightens me less than not satisfying the demands of my dominant. I take off my bra, releasing my breasts which fall slightly under their own weight.

Without waiting any longer, I run my thumbs under my thin thong, making it meet my skirt on the floor. Here I am, completely naked, sitting on the counter of our kitchen. Where I prepare our breakfast every morning. I should find that disgusting, but I think it turns me on even more.

Without saying a word, John leaves the room, leaving me horribly alone. I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart rate. There is something extremely uncomfortable about not having your dominant close to you when playing these kinds of games.

When he’s near me, his presence is like protection. A barrier to my shame. If there are two of us doing this kind of thing, then it's less shameful, right? But if anyone were to enter our home now, they would only see me, completely naked in this strange position.

Fortunately, he’s back again. He dug into our growing collection of toys. The first one he uses is almost indispensable. A leather collar, marking his possession on me. When he puts it on my neck, I immediately feel good. As if I were finally whole.

Then, he takes out small metal objects from his relatives. Clamps, which he used for the first time during the last session. Those dangerous teeth look almost cute, with those fluffy little balls decorating them.

I sigh softly as he closes them one after the other around my breasts. The tugging is sharp, as if he was pinching my nipples firmly between his fingers for long minutes. This sensation is enough to send an electric shock straight to my clit.

I lick my lips, my excitement kicking up a notch. My dominant puts his hands on my thighs, forcing me to spread them. I feel my cheeks flush as he stares intently at my pussy.

I’ve never been particularly proud of my body. So, seeing him looking at me with such intensity makes me slightly uneasy. But I hold on. Because soon, one of his hands lands on my wet pussy.

He firmly presses the palm of his hand against my clit, already making me moan uncontrollably. He laughs softly, before putting his mouth to my neck. All of this makes it difficult for me. How am I ever going to manage not to come, when my nerves are already on edge, and I'm feeling everything so intensely?

Yet, I’ll have to. Even if his fingers that sink into my pussy already make me quiver with desire. When he takes them out, he brings them in front of my face, enjoying making me blush.

“Look how soaked you are already. You've been like that all day, haven't you? I should forbid you to work. I don't want you to meet other men when you're like this. You’re mine. And mine alone.”

“Yes Master.”

I answer in a higher voice than usual. I love when he shows such possession over me. I let out a surprised squeal as he presses his soaked fingers to my mouth. He presses just enough to make me understand that I must open it.

Forgetting my embarrassment about tasting my own arousal, I obey him, letting my tongue carefully clean his fingers. He watches me carefully, as if monitoring the quality of my work.

Once his fingers are clean, he pulls another toy out of his pockets. I look at it, seeing it for the first time. From his other pocket, my dominant takes out a kind of small remote control, before raising the egg-shaped object in front of my eyes.

With a simple pressure on the control, he makes it vibrate. My mouth opens in surprise. This is a toy I didn't know about. Quickly, he lowers it between my legs, plunging it without the slightest difficulty into my drenched pussy.

The object is not yet on that I’m already moaning. There is no possible doubt. This weekend is going to be endless if I’m not allowed to come. Still, I'm far from feeling ready to beg him for something as taboo as what he wants to do to me.

Patiently, I wait for my master to move on. He doesn't turn the toy on immediately, instead giving me his hand to help me off the counter.

“I'm going to cook us dinner. You just wait here.”

As he speaks, he puts his hand on my upper back, forcing me to bend over the kitchen island. Then, he goes about his business, no longer interested in me. The wait seems endless. For long minutes, the egg in me remains desperately off. It's so long that soon I let my guard down, almost forgetting its presence.

Suddenly, I start squealing. The vibrations have just started. They may not be powerful, but they have the effect of a bomb on me. I can't help but arch my back, as if my body was looking for even more sensations.

Discreetly, I raise my eyes to my dominant. He remains perfectly impassive, continuing to prepare dinner as if it were any evening of the week. As if I was not there, naked and trembling under the effect of his games.

I bite my lip as he quietly increases the vibrations. The pleasure intensifies, amplified by these clamps that firmly hold my nipples.

I clench my fists, focusing on my breathing as I feel a warmth rise in my lower stomach. I recognize that feeling all too well. And I'm definitely not ready to let that go.

I must stand firm. If I disobey him and come without even begging him, who knows what he'll be up to? Punishment would be waiting for me, that's for sure. But of what nature? I'm not ready to find out.

I almost sigh in relief as he turns the toy off, giving me a few moments of respite. Despite the frustration I feel, I can't help but be grateful. I wouldn't want to fail the first test.

Soon, he's turning the egg back on, amusingly turning up and down the intensities, making me moan louder and louder before shutting the toy off again. Throughout his preparation of the meal, he continues like this. Turning the vibrations on and off, blowing hot and cold on my excitement. When it’s finally ready, he does not offer me the slightest respite.

“On your knees. Crawl to the table.”

I swallow hard before sliding to the floor. My dominant seems to like more than anything to see me lowering myself to his feet. Slowly, he accompanies me, walking at my pace, towering over me with his commanding presence.

Suddenly, I have to stop. He has just turned the toy back on. Violent waves of heat surge from the pit of my stomach. I breathe harder, moaning, and unable to move forward. He abandons me to my torment to sit down in his seat.

“I'm waiting for you, Submissive.”

I look up at him, silently begging him to stop my torment. But I only meet his stern gaze. His fingers tap the table, displaying his impatience. I take a step forward. The effort seems insurmountable, and soon I must stop again, bent to the ground.

I shudder as I hear his chair move back, and his footsteps come closer. With force, he seizes my body. He grabs me by the waist and drags me to the table. He almost throws me in my place, before coming to sit down in front of me.

My cheeks are flushed with shame at being treated like this. Like I was a bad girl, willingly going against his will. When nothing matters more to me than to satisfy him, to obey him perfectly.

He turns off the egg again, giving me some respite. He serves us both, before telling me to eat. I comply, even if the delicious food that my husband has prepared is the least of my worries.

Because the vibrations start again. They are more erratic than ever, seeming to follow no pattern, no cycle. At any moment, they can stop, or go to maximum power.

“You don’t eat?”

My husband talks like we are any night of the week. As if I weren't there, naked, squirming with pleasure over my dinner. He doesn't need to say it to know what he expects of me.

So, as best I can, I finish my plate. Several times, I find myself on the verge of sinking into ecstasy. It's only stopping the vibrations that saves me from an unauthorized orgasm.

When my husband finishes his meal, he casually slides his plate to the side, before tapping the table with his fingertips. It doesn't take much for me to drop to my knees on the ground.

Slowly, I crawl over to him. Without the slightest effort, he lifts me up. My butt ends up on our table, right where he eats every day. My breathing quickens as he removes the egg.

He places it on his plate, as if it were a simple kitchen utensil. When we are in one of our sessions, he no longer seems to have any limits. The only thing that matters to him is the pursuit of his pleasure… And mine.

I almost shiver, feeling incredibly empty now. His fingers lazily stroke my inner thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my bare skin.

He then looks up at me. My mouth opens. God this man is handsome. I want to grab his head in my hands and slide into his lap to kiss him. If I had that audacity, there is no doubt that he would forcefully slam me on the table to give me a powerful spanking.

Even if the idea is attractive, I prefer to see where his will lead us. Firmly, he spreads my thighs.

“It's time for my dessert.”

A gasp of surprise escapes my mouth as he leans down, resting his between my thighs. Slowly, he draws a long line across my soaking wet slit, tasting my arousal as if it were the best of nectars.

My sighs gradually turn into loud moans. My fingers curl around the edges of the table, a desperate attempt to regain some control over the situation.

The man takes all his time to taste me. I can't even figure out what it does to me. On the one hand, I'm frustrated. On the other hand, I'm grateful that he doesn't send me right away into orgasm, as he usually knows how to do so well.

His little game lasts a few more moments. He sucks my clit, before sliding his tongue further south, making it penetrate my wet pussy before going up again.

He ends up getting bored of it. He sits up, suddenly huge against me. With one hand, he pushes me back, forcing me to lie down on the table. I swallow as he forces my thighs apart. I look down at his crotch as he unzips his pants.

Soon his wide cock is released. His erection is like the rest of his body: massive. Without taking his eyes off me, he grabs his member to bring it closer to me. I bite my lip as his tip pushes against my entrance.

Although I'm used to his size, I can't help but close my eyes to get used to his presence inside me. As often during a weekend of free use, he doesn’t hold back. His pleasure matters more than mine.

Without taking his time, he sinks completely into me, tearing me in two. And he wants me to beg him to put this monster between my ass? How would that even be physically possible?

I moan as he tugs on the clamps still attached to my nipples, playing with the elasticity of my skin. This pain is delicious, and only tightens my pussy around him even more.

His hands cling to my hips, and already, he begins long movements back and forth. My back rasps against the wood of the table. The awkward position is only made more difficult as I have to control my pleasure. I must not sink.

His movements are faster and faster, his pubic bone constantly coming into contact with my clit, desperate to be touched again. I bite my lip. I want him to make me come. That he gives me this pleasure so intense that only he knows how to give me.

I know what I must do to get it. But I’m absolutely not ready. No pleasure can really justify receiving such a monster in my ass. The man stares at me intensely. When he sees that I'm not going to give in, he speeds up his movements, thinking only of his own pleasure.

A few more strokes, and he withdraws from me, dropping all his seed on my stomach. I wince. I'm going to have to thoroughly disinfect this table.

I can't help but smile. What a funny idea to think about while sleeping with your husband. At least, that distracts me for a few moments from my frustration.

The man helps me up, before ordering me to get rid of the leftovers of our dinner. I comply, trying to ignore my throbbing clit. I think I must get used to this feeling. This is what awaits me all weekend.

Unless he manages to convince me to succumb to the worst taboo...


Chapter 3

Eyes down, I kneel by the bed. Then, I put the tray on the mattress near my dominant. The man grabs it and starts eating his breakfast without paying me the slightest attention.

I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the goosebumps that run through my body. I'm almost cold in this position. Since last night, he hasn’t given me permission to get dressed, forcing me to remain naked.

I wasn’t allowed to wash either. As best I can, I avoid thinking about his seed that has dried on my skin. I feel so ashamed. And yet, I must hold on. The weekend has just started. I’ll have to endure his depraved trials for long hours still.

I try not to fidget too much, to sit quietly at the foot of the bed while he eats the breakfast I prepared for him. I would rather eat next to him, snuggle up against his comfortingly warm body. That's what we would do, on an ordinary weekend. But nothing here is ordinary.

From time to time, my husband runs his hand through my hair, as if to encourage me to continue to be so docile. My position is far from comfortable. But despite the discomfort and shame of being at the complete disposal of my dominant, I also feel a strange excitement. I feel almost soothed in this degrading position.

I can't stop thinking about what’s going to happen next. To the things he’s going to do to me. I know it, I still don’t have the right to come. Not until I ask him to do this thing I can't even say in my head.

It just seems impossible to me. I would die of shame if I let him do this to me. How could I look him in the eyes again? No. I really can't ask for that. Too bad if that means no orgasm until the end of the weekend. Some women never reach it, right? So, I can suffer a little too.

I look up at my dominant. He has just finished his meal, setting the tray casually beside him. I bite the inside of my cheek, wondering what he's going to do with me now. Without turning off the TV, he turns to sit on the edge of the bed.

His thighs are wide open, waiting for me to come and sit there. Without ever taking his eyes off his show, he pulls his cock out of the boxers he keeps to sleep. It's not completely hard yet. Apparently, that's going to be up to me.

With a click of his tongue, he invites me to approach him. I don't have to be asked twice to comply. I bite my lip, before grabbing his cock in my hands. I caress it slowly, enjoying its silky skin.

My master puts his hand in my hair, as if to order me silently to stop playing. I stick out my tongue to approach it near his cock. I lick it gently, watching in wonder as it grows under my treatments.

Before it's fully hard, I take it in my mouth, pushing it all the way. Close to my face, his belly starts to heave faster, a sign that he likes what I'm doing to him. He's pretty quiet, so over time, I've learned to spot the signs of his satisfaction.

Slowly, I start long back-and-forth movements on his cock, now completely tense. It's so big that I must concentrate not to choke on it. It seemed scary to me when we first started sleeping together. Now, I’m completely crazy about this cock which hardens at my mere sight. I like having it in my mouth. Make it come and go inside me. Taste the drops of excitement already coming out.

I look up at my dominant. The man finally took his eyes off his show to look at me. His hand closes more firmly in my messy bun, gripping my hair forcefully to hold my head where he wants it.

My eyes widen as I see him grab his phone. While holding me in place, he turns it to me. I know it. He’s filming me. A novelty that he introduced in our games last time.

My cheeks flush as his mouth stretches into a smirk. Abandoning myself thus to the hand of my master is already something not easy for me to do. But for him to keep it for posterity on his phone only adds to my torment.

Who knows who might stumble upon these images? And yet, a dark part of me can't help but get excited at the thought of someone finding them, enjoying them. That they touch themself while imagining they’re in my dominant's place, dreaming of having a submissive as talented as me.

So, to this idea, I work even harder, plunging my gaze straight into the camera. My dominant smiles when he sees me, obviously proud that I’m so easily losing myself in his lustful games.

In turn, he begins to move his hips, imposing a much faster pace on me, pushing his cock ever further into me. It makes me cough. But I still hold on. I'm going to prove to him that I'm ready to do anything to satisfy him.

His breathing quickens. His fingers tighten a little more in my hair. He’s not very far from coming. So, to help him go completely, I grab his balls in my hand, squeezing them gently. I know what it takes to knock him off his feet completely.

Suddenly, he tenses and empties the back of my throat. Gently, I continue to suck him, swallowing his seed without him needing to ask me.

When I release his cock, John drops back with a long sigh. I don’t move, knowing my place. Until he gives me an order, I must remain perfectly still.

He finally sits up, a smile on his face. No doubt. He’s happy with me. He finally gets up, holding out his hand.

“What a way to start the day. Come on, Submissive. Let's go clean you up.”

◆◆◆

“Are you really sure Princess? Don't you want to come? It would be so easy though.”

I nod vigorously while biting the inside of my cheek. I'm about to snap, and he feels it. He spent the day stimulating me, pushing me to my limits. And I held on.

However, the more time passes, the less I know why I still resist. After all, I liked it the other time, when he was fingering my ass while pounding my pussy. I even came while he was exploring my most taboo cavity. It can't be that horrible to go further, can it?

Only my manners are holding me back now, my body and libido are ready to try. For this as for everything else, he will succeed in pushing my limits, I know it. And the worst? I'm going to like it.

Before the end of the weekend, I’m gonna give in. However, I want to make this game last a little longer. Out of nervousness, of course, but also to see how far my dominant is willing to go to make me succumb. Yes. It promises to be interesting.

I moan louder as he continues to rock me back and forth on his thigh. With each movement, my clit is over-stimulated. I feel it. I'm close to exploding. I close my eyes to focus and hope to hold on a little longer.

I jump as his hand slams my ass hard.

“Look at this. You completely soaked my thigh. A real little slut. And yet, you still say nothing. Doesn't sound like good submissive behavior to me. You’re a naughty girl. And naughty girls get punished.”

I tremble at these words. I wondered how long he’d last before giving me one. I bite my lip again, as much excitement as worry. What is he going to do to me? Am I going to be able to bear it? Is he going to me crack for good?

Unceremoniously, he picks me up and throws me into bed. I watch him, trying to see what will come out of our toy closet. My mouth drops as I see him return with the vibrating egg he used on me yesterday.

With one hand, he turns me around. My head slams into the mattress as he jerks my ass up in his direction. Without wasting a moment, he pushes the little toy inside me. I’m so soaked that the object disappears in an instant.

I squeal as he already turns it on. For the moment, he leaves it at minimum power. As if he just wants to remind me of the presence of the object in me.

Then he slips my left wrist into a padded handcuff. It’s tied to a bar. At its end, another handcuff, that he attaches to my opposite wrist. I swallow with difficulty. This bar makes things much more difficult than with ordinary handcuffs.

Even more than usual, I find myself deprived of my movements. I can't clasp my hands together or bring a finger to my mouth to bite it to help me control my pain. No. I have to stay in this position that he imposes on me.

I almost shiver as I feel him do the same to my legs. He encloses a first ankle in a handcuff, before attaching it to the opposite one. I find myself completely stuck. Powerless.

I know in this position, I will feel everything much stronger. I couldn't find a more comfortable angle or move to try to relax. No. I’m at his complete mercy.

Despite the worry that twists my stomach, I already feel wet at the idea. I want to receive this punishment. Even if it's scary. Even if it hurts.

The egg continues to vibrate gently inside me, making sure to always keep me in the same state of excitement, without ever giving me the stimulation I would need to feel real intense pleasure. So much the better. I'm not ready to come yet.

I focus on my breathing. My dominant doesn't touch me. I don't even feel him behind me anymore. I turn backwards to try to see him, but feeling that I'm losing my balance, I get back into my position.

Not knowing when it will happen is perhaps even more difficult than receiving the first blow. I sigh, the wait becoming unbearable. I know I should be wary. If I get too impatient, my dominant will make me pay even more for it.

A scream dies in my throat as a first blow lands on my sensitive skin. I don't know if it's the overstimulation of the past few hours, but this blow felt much more powerful than usual. If this is how he begins his punishment, what will it be next?

Can I bear it without saying my safe word? I hope so. Nothing would disappoint me more than failing in satisfying my dominant. I want to take what he gives me. No matter how many hits, no matter how powerful. I want to go all the way.

I bite my lip as he hits me again. This one is even stronger than the first time. A high-pitched squeal comes out of my mouth. As he hits me again, he increases the vibrations of the egg within me, causing them to double in intensity.

My breathing is erratic. He hits me constantly. I no longer have any control over the situation. Every time I try to move, those treacherous bars hold me in place, forcing me to feel everything even stronger than usual.

I don't even really know how I feel. Each blow makes me vibrate as much with pain as with pleasure. I don't know how this is possible. My dominant doesn’t fail to notice it.

“You like what I do to you, don't you, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes, Master, I like that.”

“My little slut. You know it's a punishment, right? You're not supposed to like it.”

He punctuates his remark with a violent slap on my ass, almost throwing me forward. I manage to catch myself in time, stuttering.

“So… Sorry Master.”

He laughs softly, before hitting me again. My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands. But as I brace myself for the worst, he stops, and I feel him pull away from me. What is he going to do now?

A scream dies in my throat. A much sharper pain just shot through my body. I look back, confused. I manage to see him. He seems to take pleasure in showing off his new toy. A crop, that he claps in the palm of his hand, a smirk on his lips.

“I have been shopping since the last session. What do you say? It's a nice toy, isn't it?”

Almost despite myself, I nod my head, making him laugh softly.

“Good. Let me show you what I can do with it then.”

I turn around, staring straight ahead to prepare myself as best I can for the next impact. But again, my dominant is playing with my patience. I let out a long moan as his fingers land on my clit, gently playing with it.

I bite my lip, trying to regain some semblance of control. Again, he increases the power of the vibrations, while continuing to touch me. I won't last very long.

I'm biting myself now, not quite ready yet to say the words he wants to hear. I think I could pronounce them without even realizing it.

I squeal as his crop lands on my ass again. The pain has nothing to do with the one his hands give. It is more intense, more vivid. And somehow, more delicious.

He keeps hitting me, striking three times in the same place, before moving elsewhere. From time to time, it’s my thighs that are the victims of his muscular treatment.

I groan loud now, feeling the relentless onslaught of his crop and the egg inside me, whose vibrations keep changing rhythm. They stop, they start again, without my being able to anticipate them.

Suddenly, I let out a cry and collapse forward. It's my clit that he just hit hard. I collapse on the bed, trying to catch my breath. The pain is unprecedented, radiating throughout my body, mixing with my excitement in ways I can't describe.

Without giving me time to catch my breath, my dominant grabs my hips and straightens me up. My position is exhausting. My arms, my legs are numb. But it doesn't matter.

He resumes his blows on my ass with the same force, the same passion. I'm about to crack. I'm shaking, and tears well up in my eyes. I have never felt something so strong. I think I'll die if I don't come.

However, I resist for a few more minutes. As if to make this powerful experience last as long as possible. As another blow explodes on my clit, I can't take it anymore, screaming pathetically.

“Please, Master, please! I can’t take it anymore.”

“You want to say your safe word?”

“N… No.”

“So, what is it, Submissive?”

As he says those words, he lets the leather end of his crop slide down my pussy, playing with my clit. I sigh, I growl. I can't think anymore. My reason is extinguished to give way to my libido.

“Please, Master, I’d like…”

“Yes?”

“Please, fuck my ass.”


Chapter 4

My master's crop falls to the ground. My breathing quickens, though I don't feel him move. Does he take his time to savor this moment? This victory obtained by dint of frustrations and pleasures?

Despite myself, I tense as he runs his hand over my ass. He laughs softly.

“Relax, Princess. You'll see, you'll love it. Just like last time, remember?”

Head buried in the mattress to try to hide my shame, I nod my head. Why struggle? He is my husband, my dominant. He knows everything about me. Every perverted thought in my mind he knows, and plays with, allowing me to explore those taboo desires.

Slowly, he runs his fingers over my pussy, no doubt covering himself with my excitement. Then, he moves his finger up, inevitably bringing it to where I fear it most. I take a deep breath. He’s right. I need to relax. I know it's going to be good. I need to calm down and trust him.

Slowly, he draws the contours of my crenelated entrance. I'm shivering. Despite the worry still anchored in my stomach, the feeling is delicious. Unconsciously, I push my butt back slightly. As if I'm giving myself to him.

I yelp as his other hand slaps my globes firmly. I barely have time to get over it before he pushes his finger inside me. Thanks to my excitement, he manages to slide it easily into my taboo entrance.

I bite my lip. I'm so tight around him. How will he be able to add other fingers? And his huge cock? It just seems impossible to me.

He plays for a few moments with his finger, taking all his time, as if I weren't there. As if it was just him and my body to have a little fun.

He ends up taking it off. Then my dominant picks me up by the waist, carrying me like I'm nothing but a piece of furniture to be moved. With the bars still holding my body, there is absolutely nothing I can do. I’m at his total mercy.

Without rushing, he places me on all fours on the ground. I bite my lip. He could have at least let me enjoy the comfort of the bed. But quickly, I understand why he does this.

“Turn your head.”

I swallow with difficulty. By obeying him in this way, I find myself face-to-face with my reflection. If I had known that this huge mirror on the wall of our bedroom would end up being used for this, I'm not sure I would have insisted on it so much. But it's too late to change that now.

My cheeks are red when I discover the depraved spectacle I offer my husband. Naked, exposed. Completely at his mercy. He comes back to me, a tube of lubricant in his hand. He rushes to pour the liquid between my buttocks, making me shiver despite myself.

Then he thrusts his finger into me again. This new intrusion seems to me strangely more difficult to bear. Maybe it's because he's forcing me to watch. Worse, I have to suffer his gaze which doesn’t miss the slightest of my reactions.

My breathing quickens. It has just started. Yet I know it. Everything will quickly become much more difficult. I close my eyes for a moment to calm my racing heart as he thrusts a second finger inside me.

“Open your eyes.”

The stern voice of my dominant echoes in the room. He won't let me get away with anything. It doesn’t matter that the ordeal is difficult for me. He wants me to play by his rules. So, I obey him, not wanting to risk another punishment.

His fingers begin to come and go inside me. This feels nothing like what he does usually in my pussy. Maybe it's the part of my brain that finds it shameful to do such a thing. But it seems to me that his fingers are much harder to bear when they’re in my ass.

I groan softly as he begins to spread his fingers, scissoring me. He pulls me apart, gradually preparing my body for his arrival. He does this for a few minutes, which seem like real hours to me.

His gaze on me is intense. When he stares at me like that, I can't look away. I'm completely frozen, watching him dive into my most taboo entrance while saying nothing.

Because despite the shame that still holds my body, there is no question that I pronounce my safe word. Not immediately. I can still hold on. I know it. So, I continue. I don't want to disappoint my master.

He ends up removing his fingers, almost making me moan in disappointment. I was just beginning to get used to this presence within me. I was even about to like it. But again, it's not up to me to decide the game. Only my master has the cards in hand.

He goes back to our toy closet. This time, I can see what he is looking for. It looks like he's been filling it with new stuff, since our last session. Only he has the right to open this closet. And to make sure I don't give in to the temptation to take a look at it, he keeps it locked.

My mouth drops open as he returns, a small object in his hands. A round pink silicone head. An anal plug, pretty large. Wider than the fingers he just put inside me.

I swallow hard, knowing its size is nothing compared to my master's cock. And yet, I already have a hard time believing that it’ll fit inside me. My dominant smeared it in lube, before kneeling beside me again.

My breathing quickens, I bite my lip, convinced that I won’t be able to survive this moment. However, I have to. Already, he pushes the small object against my tight hole. His free hand rests on my lower back, gently stroking my skin.

“Relax. It will be much easier this way.”

I take a deep breath, trying my best to follow his lead. My dominant takes advantage of it, gently pushing the little toy inside me. He manages to get it in without too much difficulty, my body opening up for him. It is as if he recognized his master. That he knew to whom he owes obedience.

Despite everything, I still feel like I'm torn in two. I have never had anything so big in this part of my anatomy. And I know it's only just begun. The object ends up being fully inside me, keeping me open for my dominant, preparing me for his future intrusion.

John remains motionless, his eyes fixed on the place where this perverted toy disappears. Then he pulls out his phone. Without the slightest hesitation, he begins to take pictures of me, making sure to keep evidence of my evilness forever.

My cheeks heat up even more as he approaches my face, forcing me to stare at his screen.

“Look how cute you are with that diamond in your ass. I think I should make you wear it more often.”

I swallow hard, but I can't tear my gaze away from the photo. At the end of the pink plug is indeed a small white diamond. I could laugh, it looks so ridiculous. And yet, I find it exciting.

My dominant gets up again and walks away. I frown when I see him come back with what looks like a tripod. I had expected a dildo, or another unknown toy. Suddenly, I understand what he intends to do with it, and look at him with horrified eyes. He smiles at me, looking almost innocent.

“You like having your picture taken, don't you? So, I thought we could film you. It would be a shame not to be able to relive that first time over and over again.”

I can't reply, watching him set up a small camera on the tripod, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I’m unable to stop him. I should though. Having your most intimate moments filmed and preserved forever, is not something that is done.

And yet, I remain completely silent. Ever since I begged him to take my ass, I haven't had a single coherent thought. I just want to let him do whatever he wants with my body. Be his little thing. And come. Yes, come.

Because despite the nervousness that has held me since he put me on all fours on the ground, I’m still soaked with excitement. Maybe even more.

He turns on his camera. My eyes are still fixed on the mirror. In this angle, the camera can capture everything. Nothing of me will be hidden.

Suddenly, I moan with surprise. My dominant has just reignited the little egg in me. With all this, I almost forgot it was there. Now that it's vibrating, I feel like it's pushing on the plug in my other entrance, the two toys responding to each other in the most delicious way.

I look up at my dominant, silently begging him to come back to me. I feel horribly alone, on all fours on the ground, still torn by these bars that handcuff me.

The man doesn't seem to care, his eyes roaming my body with undisguised avidity. I look up at his pants. He’s so hard, the fabric is tense to the point of breaking.

I lick my lips looking at it. This amuses my dominant. Without hesitation, he gets rid of his pants, revealing his big cock. Then he approaches me, kneeling in front of my face. It doesn't take much for me to know what he expects of me.

I look up at him, watching him intently. One word, one sign, and I'll get to work. He puts his fingers on my chin, making me open my mouth. With my hands cuffed to the ground, there's nothing I can do. It's up to him to take control. Which he does with no problem.

His hand slips through my hair to stabilize me a little more. Then, he begins long back-and-forth motions, thrusting his cock as deep as he can. Muffled sounds escape my throat. All I can do is try to control my breathing, so I don't sink.

I’m filled in all holes. He turned me into his little thing, completely devoted to him. My body no longer belongs to me. It’s totally his.

But quickly, my dominant seems to get tired of this little game. He has already used my mouth an inconsiderable number of times this weekend. He has much more interesting at his disposal now. So, he pulls back and walks around me again.

I swallow with difficulty. Even though I'm now curious about having his cock inside me, I can't help but be so terribly nervous. It's all about to get very real.

I close my eyes to focus on my breathing as he pulls the plug out of my ass, laying it next to me, prominently visible from the camera. I bite my lip watching him do it. He won't spare me any humiliation, it seems.

My heart is pounding in my chest. My husband kneels behind me, his cock stretched towards my ass. I would like to look elsewhere, to try to protect myself, as if it could save me from the inevitable.

But I can't look away, watching my dominant's every move in the mirror. His eyes meet mine as he pats his cock on my ass, having fun making me shudder.

He seems to take pleasure in playing with my nerves. He now slides his member along my slit, until he taps my clit. I almost moan at the touch, so raw and desperate to be touched. My wish is quickly granted.

After coating himself with a generous layer of lube, my dominant pushes his tip against my little hole. My mouth drops open as he begins his intrusion into me. Although I know his cock by heart, it has never seemed so imposing to me as in this moment.

I can't even breathe anymore, my body is so shocked by what is happening to it. My dominant runs his hand down my lower back, as if to give me additional support.

Gradually, he slides into me. He may take it slowly, but I feel like I'm torn in two. And to think that he is not yet totally in me. How will I be able to bear this? He continues his thrust, ignoring my body which heaves with my erratic breathing. He has a mission. Fully enter me. And he won't stop until he does.

I clench my fists, my fingernails digging into my skin. Thus held in this position by these handcuffs, I feel everything stronger. I can't adjust my position, nor try to find a more comfortable angle. No. I must endure everything as he has decided.

Finally, his hips meet my ass. I let out a long sigh of relief. That's it. He won't go any further. A smile lights up his face. He is visibly proud of me. Until the end, he must have expected me to pronounce my safe word. That I backtrack. But no. I held on. And for that, I see myself rewarded.

Slowly, he caresses my ass, my back, finally giving me time to get used to his presence inside me. It is only after long moments of calm that he finally begins to move.

I growl in discomfort. I have never felt anything so powerful. I feel like I'm going back to the very beginning, when he first took me. It's the first time I've been with a man with such a big cock. Before him, I had known only one other man then, whose exploits were far from memorable.

It was with my husband that I experienced everything, learned everything. Until today, on all fours in our room, filmed, tied up, taking his huge cock in my ass.

His comings and goings are becoming easier and easier to bear. I even find myself pushing slight moans of pleasure. His movements are faster, less controlled. He takes possession of me, pushing back my very last barrier.

He increases the vibrations of the egg in my other entrance, making me moan for good. I feel fuller than ever. As if the toy made his cock even bigger. I'm filled, and about to cum.

I never would have believed this possible. Maybe it's because he brought me close to orgasm countless times all weekend. Or maybe it's because I really like it.

Seeing myself like this in the mirror, I don't recognize myself. It's as if I was a whole other person. A porn actress, a slut. Certainly not an ordinary wife. However, I love this new image that I send back.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly his hand slips between my legs. Expertly, he places two fingers on my clit. He begins to move them in this way of which only he has the secret. Although I tried to reproduce his movements dozens of times, I never managed to make myself come as hard as he did.

My limbs are shaking, I find it more and more difficult to withstand his repeated attacks. I’m on the verge of collapsing. Seeing it, he wraps his free arm around my body, holding me firmly against him.

He starts pounding me, his fingers accelerating over my clit. With the incessant vibrations in my pussy, I can no longer resist. Pathetically, I start begging him.

“Please, Master, can I come, please, please!”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. Be a good little slut.”

I moan hearing him say those words. A few more moves, and I can't take it anymore. The strongest orgasm I've ever tasted ripples through my body, ravaging everything in its path. White flashes crackle before my eyes. I’m no longer in control of anything. It's as if I had come out of my body and my soul was floating in the air.

The front of my body tilts, my face falls to the ground. My dominant grips my hips with both hands and continues to take my tight ass, pounding me with comparable force. In a powerful rattle, he empties in turn in me, filling me with his hot seed.

I'm shaking all over, and it takes me a few moments to realize that he's pulled away from me and is uncuffing me. Then, he pulls me to him, hugging me tightly.

“My perfect little wife. I'm so proud of you.”


Chapter 5

“Are you comfortable?”

Slowly, I nod in response to my husband. He's just helped me lay down on the bed, after making me take a long bath with him. That's it, our weekend of free use is over. We are back to being a regular married couple.

I smile as he covers my body with the comforter, before handing me the TV remote. I’m always impressed with the care he takes in looking after me once our sessions are over.

The first time, I was afraid that he would reject me, that he would find me disgusting after letting him use me in this way. But it was quite the opposite. He cared for me for long hours, cleaning me, feeding me, and surrounding me with his love.

He made me talk too. We discussed what I had liked and disliked, to learn a little more about each other and improve things for the following sessions. Now that's what he does every time. Gently, he kisses my hair.

“Do you want me to make you something to eat?”

“A grilled cheese, please. With LOTS of cheese. And a hot chocolate.”

He laughs softly at such an unconventional combination. But that's all I want now. Comfort food to go with the warmth our bed brings me. He kisses me softly before leaving the room.

I turn on the TV, putting on a stupid show that I already know by heart. Soon, I'm not even listening anymore, barely watching the images moving on the screen as I get lost in my memories of the weekend.

I have never known anything so powerful. I still have a hard time understanding how I managed to take him this way. Accept that he takes me in this area so taboo. Beg him to do it, even. One thing is certain, my husband is incredibly persuasive.

There is nothing I regret. If I had to do it over again, I would do exactly the same. The difficulties, the punishment, his huge cock in that tight place… It was all worth it compared to the orgasm I got as a reward.

I don't think I'll ever say my safe word. Whenever I think I’ll need it, my dominant shows me what a little slut I am, loving absolutely everything he does to me. Not that it bothers me. And too bad if I have trouble walking tomorrow on my way to work. It was worth it.

Now I can't help but wonder if I'll be able to wait until our next session to experience anal again.

As my dominant walks back into the room, my cup of hot chocolate in my hand, I get my answer. No. I won’t. I already know that I’m going to beg him to take my ass again before the end of this week.

At this idea, I already feel my excitement returning.

No possible doubt. I'm my dominant little slut.


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?

Fully Trained

Read next in series!
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“Be quiet, Submissive. You wouldn't want your coworkers to find out how depraved you are, right"

I’ve never felt so close to my husband than since I became his submissive little thing. Even if he forces me to do the most perverse things. Like working naked, a toy inside me, my ankles cuffed to my chair.

A day of free use while working from home is crazy. And when I moan in the middle of a meeting, my dominant's reaction is immediate.

To witness my punishment, he invites one of his friends to join us.

Sheltered behind his screen, the stranger has fun making me lose my mind. Tied to our bed, I’ve to take the infernal rhythm of the machine he controls at a distance.

Only my safe word can get me out of this situation… But I will never say it. The pleasure is far too strong. Especially when my dominant climbs on the bed to use the most forbidden part of my body.

Never mind the shame. Caught between him and the machine, I know that my ecstasy will be intense

Or Read the complete Fully Submissive Series, in just one book! Click Here

◆◆◆

Filthy Training

22 short stories, in just one book!
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.

◆◆◆

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

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

This is what our marriage has been missing.

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

The crop scares me. And makes me wet.

The plugs terrify me. And make me throb.

The leash? God. The leash.

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

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