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Chapter 1

“Here we go Baby Girl. Show me how good of a wife you're going to be to me.”
The click of the camera rings out, freezing every inch of my body. I didn't need that to keep me still, though. With this bathrobe belt holding my arms to the bars of the bed, I couldn't go far.
My bare breast heaves as my breathing quickens. The man is so imposing, so intimidating, that I shiver. But despite my worry, I can't ignore my body's signals. I’m soaking wet.
That’s not how I imagined my day when I woke up this morning. When I still didn't know who the man my family wanted me to marry was.
I had imagined everything about this encounter. The way I should sit, the voice to use when greeting my future fiancé. With some luck, a young man my age. Attractive if possible, and from a good family, of course. I had considered the opposite, too. An old man with a paunchy, repulsive face.
But among all the possible scenarios that took shape in my head, not one had planned that I find myself naked and tied to a hotel bed, totally offered to the one who is to become my fiancé.
I should be scared, but when I meet his steel blue gaze lusting over my body, I have only one thing in mind.
To be his.




Chapter 2

- One hour earlier -
Nervously, I pleat the sides of my skirt, trying to keep my hands busy to hide my nervousness. In the room, conversations are going well. No one really pays attention to me. It sets the tone. This event is not really about me. I'm just a bargaining chip. A way to strengthen the family empire.
I'm not really surprised. After all, my whole life has been planned around this moment. The moment when I will finally meet my future husband. A good match, carefully chosen by my family, to ensure that the brilliant Davis line continues to grow.
Oh, of course, nobody presents it like that. An arranged marriage doesn’t sound good in the 21st century. They preferred to say that it was a meeting between our two families, which, by chance, have two people ready to marry.
Because I am ready. Even though I'm nervous about who my mysterious fiancé is, I'm ready for married life. I want to be a wife. Have my own house. Be part of good society, for real. Work, maybe, too. To be an adult, finally.
I may be twenty-two, but I have always lived in the tight protection of my family. It's like I’m still twelve. I am ready for this to stop.
I bite the inside of my cheek. There is another reason I want to get married. Getting my freedom is just the official reason. The one you can say out loud. But there is something else.
I’m a virgin. And I want this to stop.
I finally want to experience the thrill of a man's body against mine. Let him wrap me in his arms. Have his warmth radiate throughout my body.
I’m not completely innocent. I've seen movies, I've read books. Under my bed, I even have a secret vibrator. But never a man has touched me. I want that to change. And quick.
I bite my lip, calmly observing the people around me. I didn't expect there to be so many people. But one must believe that's what happens when two families as powerful as ours meet in the private lounge of one of the biggest luxury hotels in the city. All have high hopes for me and my future fiancé.
My entire body freezes as the doors finally open, and I see a man I haven't seen in years appear. Charles Thompson. I think the last time I saw him I was eighteen.
And the least I can say is that he has not changed. A few lines have dug in the corner of his eyes, a few silver threads are looming in his hair. But other than that, he's still the most attractive man I've ever seen.
The man who inhabits all my lustful dreams.
I try to calm the fire in the pit of my stomach as I watch him move effortlessly around the room. There are many powerful men gathered here. And yet, Charles owns the room.
His aura is so strong that everyone bows to him. There is only him, a beacon in the middle of the storm that represent this crowd of people.
My eyes slide from his shoulders to his hands. They are long and thin. Powerful, too. How many times have I imagined them roaming my body, their warmth making my body arch as he whispered dirty words in my ear?
For him, I could do anything, accept anything. One of his words enough to make me plunge into orgasm.
I look away, trying to pull myself together. I can't fantasize about him like that when my future fiancé is coming any moment. If he could look even a tenth of that man's looks, then I should consider myself lucky.
My heart skips a beat when he approaches me, accompanied by my mother. I get up from my seat, trying to hide my nervousness.
“Alexandra, honey, you remember Charles Thompson?”
“Y... Yes, of course.”
I feel my cheeks blush as he gently grabs my hand in his, huge in comparison. His warmth sends an electric shock through my whole body, and I have to quietly bite my tongue to keep from fainting.
The man says nothing, just staring at me for a moment before turning away. He politely greets my mother and joins other men. My heart is beating at full speed. It's ridiculous. He doesn’t care about me. He only greeted me because my mother made him.
I wonder what is keeping my future fiancé so long. We've been here over an hour already, and no sign of him. When my mother finally ends her conversation with a vague acquaintance, I take her aside.
“Tell me, where is this man I absolutely must meet?”
With her eyebrows furrowed and a slight mocking smile on her lips, she turns to me, stating as naturally as possible.
“Come on dear, you just said hello to him. Close your mouth, it's not elegant.”
Immediately, I obey, despite the shock that still holds my body. Charles Thompson. My future husband?
I turn my head to look at him again. The man is in the middle of a discussion. I don't interest him in the least. Does he even know about my parents' plans?
I find it hard to believe that this is true. This man is one of the richest in town. One of the most attractive. He could have anyone. Why would he be interested in me? I'm certainly not the only available heiress.
I look down to observe my body. My dress is modest, but it shows off my assets. My tight waist, my slender legs. With my fine hands, and my long curly hair, I must surely give the image of the perfect little heiress. But is it enough for him?
I sit back, nervous. I can't help but spy on the man, giving him nervous little glances. So, he could really be my husband? It sounds way too good to be true. One by one, my fantasies come to mind.
Will he be as good and caring as in my dreams? Guess I'll find out. I hold my breath as he comes back to me. I can feel all eyes on us, even though they all try to pretend otherwise.
I blink stupidly, confused as he reaches out his hand.
“Miss Davis, how about we go chat somewhere quieter?”
I barely have time to stammer an answer that already, he drags me after him, the mere touch of his hand igniting my whole body.
◆◆◆
 
“That's for you.”
My throat dry, I grab the glass of water he hands me, gulping it down in one go. The suite he guided me into is only one hallway from the reception room where we were. And yet, it seems to me that there is a world that separates us from it.
I feel intimidated, and I prefer to remain silent for fear of saying something stupid. His perfume, like his presence, fills the room. I find myself totally bewitched by this scent of amber and spices. Before today, I would never have believed that a smell could create such upheavals in me.
I do my best to stay in place, not to show my nervousness. I shudder as he sits across from me, his legs slightly apart giving off an image of power.
I nibble the inside of my cheek, imagining myself sitting between them. I stop myself quickly. I can't indulge in those kinds of thoughts. Not when he's here, his steel blue eyes piercing me like they want to drag all my thoughts out of my head.
“I guess you know why we're here?”
“Yes.”
I let out in a breath, lowering my eyes in nervousness. I see he's wasting no time. I who expected an embarrassed and banal discussion, like the books of Jane Austen, I see that I was wrong.
“So you know I'm looking for a wife. I will soon turn 40, it’s time for me to settle down. The Thompson empire needs an heir, it's up to me to provide it.”
I feel the pink dawn on my cheeks at these words. That is straightforward. And that sends me back to my lustful thoughts. I can already imagine myself, opening my thighs for him to take me with force, until I am full of him, and I carry his child.
Charles doesn't seem to notice my exhilaration. So much the better. If he read my mind, he would surely be scared. Like everyone else, he must see me as this fragile little thing, a well-behaved young girl with a pure heart. Not someone who indulges in the most depraved readings, in the dead of night.
“I’m going to be clear here. To me, honesty is most important for a marriage of our kind to work. I'm sure you'll make a good wife, and we can both be happy. I have a busy life, but I have a lot to offer. I will take care of you. All your needs will be fulfilled. In return, I would like mine to be too.”
I shudder, trying to register the words he says to me. I'm not sure I fully understand them, so I just watch him, waiting for him to continue.
“I have, let's say, special needs. I would like to satisfy them with my wife. But if that is not possible, I will still offer you everything I said before, no matter what. But our intimate life will be limited to conceiving heirs. For the rest, I'll go elsewhere.”
A heavy silence falls in the room. None of what he just told me really makes sense to me. I'm completely confused, but the man says nothing, just staring at me as if waiting for my answer.
“W… What kind of needs are these?”
A slight smile parts the corner of his lip. As if he was happy that I took his bait.
“Have you ever heard of BDSM?”
I freeze. Two images collide in my head. The one everyone sees, with the leather straps, the pain, the violence. Scary things. But something else is waking up inside me. Like lustful memories of my readings. The man ends my torment, pursuing.
“What I'm looking for is a submissive. A woman capable of totally abandoning herself under my hand. I could make you vibrate, take you into states of pleasure that you don’t even suspect. But for that, you will have to offer yourself to me, body and soul.”
The man is silent, giving me time to take in the information. That’s honesty. I guess I should be grateful for it. I remain completely silent, yet I am not shocked. No. I don't know why, but those words triggered an unexpected reaction in me.
I feel it. Between my thighs, my excitement begins to be very palpable. How can simple words have this result? The man has just confessed to me being a dominant, and that turns me on?
I've read a few hot novels where the main character becomes submissive. I loved them, I'm not going to pretend otherwise. But I never thought it would turn into reality. However, this is what he offers me. That I become his wife, and his submissive.
I look down, blushing a little more as I realize my nipples are sticking out through the thin fabric of my dress. Does he notice it? It’s really not cold in the room.
My breathing quickens, and a trail of goosebumps forms on my arms as the man stood up. With a slow but calculated gait, he approaches me. I feel like I'm facing a panther, ready to pounce on its prey. And for nothing in the world, I don't want to run away. I'm completely frozen, just waiting to be devoured.
A new shiver runs through me as he captures my chin between his fingers. Slowly, he lifts my face to him. His eyes probe me, and I find myself totally entranced by them. I would like to drown in them, never to come out again.
“You’re really pretty. Even prettier than four years ago.”
I shudder, this compliment alone managing to excite me a little more. Maybe that's the way he said it. He whispered, his hoarse voice even more sultry than usual.
My eyes close as I let myself go into that touch. It's incredibly intimate, especially between two people who are almost strangers. And yet, I feel amazingly comfortable.
I can't hold back a sigh as his hand slides down my neck, reaching down to play with the collar of my dress. I can try to rationalize this however I want. Saying it's for my future, for my social status.
But the truth is... I want to try it.
If he wants me to kneel before him, I will. I want him to own me, to take absolutely everything he wants from me. I can feel it, I'm completely wet, and he barely touched me.
“So what do you say? I know your family doesn't give you a lot of choices, but I've been honest with you, so be honest too. Do you want to be my wife?”
“Y… Yes.”
“Good.”
He continues to caress the little skin left exposed by my dress, sliding from one collarbone to another. I close my eyes, my breathing quickening. I want this moment to last for hours. Not losing the touch of his hand on my skin.
Maybe he planned to go back to join the others, tell them that it's settled. But I want to keep him a little longer for myself. To feast on his imposing presence near me. So, without even thinking, I hear myself proposing to him.
“And I… I want to be your submissive too.”
The man's mouth opens slightly, his eyes lighting up in surprise before a smirk parts the corner of his lips.
“Really? I never expected to have such a diligent fiancée. What if we checked that?”
I freeze, frowning, trying to figure out what he means. He holds out his hand to me, forcing me to stand up. His eyes travel up and down me, as if studying what he has at hand. Then he walks away, crossing his arms confidently across his chest.
“Take off your dress.”
I stay still, trying to process the words he just said to me. Do I really have to get undressed, right there, in the middle of this hotel room? The others must know that we are here. What if someone came? What would they say, to see the perfect little heiress thus naked?
A click of the tongue from the man brings me back to reality. He shakes his head, looking disappointed. He acts like he knew that was coming. He must have thought I was only saying that to please him.
But I really want it. So, with trembling fingers, I grab the zipper of my dress and begin to pull it down without rushing. It's the first time I’m undressing for a man, and the least we can say is that I hadn't planned it like that.
I hadn't thought this would happen before a kiss was even exchanged. Even less in broad daylight, in full light. He will see everything about my body, not miss any of my imperfections, any of those little flaws that I would like to erase.
But I have no choice. If I want to prove to him that I am ready to satisfy him, I must not hesitate to obey the first order he gives me.
I keep my head bowed as the silk fabric falls unceremoniously to my feet. That's it, I did it. The man doesn't say anything, but I can feel his gaze burning on my skin. If I had known I would end up in this position, I would have worn something other than this light blue lingerie set.
It's not very sexy, but that's all I have to present to him at this moment. Hopefully, the sight of my curves will be enough to ignore the fact that I look like a total newbie.
He steps closer to me, making me shudder as his voice whispers in my ear.
“On your knees.”
I hold my breath but do it anyway. Without even realizing it, I drop to my knees, my breath hitching as he towers over me now.
His hand caresses my hair, almost tenderly. I focus on this comforting gesture, rather than on my degrading position. I don't know why, but despite the shame, I must admit that I feel particularly good.
His thumb slides over my lips, perhaps smudging my pink lipstick. I don't resist him as he pushes his finger between my lips. It's as if my body no longer belongs to me. I do whatever he wants, no questions asked.
And he likes it, if I believe the smile on his lips. Without saying a word, he goes to sit down on the sofa again. Then he taps his knee, inviting me silently to come closer. But as I'm about to get up, he clicks his tongue.
“Crawl.”
I give him a blank stare, trying to see if he's serious. The look he returns to me is without appeal. So, cheeks flushed with shame, I let myself fall on my hands to do the few feet separating us.
I would never have believed myself capable of doing this. Soon, I find myself between his legs. I swallow hard, fully imagining what he will want to do to me after that.
But I cry out in surprise as he suddenly lifts me up to sit on his lap. I barely breathe, the feel of my bare skin against the fabric of his suit igniting every nerve in me. I can't help but readjust my position, too afraid of staining his expensive clothes.
Because I feel it, I'm so soaked that even my thighs are wet now. All it would take is one wrong move, and he'll realize that too.
“Look at you. I wonder what your family would say if they saw you like that. All those years of boarding school and good education, only to find yourself naked as soon as a man asks you. Who knew little Alexandra Davis would be such a slut, huh?”
Instinctively, I hide my head on his shoulder, ashamed. Every word he says is true. I want to get up, run away, hide, so I don't hear them anymore. And yet, a small voice in the pit of my stomach forbids me to move.
Because as ashamed as I feel, I'm excited like never before. Hearing him talk to me in such a degrading way awakens in me a dark desire that I cannot explain. I just want to get this man's approval. Make his insults turn into compliments.
I shiver as his fingers glide over my skin, caressing the outline of my breasts, before plunging into my bra. A cry of surprise escapes me when he grabs my nipple between his fingers, pinching it just enough to make me sigh with desire.
“So, tell me, how many men have you been with before me?”
“N… None.”
Immediately, his hand leaves my breast and crashed violently against my ass. I yelp, surprised by this sharp and unexpected pain.
“Don’t lie to me. I told you, honesty is most important to me. Understood?”
I nod my head quickly, shaking, yet completely drenched.
“So, how many?”
“I… I'm not lying. I promise. All I did was kiss a boy, Tom Rogers, at a Christmas party. I swear that's it.”
An indescribable smile forms on his lips. Guess he wasn't expecting it.
“Looks like boarding school is having some good after all. What about college, are you sure you don't forget anyone?”
“Nope. I focus on my studies.”
“Good girl.”
His whisper sends an electric shock through my whole body. I want him to tell it again. He hasn't touched me yet, and yet I already feel ready to sink.
Slowly, he begins to caress my body, taking his time to discover the slightest of my curves. I bite my lip when his fingers land on the inside of my thigh, pulling it up with excruciating slowness.
A gasp of surprise escapes me as he places the palm of his hand on my panties, smirking at how soaked I am. I look down, feeling my cheeks redder than ever.
“So, no one ever touched you. And yet, you are soaking wet. What a gift I receive there. Virgin and slut, the best of both worlds. How about I relieve you, Baby Girl. Would you like that?”
Without daring to look at him, I nod, more embarrassed than ever. I shouldn't feel these things, much less let them know. But that one light pressure of his fingers is enough to knock me out of my mind. He clicks his tongue.
“When your Master asks you a question, Submissive, you must answer it with words. I’m waiting.”
I swallow with difficulty. I can't believe he uses such words. Master. Is that what I should call him now? It doesn't make the slightest sense. And yet, that's what I want. Let him take control. I don't know where this dark desire comes from, but I let myself be carried away by it. Throat tight, I answer the man.
“Yes, that's what I want, Master.”
In response, the man slides his hand inside my panties. A scream dies in my throat as his fingers catch my soaking wet clit. My body arches, reacting forcefully to this simple stimulation.
The man laughs softly, visibly proud of his effect. He continues his exploration, parting my lower lips, touching them with precision. I lay my head against his shoulder, trying to get used to these new caresses.
Never have my own fingers brought me such sensations. I suddenly feel so small in his arms, like something that belongs to him, a doll that he can do anything to. And that excites me more than ever.
I hold my breath as one of his fingers drenched in my excitement lines up at my entrance. I don't know if I'm ready for this, yet it's already happening. I close my eyes as he slowly thrusts his finger inside me, taking my breath away.
He takes his time, caressing my inner walls slowly, making me sigh uncontrollably. Before I even have time to react, he adds a second finger to it. His hands are much larger than mine, and his touch, expert. I feel like I'm losing my footing, and I love it.
I forget all modesty as his fingers begin to move faster and faster inside me, touching me like I've never been touched, making me vibrate like I've never vibrated. And when his thumb lands in turn on my clit, I surrender completely.
The man wraps his other arm around my body to hold me in place, as I lose control. I don't know if I'm moaning or if I'm mute, too absorbed in his increasingly intense movements.
And when I think I've reached the climax of pleasure, the man leans over me and captures my lips in a passionate kiss. Without the slightest resistance, I open my mouth, letting his tongue invite itself into me.
He drags mine into a crazy dance, smothering my cries of pleasure as his fingers work a magic trick on my body. I'm shaking, I feel like I'm dying, and suddenly my entire body tenses.
I'm barely breathing when that blistering orgasm rushes through every cell of my being. I have never felt anything so strong, so vibrant. It doesn't matter what toy I used, it doesn't matter what movie I watched. This man just demolished everything I knew, and more than ever, I want to belong to him.
He breaks the kiss, his steel eyes probing me forcefully. In a ridiculous stutter, I manage to stammer.
“T… Thank you, Master.”
I can't believe I call him that in such a natural way. And yet, that is what it is. After such pleasure, he is definitely the master of my body and my soul. It's probably totally crazy to think that about a man I barely know, but I don't care.
The man smiles and caresses my cheek before declaring, his voice sultrier than ever.
“My turn now.”




Chapter 3

Still in the mists of orgasm, I barely realize he's slipping me between his legs. I find myself on my knees, my haggard eyes turned towards him. I can't think anymore, yet what he wants is rather obvious.
“Well, what are you waiting for?”
I gulp, before reaching for the zipper of his pants that he just nodded at. I'm shaking and feel more embarrassed than ever. But after what he just made me feel, it's normal that I return the favor.
My cheeks flush as his member is released from his pants. Cold sweats run down my back as I can't take my eyes off his erection, proudly stretched, inches from my face.
I never could have imagined it to be so big. So thick. So long. Am I really going to put this in my mouth? Between my legs? I shudder at the thought, as much with worry as with excitement.
“Go ahead. It won't bite you.”
I can't move. I know what to do though. There are enough books, movies, and even articles in women's magazines for me to know what he expects of me.
However, faced with the reality of it, I remain totally paralyzed. I don’t dare to start, showing him once again my total inexperience in the matter.
However, I have to do it. I can't disappoint him, especially after the orgasm he just gave me. I want to be a good wife. A good submissive.
So, forgetting my embarrassment, I grab the base of his member, wrapping my fingers around it. Then I move a little closer, slowly sticking my tongue out. Almost shaking, I put it on his skin, discovering for the first time the taste of a man.
I’m surprised by what I feel under my muscle. His skin is satiny, soft, only a few ribbed lines cover his length, like so many small mountains to explore.
The man doesn’t rush me, leaving me to discover it at my own pace. Timidly, I let my tongue slide over his split tip. I collect a few drops of his already marked excitement. It's dirty. Powerful. Delicious.
I open my mouth, sliding his tip into my warm cavity. Although the man says nothing, I can notice that his stomach is heaving faster now, a sign of his growing excitement.
At first, I don't really dare to go any further, barely taking a few inches inside me. Then, I start to feel more reckless, finally daring to push him a little deeper into my mouth.
My breathing quickens as his hand slides through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift ponytail that he holds tight. For the moment, he does nothing. But the idea that he could impose his rhythm on me, like his little toy, arouses in me an incomparable excitement.
I like knowing that at any time, he can decide to take control, and do with me what he wants. I focus all the more on the task, wanting to show him my good will. With a little more force, I take him in me.
I start coughing, having pushed him a little too deep. But just as I'm about to step back so I can breathe easier, his hand freezes, keeping me firmly stuck in my position.
I try not to panic, despite my breathing speeding up with intensity. I feel like I'm going to suffocate, that I'll never be able to bear this presence so imposing in my mouth. And yet, the man leaves me no choice.
Despite my chest heaving with worry, I try to reason with myself, try to calm my racing heart. I take a deep breath, trying to ignore my body's signs of rejection.
Above me, the man whispers words to me, which I imagine of encouragement. I can't really hear them, too focused on my body to be able to listen.
Gradually, I finally relax, and provocatively take him a little deeper still, managing to relax my throat.
A slight amused sound comes from the man's mouth. He gently pats my cheek, as if to show me his satisfaction. I sigh with ease around his member, before starting long back and forth along his length.
I can't believe I'm doing this. I, who had barely kissed a boy, here I am sucking a man's cock, ready to respond to the slightest and his desires if it can bring me a little of his attention.
I quicken my movements, playing with my tongue as much as my lips, not having a clue what I'm doing, but hoping that my enthusiasm will replace my lack of experience. The man's fingers clench and loosen in my hair, like he's starting to lose a little control.
Suddenly his hand twitches, holding me deep around his cock. His hips move forward, and moments later I feel warm liquid lining the back of my throat.
I almost choke, but the man doesn't release his pressure around my hair, forcing me to receive every last drop of it.
I look up at him with teary eyes, like a silent prayer for him to release me. Yet, despite the difficulty of this moment, these are not tears of fear or pain. Just a reflex of my body unaccustomed to these treatments.
Because despite the violence of these, I must be honest, I like it. Between my legs, I'm even more soaked than after the orgasm he gave me.
I lick my lips as his member pulls completely out of my mouth, catching the last drops of his excitement. A wave of pride washes over me. Although I’m a novice, I managed to snatch this reaction from him.
I, the virgin, the innocent, made one of the most powerful men in town come in my mouth. Who would have thought that I would have been capable of this?
The man slides his hands over my face, a smile stretching his greedy mouth.
“Looks like you liked it, huh little girl?”
I nod my head greedily, squeezing a small laugh out of him. Then, his hands slide around my waist, and he lifts me up forcefully. I find myself back on his lap, his warm breath caressing my face.
I expect him to kiss me, but it's something else that happens. With a brisk gesture, he slides his fingers between my thighs, laying them unceremoniously on my wet pussy. A mocking sound comes out of his mouth.
“Yeah, you really liked that.”
My cheeks flush again, and I look down, more ashamed than ever. I probably shouldn't be this excited just because I sucked a man's cock. But what can I do about it?
I no longer seem in control of my body tonight, nor of my mind. It’s as if I had entered the body of another. A sexy, adventurous woman. Is this what my married life will be like? Secretly, I hope so.
I snap out of my thoughts as the man crushes his mouth against mine in a passionate kiss. I let him lead the way, matching the movements of my tongue to his.
When he breaks off the exchange, I barely know my name. His fingers caress my cheek, his gaze more intense than ever.
“So, baby girl. What do you say? We can stop there. Or we can go ahead and train you, so we have a memorable wedding night.”




Chapter 4

My belly heaves at a faster rate as he approaches me, the belt of a luxurious bathrobe in his hands. Loads of images cross my mind. I know there are only a few possible outcomes, only a few uses for this object. Lying on the bed, I wait for the sentence to fall.
Charles arrives at my level, looking completely absorbed in his task. He doesn't seem the least bit interested in me, even avoiding my gaze, it seems. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs my wrists.
Putting them on top of each other, he wraps them around them with the bathrobe belt. The contact on my skin is soft, despite the tight knot he makes to keep them in position. Then, with the rest of the improvised rope, he ties me to the bedposts. Here I am, tied up, unable to move.
My breathing quickens a little more as his hand slides over my body, playing with my curves like I'm his little doll. I bite my lip, trying to control my emotions. I know it is just the beginning.
I swallow hard as he pulls his phone out of his pocket. With a dark smile, he shows it to me.
“What if we filmed that, just to keep a memory? First times don't happen every day.”
I don't answer, my breath completely cut off, my body paralyzed. I accepted that; I even want it. And yet, I can't help but feel nervous.
The man leans over me, pushing a lock of hair behind my ears. I sigh, feeling immediately reassured by this gesture. He leans towards me, whispering to me confidently.
“If it feels wrong, just say red. I will stop everything and untie you. Understood?”
I give him a shy smile and nod when he shows me his phone again. I don't know why, but the idea of having our exchanges preserved for posterity turns me on. Like proof that this handsome man really wants me, for me, and not just for my money or my status.
I can't believe I'm going to give myself to him like this. Surely, I should be wary. He could very well decide to fuck me and then refuse to marry me. After all, no announcement was made.
It could very well be a trick. A way to be more powerful, by scratching the reputation of his competitor. What a shame it would be for my family if this video were to be leaked.
They would surely have a hard time finding me another good match after that. Who would want to marry an heiress who behaved like a slut? Nobody, without a doubt.
But when the gaze of the man arises again on my curves, I forget everything. I'm willing to take the risk, whatever the consequences. Because I know it. What he is about to make me live will be worth all the downfalls in the world.
A shiver runs through me as the man slides his finger over my skin, discovering my softness. He slowly moves towards my breast, freeing it from its last prison of fabric.
I feel my cheeks blush as he examines me, admiring the natural curves of my globes. My nipples are pointed again, ready to be touched.
He catches them without delay, pinching them with more force than before. I arch my back, letting out a long moan of pleasure. I shouldn't be so sensitive. And yet, I have the impression that just one of his touches would be enough to send me straight to orgasm.
I only dream of one thing, that he continues my training. To forget about good manners, to forget about modesty. I want to give myself completely to him. Be his thing. Especially when he continues to tug on my sensitive tips, making me discover sensations previously unknown.
I couldn't describe them. It is both painful and delicious. I am constantly on the edge, not knowing which way to fall.
He bends over my body. The fabric of his suit rubs against my skin. I don't know why, but this contrast between him, still dressed, and me, almost naked, excites me more than anything. Again, he shows his power over me. He marks our difference. He is in charge.
With the tip of his lips, he captures one of my nipples, sucking until I tear small sharp squeaks. And when he lets his teeth slide against my sensitive tip, I feel like fainting. Is it possible to come with so little stimulation? I'm starting to believe so.
He releases my skin, whispering in a voice made hoarser with excitement.
“So responsive. What a perfect little submissive I found there.”
My breath hitches as he slowly moves down my stomach, dropping lower and lower. Then, without wasting a moment, he takes off my panties, sliding them down my legs.
Here I am now naked, totally open to him. I blush as his gaze wanders between my legs. The room is bathed in sunlight, and he can't miss a thing of me now. He can see everything. And apparently, he likes it.
He bends down again, plunging between my thighs open for him. A cry dies in my throat as his tongue lands on my soaked pussy. By comparison, his fingers were deadly dull.
I'm already shaking as he draws unfamiliar symbols on my lower lips. Only he seems to know what he is doing. All I know is that pleasure ravages my body. I never could have believed that sex was so good.
I can't hold back a disappointed moan as he stops, his voice echoing around me.
“Eyes on me, at all times. And you are not allowed to come without my permission. It's clear?”
“Yes Master.”
My voice quivers as he dives back between my thighs. His steel gaze is locked into mine, more intimidating than ever. My cheeks are burning. I feel so embarrassed to express my pleasure like this while watching him. My moans are obscene, and what we do, inappropriate. Still, I love it.
Wet as never before, I feel like I'm going to explode. But I don't have the right. My nails sink into the palms of my hands, my body arches in pleasure. Yet I know I must hold on. I have no right to come. He forbade me.
But this is all so new to me. Never have I felt anything like this. I bite my lip almost to the blood, trying to anchor myself in the present to avoid the pleasure to ravage everything in its path. And yet, I can't. All of this is way too much stimulation, way too much pleasure.
After a more vicious lick, my entire body tenses, plunging despite myself into an even more intense orgasm than the one he gave me earlier. My chest heaves at full speed under the effect of my choppy breathing. I can no longer think.
It's not until the man straightens up, giving me a stern look as he wipes his mouth, that I realize I've made a mistake. I had no right to come. He had been clear; he had given me the rules of the game.
And now what? I failed, what will be the consequences? I don’t have the faintest idea. A shiver runs through me as I imagine the worst. Maybe he's disappointed for good. He wanted a submissive, a woman who listens to his orders and surrenders completely to his law. He told me. And I did not listen.
Maybe it's over between us. I don’t want that. Not now that I've had a glimpse of what my life could be like. I want more. More submission. More pleasure. More of him.
I bite my lip, sincerely repentant. I give him a desperate look, trying to show him how sorry I am for acting like this.
“I warned you, Alexandra. It was up to me to give you permission. You’ve disappointed me.”
I feel tears welling up in my eyes. I don't know why, but I want to get his approval. Hearing that I disappointed him is probably the hardest thing to bear. But it's the reality, and it's up to me to bear the consequences now.
A cry of surprise escapes me as he flips me around. I find myself on my stomach, the belt of the bathrobe long enough to allow me to support this position without suffering too much.
I shudder as his hand lands on the small of my back, stern. He descends on my ass at an unbearably slow speed. My body contracts as one of his fingers slips between my globes, approaching dangerously my forbidden entrance. He's not going to?
I know he said he has special needs... But is doing this taboo thing part of it? I bite my lip, suddenly worried as the man continues to walk around my crenellated entrance.
I can't suppress a small sigh of relief as his hand moves, now stroking my ass. He grabs my globes, squeezing them harder and harder, until I make a little squeal.
It's strange, but the strength he displays turns me on. It does me as much good as it hurts, and I would be unable to explain it.
“You behaved badly, Alexandra. You know what happens to bad girls?”
“No, Master.”
“They're being punished.”
I could swear his voice deepened at that announcement. I shiver, unable to know what awaits me. But before I have time to wonder about the nature of the events, the man makes me discover it.
A squeaking sound escapes my throat. My body fights back. His large hand has just crashed on my ass in a painful slap.
I had never experienced such a feeling and can't really believe that it is really happening. But it is. A few seconds later, the man resumes, slamming alternately each of my globes exposed to his gaze.
“You may have been in boarding schools, but no one educated you properly. It will change. Now, if you do something bad, you’ll be punished.”
My cheeks flush with shame, as much from those words as from the warmth I feel in the pit of my stomach. It's inexplicable, shameful. And yet, I’m very excited to hear him talk about punishment like this.
And his hand? Even though it hurts, it ignites every inch of me, making me shiver with as much pleasure as it does pain.
I think I will enjoy disobeying him in the future. Just to see what he does. Just for him to swing me on his knees and give me a good spanking.
I can already imagine myself, naked and humiliated as he comes home from a long day at work, the fabric of his suit rubbing against my raw skin. Maybe after that he would make me slip between his legs, so I suck his cock for hours.
He would use me as a reel, as a release after a long day negotiating juicy contracts. I’m sure that it would do me a lot of good too, to release the pressure of studies and my social status on my shoulders.
Yes, I’m discovering that I like being treated like this. I wonder if he notices the excitement growing between my thighs, and the hint of desire that echoes in my cries each time his large hand swoops down on my ass, red from these treatments.
Even my body stopped fighting his hand, shuddering here and there under a little stronger attack. I completely submit to him. I am his.
He clicks his tongue, suddenly passing his hand between my thighs, reaping my excitement.
“Alexandra. You know it's supposed to be a punishment, right? What a little slut. I think we have to go to the hard way.”
A hiccup dies in my throat hearing those words. If I liked this spanking, I had not imagined that he could go further than that. What will he do to me now? I remember how, not so long ago, his hand ventured on the most taboo areas of my anatomy.
Will he do it again? I don't know if I could stand this. My breathing quickens, the anticipation making me more nervous than the rest.
I suddenly remember that this is my first time. Who loses their virginity like that? Nobody. And I believe... I believe I’ve seen nothing yet.
I gulp as I hear the buckle on his belt come undone. My body heaves under the weight of my erratic breathing. I only find a bit of comfort when he puts his warm hand on my ass, massaging them slowly, making me sigh with relief.
A shrill cry escapes me as my dominant suddenly pulls down his leather belt on my already strained ass. I hadn't expected this, and yet it seems so obvious now.
My fingernails dig into my palms, my body thrashing, instinctively trying to escape from this attack. My bound hands prevent him from doing so, and I can't do anything but suffer this sharp pain that shoots through every inch of my nerves.
I know it, the man gave me a safe word. I could say it and stop everything. But I don't really want to. Because I want to satisfy him, of course. But above all, because I want to see how far I can hold out.
I feel immense pride in resisting his punishment like this. I want to prove to him that I am strong. That no matter what he does to me, I'll hold on. Will he understand it, while tears run down my cheeks?
My senses are completely disturbed. I hurt, and at the same time, I'm excited as ever. Each blow pulls me in each direction, without that I seem able to make the slightest choice in what I feel. I just want him to continue to look after me, to have his fullest attention.
My whole body relaxes as finally his belt falls beside him. A sigh of relief escapes me when I realize the punishment is over. A faint sound of satisfaction escapes his throat as he caresses my ass again, the warmth of his hand bringing me welcome comfort.
Then he turns me around, gently this time. Despite the few tears still present on my cheeks, I give him a big smile. It's strange, but I feel incredibly good. Relaxed. As if all the stress of the day had evaporated.
He seems to understand it, a smile forming in turn on his lips. With the back of his hand, he erases the traces of tears on my cheeks.
“You took your punishment like a good girl. You're gonna behave now, right?”
I nod my head so quickly it makes him laugh. Even though I liked it, I don't think I could put up with another punishment.
His hand begins to slide over my body, lifting my chest, playing gently with my pointed nipples. A small cry escapes me as he leans over me, his kisses on the thin skin of my breasts turning into painful, delicious bites.
When he sits up, a dark smile parted his lips as he admired his work. I look down, realizing that my skin is already starting to speckle blue after these harsh treatments.
He marked me. I am his. And if I were to wear a cleavage this week, everyone would see it. I can't help but blush at the idea. However, there is still one thing to do for him to possess me completely.
A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he pulls back. Without looking at me, he begins to undo the buttons of his shirt, slowly revealing sculpted abs.
I bite my lip, admiring this chest for the first time, knowing that it must become my daily life. Soon, his shirt disappears, showing me arms that I already knew were muscular.
What I didn't know was that a tattoo decorated the corner of his shoulder. He who appears so classic... I guess everyone has their secrets. I lick my lips, failing to be able to lick the ink adorning his satiny skin.
The man continues, undoing his pants. I can't hold back a gasp of surprise when, finally, he's rid of all his clothes. I know it, I have already seen his cock earlier. But to see him there, completely naked, in all his male power, is almost enough to make me faint.
Without even realizing it, I spread my legs a little wider, like a silent invitation. A young woman from a good family probably shouldn't behave like this, but I think it's too late now to care. How could I pretend, after all I let him do to me?
Without losing a moment, the man joins me on the bed, settling between my thighs, putting all his weight on my naked body. I wish my hands weren't tied. That I can lay them on his body, dig my fingers into his back, cling to him as his tip already lines up with my entrance.
I barely breathe when he begins to plunge inside me. His fingers were nothing compared to that large cock. It's so thick it feels like I’m split open.
Small squeals of discomfort escape my mouth as he continues at a slow but steady pace to sink into me.
His hand rests on my forehead. Even if he doesn't move it, its presence is enough to reassure me. To appease me. And when his mouth comes to capture mine, I feel myself totally melting. His tongue catches mine, leading me into an intense and delicious dance.
The kiss smothers my cry as the man pushes into me with one powerful thrust. I may have had him in my mouth, his size impresses and surprises me. It's like all the air has evaporated from my lungs while he’s deep inside me.
I feel torn as ever, and slight tears of discomfort bead at the corner of my eyes. He kisses them with the tip of his lips, capturing them as his hands glide over my body in a comforting caress. Then he takes my lips back, disturbing my senses even more.
I moan as he finally begins to move, exploring my warm, wet cavity for the first time. My fingers tighten on the belt of the bathrobe, the only movement I can make to try to take some control over the situation.
The dominant puts his arms under my thighs, opening me up even more for him. My breathing is choppy, but despite my difficulty, I don't want him to stop. Especially when I hear him push weak sighs in turn. It's light, very light, but I hear it. His satisfaction is there.
I'm inexperienced, and yet he likes me. Gaining confidence, I begin to move my hips, seeking these new sensations. He growls, his teeth digging into the tender flesh of my shoulder again. I moan for real now, finally finding pleasure in his movements of incredible sensuality.
At every moment, I can feel his tip caress my inner walls in the most erotic way, bringing me an unsuspected pleasure. I gasp in shock as I realize he hasn't put on a condom.
If he wishes, he can fill me. Make me his little thing. Take the risk of already procreating this heir he was talking about earlier. I should be worried about it, and yet, I can't.
Worse, I want to feel his seed burrow deep inside me. He treated me like a doll, a toy. Now I want him to treat me like a horny animal. I moan louder, and move my hips in rhythm, snatching a grunt from him.
Without warning, the man withdraws, making me let out a disappointed squeal. But before I have time to really realize what's going on, the man grabs my hips and turns me around, lifting my ass into the air.
I barely have time to find my balance that already, he pushes his cock deep inside me. An obscene wet sound fills the room as he begins to pound me from behind. From this angle, I can feel him even bigger than before.
I feel like I'm going to explode, tearing myself in half on his cock as if it were a sharp sword. And yet, nothing happens. Only pleasure. Only our animal-like grunts.
I bite the pillow beneath me, trying to find any shred of control. But it doesn’t let me. My master grabs my hair and tugs on it.
“I want to hear you. Scream for me. Beg me.”
I can't form a single coherent thought, it's as if my brain has completely shut down. But when I think I'm at the height of this experience, my entire body tenses.
Because again, the man slides his thumb over my jagged outline. He wet it with my excitement, and now he pushes it inside, discovering without the slightest embarrassment my most taboo entrance. I remain silent in shock. I hadn't expected him to do this. And even less that I’d like it.
The feeling is strange, indescribable. I feel more humiliated than ever, and yet I can't help but hope that he stays that way inside me until the end. I'm full as ever, and I don't recognize the sounds coming out of my mouth.
I wonder if we can be heard from outside, despite the huge size of this suite. It sounds like we're shooting a porn movie here. And I don't care. Not when his thrusts intensify, and his free hand slips between my legs.
My brain totally shuts off as he presses hard on my throbbing clit, giving it all the stimulation it needs to sink me. In a burst of consciousness, I remember what I must do.
“Please Master, can I come, please!”
“Yeah, come on my cock, show me what a good girl you are.”
I don't need more to lose footing while his cock and his finger degrade me in the most shameful of ways. My orgasm is even stronger than the previous two. I didn't think it was possible, and yet my body contracts at an incredible rate, while dozens of small white flashes crackle in front of my eyes.
I no longer have the slightest strength and am nothing more than a rag doll in which he comes and goes at an unbearable pace. I can't help but smile in the mists of orgasm when, finally, he empties himself into me.
For a few moments, he stays inside me, panting and feverish, as if he too is recovering from this incredible experience. Then he finally withdraws.
Slowly, he undoes the belt of the bathrobe, finally freeing my hands. But before I have time to get used to this newfound freedom, my body freezes.
Someone knocks at the door.




Chapter 5

I don't think I've ever gotten dressed so quickly. Charles, on the other hand, took his time. As if there weren't those light knocks at the door. As if there wasn't a room full of people, a few doors from our room.
I still can't believe I did this. I gave myself to a man I barely know. To a man who will soon become my husband.
I bite my lip at the thought. I could never have dreamed of such a union. Now that I got a glimpse of it, I know my life is going to be the most delicious. A promising career. A luxurious lifestyle. And a husband who turns out to be the perfect lover. What more could I ask for?
Love, maybe. But this list is already much more than I could have dreamed of.
I look up at him, unable to suppress a slight small as he gives me a discreet wink. Love won't be hard to find, as I already find myself in awe of this man. I know, I will have to be careful in the future. Other women might want to take him from me.
But he’s mine. I will do everything to be the perfect wife. The perfect submissive. What he orders, I will give him. I will prove to him that he did well to bet on me.
I fidget in my seat. My panties are totally soaked with my excitement, and, I can feel it, his seed starting to flow from me. I hope it won't stain my dress. What a shame that would be.
Yet, in a corner of my head, a dark desire awakens. That everyone knows who I belong to. That I am totally his, even before a ring adorns my finger.
My eyes return to the man of my dreams. He’s in discussion with my parents. Big smiles light up their faces. I believe that the news has just been announced. Charles accepts me as his fiancée. The Thompson and Davis empires will unite and make their interests bear fruit. All this, thanks to a simple marriage.
I can't help but smile back as the three of them approach me. I must look like a fool, radiating happiness like this after what is supposed to be just a private discussion. I wonder if the others realized how long we were alone.
Charles is so respectable, I'm sure it never crossed anyone's mind that he could degrade me like that before our engagement was even sealed. So much the better. They don't need to know.
I shudder as my dominant grabs my hand, bringing it to his lips in an elegant gesture. However, in his eyes shines a light that I recognize very well now. A lustful glow. He too can't get his mind off our exchanges, I'm sure of that.
I blush with pleasure as he leans towards me, whispering in my ear.
“I will see you again at the altar, my dearest fiancée.”


- To be continued -




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?
Taboo Desires Series Bundle

Liked this book? Find the whole series in just one book!

“Be a good submissive. Spread your legs.”
I’ve always known I would marry someone chosen for me. But I never thought they would pick him. Charles Thompson. The businessman I’ve always fantasized about. Even though he's older than me, I want him. And when I discover he’s a dominant… I just crave him more.
I don’t really know him, but I'm going to let him take my innocence. One after another, he’s pushing back my limits. I’m going to accept all his games. Even if it means spending my wedding day with a toy inside me.
Even if it means being shared with other men.
Best friend or priest, all will get the right to taste my body offered to them. No part of me will be forgotten, not even the most taboo one.
Tied up, blindfolded, I discover desires I didn’t know I had. Spanked by hands or a paddle, the pain only makes the pleasure more intense.
No matter the humiliations and punishments… I’ll keep begging for more.
If you like shorts better, here is next in Series: His Submissive Bride
 
◆◆◆
 
Used and Shared by the Bikers


“Come on Princess, spread your legs for my friends.”
I’ve always been an independent woman. I'm not normally the type to fall for a man like Ice. A biker. A dirty male. A dominant.
And yet, under his hand, I completely surrender. What he asks of me, he gets. Even if it means he keeps my soaked panties in his pocket while we visit his lair.
Even if it means being shared with his biker friends.
But before that, he's going to show them who's in charge. Right before their eyes, he’s going to punish me with his belt. And I'm going to love that. Just like I’m going to love kneeling on the garage floor to submit to these powerful men.
It doesn't matter that we are in a public place. I'll let them take all of me.
◆◆◆
 
Blind Submission

Emily Colter's first BDSM novella

I am his. Body and soul.
And yet, I don't even know his face.
I've always been a good girl, doing everything right. But when I arrive in this new city, alone and bored to death, I can't resist the call of vice.
I never thought that signing up on a BDSM dating app would have such consequences. I just wanted to have fun, pass the time. But now…
I find myself in the hands of the most dominant man I have ever met.
It doesn't matter that he requires me to wear a blindfold, depriving me of his identity. How can that matter when he’s turning my fantasies into reality?
In a hotel room or at the opera, in a bed or behind a webcam, there is no place where I do not let this dominant use me. And if he wants to tie me up and use toys on me, I'm definitely not going to stop him.
Deprived of my sight, I have no choice but to surrender to blind submission.
◆◆◆
 
First Time BDSM Erotica

You liked this short? Get 17 of them, reunited in one megabundle!

“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”
The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.
It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.
And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.
With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve. Even if it means spreading their legs for other men.
They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…
They’ll always beg for more.
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