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BOUND TO SUBMISSION


Chapter 1

“Why are you here?”

For a moment, I look away from my bracelets to plunge my gaze into the man's. He's a little older than me, judging by the fine lines that are starting to appear on his face. Unconsciously, my eyes slide over his body, admiring again his square shoulders, highlighted by a gray suit jacket.

“To be fucked. Being tied with my legs spread, offered to anyone who would use me. All night long, becoming a plaything at the mercy of powerful men. »

My cheeks flush with shame at the thought. I could never say that out loud. Even though that's why I'm here for. I look down, going back to playing nervously with the bracelets I was given at the entrance. One is green, to say that I am alone and available. The other is purple.

Submissive.

That's what it means in this club, dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh. I could have gone anywhere to meet my physical needs. But to satisfy my darkest fantasies, I needed much more. A BDSM club. I have never done this before, and yet, I’m more than ever ready to discover this role.

“To experience new things.”

The man, Rhys, smirks, obviously pleased with my answer. I shiver as he changes seats, coming to sit on the bench next to me. The smell of his perfume, giving off subtle woody notes, sends charges of adrenaline to the pit of my stomach.

For this, as for everything else, the man is intoxicating, and I can't help but take one more look at his powerful hand as he rests it lightly on my knee. Around us, the soft conversations are in full swing, barely concealed by the background music.

In this room, there is nothing to show that we are in a place dedicated to lustful activities. It looks like any bar, with normal people coming out of work and wanting to relax. I know it, serious things happen behind that big, padded door, over there, at the back of the room.

I have not yet dared to take a look, preferring the company of this attractive man. Gradually, our banal conversation turns into a deeper flirtation. The man is direct in his questions, trying to see if we are kink-compatible for a night of fun.

Little by little, I put aside my modesty to answer him with honesty. A carnivorous smile forms on his lips when I confess that I have never been a submissive before.

“It's perfect. Training new submissives is my favorite pastime.”

I blush strongly at these words which excite me much more than I would dare to admit out loud. That's what I want. To be trained. To learn to satisfy a dominant. And if this dominant can be him, one of the most attractive men I had the opportunity to speak to, I don’t see what would stop me. This is my chance, I have to take it.

We talk for a few more moments, Rhys asking me questions about my desires and my limits. Then he gets up without saying a word, just holding out his hand. I take it and let myself be guided, squeezing it a little tighter than I should as we approach the large door.

That's it. Serious things are about to start. I readjust my short leather skirt and take a deep breath before following him into this den of debauchery.

I hold my breath as I find myself immersed in a whole different mood. From light to furniture, everything comes in shades of red and black, in an elegant and sensual mix.

My eyes do not know where to rest, attracted by the sounds, the movements. In more or less lit nooks, couples come and go, kissing and touching as if they were alone in the world.

For a moment, I can't take my eyes off this man looking like a giant, so tiny is the petite blonde against him. Her waist is thin enough to be engulfed by the hand of the man who rocks her back and forth on his leg, while he has his other fingers lost in the pussy of a woman near them. The latter comes forward, kissing the little blonde with passion. I suddenly feel hot watching this infernal trio, and find myself imagining joining them.

An intense scream draws me to the other side of the room. On a platform, a woman is tied up, her long red hair cascading over her milky skin. With each stroke of the whip the man makes on her, her imposing boobs rise, offering a most lewd vision to the whole assembly.

I’m hypnotized by the show, and cannot help imagining myself in her place, abandoning myself to the hand of this expert man. Against my thin thong, I can feel my arousal flowing, my clit begging for some action.

Trying to ignore the calls of my body, I continue to observe the place. On the other side of the room, a corridor seems never to end. I bite my lip, wondering what's behind all those doors.

I imagine dark and cold rooms, filled with objects, each scarier than the next. Torture chambers, as seen in some porn. My stomach tightens with anxiety, and I can't help squeezing Rhys's fingers a little tighter.

He's a stranger, and yet I cling to him like a beacon in a rough night. He’s my only point of reference in this place so unusual for me. His eyes are fixed on me, analyzing my every reaction.

I shiver as his arm wraps around my waist, pulling me closer to him. His sultry voice whispers in my ear, leaving a streak of goosebumps on my raw skin.

“Let’s find a quieter place. It's time to start your initiation.”


Chapter 2

I can't suppress a tremor as the door closes behind me. This is it. I'm in. My first experience as a submissive. Everything is going so fast. Not an hour ago, I walked in here, and now I'm ready to let a man dominate me. And what a man. Everything about him exudes self-confidence. Power.

Rhys approaches me, suddenly looking huge. If he wanted to, he could smash me with a single move of his hand. And yet, that doesn't scare me. It even excites me. I imagine him, running his fingers over my neck, squeezing it just enough to make me faint as a powerful orgasm runs through me.

I just want to lose myself in his arms and let him swallow me whole. He runs his hand over my face, resting it on my jawline before leaning in and capturing my lips in an almost tender kiss. It's not really what I expected, but I'm not against this moment of new intimacy, this bond that he gently creates between us.

I almost moan in disappointment when his tongue leaves my mouth, and he goes to sit in the armchair that decorates a corner of the room. I stand there, looking puzzled and a bit clumsy, wondering what to do.

I take advantage of this moment to observe the place. It's nothing like the cold and scary dungeon room I had expected. No, this is a comfortable and well-appointed bedroom.

If it weren't for these toys on display, these hooks on the ceiling and on the four corners of the bed, I could imagine myself in any beautiful hotel room in the country.

My eyes return to Rhys. The man remains utterly stoic, his gaze scanning me up and down, as if pondering on a course of action. I suddenly feel vulnerable, totally exposed to his gaze, like naked.

Nervously, I fiddle with the sides of my skirt, regretting that I can't pull on it to lengthen it. However, soon, that won’t have the least importance.

“Take off your clothes.”

I swallow with difficulty. My reaction is stupid. I didn't really come here to play cards. I knew what awaited me. Despite this, I can't help but tremble at the idea of finding myself naked in front of this stranger.

For long moments, I find myself petrified, unable to move the slightest part of my body. The man frowns slightly but says nothing, giving me a little more time.

But his patience is not eternal.

“Well? I think I asked you something. You remember your safe word, right?”

My throat is too tight to speak, so I nod. Yes, I remember. And I don't want to pronounce it. I don't want this to end at all.

A few more moments pass, the man's gaze still stern on me. Finally, I manage to regain control of my movements. Just in time, I believe. Even though he likes newbies, I'm not sure Rhys could have waited much longer for a reaction.

Slowly, I unhook the buttons of my blouse one by one, revealing my generous breasts enhanced by a black lace bra. Then, my fingers move down the side of my little leather skirt, undoing the zipper until the garment falls to my ankles in a loud plop.

A little less sure of myself, I move my hands up on my body again, continuing my striptease. Faced with the lack of instructions from the one who is now my master, I undo my bra, sliding it slowly down my arms, delaying as much as possible the moment when I would be naked in front of him.

As best I can, I forbid myself to put my hands on my body in a futile attempt to hide my modesty. I must continue my mission. But as I'm about to take my panties off, the man stops me.

I stay there, standing and almost naked, totally offered to him. Vulnerable, thus exposed to the dim light of this room. The minutes pass, and little by little, I gain confidence, encouraged by the gaze of the man on my body. Like an art lover, he observes my every curve.

I shudder as he finally moves, standing up to join me. His lips brush mine, his breath caressing my face without ever mixing with mine. One of his hands comes to meet my breasts.

His fingers roam my sensual curves, before grabbing my nipples. I let out a slight gasp of surprise as he pinches them, then pulls them towards him in a gesture that's as painful as it is delicious.

My breathing quickens as a hand reaches further south. My heart skips a beat as he slides it ungently into my panties, his fingers parting my lower lips to cover themselves in my arousal.

I blush, mortified to be so soaked by these few caresses. The man stares at me with a snide look, certainly making fun of my excitement. I who always wanted to show myself as a good girl, it looks like I'm a slut after all.

I moan as he lazily touches me, his fingers moving back and forth at a slow but steady pace, giving me far more pleasure than it should.

I can't help but let out a disappointed sigh when he withdraws his fingers. But this disappointment is quickly replaced by a shock. Without warning me, Rhys slides his fingers still soaked with my excitement over my lips.

“Open.”

I don’t long resist the pressing fingers of the man, blindly obeying him. Without thinking, I let him push his fingers inside me, licking them without hesitation. I can't believe I'm tasting my arousal like this for the first time, just to satisfy this man who was still a stranger just an hour ago.

I don't know why I submit in this way. All I know is that I want to have his expert fingers inside me again. Who knows what he will be able to do with his cock?

When he's finally satisfied with my cleaning, he pulls back and looks at me sternly.

“On your knees.”

I swallow, but obey him anyway, keeping my eyes fixed intently on his. Ignoring the rough ground below my knees, I lick my lips, my gaze moving unconsciously on the crotch of the man in front of me.

While I expect him to open his zipper for me to take him in my mouth, Rhys doesn't. After a light pat of encouragement on my head, the man moves away from me and goes to sit on the edge of the bed.

Deprived of his presence next to me, I feel vulnerable again, thus exposed in the middle of the room. For long minutes, the man remains cruelly silent, contenting himself with watching me maintain my position with difficulty.

My chest is rising faster and faster. Not out of excitement, but out of concern. The longer he stays quiet, the more uncomfortable it becomes. I wonder if I made the right decision. I expected an avalanche of orgasms, to find myself overwhelmed by intense caresses on my body.

Not to be treated like this, to have to wait again and again, never knowing what awaits me at the end of this ordeal. As I fidget a little more, the man clicks his tongue, immobilizing my whole body with that simple sound.

“Patience is the main quality of a good submissive. No matter your desires or your discomfort. You must respect the decisions of your dominant. Try to remember that, Submissive.”

I nod my head slowly, before trying again to remain completely still. The task is arduous, but I succeed, pulling an approving smile from my dominant. A few more moments, and my patience is rewarded, Rhys taking me to the next level.

"Crawl to me.”

I take a deep breath and drop to my hands and knees, trying to ignore the excitement those simple words have produced in me. In a movement that I want feline, I walk towards him, fixing my gaze boldly on his. As best I can, I try to appear confident.

With a smile on his face, the man watches me approach, authoritatively spreading his legs for me to lodge there. Kneeling between his thighs, I keep my head raised towards him, impatient and hypnotized by his gaze.

“You know what I want from you, right?”

Barely letting him finish his sentence, I throw my hands at his zipper, eager to finally see his cock. But my gesture is interrupted by his hand, which firmly grasps my wrist. I look at him again, a look of incomprehension plastered on my face.

“I asked you a question, Submissive. I didn't allow you to touch me. You really lack patience. I’m gonna need to correct that.”

I let out a slight cry of surprise as the man lifts me without difficulty, rocking me on his legs. Thus positioned, I find myself with my ass facing him. I know what awaits me.

Unceremoniously, the man rips off my panties as if they were a sheet of paper, stripping me completely bare. My cheeks are flushed with shame as I can feel his gaze digging into my drenched pussy.

Slowly, his hand passes over my ass in a firm but sensual gesture. I bite my lip. I know this is going to hurt, and yet, I can't wait for it to begin. It's meant to be a punishment, but it's one of the things I wanted to try the most.

So, I can't help but smile when a first slap lands loudly on my buttocks. It’s quickly followed by two others, then two more. My smile slowly fades as his hand swoops down in a steady rhythm over my thin skin, making it unmistakably red and swollen.

I bite my lip, muffling out sounds of both pain and pleasure. My senses are tangled while the man does not weaken. I thought he would take it easy, start with just a few little smacks, to show me what it looks like. But he doesn't falter, even increasing the strength in his hand, making me jump and wiggle on his leg.

“Hold still if you don't want me to start over.”

I nod frantically, focusing on his order. Although I appreciate that, the pain is starting to get stronger, more intense, and harder to bear. I don't know how long I could last like this. I absolutely don’t want to say my safe word now. We have only just started...

So, I take a deep breath and wait, submitting until his hand stops. He caresses my globes lightly before sliding onto my lower lips. With his fingertips, he spreads them, clicking his tongue before plunging two fingers into me.

“You are soaked, princess. You know that was meant to be a punishment, right?”

Cheeks flushed with shame, I nod my head, trying to hold back my moans as his fingers move in and out of me at a brisk pace.

A scream dies in my throat as he suddenly pulls his hand back to bring it down on my ass again. Once. Twice. Thrice. I gasp, my breathing uncontrollable as he wipes his still soaked fingers on the sore skin of my ass.

Then he caresses my back, before making me go down again between his thighs. Gently, he caresses my face.

“You took your punishment well. Go ahead. You can suck me now.”

Fingers still trembling from this experience, I tackle the zipper of his pants, somehow pulling his taut cock out of its fabric prison. I let out a gasp of surprise when I saw his size.

He is much wider and much longer than any man I have known in the past. I'm not sure I'll be able to get it inside me. But I sure want to try.

Holding it at its base with my hand, I let my tongue slide down its ribbed length, discovering its taste with delight. Going up slowly, I finally reach its slit, already letting out a few drops of pre-cum.

I lick it gently, before capturing its swollen tip between my lips. I stay there for a few moments, slowly nodding my head, before finally daring to push him a little deeper. I know it's going to be hard to squeeze all of his length into me.

And yet, I'm dying to try. I don't know why, but I have a mad desire to satisfy this most attractive man. Who knows, maybe he will return the favor once his desires are fulfilled.

So, gently, I push him further and further into my mouth, occasionally coming up to take a break from my exploration. His fingers dig into my hair, squeezing it roughly.

“That's right princess, show me how good you take my cock in your slutty little mouth.”

I look up at him while continuing to push his cock inch by inch. A few tears begin to well up in the corners of my eyes as his presence grows larger and larger in my mouth. However, I do not weaken, supporting his gaze, hoping to receive compliments and attentions.

A muffled sound escapes my throat as he is now fully inside in me. His fingers grow stronger on my head, authoritatively holding me in this position. I struggle to breathe, and try not to panic at this sudden lack of control.

Until now, he had let me do. But now he does show me who's in charge. A smile forms on his lips as I fight my body's sensations as best I can.

“That's it. Breathe. You can hold on a little longer. After that, I'll put my cock in your tight little pussy. You would like that, huh?”

Somehow, I answer him with a muffled sound, snatching a satisfied smile from him. For seconds that feel like hours, he holds me in position, before finally releasing his grip on my hair.

Still, I don't rush, sensuously moving up his length, playing with my tongue and squeezing an excited curse out of him. I go down slightly, waiting for a clear order to be given to me to stop.

Slowly, Rhys grabs my chin, pulling his cock out of my mouth. He pats my cheek to congratulate me, filling me with irrational pride. I managed to satisfy him, to be patient as he wished. And now I will have my reward.

Following the man's silent command, I step back, giving him room to get up. My eyes stay on him as he slowly undresses. My eyes dart back and forth between his tense member and his chest, appearing slowly as he slips out of his T-shirt.

His torso is lightly muscled, and he possesses the body of a man who does physical work. I lick my lips at the thought that, soon, his skin will be against mine. The man continues meticulously to get rid of his clothes. Then he grabs his belt.

“Hold out your arms.”

My mouth opens in surprise, yet I submit. Being tied up is one of my fantasies. But I had no idea he was going to do that with a belt. Yet that's what he does, performing tricks around my slender wrists, making sure I can't move.

When, finally, he is satisfied with his work, he lifts me up by the waist and throws me on the bed. I find myself on my stomach, my arms stuck on my body. He slaps my butt again before grabbing my hips so I get up on my knees. My face is crushed against the mattress as I offer him a plain view of my pussy.

I shudder as I feel the mattress sink next to me, and his presence towering over me. Without delay, he rubs against me, his cock slipping between my globes. I can't help but blush as his cock sways back and forth against my ass. The gesture is simply erotic, and my position, obscene.

I feel like I’m his toy, a doll he uses for his pleasure. And I love that. He slides his cock against my drenched insides, squealing softly from me as he rubs it against my taut clit. I don't think I've ever been so close to orgasm, with so little stimulation.

I can't suppress a squeal of discomfort as his tip begins to enter me. It's much larger than I'm used to, and, as he continues to plunge into me, I feel like I'm splitting open.

Yet I don't stop it. On the contrary, I arch my body, inviting him to continue. Because what he does to me there is exactly what I had hoped by coming to this club. To be deprived of my body and abandon myself to a powerful man.

Until now, he had dominated me with his gestures and his words. Now he does it with his cock, driving it inch by inch to stamp me with his dominating imprint.

My teeth bite the sheets beneath me as his presence grows more and more imposing. I can't hold back a sigh of relief as his hips finally meet mine. That's it. He is totally in me.

One of his hands caresses my still sore ass from his spanking, as if to congratulate me for holding on. Slowly, he withdrew from me to better sink back in. My back arches a little more at this passage, and my breathing becomes difficult as the man continues his slow comings and goings, opening me up always a little more.

A scream escapes me as he replaces his slow rhythm with one deep, quick thrust, throwing me forward, my head crashing into the mattress. He's starting again. Once. Twice. Thrice.

I find it hard to breathe under his powerful assaults, and it seems to me that he goes even deeper than before. Then, he resumes less ample movements, but much faster. I struggle to keep up, and I have difficulty to keep the balance with my hands thus stuck in front of me.

Suddenly, I freeze. Without ever stopping his jerks, the man slides one of his thumbs that he has previously soaked with my excitement against my most taboo entrance. I'm blushing. I hadn't really said no to this practice, without really daring to admit that I wanted to experiment with it. Did he feel it, testing my limits?

For the moment, he is content to draw the crenellated outline of my ring, watching for the slightest of my reactions. Between his thrusts and his finger movements, I don't know where to turn. All I know is that pleasure is taking more and more place in my body.

Seeing that I don't say my safe word and that I relax, the man plunges his thumb into me, tearing me a gasp of surprise. I couldn't describe the feeling. I have never been so full. And I love that.

He doesn't fit more than one knuckle inside me, just moving it slowly as his cock continues to work me. My legs are shaking now. Intoxicated by these sensations, I feel faint when his free hand rests on my clit.

In a voice that I do not recognize, I hear myself pleading with incoherent words. The man laughs softly before speeding up his movements. I keep begging.

“Please. Come inside me. I want to feel you. Fill me up.”

“Only good girls get that.”

“I'll be a good girl, I promise.”

“Prove it. Come for me.”

His fingers pinch my clit, and I don't need more to lose my footing. At this simple command, my body tenses, the pleasure going through me in a new way. Lightning flashes in front of my eyes and the man has to hold me back so that I don't completely collapse on the bed.

Both of his hands are now hooked on my hips. He pounds me without giving me the slightest respite, my screams filling the room. I forget that, behind the door, other people are present. Maybe they can hear us. Maybe they don't care. All I know is that I only want one thing: that he empties himself inside me.

But my wish is not granted. With a quick movement, he withdraws from me, grabbing his cock to release all his seed on my back. I can't help pouting, which he notices.

Slowly, he tilts me onto my back to get a better look at me. Without violence, he grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him.

His eyes shine with an indescribable sparkle. Even though he has just emptied himself on me, he seems just as hungry as when we began our exchanges.

“Don't pout. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 3

I breathe a sigh of relief as the man undoes the belt binding my arms. I haven't been tied up for long, and yet I still feel sore.

Gently, Rhys grabs my wrists between his fingers, gently massaging them. I watch him, mesmerized. His gentleness contrasts with the strength he displayed just a few minutes ago. It's fascinating to see how the same man can have two such different facets. This is surely part of his dominant role.

I think I could quite get used to this kind of treatment. Oh, not necessarily with him. I wouldn't be against trying other dominants, seeing what they are capable of. But for the moment, I’m loving this first experience.

I lick my lips, impatient. Despite the powerful orgasm that just passed through my body, I want more. I have no idea what more he could do to me, but I can't wait to find out.

Slowly, the man makes me sit on the edge of the bed, gently capturing my lips. My hand lands on his chest almost shyly, as if I'm not quite sure I'm allowed to touch him. As if he was going to evaporate at this simple touch, and that I was going to wake up, alone in my bedroom.

But the man stays there, starting to kiss me. For a few moments, our tongues play lazily with each other. It is no longer about power or passion. Just a moment of intimacy and connection before the sequel comes.

The man steps back, leaving me for a few moments to reach the bathroom adjoining the bedroom. He comes back with a wet washcloth, which he slowly passes over my face and my body. I shudder at the sensuality of this gesture, moaning when he lingers a little longer on my pointed nipples, awakening my arousal again.

He descends on my thighs, tracing every inch of my soft skin, making me die of anticipation as he comes dangerously close to my most private parts. However, he is careful to avoid them, passing on the inside of the opposite leg.

After a few minutes, he puts the washcloth down before grabbing my chin again. His brown eyes are probing me and I can't help but part my lips to seek a little air in front of the intensity of his gaze.

Without a word, he moves away from me to rummage through one of the available shelves. I hold my breath, worried about what will come of it. There are so many possibilities, so many objects, each more impressive than the next.

I swallow. The man comes back to my side and places his selection of objects on the bed. I can't help but take a peek at it. If I see the rope and the handcuffs, it's something else that catches my attention.

My body freezes, my heart stops. Because what he has just placed next to me, I have no doubt about it, is an anal plug. The man grabs my shin so I face him. His face is totally neutral, he doesn't let his emotions pass.

“If you want to be a good submissive, you have to surrender completely to the will of your master. To let yourself go. To forget the good and the bad. It's not easy, but I have something to help you get there.”

Slowly, he lifts a piece of fabric in front of my eyes. A blindfold. After observing my reaction, the man brings it close to my face, depriving me of my sight. I swallow, trying to stay completely in control of my emotions. Not being able to see what the man is doing makes things so much harder, and I can't stop the fear from rising in me.

My heart beats a little faster as Rhys puts his hands on my shoulders, laying me down on the bed. He remains perfectly silent, only heightening my anxiety. I take a deep breath as he lazily strokes my stomach with his fingertip.

Listening to his advice, I try to let myself go as metal hoops close around my wrists. Once the handcuffs are installed, he lifts my arms to attach them to the headboard of the bed.

I lick my lips, fear gradually giving way to excitement. To curiosity. What will he do now?

I imagine him, grabbing a whip, letting the leather straps slide over my raw skin, giving me a sensual caress before, without warning, striking the inside of my thighs, making me arch my back in pleasure and pain.

Or he could drip wax over my body, the hot drops falling on me like thousands of little pricks.

Dozens of scenarios race through my head as I patiently wait for my master to decide my fate. His fingers trace a line down my inner thighs. The gesture is light, but I am so excited that it’s enough to make me moan. The man lets out a laugh, visibly satisfied with my reaction.

He continues on his way, sliding his finger against my pussy, soaked with a new excitement. I can't help but move my pelvis, gaining some delicious friction. Surprisingly, the man lets it go. But my beautiful assurance is only short-lived.

His finger descends lower and lower, until it finds the jagged outline of my most taboo entrance. I tense up. So that's what he had in mind. I shouldn't be surprised. After all, I was the one who told him I wanted to do it.

Slowly, he slips his index finger inside me. I bite the inside of my cheek at this unfamiliar sensation. However, I cannot say that it hurts, nor that it is really unpleasant. I feel my cheeks flush slightly. I probably shouldn't feel that kind of stuff.

And yet, I can't suppress a slight moan of pleasure as he begins to lazy back and forth with his finger. He intensifies his movements, adjusting to the little sighs of relief that come out of my mouth as his other hand rests on my clit. He doesn't move it, but presses hard enough to stimulate my pimple of nerves.

I almost moan in disappointment when he pulls away. I stay on the alert, trying to perceive what is happening around me. I think I hear the sound of a liquid being poured, like a tube emptying.

Before I have time to think about it, a cold metal object is already pressing against my back entrance. The plug I saw earlier. I lick my lips, suddenly eager to receive this rhinestone adorned object inside me.

I grit my teeth as the object pushes through. It's wider than my dominant’s fingers, and doesn't have his comforting warmth. I take a deep breath as I feel torn in two by this foreign object.

Yet, despite the discomfort, I don’t protest. I don't say my safe word. No. Because I know that quickly, the pleasure will come.

Trying to distract myself from the resistance my body offers to this little toy inside me, I imagine everything he could do to me, once this object is fully installed inside me.

The man's voice echoes through the room again, making me shiver. I swallow hard as he tells me what's next. He won't be taking care of me alone.

He told me, I have to trust him blindly. Defer to the decisions of my dominant, because only he knows what is best for me. What I need. And apparently what I need now to become a good submissive is the presence of other dominants.

A streak of goosebumps forms on my skin as he approaches me, whispering in my ear in a reassuring voice.

“Don't worry. I will stay by your side all the time. I make the rules. If I tell them to stop, they will stop. You remember your safe word, right?”

I nod feverishly, slightly overwhelmed by my conflicting feelings. I've dreamed of this moment for so long, I can't believe it's really about to be happening.

The man gently strokes my hair, giving me a few moments to collect myself, before declaring in a playful tone.

“It’s time to welcome our guests.”


Chapter 4

The vein on my temple seems ready to burst, so much the blood which passes through it throbs with rapidity. I try to reason with myself, to lower my heart rate. After all, that's what I wanted.

To be tied up, spread and at the mercy of men guided by their overflowing libido.

I asked for all of this. I dreamed it, fantasized about it. How many times have I touched myself, imagining myself offered to complete strangers? Dozens, maybe even hundreds of times.

I lick my parched lips, starting to get used to the idea. If my brain still resists, my body knows perfectly well what it wants. I'm so wet I wonder if I'm staining the mattress under me.

My cheeks flush slightly at the depraved idea. In a few moments, these men will come in, and see me, vulnerable for them. I won't be able to hide anything of my excitement. Let alone hide the fact that I am a slut.

I shudder as the door opens and gravelly voices echo all around me. It's like being in the locker room of a gym, the men all talking louder than each other, surely congratulating themselves for being in the right place at the right time.

How many are they? With my eyes blindfolded, it is impossible for me to know. Yet, thus deprived of my sight, my other senses seem to be amplified. I can distinguish the sounds better, without being able to determine the number of men ready to use me as their little toy.

I perceive a mixture of high-end cologne and cheap deodorant. Usually, I would have been bothered by these strong smells. But tonight, it excites me more than ever. Musk, tobacco, citrus freshness… Everything blends into a scent that seems to have been tailor made for me.

With each breath, these male scents awaken my senses, sending a shock to the pit of my stomach. They are males, and I am the female ready to be bred.

Despite the impatience in the air, no one is moving. This pure male energy, this sexual tension, floats in the air around me, waiting for one thing: for my master to release it.

I should be scared of the prospect, but I'm more excited than ever. If I hadn't been in this submissive role, I think I would already be spreading my legs and begging them to take me. But my body no longer belongs to me, nor does this decision.

My one-night dominant finally speaks, reminding everyone of the rules of the game. That the second I say my safe word, everyone will have to stop what they're doing and step aside, to give him time to take care of me. The men nod in a whisper whose excitement is barely masked by seriousness. With a playful tone, Rhys finishes his speech.

“Have fun. But remember one thing: her little ass is mine.”

A few laughs escape the men, a few gritty comments are heard. But soon, the serious things begin. Around me, the sound of clothes crumpling, footsteps on the ground approaching.

And then, one hand, then two, then more than I can count, so my brain is assailed by these sensations. It seems to me that there is not a square inch of my skin that is not touched, caressed.

For the moment, strangers are rather soft, taking the time to discover me, to appreciate the softness of my skin. It's as if they were afraid of breaking me if they went too hard. I who was hoping to be a plaything, for the moment I find myself being treated like the most delicate of porcelain dolls.

A hand wanders to the inside of my thighs. This touch is so light that it makes me shudder as, slowly, the fingers move up my bare leg. But as I'm about to feel them land on my soaked pussy, they grip my thighs forcefully, forcing me to spread them. Thus installed, I reveal to all the extent of my excitement.

A few admiring whistles sound, accompanied by light laughter of excitement and gritty comments. I blush, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed.

As a reflex, I close my legs. But before I even have time to really protect my privacy, a loud slap hits my inner thigh, making me scream in pain and surprise.

A few mocking sounds are heard, reactions of joy at my reflexes. An arm wraps around my thigh, making sure I keep myself open for their gaze. I can't see them admiring me, but I can perfectly feel their eyes burning my skin with their desires.

Another hand holds my opposite thigh as someone attacks my breasts, pinching and tugging my nipple hard until I meow in discomfort. Yet these unpleasant sensations only increase my arousal and I feel my clit quiver and throb, desperate for someone to finally take care of it. A voice echoes near my thighs.

“She likes the pain, it seems.”

“She loves that. A good little slut.”

I blush when I hear the words my one-night dominant says. But I don't have time to feel more embarrassed, because someone starts pulling my nipple harder than ever. I squeal and arch my back at the sensation, futilely trying to get some control over my body.

Finally, a hand presses against my pussy. It stays still, encompassing my sensitive parts without giving me enough friction to really feel good. If I didn't have my thighs locked in this way by strong arms, no doubt I would have started lifting my hips to try and get some relief.

Maybe it's best that I'm tied down. At least that way, I can't disobey the rules. That way, I'm sure I'm behaving like a good girl.

Finally, the hand moves, two fingers spreading my lips to pinch my swollen clit. I can't hold back a long moan as the fingers move at an excruciatingly slow pace. Then, a cry.

The lazy caresses turn into a painful pinch. My arms struggle against the handcuffs as my clit finds itself twisted tightly by those sadistic fingers.

Despite my quickening breathing, I don’t pronounce my safe word. I want to see how far I can hold out. How pain can turn into pleasure, as long as I give it time to arrive.

Without realizing it, my breath hitched, and it isn’t until a man puts his thumb on my lower lip to make me open my mouth that I finally catch my breath.

The finger slowly sinks into my mouth, sliding over my tongue. I wrap it around, showing him how well I can behave. What I could do, if he replaced that thumb with his dick. Whispers of approval echo around me as, one by one, I take on the trials of these men.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly a man settles between my thighs, his tongue tracing a long line along my soaking wet pussy. I hadn't even felt him come on the bed, too disturbed by all these hands caressing me, gripping me, feeling the goods as if I were an animal on the cattle fair.

I let out a long moan as the tongue continues to explore me, sparing no corner of my nerve button. Then, it descends along my lips, until it finds my soaked entrance. Playful, the man plunges his tongue into it, reproducing rapid movements of penetration in a most obscene sound.

My breathing becomes more difficult, as much because of this man who devours me as if he had not touched a woman for years, as by the fingers which sink into my mouth, forcing me to take them one after the other as I would if it was a dick.

As the man between my thighs captures my clit, starting to suck it fervently, my breast finds themselves captured in turn by an expert mouth. I feel myself losing my footing as my body is constantly stimulated.

Two fingers enter my wet pussy, making me moan against the fingers still in my mouth. I admire the patience of these men. I thought that by now, they would have already filled all my available holes with their cocks stretched to the extreme by the vision of my body offered to them.

Soon, distinctive spasms begin to run through my body. My breathing is stronger, my chest rises at full speed. A scream dies in my throat as the mouth that captured my breast pulls back, before biting the outside of my globe, that bite on my sensitive skin enough to knock me off my feet completely.

My privacy tightens against the fingers of the man, who continues to administer his licks with passion on my clit, while a man frantically slaps one of my breasts, making my orgasm even more delicious. My whole body convulses, my hands tugging on their chains with a rattling sound.

Gradually, the man's movements slow as my body collapses onto the mattress in a shapeless puddle. I barely feel his fingers wiping on my thighs, covering them with my arousal.

Without further ado, other hands grab onto my body, turning it over without difficulty, my chains long enough to give them that opportunity. Still shaking from my orgasm, I obey as best I can as I’m ordered to get on all fours.

Without losing a moment, a man approaches me, presenting his taught cock to my lips. I don't need to be prayed for to open my mouth and slowly push him inside me. It's neither as wide nor as long as Rhys, and I'm relieved of that. My throat appreciates this semblance of rest.

Between my thighs, a man buries his face, tasting me in turn. My legs are shaking. It's almost too much stimulation, as my breasts are again touched, kneaded, held as if they were the greatest treasure a man could find.

Another man approaches my face. I don't see him, but I can feel the presence of his member against my face. Fingers dig into my hair, forcing me to let go of the cock I was sucking to take the newcomer.

With equal care, I take the man into my mouth, drawing a sigh of satisfaction from him. As best I can, I try to satisfy these two men, alternating between one and the other as best I can despite my tied hands.

I feel intoxicated by this moment. Even though I am tied up and at the mercy of all these men, I feel more powerful than ever. They want me, are turned on by me, ready to line up for a chance to taste my mouth, my tight pussy. I'm sure there are plenty of other women out there in this club. And yet, it is me they are waiting for.

I feel like a sudden rush of pride at the thought of it, and take on both men even more eagerly, sinking them a little deeper each time I alternate between them.

Between my legs, the man is not to be outdone, continuing to lick my intimacy with enthusiasm, alternating between long licks on my slit and sucking my clit, as hungry as if it hadn't been touched in weeks.

I never thought I had such a sexual appetite in me. It's like tasting a delicious dessert. The more we eat, the more we crave. And I'm sure I'll never get tired of these feelings. Certainly not when I feel a new orgasm pointing between my thighs.

My body is shaking, my cuffed hands clutching the sheets beneath me, trying to keep my balance as the men take turns pounding my mouth. But as my orgasm is about to take me, the man steps back, depriving me of the delights of his tongue.

My wait is only short. The mattress sinks, and I feel thighs sticking to mine. Against my butt plug lazily presses a taut cock. My breathing quickens and, while trying to stay focused on the men I have to satisfy, I remain on the lookout, waiting without the slightest power what the man behind me is going to do.

Slowly, he taps his cock on my ass, then on my plug still comfortably installed in my most taboo entrance. I can't help but have a slight gasp of surprise when I feel him do it. I think it amuses him to play with me like that. Maybe it's even a way to provoke my dominant, to play with his authority. A childish, primitive behavior. And exciting...

My pussy contracts, almost desperate to receive this cock in it. The man still does not hurry, as if he does not have an erection straining his member. Slowly, his dick glides along my lower lips, covering itself in my arousal before finally lining up at my entrance.

Without the slightest delicacy, the man enters me in one motion, plunging his cock deep inside me. I find myself thrown forward, the man's cock in my mouth ending up deep in my throat with this simple gesture.

A gasp of pleasure escapes his chest, and fingers close in my hair to hold me in this position. I breathe in loudly, trying to control my breathing despite the imposing presence in my mouth.

Behind me, the man withdraws with exaggerated slowness, as if to increase the tension. Then he begins to penetrate me again with one powerful thrust. Again, I find myself propelled on the cock in my mouth, almost choking me, so much it is deep now.

A few mocking laughs ring out, the men visibly happy to see me fight with my own body. It's degrading. Humiliating. And yet, I love it. Even in my wildest dreams, I hadn't imagined how good it would be to be used like this.

The man withdraws from my mouth, quickly replaced by another. The vision of my exploits seems to have inspired them and the tension has risen a notch in the room. Despite my disturbed senses, I hear distinctive sounds of men masturbating, occupying themselves as best they can while waiting their turn.

I don't know how many of them chain themselves under my tongue, as the man behind me happily takes me hard, alternating between powerful thrusts and quick jerks, rocking me back and forth on his cock at a hazy pace to better disturb me.

My dominant was right. There is no more good or bad, no more of what I would like to do or not. Just the present moment. Bodies using me. Me letting go, submitting to their pleasure... And mine.

Because I can't deny it. I love what's happening to me. I don't know how many more men have to pass on me, and I don't care. I want this moment to last for hours, even if it means I can't walk for days after this.

My stomach contracts as a hand pushes its way between my thighs, reaching for my clit. This is all too much. The sounds, the smells, my raw nerves... I can't hold on any longer, and soon my whole body is convulsing, my tight pussy clutching around the cock of the man inside me, as my mouth takes even more deeply the man who visits it.

A hand slams down on my bottom, slapping it in quick, loud slaps, making me moan, my throat throbbing around the man's member, triggering his own orgasm.

Without bothering to pull back, the man drops his seed deep in my throat, holding me in place until I swallow every last drop of his debauched gift.

I barely have time to breathe when another cock thrusts into me, as the man thrusts me hard behind me, pounding me as if his life depended on it. Then he pulls out in one swift motion before finishing on my back, painting it with his hot liquid.

I blush, much more excited than I should be by this gesture. He has just marked me with his passage, I belong to him.

Again, I’m turned around, and a new man comes to lie down between my thighs. I'm repositioned so that I can continue to suck off these men, each one more envious than the other.

The man between my legs doesn't waste a second, attacking my pussy as if he's been in there for hours already. A wave of warmth washes over me as I hear him growl, both to himself and to inform his companions.

“Damn, she’s so tight and wet. She loves it, the little slut.”

I squeal against the cock inside my mouth as someone grabs my breasts again, squeezing them in their hands, tweaking my almost painful tips as they are taut. Another hand finds its way to my over-stimulated clit.

I don't think I can take any more, and yet, I say nothing, letting them use me as they please. And soon, my own body proves to me that I was wrong to doubt. I who have never really managed to come more than once, now I feel my climax getting closer again.

Like a silent agreement between men, my mouth is left empty as my moans grow louder. As the man continues to thrust into my pussy with passion, my body convulses, and I arch my back despite my firmly bound hands.

My screams echo through the room, almost drowning out the cheers and admiring whistles of the men around me. The man no longer holds, and lets himself go, releasing his seed deep inside me.

My cheeks blush at this most depraved gesture. What my master had refused me, he gives it to me. This action, however, is an integral part of my fantasy. All I want is for them to empty into me one by one, whether in my pussy or in my mouth. Maybe even both.

The men follow one after the other, tossing and turning me, using me as their little toy. Exactly as I had dreamed. I cannot say how many men are in the room. They could be four, as they could be ten, twenty. I totally lost track, and I don't care. I’m content to welcome them, to accept with joy what they want to give me.

My intimacy contracts and again, I come under the encouragement of these men. My cheeks flush with pride. I never thought I could do this. Getting fucked by so many men is surely not something I should brag about. But I can't help it, despite the fatigue that is starting to set in.

Gradually, the rhythm begins to falter, the men sated with my body. After one last man empties onto my stomach, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as I feel my arms being released from the chains holding them to the bed.

However, my handcuffs are not removed, and I tense, feeling myself being lifted. In no time, I find myself sitting on top of someone, my breasts resting against the man's chest. I shudder as he whispers in my ear, and I recognize the voice of my one-night dominant.

“Ready for one last ride?”

My head stuck in his neck, I nod, no longer having the strength to speak after getting all those cocks in my mouth. Rhys picks me up, then positions me on top of his member, slowly impaling me there.

I let myself go, pushing little squeaks here and there. Despite the number of men who fucked me tonight, none were thick enough to compete with this man. I feel split open, his cock pressing the plug still inside me.

“Come on now, ride me. Show me how much you want me to fill you up.”

I bite my lip, trying to muster what little energy I have left in my body to get moving. Because one thing is for sure, no matter how many men have come inside me, on me, I want more than anything for it to be Rhys closing this depraved assignment. To have his massive cock erase the passage of all others, showing who owns me, even if it is only for one night.

So, I move my hips sensually, keeping it against his for the moment, shuddering every time my clit comes into contact with him. I think after that, I'm going to have to let it rest for a while, just to recover from this adventure.

But for now, I want to push it a bit more. Just to see if I can come again. Just one little time more.

Rhys lets me pace myself, resting his hands on my ass, squeezing them occasionally, as an encouragement to keep going. My head resting on his shoulder, I can't hold back a long moan as he grabs my butt plug, playing with it, pulling it out slightly before pushing it in as deep as he can go, making me moan uncontrollably.

I know the other men are still in the room, no doubt admiring the spectacle we offer them. But I don't care about that anymore, as Rhys' mouth comes to capture my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue slips inside, drawing mine into an erotic dance. I let myself go completely, letting my body express itself without controlling it anymore.

I break the kiss with a gasp of surprise. Taking advantage of my diverted attention, my dominant just removed the plug that was stuck inside me, tossing it carelessly into a corner. Then his hands land on either side of my buttocks, spreading them.

I'm blushing. Thus positioned, he offers a clear view of my hole enlarged by the plug, showing men what they could have, if he let them. But I know he won't. He told me so. This hole is his, totally.

I grit my teeth as he sticks his middle finger inside it, driving it all the way in, going much deeper than the plug that was there moments ago. My breathing quickens. The man sensually kisses my neck, tracing an invisible line to my ear as he slips a second finger inside me.

“You are going to cum for me, with my fingers in your little ass. Understood?”

I nod enthusiastically as he speeds up the movement of his fingers, and his hips start moving in turn. Despite my cuffed hands, I cling to him as best I can, trying not to fall under the force of his body.

I let myself go completely, no longer trying to control my movements, welcoming with joy this feeling of being totally spread open that it offers me. I never thought it was possible to feel so full. So satisfied.

A few more jerks and, without warning, an orgasm overwhelms me, more powerful than any I've felt tonight. My whole body is shaking, I'm ready to faint, and yet I still want to savor this moment for a few moments.

“Yeah, that’s it, milk my cock. Good girl.”

I move my hips eagerly, chasing every little spark of pleasure my body possesses, like a thirsty man finding water in the desert.

The movements of the man are more imprecise, more brutal. I’m now sure that he is destroying me, ruining me for others. And yet, I let him do it without the slightest regret.

Because soon, comes what I have been waiting for. In a powerful rattle, the man empties deep inside me, releasing his hot seed in the pit of my belly, marking me with his possession.

My head rests on his shoulder and I can't hold back a contented sigh as his cock continues to throb inside me.

I am his.


Chapter 5

Slowly, I open my eyes. A moan of pain escapes me as I move my legs. No doubt about. Last night really happened. I would never have been so sore if it had only been a dream.

I stretch, falling back with relish against my soft pillow. Flashes from last night come to my mind. After Rhys emptied himself into me, the men left the room one after another, leaving us alone.

Rhys then removed my blindfold and gently pulled himself off of me. Then he lay down, drawing me with him. Embracing me, he hugged me, gently caressing my back, bringing me unparalleled tenderness and comfort.

This man was a stranger, and yet he knew how to show incomparable care. Apparently, this is part of the role of a dominant. Making sure his submissive feels safe, especially after such an intense session.

After a long moment of rest, he carried me to the bathroom. Despite everything that had happened, we couldn't help but do it again. He picked me up, pinning me against the shower tile as the water trickled over our bodies.

There was no more urgency, no more rough desire. Just an intimate moment, the need to feel our bodies unite one last time. Then, he accompanied me to the taxi that was waiting for me, before leaving me his number. In case something went wrong, and I needed help.

Then he whispered a few words in my ear so the driver couldn't hear, making me blush with mixed pleasure and pride.

“You were a very good sub tonight. It will be known at the club. I already know I have friends who would love to introduce you to more things than you could imagine. You should really come back. You have a gift for this, little girl.”

I smile thinking about those words. If I enjoyed my experience with him, I would not be against submitting to other dominants. See their method, discover new things. I still have so much to learn.

For now, I really need to rest. But one thing is certain.

I’m far from being done with this house of pleasures.


BOUND TO PLEASURE


Chapter 1

“Yes, that's it. Just like that. Damn, you’re hot.”

My cheeks flushed, I push the man a little deeper into my mouth. I never thought that one day, I would suck the dick of a man I barely know. Even less in a public place.

Oh, sure, we are not the only ones doing this. In this BDSM club, everything is done for people to have fun. As I discovered the first time I came. And what a first time...

No sooner had I arrived than a most attractive dominant approached me, flirting and introducing me to this new world. I planned to be a simple observer; I became a submissive. And when this man offered to fulfill one of my most secret fantasies, I hastened to accept.

Blindfolded, I let him invite other dominants into one of the club rooms. Thus deprived of my sight, I couldn’t say how many men passed over me. All I know is that I loved it so much that I'm already back.

Much less nervous than the first time, I entered the club, immediately heading for the main room. The one where everything is allowed, as long as you find someone with the same desires and kinks as you.

I scanned the room, looking at the bodies that were already mixing, feasting on the sounds of flesh and pleasure, barely drowned out by the light background music. Immediately, I felt my arousal rise, soaking my panties obscenely.

I couldn't help but stare at all the men there, wondering if they were there last week, when I was offered to everyone. Did they see me naked? Have they tasted my mouth, my pussy?

Not seeing Rhys, my very first dominant, I sat on one of the chairs, enjoying the spectacle of a woman tied to the ceiling, her breasts trapped in a rope while a man has fun taking her ever closer to orgasm, without ever letting her fall into it.

That's when Noah came along. Gently, he grabbed my hand, placing a light kiss on it. I couldn't help but smile at this gesture of gallantry, seeming so out of step with the rest of the room.

But you have to believe that this is an effective way of attracting the attention of a woman. Because immediately, I turned away from the show to focus only on him. It didn't take long for us to start kissing. To start touching.

Now I'm leaning over him, busy taking him into my mouth, forgetting that there are people all around us. These are probably too busy with their partners to even care about what we’re doing. But if they want to watch us, I'm not going to stop them.

Kneeling on the velvet bench, I expose my ass, enclosed in my little leather skirt, to everyone. This one is so short, I'm sure it shows off my black lace thong. I had to go buy another one, after Rhys destroyed mine last week.

I wonder what he did with it, after slipping it into his pants’ pocket. Maybe he kept it as a trophy. A wave of excitement overwhelms me at this idea. I've always been a good girl, but now I've turned out to be a real slut. In this club, my only goal is to find out what other dominants can do to me.

With Noah, things seem to be off to a good start. Between two grunts, he changes his speech, going from encouragement and compliments to degrading words, each bringing me the same thrill of excitement, the same desire to satisfy him a little more.

One of his hands closes over my hair as I take him a little deeper, until he touches the back of my throat. I choke a little at this unpleasant contact, but hold on. More than anything, I want to satisfy my dominant, even if he has this role only for one night.

As his fingers hold me down on his member, his other hand slides slowly down my back, leaving a trail of goosebumps all over my body. The man takes his time, discovers me, makes me languish, until he finally reaches my ass.

With a firm movement, he squeezes my globes in his grip, squeezing a little squeal of pleasure from me. I discovered it last week. I like being manhandled. Used. In pain. This unnatural stimulation excites me more than I dare admit to myself.

The heat burns my face as the man slowly pulls up my skirt, baring my ass and offering it for all to see. Without wasting a moment, the dominant slides his finger under the thin piece of fabric barely covering them. He plays with the string for a moment, making the nervousness rise in me, but he doesn't take it away.

Then, he passes his hand inside, letting it discover my soaked pussy. I moan, trembling with pleasure at this simple gesture. But soon, he reveals his intentions, moving his soaked fingers over my crenellated contour.

Shame takes hold of me. If last week I let Rhys plunge a plug into that taboo spot, I never expected to be touched there again so quickly. And even less in front of all these people.

However, I do not pronounce my safe word, nor do I weaken in my movements of the head. He doesn't move his hand, just leaving it there, while his other hand gently caresses my hair in an almost intimate gesture. Then he leans over me, his warm voice making me shiver as much as his words.

“I've been dreaming about your little ass all week. Ever since I saw you with that plug, I wanted it to be mine. What do you say? Are you going to be a good girl and give it to me?”

I freeze, letting his words infuse in me. So, he was there last week. He is one of those men who used me without the slightest shame, as if I were their little toy.

I don't know why, but I feel even more excited at this prospect. He saw what I am capable of, and appreciated it. Otherwise, why would he be with me right now?

His question resonates in me without me being able to find an answer. If I fantasized about going a little further, I don't know if I'm able to take the plunge. I feel torn, and continues to slowly suck his length to try to gain some time.

But the man wants an answer. Slowly, Noah grabs my chin, forcing me to let go. Our gazes dive into each other. His is peaceful. It is neither threatening nor frightening. He just wants to continue my initiation. And I think... I think I’m going to accept.

“Let's start slow, and we'll see if you like it. You have your safe word if you want to stop. So, little girl, what do you say?”

Reassured by these few promises, I nod my head before taking his hand, ready to follow him wherever he decides to take me.


Chapter 2

I let out a long moan as his mouth crashes against mine, his tongue visiting me obscenely, roaming every inch of my cavity. I have never been kissed so passionately. I feel like I'm swallowed up by this man, and I wouldn't want it to stop for anything in the world.

Without ever breaking the kiss, the man's powerful hands land on my hips, holding them firmly before sliding onto my stomach.

I suddenly feel very small, thus held in his arms. I hadn't noticed how imposing his stature was. I feel like one move of his hands would be enough to snap me in two.

Far from frightening me, this prospect excites me even more, and I can't help but wonder how I would feel if he put his powerful fingers on my throat.

For the moment, it’s on my belly that he moves them. With force, he grabs the tails of my light shirt. Before I even have time to react, he pulls on it, popping the buttons of the garment one by one.

I squeal in protest. It was my prettiest top. But the man doesn't care, his hand sliding over my ass to smack it with authority. I understand the message. He's in charge here. I have no say.

This idea only heightens my excitement. I am now fully soaked, and desperate for his caresses to intensify.

I moan uncontrollably as the palm of his hand closes over my breast still covered in my black lace bra. Through the fabric, the dominant enjoys grabbing my nipple, pinching it barely enough to make me feel anything.

Yet I'm so stimulated that it's enough to make me squeal. The man smiles, satisfied with the reactions he manages to snatch from me. Playfully, he grabs my bottom lip between his teeth, pulling just enough to drive me crazy.

I feel like I'm fainting. It's only the firm grip of his arm around my waist that keeps me going. Slowly, his fingers join my crotch. He lets out a mocking sound against my lips as he realizes how wet I am.

My heart beats a little faster as Noah expertly unhooks my bra. Without missing a beat, he rids my chest of all clothing, breaking the kiss to admire what will be his tonight.

The man licks his lips, a gleam of excitement in his eyes. Slowly he puts his thumb on one of my sensitive spots, making me shudder. His gaze is so intense in mine that I have to look away.

I feel like my whole body is on fire as he caresses me with treacherous slowness. But before I even have time to blush with shame at my condition, the man picks me up, making me cry out in surprise.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around and presses me against the desk behind me. I, who was wondering about its use in such a place, now I understand better.

For a moment, I stop breathing at the sudden brutality. The man is even stronger than I had imagined. If he wanted to, he could destroy me. And I won't stop him. I don't know where these dark thoughts are coming from, but I don't care.

Because the arousal has never been greater than now that his hand is resting on my upper back, holding me firmly in place. My breathing quickens, my breasts stuck against the cold glass covering the desk.

With the same force, the dominant grabs my skirt, pulling it up over my hips to give himself a full view of my ass. I squeal as one of his hands lands on my thin skin. My whole body shudders at this contact, which is repeated again and again.

I like being spanked like this, transformed into an object that he can dispose of as he wishes. Even though they are painful, his fingers snapping my ass have the same effect on me as if they were placed on my clit. The latter contracts, silently begging for a caress, for a mark of intense attention.

The man suspends his blows to slowly slip his fingers under my thong and make it fall down my legs. I shudder as I feel him lower behind me, his warm breath caressing my most private parts.

I'm shaking, soaked like never before. I chew my lip impatiently, praying that he will taste me. If he's as good with his tongue there as he was in my mouth, I know the ecstasy won't be long in coming.

I moan as he blows on my private parts. This simple gesture is enough to make me lose my mind. I know I should show more restraint. To wait patiently to receive what my master deigns to offer me.

But I can't help but wiggle my hips in a desperate attempt to receive his mouth on my desperate clit. The man's response is not long in coming.

I yelp as he slams his hand down on my ass again, a slap much harder than he's ever given me. Unconsciously, I approach my hand to my buttocks, trying to soothe the burn he has just created.

But that too, I have no right to. He slaps my hand sharply to remove it, taking its place on my inflamed globe. His fingers grip me, digging hard into my skin in a massage that's as painful as it is exciting.

I lick my lips as he leaves my ass to descend a little lower, giving me a glimpse of the possibility of a little more pleasure. But at the too light touch on my skin, I understand that the man has no intention of relieving me. He barely brushes my tense clit, only adding to my impatience.

I let out a long, frustrated moan as the man scoots back onto my thighs, skimming along them at far too slow a pace, setting my nerves on edge, a trail of goosebumps covering my entire body as my arousal continues to flow between my legs.

His fingers take hold of it, coating themselves in my natural lube without ever touching me more than necessary. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep myself from moaning. I know the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. I have to be patient and accept what he wants to give me. He'll take care of me eventually, right?

I hold back a cry of surprise as, without the slightest warning sign, one of his fingers plunges between my buttocks. Although it’s covered with my excitement, its passage is not the easiest. The man has thick fingers, I realize now that a first knuckle is sinking into my most taboo entrance.

Still leaning on the table, I try to keep control of my breathing. I hadn't expected it to happen so quickly. And yet, I don't have the slightest desire to stop him, even if I'm worried about what will happen next. How would I be able to take a man in this tight spot of me when I can barely accept his finger?

My dominant doesn’t seem to be thinking about these kinds of questions. Unfazed, he continues his dive into me, opening me inch by inch. His free hand rests between my shoulder blades, in a gesture as possessive as it is protective. I focus on the warmth it gives me, rather than the tight feeling it causes between my legs.

My forehead rests on the table below me again, and I can't help but sigh in relief when finally, his finger is all of me. It's not much, but knowing that he can't go any further at the moment reassures me.

I take a deep breath, getting used to the feeling as he stays still, giving me a few moments of respite before beginning to slowly move back and forth. Little by little, my grunts of discomfort turn into light sighs of relief.

I'm almost disappointed when Noah pulls his finger out and walks away, leaving me on that table. Thus positioned, leaning, legs apart, I feel more exposed than ever. My cheeks blush, I find it hard to stay still, I feel so ashamed. A part of me would like to cover my naked body.

I am ridiculous. Why would I want to hide from a man who, not thirty seconds ago, had his finger stuck deep inside my ass? You can hardly get more intimate than that. And yet, I really want to hide from his gaze.

But considering the power he put into his spanking when I had done nothing, I dare not imagine what he would do to me if I moved without his permission.

I take a deep breath, trying to stay calm. Soon, the man is back with me, his hand caressing carelessly my sore ass. I can't wait for him to touch me again. But Noah doesn't seem to be in a hurry.

Slowly, he runs his index finger through my body, having fun making me shiver. I do my best to stay still, although it is more difficult than ever. Despite the irrepressible urge that takes me, I don't turn around to see what he's doing.

My stomach contracts as I hear the sound of liquid coming out of a tube. I know it, this sound means only one thing: he’s about to insert something into me.

All the air comes out of my lungs as I feel a tight ball moving inside me. I don't recognize the object. It's neither his finger nor a plug. He continues to push it down, a second ball appearing. This one is slightly larger than the previous one.

Despite the surprise, I manage for the moment to hold the position. This object is not as wide as my master's fingers. I lick my lips, surprising myself enjoying the feeling. I who was desperate to receive it in my dripping wet pussy, now I'm ready to forget that.

I almost groan with pleasure when a slightly larger third ball followed the other two. I think I now know what it is. It's a kind of wand. I've seen it once, while browsing a sex toy site. I believe that my reaction to seeing this object for the first time was disgust.

I never imagined that one day, I would spread my legs to let a man push such an object into me without my protesting for a moment. Even less a stranger. I don't recognize myself. I who thought a good girl, I now discover that I am a real slut.

The wand continues its progress in me. The balls are much bigger, much wider, and they find it harder to force their way into me. I grit my teeth, feeling more open than ever.

The man takes a break and yet I feel that the wand is not yet fully in. That I still have more to take. I take a deep breath, trying not to think how huge the last ball might be.

Maybe it's smaller than his cock. I had it in my mouth. He’s BIG. Wide, and long. I don't even want to imagine what it would be like to have him in my tightest hole. I'm not sure this is possible. Has he ever done it with another woman? I dare not ask him.

I let out a squeal of discomfort as the man resumes his dive into me. The next ball suddenly seems huge to me, associated with all the others before it.

And yet, I do not stop him. I want him to go all the way. I want to see what I'm capable of, despite the fear that twists my stomach. I really don't want to say my safe word.

How is it possible to place such trust in someone you barely know? Sure, he was already inside me last week, if I believe his words. But is this reason enough? I didn't know, so he remains a complete stranger.

And yet, I trust him blindly. I absolutely don't want him to stop. Even if the new ball he has just pushed makes me grit my teeth and bring tears to my eyes. I'm not afraid of a little pain.

I feel like it makes me more alive. That all my senses are heightened. That pleasure is much stronger, much more explosive. Yes, there is no doubt. I like being a submissive.

His hand caresses the back of my neck gently as I tremble now, the last ball entering me, wider than ever. He doesn’t say a word, his presence still threatening above me.

And yet, with this simple little gesture, he reminds me that I am safe. That he is there for me. So, I focus on my breathing again, trying to calm my racing heart against my chest. Against the desk under me, it seems.

The man does not move for a long time. Then, seeing that my body is starting to relax, he begins to caress my buttocks, bringing me the comfort that my damaged skin is crying out for.

Then, with the same force, he flips me over again, spreading my thighs apart as my back rests on the cold surface of the desk. I prop myself up on my elbows to get a better look at him as his hand slides from my throat to visit my chest, passing between my breasts without touching them, almost making me moan in disappointment.

He continues his descent until brushing against my clit, without ever pressing on it. I bite my lip and give him a desperate look. A smirk parts the corner of his lip as his hands settle on my thighs, holding them wide open. My chest is heaving rapidly now, and I look forward to what's next.

My mouth opens in a perfect O as, without taking his eyes off me, the man drops to his knees, his mouth aligned with my soaked pussy. I bite my lip, not really daring to believe it.

And yet, the next moment, he sticks out his tongue and passes it slowly over my slit offered to his gaze. I let out a long moan and close my fingers around the edge of the desk. What I would really like is to run them through his hair, to keep him in this position to force him to continue his exciting gestures.

But again, it's not up to me to choose. He is the master. He’s the one who decides. And like everything he's done since we started, he takes pleasure in keeping me waiting.

His mouth slides over the thin skin inside my thigh, depositing light kisses that make me shudder. Then he sticks his tongue out, drawing small gestures on my skin, showing me what it would feel like if he put it where I really wanted it.

But here, excitement mixes with frustration. I have to bite the inside of my cheek so I don't beg him. So I don’t moan.

Again, the man returns to my nerve button. He licks it lightly. It's barely if I feel this gesture, and yet I let out an incredibly loud moan. I'm not even trying to pretend. That's what comes naturally to me as he does it over and over again.

His fingers firmly hold my open thighs, digging into the tender flesh. I push my head back as he begins to suck on me, capturing my clit between his lips to tug on it with an almost painful gentleness.

One of his hands suddenly moves up my body, gripping one of my hard nipples. I let out a small squeal as he twists it, sending strong electric shocks throughout my body. Then he drops his hand again to better grip the wand still inside me.

Without ever stopping his licks, he begins to move the object, setting all these balls in motion, tearing me apart a little more, and snatching even more powerful moans from me.

I groan in frustration as he suddenly stops. Slowly, he steps back and gets up. I can't help moaning again as he slowly removes the balls from my private entrance.

A mocking smile forms on his lips as the wand is completely removed, leaving me emptier than ever. He leans over me, making me shiver with his power, his arms framing me. His face brushes mine without ever kissing me. I am a prisoner of his body. Of his will.

“You wanna cum little girl? You must beg me for that.”

Stunned, I stutter pathetically as he walks away, fetching a new toy. He totally ignores me, not seeming to listen to any of my desperate please, Master.

He comes back to me, a fine dildo in his hand, which he coats with lubricant. My entire body freezes as his eyes dive into mine.

“So, tell me little girl... Where do you want me to fuck you with that?”

I blush heavily. The wisest answer is obvious. I would like him to take me in the normal way, in the entrance of my body that was created for this.

And yet, there is a little voice inside me that tells me that this is not what he expects. Worse. That little voice makes me realize that I don't want it either.

So, intoxicated by his caresses and stimulations, I forget my shame and hear myself begging him.

“In… In my ass. Please Master. I want you to take me there.”

A mocking sound escapes the man. Slowly, he pushes the dildo against my most taboo entrance, making it enter me without much difficulty. I breathe a long sigh of relief, delighted to be fulfilled again. Glad to be able to take it, too.

The man pushes it all the way in, making me moan. I could never have believed it was so good to have something in that shameful place in my body.

The man goes down on his knees, starting to lick me with passion. I squeal softly as he captures my nerve button between his teeth, biting it just enough to send me on that fine line between pain and intense pleasure.

I gasp, totally desperate. And yet, he proves to me that I am far from having seen everything.

Suddenly he turns on the dildo, making it vibrate inside me. I can't help but arch my back, disoriented by this new and yet delicious feeling. He presses his arm against my stomach, forcing me to hold him in place as he continues to devour me like a starving man.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, feasting on my excitement, making me scream at the top of my lungs. I put my hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples hard. I think I'm going to explode if I don't come very quickly.

The man does not stop, plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy, making me simply scream with pleasure now. I completely lose my footing as a powerful orgasm washes over me, making me convulse on this uncomfortable desk.

For long moments, the man accompanies my ecstasy, slowing his movements as my body relaxes, becoming limp against the furniture.

Slowly he removes the dildo and kisses the inside of my thighs, before coming to capture my lips, giving me a taste of my own excitement.

“Not bad for a first, right? You’ll see, soon you’ll never want to come with anything other than your little ass.”


Chapter 3

I speed up, trying to keep up with Noah to use his imposing stature as protection. We left the bedroom to return to the main room. However, he did not let me get dressed.

Here I am in heels, my breasts exposed to the sight of all. My skirt badly put back lets appear the line of my buttocks, deprived of the least underwear. My heels click on the ground in a heady music.

I'm dying to hide my chest, to shelter myself from all those looks I feel on me now that we're back among the other customers. However, I am far from being the most undressed.

Some people are having a blast, naked as on the first day, mixing with others without the slightest restraint, the bodies starting and ending without clear distinction.

Still, I would like to hide myself. At least put my hand in front of my chest, keep my boobs from bouncing every time I put my foot down. And yet, a single look from my dominant for the night makes me realize that it is out of the question. He looks so stern all of a sudden.

His hand slips into mine though, his fingers intertwining with mine to guide me to the bar. I cling to it a little more than I should, finding some confidence and comfort.

I straighten up, raise my chin, and parade proudly on the arm of this man so attractive. I'm sure there are plenty of other women who would love to lose themselves in his arms tonight. And yet, he chose me.

I keep this thought in mind as the man orders me a juice. I hurriedly down it, realizing how much I needed that boost of energy. Then, I observe the room, watching what happens there, the things that people do, not caring about being completely exposed to the gaze of others.

Noah chats with the bartender for a few moments, before putting his arm around me and whispering in my ear.

“You remember what you did last time?”

“Y… Yes.”

“How about we do it again?”

I shudder, remembering only too well the hands that manhandle me, the bodies using me, the men going over me one after the other, holding my thighs open to use me to satisfy their needs.

No, I did not forget anything. And this memory alone is enough to awaken all the desire in me. The man must see him, a delighted smile forming on his lips. I think about it for a few moments, trying to find a good reason to refuse. But I can't find any. I think I'm well and truly ready to do it again.

I nod, an almost candid look on my face. The man leans over me and kisses me fervently, making me shiver again. I come closer to him, my bare breasts caressing his chest still covered in an impeccably tailored shirt.

Without rushing, he breaks the kiss before taking my hand to guide me to a new room. This is nothing special at first sight. Then, I discover an object. A machine. It doesn't take long for me to figure out what it's for.

Taken aback, I turn to my dominant, who smiles at me, sweeping the few hairs that have escaped from my ponytail to fall on my face, putting them behind my ear.

“I thought you'd appreciate this little thing, considering last time.”

I bite my lip, finding no answer to that. The man doesn't care, leading me to the bed. Without delay, he gets rid of my skirt, letting it slide to the ground, undressing me completely.

“Lie down on your stomach, and stretch your arms behind your back.”

Slightly trembling, I obey. For long minutes, nothing happens. I wait, as impatient as anxious. I don't know exactly what he's going to do with me. All I know is that, soon, this room will be full of men again, all ready to pass over me.

And if I believe what we did earlier... It seems that they will have the right to explore a new part of my body tonight. I had imagined it last week, while finding the idea frightening. But now, the prospect of being taken by two men at once makes me more curious than ever.

The man approaches me, closing leather handcuffs on my wrists. Then, he does the same with my feet, connecting them to my thighs to force me into an impossible position.

Thus tied, I know that only the men will be able to control the movements of my body, lifting me at will to use me as a rag doll. I feel my pussy contract at this idea. I'm more soaked than ever, and the memory of my recent orgasm is now far away. I need more. Much more.

The man approaches my face, leaning in to kiss me. His warm tongue rushes into my mouth, capturing mine in a dance that makes me moan. I don't think I had ever been kissed by such a gifted man. A simple kiss, and I feel myself falling. How is this possible?

He pulls away slowly, stroking my hair for a moment before pulling something out of his pocket. I widen my eyes realizing what it is. A gag. Visibly proud of my reaction, the man has a dangerous smile on his face.

I shiver, feeling the fear rise within me. I could still stop everything. Shout my safe word while my mouth is still free. But I don't. Not because fear paralyzes me. No. Because the dark excitement rising within me takes over my anxiety.

The man, after giving me this moment of reflection, puts his hand on my jaw, forcing me to open my mouth to slip this small round ball between my teeth. I bite it, trying to calm my quickening breathing. I know it's only just begun, I can't panic right now.

With a slow gesture, the man attaches the leather strap to the back of my head, before stepping back to look at me thus harnessed, completely submissive to his will. He strokes my hair in a comforting caress.

He remains thus long moments to watch out my reactions. Giving me time to tap my feet or hands to tell him that I want to stop.

Despite the fear that twists my stomach, I do nothing. I really want to continue. See what can happen, thus harnessed and surrounded by men.

“Good girl.”

He whispers in a deep voice, caressing my cheek tenderly. These simple words send a wave of heat through my body. More than anything, satisfying a dominant is something that makes me proud, and keeps me going.

The man pulls away from me, putting his index finger on the back of my neck. He slides it down my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. I bite the little ball in my mouth a little harder as his finger comes between my buttocks.

Slowly, he traces the outline of my crenellated entrance, before placing two powerful slaps on my buttocks. I squeal, my whole body shaking. Still, I want more, arching my body as much as I can despite the restraints he placed against my skin.

The dominant continues his descent, again plunging two fingers into my soaked pussy. I gasp in surprise, barely muffled by my gag as he jerks back and forth inside me.

I can feel my cheeks flush as I hear the wet sound echoing through the room. No doubt, I am indeed wet, ready to receive him and all his guests.

I shiver as I hear him bring the machine closer to me. He drips lube on it, before sticking it to my soaking wet entrance, replacing his fingers. I can barely swallow with my mouth thus held open.

I have to concentrate on my breathing as I feel the dildo at the end of this machine push through me. It's pretty wide, but nothing I can't stand. I know it, all these men ready to take care of me are going to give me a lot more trouble.

I take a deep breath as the object is now completely inside my privacy. I get used to its presence, now waiting for the dominant to start it, and make me discover the omnipotence of this object until then unknown.

However, nothing happens. Taken aback, I look up as I feel the man walking around me. My eyes widen as after a few moments out of sight, he returns again with an object I recognize all too well. A camera.

I try to follow him with my eyes as he sets it up on a tripod, at an angle that I know will show all of my decadence. My breathing quickens, I panic a little. I'm not really against the idea, but I don't know what the man intends to do with this video.

Once everything is installed, he approaches me, catching my chin between his fingers.

“Don't worry. From this angle, no one will be able to recognize you. Your face won’t appear. I just don't want to miss the chance to have you in my private collection. It’s alright?”

Shyly, I nod, suddenly excited at the idea of being kept for posterity, even if it's in such a degrading position. I think that's what excites me the most. He whispers a good girl again, before pulling back, caressing my body absentmindedly.

Again, he approaches my ass. My nervousness increases as I hear the sound of lube dripping. I can't help wondering what he's doing. Quickly, I have my answer when he spreads my globes firmly, before pushing a small piece of silicone against my still open entrance. A plug.

I barely sigh when he pushes it in, now used to much bigger things. Once the toy is installed, he gently massages my ass, making me let my guard down.

A gasp of surprise escapes me, barely muffled by the gag, as the machine suddenly kicks into gear, driving the dildo in and out of me in a painfully slow rhythm. It's really not enough to satisfy me, but I have to be content with it.

I know it, in a few moments, they will be a whole cohort of men, ready to run over my body. I should probably take advantage of these last moments of respite before being used again in the most degrading ways.


Chapter 4

My breathing quickens as the doors open, revealing unfamiliar faces. It's the first time I've seen them, and yet what I'm about to let them do of my body is one of the most intimate things there is.

It's probably madness, I should be embarrassed just to think that this could happen. And yet, despite the blush rising on my cheeks, I feel more ready than ever.

Unlike last week, this time my eyes are not blindfolded. I can see all these men. Their faces, their bodies. I wonder how I would react if I came across one of them on the street, or at my job. I can't help but sigh in relief realizing that I don't know any of them.

It’d have been awful if I had found there a colleague, a neighbor. I should have quit, moved away. Because even if I'm ready to take the plunge and get ganged again by all these men, I really don't want to let it be known everywhere how much of a slut I am.

In a seemingly planned choreography, the men settle down one after the other around me. Timidly, I look up, looking at them one after the other. My cheeks are redder than ever.

I am ashamed of my position. Ashamed to be exposed like this. Ashamed of not being able to hold back the few moans that escape from my gag because of this infernal machine in me.

I spot a few smiles, a few erections that are already starting to tighten the pants. I can barely hear my one-night dominant explaining the rules of the game to everyone, telling them my safe word.

Despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I'm not afraid. I know that they will listen to me, that they will respect my limits, if ever I managed to reach them. Deep down, I hope I'll hold on.

That no matter what perversity they want to do to my body, I bear them all and satisfy them one after another. Until, I too reached new, unexplored heights of pleasure.

I feel intimidated by all these eyes on me. I believe this is more difficult than last week. I thought seeing them would make it easier for me, because I could see what they're doing, what they think of the show.

But I suddenly find myself tiny, thus tied naked while they seem huge, muscular, and above all still fully clothed, standing above my body.

A first man comes forward, more determined than the others. Slowly, he settles in front of me, his face leaning on mine. I can feel his breath caressing my skin as an almost sickly smile tugs at his lips.

With a theatrical gesture, he raises before my eyes the remote control connecting me to the machine, having surely received it from my dominant. I swallow hard, wondering what he's going to do to me now.

For the moment, the comings and goings of the dildo in me are very light, I barely feel them. But that is changing fast. Without warning me, the man presses a button, drastically increasing the speed of the back and forth of the machine.

I instinctively arch my back, my body finding itself blocked by the many restraints placed around my skin. My high-pitched squeal provokes a few laughs from the room. I watch the men, a frightened expression on my face as I feel overwhelmed by events.

Some have already started caressing each other through their pants, ready to intervene. They look like wolves, ready to pounce on their prey to devour it whole. I am the sacrificial lamb, and it suddenly worries me.

The man holding his hand to the remote grabs my face, forcing me to look at him. His hazel eyes are bewitching, and I anchor myself to them like a buoy, trying by all means to regain my footing and not completely lose my control of myself.

I breathe a quiet sigh of relief as the toy stops, giving me some respite. The man is having fun, stroking my face before slyly resuming the thrusts of the machine inside me, even more powerful than before.

I fight in spite of myself, my body reacting to the power of these movements in him. Again, this makes the men around me laugh. Everyone seems happy to see me struggling like this and losing control of my body.

This little power game seems to excite them. And if I'm being honest… It turns me on too. The machine pounds me at a steady pace, driving me crazy. It's unlike anything I've experienced before.

With this gag on, I can't stop a little drool from dripping down my chin, only adding to my sense of humiliation. I have absolutely no control over anything. I am their object. Their little thing, and they don't hesitate to let me know.

A man approaches us as the former continues to stare at me, changing the speed of the toy inside me at an excruciating rate. The newcomer puts his hand on my neck before sliding it down my back.

He plays with my tied hands, before landing on my buttocks. He begins by spreading them, offering himself an even better view of the plug in me. Then, after slapping my ass loudly, he grabs the little toy, making it move slowly inside me.

I have trouble breathing, and can no longer swallow to try to regain some control. My squeals become pathetic groans against my gag. I feel like I'm going to choke if they don't take it away from me.

The man in front of me is amused, grabbing my throat in his steady hand. I shudder at this mark of strength and power. He clenches his fingers slightly, making me shiver.

But despite the instinctive fear I feel, I can't help but be aroused, my intimacy tightening a little more around the dildo inside me.

The man bends over me, his cologne soaking up my nose, his heady scent making me vibrate.

“You are going to be a good girl and suck my cock.”

Greedily, I nod, too eager to finally be rid of that painful bond in my mouth. Happy to finally be able to show them what I'm capable of.

Without hurrying, the stranger undoes the leather buckle behind my head. When the object finally leaves my mouth, I can't help but have a long sigh of relief. But I can't rest any longer. Because without me realizing it, he undid his pants and pulled out his cock, already presenting it to my lips.

I swallow hard but open my mouth without him having to ask. Immediately, he lets his thick tip slide inside me.

The man takes his time, not trying to destroy my mouth immediately. He seems to take pleasure in controlling the pace of this meeting. It's as if there was only him. As if there weren't all these men around us, also waiting to have the right to touch me, to use me.

After a while he lets himself go, going deeper and deeper, slapping the back of my throat. A muffled sound escapes me as at the same time he further intensifies the movements of the dildo. It doesn't take long for him to pick up the same pace, tracing his thrusts to the machine, pounding me hard from both sides as the other man continues to wiggle the plug inside me.

I close my eyes, trying to keep my footing and not be intimidated by the situation. I know this is just getting started. Soon, this plug will surely be replaced by another man. I shudder, concentrating on the man in my mouth so as not to think about the rest.

As best I can, I move my tongue, trying to tickle its tip, its length, to make it come faster. The man lets me do it, a satisfied rattle escaping from his throat as I focus more and more.

His hand slides into my hair, squeezing it roughly as his movements quicken. A few more thrusts, and he drops his seed deep in my throat, making me cough. He pulls back and walks away without a single glance at me, tossing the remote casually at another man as some of his liquid drips down my chin.

I don't have time to be moved by the situation when another man arrives, taking his place without hesitation. He’s not as big as the other, and I take him without difficulty. The comings and goings of the machine within me have calmed down, now unbelievably slow. Far too slow.

I arch my back a little and try to move my hips to give me more friction. A loud smack hits my ass, and I have to stop myself so as not to bite the man's member in my mouth.

I hadn't expected this. However, I know it, I must respect the rule of the dominant around me. It is up to them to decide my fate. Not for me.

I feel them getting closer to me. Although I can't look, the sounds I hear leave little room for interpretation. And as a new man settles in my mouth, I feel wet drops fall on my back, on my ass.

My cheeks flush as I realize that a man has just jerked off on me, not waiting to have access to my mouth or my pussy to let himself go. Maybe he'll come back later for a second round. If that's what he wants, I'll do everything in my power to satisfy him. For him like for the others, I want to be the perfect slave.

I don't know how much time passes like this, the men playing with my mouth and with the remote control of the toy inside me without ever letting me get my fill. I feel more frustrated than ever, my clit throbbing, desperate for release.

I gasp in surprise as suddenly the plug is pulled out from between my ass. I can't stop my breathing from quickening as fingers trace my jagged outline. Looks like serious things are about to begin.

A lubricated finger slides inside me slowly, barely enough to make me sigh. After everything my dominant has done to me, I'm going to need a lot more. As if the stranger guessed, he adds a second finger, pushing it deep in one motion.

I moan against the cock in my mouth as he begins to scissor inside of me, slowly but surely tearing me apart as the dildo continues to pound me at a slow pace.

I'm sure that now, I’m staining the sheets under me, as my excitement is strong. In the room, we can quite hear the wet sound of my pussy being penetrated at this mechanical rhythm. This little game goes on and on, until the man in front of me empties into my mouth with an obscene rattle.

I swallow his seed without asking questions, far too concerned about what's going on behind me. I can't hold back a smile when Noah comes near me. I didn't know the man until a few hours ago, and now I see him as a buoy, something to cling to so as not to sink.

His hand slides up my cheek, his thumb picking up some fresh seed sliding down my chin. Unceremoniously, he shoves his covered finger into my mouth, giving me a silent command.

Slowly, I begin to lick him, looking up at him and giving him my most lustful gaze. The man smiles, visibly pleased to see me so shameless. He kneels down to my level, his warm breath against my skin making me shiver again.

“Tell me little girl, how about we show them what you're really capable of?”

My mouth opens and I feel my cheeks blush. I understand very well what he wants to do. I feel thousands of questions swirling around in my mind. Is it reasonable? Should I accept it? What if it hurt? What if, what if?

The man, seeing my questioning, delicately places his lips on my forehead, offering me unexpected comfort. When he pulls away, I smile, and nod my head gently. A mocking grin lights up his face.

“Beg me.”

I bite my lip, suddenly realizing what he's asking of me. Doing all this in public is one thing. But saying it out loud, even begging it, is something I hadn't considered. And yet, I know that I have no choice. What will happen if I shut up? I wouldn't have what I want, that's for sure.

But he might even decide to punish me. Maybe he'd leave me strapped to this machine, letting it pound me at a slow pace over and over until I couldn't take it anymore, my body shaking and I starting to cry, to beg him to deliver me.

So, with a trembling voice, I decide not to make myself suffer more than necessary.

“Please Master. Fuck my ass.”

A few laughs and hisses break out here and there in the room, the men seeming visibly excited to hear me beg for such a degrading thing. The man pats my cheek as if to congratulate me on my obedience.

The fingers between my ass come out as Noah walks around me. The men stay in a circle around me, no one coming to fill my mouth. All doubtless want first to observe the spectacle of my degradation.

I close my eyes and focus on my breathing as I hear the sound of lube coming out of its tube. At least he is preparing properly.

I can't stop my nails from digging into the palms of my hands as he climbs on top of me, accommodating my position as best he can. The dildo stopped inside me, halfway in, just enough to remind me of its presence without being too uncomfortable.

My breathing stops when, finally, I feel the tip of the man slipping between my globes that he holds apart. A pathetic squeak escapes my throat as the man tries to squeeze his massive member into that tight spot inside me.

He’s way larger than the largest ball of the wand he played inside me with earlier. My forehead rests on the mattress beneath me as I try to calm my heart, which is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to burst out of my chest any moment now.

A few tears stream down my eyes as my one-night dominant continues to progress inside me. I feel like he will never stop entering me. I have never felt so open, so torn. And yet, I have to hold on.

It's what I wanted after all. To be taken there. And I don't want him to stop. My mouth is free, I could very well beg him, ask him to stop with my safe word.

But despite the difficulty and the tug I feel right now, I want him to continue. I want to see what it feels like to be caught there, maybe even with the machine running, or with another man. I don't know if I could handle it yet, but more than anything, I want to try.

Noah puts his hand between my shoulder blades, stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb as he thrusts his last few inches into me. Sounds worthy of an animal come out of my throat, groans and squeals that I had never heard myself utter before.

In the room, the men fell silent, as if they were witnessing a historic moment. I almost smile at the idea when finally, the man's hips come to meet mine. I breathe a sigh of relief, and it's like the entire room catches its breath.

A murmur of approval rings out, some men even starting to touch themselves at the sight. Breathing hard, I stare at them one after the other, as if seeking their approval. Showing them my pride.

Behind me, Noah begins to slowly move his hips, testing the waters, seeing what I can take. Then he begins to pull back, squeezing an uncontrollable hiss of discomfort from me. His hand continues to stroke my back, encouraging me to hold on, grounding me in the present.

Little by little, his movements become faster, making me discover what it feels like to have the thick and hot member of a man in my most taboo entrance. It has nothing to do with the toys he has used so far.

Even though its thickness is hard to bear, it tastes way more delicious than any piece of silicone on earth. Hearing me moan slightly, a more playful man decides it's time to push things a little more.

A squeal of mixed pleasure and surprise escapes me as the dildo resumes its course inside me. For a few moments, I stopped breathing, too stunned by these new sensations. I open up even more, if that is possible.

My dominant does not leave me the slightest respite, continuing his comings and goings despite the machine that pounds me in turn. Worse, he even adapts his pace to make sure that at no time am I empty.

I thought I was having trouble breathing, but now a man comes to prove to me that I haven't seen anything yet. Approaching me, he lifts my chin firmly, putting his hand there to force me to open my mouth.

Without the slightest elegance, he plunges his cock into me at once, snatching a muffled sound from me. If I had forgotten that I was there to be a toy for them to use, here is a clear reminder.

I close my eyes, trying to regain control of my breathing. It's the only thing I can control right now. I feel deprived of my own body. It's as if I was floating in a world out of time, where I feel things without really understanding how they are happening to me.

The men do not leave me the slightest respite, pounding me from all sides, swinging my body back and forth in a smoothly conducted ballet. The man in front of me doesn't seem to want to take his time, using my mouth at a breakneck pace, feasting on my muffled sounds, my obscene chokes.

Without warning, he lets himself finish in my mouth, pulling his cock out in one quick motion before forcefully holding my mouth shut, making sure I swallow all of his lustful gift. I comply without even thinking about it.

I can't even think anymore, it's so intense. And when a hand slips between my legs, pressing my nerve button, I just start screaming with pleasure. The men around us hiss and cheer me on as the strongest orgasm I've ever tasted ravages my body.

I convulse, unable to get rid of the pressure inside me. Then, the movements of my dominant stop. He withdraws before coming, snatching me a small, disappointed moan. A dark part of me would have liked to feel him empty himself deep into my taboo entrance.

I frown in surprise as he pulls the machine away as well, leaving me empty as ever. Despite my recent orgasm, I can't help but feel frustrated. I would like to have even more, if possible.

Firmly, he lifts my body to change my position, throwing me without the slightest delicacy on the mattress. Thus positioned, my crotch faces the camera. My cheeks flush violently as he spreads my ass firmly.

His fingers sink painfully into my skin to offer the lens and all the men in the room the vision of my holes widened by these violent treatments. I let my face sink into the sheets beneath me, trying to hide my shame, as if they hadn't all been there moments ago as I came shamelessly.

A sound slap crashes on my soaked pussy, tearing me a high-pitched yelp making the men of the assembly laugh mockingly. Noah turns me around again, throwing me onto my back.

The harness strapped around my legs forces me to keep my thighs open. An invitation that some men are quick to honor. A first slips between my legs, gripping my breasts as his cock plunges into me.

I sigh with pleasure. Even if the machine was a most exciting experience, having the warmth of a man again in my soaked pussy gives me a much better feeling.

One after the other, the men crowd around my body, using me as they please, their hands caressing my body, making me tremble without ever letting me fall in ecstasy.

Despite these animal needs that they relieve, none cross the line imposed by my one-night dominant. Only he is allowed to use my most taboo entry. They can look, touch, but they are forbidden to plunge their cock into it.

A most welcome mark of possession, especially when the longest, thickest man I've ever seen approaches me. I shudder as he settles between my thighs, his member suddenly looking giant.

With my eyes, I look for my dominant. He's a stranger, and yet I need his presence, his gaze telling me that I can do it. He smiles at me as the giant caresses my clit with the tip of his thumb, snatching me a moan worthy of a porn actress.

Then, unexpectedly, he wraps his hands around my thighs and picks me up as if I weigh no more than a feather. With my hands still harnessed behind my back, I can't hold on to anything, totally dependent on him to keep my balance.

Without the slightest difficulty, he aligns his member with me, and makes me slide on him, opening me in two of his imposing member. I lay my head on his chest, trying not to faint in the face of this unbearable presence.

His thumb rests on my clit again, helping me to relax and push some more of his cock inside me. I shudder as I feel a presence behind me. Noah is back, his taut cock rubbing against my ass.

I don't have time to be afraid of what's to come, he's already slipping his point inside me, opening me up again. A silent scream escapes my mouth as I fall effortlessly onto his tense member.

I'm on the brink of failure, and yet my body is holding up. I could never have believed that it was possible to welcome such monsters in oneself. That it was reserved for porn actresses. And yet, that's what I do.

In low voices, the two men whisper compliments to me, encouraging me to hold on. Then, slowly, they begin to move inside me, sending electric shocks throughout my body.

My breathing is uncontrollable, I can no longer think, no longer feel, as the two men take total possession of my body. Fingers rest on my clit, turning it, pinching it, pulling it, making me cry out in a voice that doesn't seem to be mine.

Under these conditions, it doesn't take me more than a few minutes to come again, white flashes crackling in front of my eyes as the men continue to pound me, surely destroying me for good.

Totally lost in the mists of this devastating orgasm, I barely feel the two dominants enjoy each in turn, spreading their seed deep inside me like a gift that I will cherish for long hours.


Chapter 5

With my toes, I turn on the tap, adding a little hot water to my bath. I think I've been in it for hours now, and yet I'm not ready to get out of it. I take a little foam between my fingers, bringing it closer to my body to revel in its softness.

I jump when I hear the man laugh, suddenly remembering his presence in the room with me.

“Don't you think it would have been easier to ask me to do it for you?”

I smile mischievously. I hadn't really planned to spend the end of my night in a hotel room. But Noah insisted, wanting to make sure I was safe after everything my body had been through.

It didn't take me long to be convinced. Only someone crazy could refuse a night in one of the most luxurious hotels in the city.

With his fingertips, Noah picks up one of the strawberries on the plate next to me, before sliding it to my lips. I accept this delicious offering with great pleasure, delighted to be able to regain some strength.

A smile on his lips, the man grabs his phone and turns the screen towards me.

“Look how beautiful you are when you come.”

My cheeks flush as I can't look away from the video. It pictures me, trapped between the two men, a look of ecstasy plastered on my face as they use my body with a strength that seems even more impressive now that I see it.

Almost tenderly, he kisses my forehead before putting his phone away. Then, he grabs a washcloth and gently runs it over my body, helping me clean myself. There is no question that we have any relationship, but I appreciate the attention he gives me.

I lick my lips, realizing how much my life has changed in such a short time. I would never have believed that finding an address on the internet could have led me to such experiences. I should be horrified to have been used like this by so many men in such a short time.

And yet, I only dream of one thing.

Do it again.


BOUND TO PUNISHMENT


Chapter 1

Always, ALWAYS, beware of a man with green eyes. You knew it, Megan.

I knew it full well, and yet, I still find myself in a delicate situation. Like every time I let myself be enchanted by a man with far too beautiful eyes. Every time, it’s like all willpower escapes from my body to turn me into the perfect prey.

But how to resist? This man is so attractive. Impeccably styled brown hair, broad shoulders, and a suit that looks like it was custom made to show off his muscular body.

And of course, those two sparkling emerald marbles. The moment I noticed them from across the room, I was their captive.

To say I wanted to start things slowly tonight. This is only my third time coming to this BDSM club.

Each time, I found myself tied up, submitted to the will of a dominant, and offered without the slightest shame to a whole group of men. They made me spread my legs, take them one after the other in every part of my body, as if I were a porn actress.

And to think that barely a month ago, I was more of a vanilla girl. The kind that doesn't do much exciting things. The kind who is content with a few caresses and kisses in the dark.

I don't know what got into me when I decided to come and visit this place. But now it seems to have become my lair. Three times in less than a month, I am surely one of the most diligent new members.

Tonight, I was supposed to take the time to chat with people a bit, instead of going straight into the frenzy of raging bodies.

I certainly hadn't expected to find myself already there, in a room stripped of all furniture, tied up and at the mercy of this green-eyed man.

Everything had started according to plan. I had stayed in the bar part, the one where no one touches each other, the one where you can still pretend to be in a normal place, and not somewhere dedicated to lust.

I ordered a non-alcoholic drink before getting comfortable. I observed the room, the people, even chatting with a little redhead with boundless energy, and a smile that would melt the coldest of men.

But then, I saw him. Jonathan.

I didn't know him yet. At least, I don't think so. The first time I came here, I was blindfolded, while all these men took my body one after the other. For all I know, he was there too.

The man did not approach me right away, remaining seated on a sofa on the other side of the room. He just watched me, his eyes probing me with as much power as if he could read my every thought. These wasn’t probably difficult to guess, as I could not detach myself from him.

Between my legs, I could already feel the excitement building as I imagined myself doing things with him. One thing is certain, since I started frequenting this place, my libido has skyrocketed.

And even if each time, it took me several days to recover from these intense sessions, I kept touching myself thinking of when I would have the chance to come back here and live them again.

We stayed like that for a long time, staring at each other across the room. Then, he emptied his glass in one go, before putting it carelessly on the table and getting up.

Unhurried, he approached me with a gait worthy of a predator. I didn't move, just staring at him, a ball of excitement rising in my stomach.

Once near me, he began to detail me, letting his gaze run over my body’s voluptuous curves, lingering a little more on my breasts highlighted by this little leather dress that I just bought.

Never before would I have dared to wear such a provocative outfit. But now I don't feel the slightest shame.

After a few more moments of observation, the man finally began to speak, holding out his hand to greet me. I took it, holding it in mine for a few moments. He didn't let go, his body heat radiating into mine.

I shivered, feeling his skin of rare softness. This man takes care of himself, there is no doubt about it. He introduced himself, gave me his name, and nodded toward the padded door.

“Are you going there tonight?”

I shuddered, following his gaze. Behind this door is a large pleasure room, followed by individual bedrooms. This is where it all happens. Where bodies exult, where taboos fall. Everything is allowed there, as long as the people are adults and consenting.

I swallowed before nodding my head. Of course, I wanted to go. If I had just wanted a drink, I could have gone anywhere. I just didn't expect it to happen so quickly.

He held out his hand to me, and, hypnotized by his gaze, I took it without asking myself any questions.

Now naked, I have no choice but to submit to his law. Waiting for him to decide my fate, tied up and vulnerable, just for him.


Chapter 2

“Take off your clothes.”

I shiver at this order. The man doesn't even look at me, lingering on his phone as if what we're doing here doesn't matter at all.

The room is different from the one I've been to the last few times. Here, nothing resembles a comfortable hotel room. No. The room is cold and bare. Like in those porn videos I've seen many times.

It's a little intimidating, scary even, especially when I see the toys available. Whip, crop, and other instruments of pain.

I swallow. However, I don't want to leave. The other dominants have already given me a glimpse of these things, with a spanking, or a little tough treatment. But it looks like this one wants to push things even further.

My fingers slide down the zipper of my dress, pulling it all the way down until the piece of leather falls at my feet in a loud plop. The man waits a little longer before turning his head towards me.

A smile stretches his lips when he realizes that I am already naked. I decided to play with fire tonight. No panties, no bra to hide my most private parts. Of course, I had not imagined that I would find myself naked so quickly.

I had imagined discussing with a dominant first, flirting with him. He would have slipped his hand on my thigh, making it go up until he would have discovered my nudity by surprise, comfortably seated on a sofa.

I lower my eyes, suddenly embarrassed by this look that pierces me. The light is harsh here, he can see all of me. Miss nothing of my curves, of my flaws. The urge to hide myself twists my stomach.

I could slide my hand in front of my sex, and an arm in front of my chest. But what’s the point? This man is a dominant, he would not let that pass. Whatever I do, he will eventually know everything about me and my body. I might as well get used to the idea right away.

The man takes a few steps towards me, still seeming fascinated by my flesh offered to him. Then he stares at me, making me shiver.

“I have heard of your exploits. Everyone told me a lot of good things about the new girl. So, I want to try it for myself. Their compliments do not honor you though. You're even hotter than they described.”

I discreetly lick my lip, flattered by this compliment. I don't know if that's true, and I don't care. Hearing such an attractive man tell you that you are sexy is something no woman can resist.

“I know what the others have done to you. It seems you like pain. But what you've known so far was nothing. With me, things will go much further. You think you’re up to the challenge?”

I bite my lip, glancing around the room again. The objects around us leave little to the imagination. Even though I don't know his plan in detail, I know he didn't bring me here to make sweet love to me.

My pussy contracts at this idea. Vanilla sex is not for me anymore. So, even though I'm nervous about the ordeal ahead of me, I nod shyly. I am ready.

The man smiles again and walks over to me, resting his hand on the crook of my waist.

“Very well Princess. Let's play.”

The atmosphere in the room changes at these simple words. Everything suddenly becomes serious. I stay there, standing, naked, waiting to see what the man has in store for me.

He begins by picking up one of the ropes made available in a corner of the room. Without a word to me, he approaches and begins to twist the object around my breasts, leaving my arms free for the moment.

The knots grow more complex around my chest. Slowly, he hugs each of my breasts, hard enough to make me feel his grip, without taking my breath away.

I look down when he completes his work. My breasts look even bigger now. Amused, the man slaps one almost nonchalantly, causing me to gasp in surprise. My arms and legs are still free, but it doesn't last.

Slowly, the man backs me up until my legs come into contact with the single bed that adorns the room. I let myself sit on it, barely noticing its hardness, so mesmerized by the man's emerald eyes. It's as if he had cast a spell on me, depriving me I don't have any will of my own.

He starts by tying one of my arms to the bedpost, using a new cord. Then my other arm finds itself in turn stretched by a cord connected to the foot of the bed. I find myself positioned in a cross along the entire length of the bed. It's not very comfortable, and it's just getting started.

Without much delicacy, he grabs my leg and bends it so that it comes to touch one of my tied arms. I had no idea I could be this flexible before today. So much the better, because the man is determined to tie me up in this unnatural and uncomfortable position.

My ankle is bound to my wrist, my calf to my elbow, in a grip so tight that it is absolutely impossible for me to get out of it.

But just when I thought it was over, the man takes up my opposite leg. The same method. Wrist-ankle, elbow-knee, all enclosed by thin cords.

I try to calm my breathing. This position is really not the most comfortable. I find myself totally open, exposed to his gaze. But the worst is not yet here.

With horror, I see him approach me with a pair of scissors. Instinctively, I start to move, suddenly worried. It's not much use, I'm tied too tightly for it to do anything. The man stops immediately, a smile both mocking and tender on his lips.

“Don’t panic. It's just to get you out of there faster if ever you don't feel well. I promise, it's not for use on you. I'm not that sadistic.

I can't help but let out a loud sigh of relief, my body relaxing slightly at the news. The man laughs softly at my naivety and inexperience.

Slowly, he lays the blade down next to me, keeping it close at hand. I lick my lips, trying to regain some composure, now that I'm reassured about my fate. The man doesn't talk much, that's probably part of his game. But now I'm sure he has my safety and comfort at heart.

I blush as he towers over me and stares at me, his intense gaze on my body as if assessing what's in front of him. I take a deep breath as I feel my cheeks flush. My fear had made me forget my position, but now I am well aware of it.

I am completely naked, torn apart, open to his gaze and his judgment. I can't hide absolutely anything from myself. He does not deprive himself of it to take advantage of it.

I blush even more strongly when his gaze remains locked on my private parts. The ones I carefully shaved before coming here. Another thing I didn't do before. But judging by the man's smile, and judging by the subtle movement of his tongue over his lips, I think he likes it too.

Still, I can't help but feel ashamed. Slowly, he places his hand on my lower abdomen, sliding it lower and lower until it comes to my lower lips. With controlled slowness, he begins to pull them apart, stroking their soft skin without ever getting close to where I expect him most.

I feel it, I'm already soaked, and my clit is throbbing from these few attentions it has just received. But the man made it clear to me. He's not going to make things easy. If he likes to see his partners suffer, no doubt he will take a malicious pleasure before letting me feel anything.

His finger continues its descent, dangerously tracing the contours of my most taboo entrance. I blush, stupidly. He's not the first to touch me there. They all saw it last week. I now can take a man there, and even a very well-endowed one.

I wonder if Jonathan heard of this when he was told about my exploits. Probably. That’s not something you forget mentioning.

I swallow. Does he also want to take me in this shameful place in my anatomy? I can't help but hope so. Just the thought makes me wet. I can't believe I can be so excited when nothing has really happened yet.

The man barely touched me. He didn't even kiss me. Is it really his behavior, his natural authority, that gets me so worked? It seems so. There is no other explanation.

A squeal escapes me as he plunges a finger inside me. I'm so soaked that it fits without the slightest problem. The man smiles as he slowly moves back and forth inside me. I feel embarrassed, yet I can't look away.

The dominant licks his lips as he continues his slow movement inside me. I don't think I've ever wanted a man so much in my life. He is so intoxicating, so seductive. I find it hard to believe that he wants me. But I understood it well. He’s going to spare me nothing.

He withdraws his finger from my pussy, pulling me a disappointed sigh. This is quickly replaced by a surprised hiccup. The dominant has just slid his index finger into his mouth, tasting my sweet juice. A smirk forms on his lips, visibly proud of his effect on me.

“Delicious.”

My cheeks flush, and my breathing quickens as his hands glide lightly over my bare skin offered to him. He begins by brushing against my thighs, making me shiver, before going up on my belly which he caresses with his fingertips.

Finally, it comes to the most interesting part. My breasts. He begins by going around them, touching the soft skin at their base, amusing himself with barely touching me, to drive me crazy.

I try not to fidget, not to take advantage of the little freedom he has left my body despite the ropes that keep me in this shameful position. A cry escapes me as a slap hits my breast. It's more of a surprise than real pain.

He rests his hands on my breasts, brushing my nipples without ever really touching them. They are already harder than ever, desperate to be used. I fidget a bit, futilely trying to trigger something. The man looks at me, amused.

“You want something?”

“Please, Master, touch me.”

A slap on my thigh greets my plea. I yelp at this painful and unexpected contact.

“You haven't earned the right to call me that yet. For now, you will call me Sir. Is that understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.”

I can't hold back a smile at that compliment. It’s stupid, and yet, I think that's one of my favorite things about being a submissive. To be complimented. Praised for my most depraved behaviors.

The man slams my inner thigh again, making me moan. Then he places his fingers back on my chest. With an expert gesture, he pinches my nipples with force, sending an electric shock along my nerves.

The gesture is as painful as it is delicious, taking me to this now well-known line. The one where I no longer know what I feel, but where I want everything to continue. I just want to feel him on me.

A disappointed squeal escapes me as he walks away again, leaving me open and vulnerable on this makeshift bed. I can already feel my legs getting tired from being stretched like that. And yet, I know that it is far from over.

My breath hitches as he comes back to me, small metal claws in his hands. Without looking at me, the man firmly grabs a first breast still enclosed in its ropes and attaches a clamp.

I grit my teeth, trying to get used to this new feeling. It's not really painful. It's as if he was pulling non-stop on my nipple, minus the warmth of his skin. Quickly, my other nipple receives the same treatment.

The dominant pulls back, admiring his work. His hand lays carelessly on the inside of my thigh, making me sigh with relief and impatience. I feel it, between my thighs, my excitement is more visible than ever.

But pleasure is not on the agenda. Not when Jonathan pulls out a new toy from the panoply at his disposal.

This time, I'm shaking for good. Because what he holds in his hands is a paddle. I have never tasted this object of pain before. Only hands clapping my skin carelessly. But now I'm in for real punishment, it seems.

“You're going to count out loud. And you will thank me after each hit. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Sir.”

I barely have time to finish my sentence when a blow lands on my thigh. I arch my back despite my restrictions, my body trying to escape this unknown pain. Another slap falls, on the opposite leg this time, much stronger.

“What did I say? You don’t want to disobey me, Submissive.”

“Sor... Sorry Sir. Two. Thank you, Sir.”

A satisfied smile forms on his lips. Gently, he pats my pussy with the leather end of his instrument. I can't help moaning, totally confused by these contradictory sensations.

A terrifying scream escapes my throat as he hits me again, smack in my most sensitive parts. It's hard to breathe, and yet I manage to stammer.

“Three. Thank you, Sir.”

An identical blow falls, making me scream again. Again, I manage to say my thanks, despite the pain radiating between my legs.

I shiver, trying to regain my composure as the man slides the paddle over my lower lips, over my clit. The sensation is almost pleasant after the blows. Almost.

The man resumes, hitting my buttocks barely exposed in two successive blows.

“Five, six. Thank you, Sir.”

Not knowing where the next blow will land is probably the hardest thing to bear. Slowly, the man pats my crotch. The gesture is not strong enough to be counted, and this stimulation excites me again.

I know it, the leather is soaking with my excitement. But as I let my guard down, a blow much stronger than the others lands, making me scream.

“SEVEN! Thank you, Sir.”

I close my eyes, trying to catch my breath, bracing myself for an eighth slap. Then a ninth. A tenth. But nothing comes.

I open my eyes again, trying to understand. He smiles, laying his paddle carelessly on the mattress.

“Seven is my lucky number.”

I sigh lightly, relieved that it's over. My eyes widen as suddenly he kneels in front of me. His hot breath caresses my pussy, still irritated by his blows.

Then he sticks his tongue out and begins to draw a long line, reaping my excitement. I moan, unable to know if this gesture calms me down or only worsens the extreme sensations I feel on my sensitive parts.

For a long moment, the man takes his time, frustrating me more than anything. Then, he begins to accelerate his gestures, drawing unknown patterns on my sensitive skin, going from my clit to my wet hole, from my wet hole to my clit.

He ends up capturing it between his lips, pulling me a sigh louder than the others. I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands as the man begins to lightly suck on my nervous tip, sending waves of pleasure all over my body.

Thus open, I’m totally at his disposal. Served on a silver platter, he has only to bend over to taste me. And he doesn’t hesitate. My breathing quickens, my hips move forward despite the ropes keeping me stuck in bed.

I feel it, orgasm is not far away. My body tenses, trying to fold in on itself to deal with these waves of intense pleasure. But as I moan louder and louder, the man stands up, wiping his lips unceremoniously.

I hope he'll come back between my legs, knowing full well that he won't. I follow him with my gaze as he walks around me, coming to stand at my head. A hand on my throat, he leans over me, his delicate scent filling my nostrils.

“Now you are going to show me what you can do with your pretty mouth.”

While saying these words, he undoes his belt and opens the zipper of his pants, pulling out his already tense member. I lick my lips seeing it. I don't think I've ever seen so many beautiful cocks as I have since I joined this club.

It has the perfect size. Long just enough, and above all, wide. No doubt, I will feel it going through me. My chest swells with desire at the thought as he approaches, holding his cock between his fingers.

I open my mouth, wanting to show him my obedience. With my head tilted back, I know it will be more difficult than ever to welcome him into me. But I want to do it anyway. Even more so now that he's been between my legs, giving me too slight a glimpse of the pleasure he could give me, if I obeyed him.

Without hurrying, the man brings his tip between my parted lips. I cover it immediately, welcoming it into my warm cavity. I can hear the soft sigh that escapes his throat. For the first time, it seems to me that the man drops his mask, even if only for a moment.

This simple whisper is enough to encourage me. Despite my position offering me only limited choices, I decide to do my best to satisfy him. Slowly, I wrap my tongue around his imposing member, gradually discovering the lines of his silky skin.

The man continues to sink a slow but steady pace. Soon it finds itself deep in my throat, making me cough at the uncomfortable movement. Still, I hold on. I don't panic.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I will submit. For as long as he wants, I will be his. More than anything, I want to prove to him that I deserve to call him master.

I don't know why, but not having this permission hurt my ego. The other men who dominated me immediately asked me to call them that, creating this bond between us, a kind of intimacy.

Meanwhile, Jonathan does everything to keep a distance between us. He speaks little, exercising his control over me through silence and gestures. This way of doing things is new, but it suits me perfectly.

Especially when he starts caressing my neck, squeezing it very lightly between his fingers. The pressure isn't strong enough to hurt me, nor really threaten my breathing. Still, it's enough to thrill me.

All I want is for him to show me the extent of his strength and power. Let him make me understand how much I am at his mercy.

Slowly, the man withdraws, letting me breathe for a moment, before plunging back into me, making me cough again. A soft laugh comes out of his mouth, so soft that I wonder if I even really hear it.

As he continues his back-and-forth movements at an incomparable slowness, the man lowers his hands on my chest, having fun pulling on the clamps attached to my nipples, making me squeal against his cock.

Then he takes them off, before putting his hands on my breasts. With his palms, he massages them, bringing comfort to my tight and aching nipples. His movements in my mouth are accelerating, and yet I hold on.

My throat vibrates against him as he resumes tugging at my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure throughout my body. Never have I felt anything like this. I feel that this simple stimulation would be enough to make me come. How is this possible when he doesn't even touch my clit?

I blush, suddenly realizing he hasn’t even kiss me. That the first thing I had against my mouth was his cock. Who do this? It really wasn't my type, but it seems like it is now.

My heavy breathing echoes through the room as he pulls away from me, still tense. He too did not come.

Letting his finger slide over the bare skin of my legs, he walks around me again, coming back to stand between my thighs. I moan in anticipation as he pats his cock against my taut clit.

“Please, Dir.”

“You want something, Submissive?”

“Please. Fuck me, Sir.”

A smirk forms on his face. The man waits a little longer, making me languish, as if weighing the pros and cons, wondering if he should give in to my request or not.

A long sigh of relief escapes my throat as he finally slides his cock inside me. It's wide, and I have to focus on my breathing to get over that tearing feeling.

My body is starting to get tired from being held in such an uncomfortable position. With my legs thus spread apart, the man has no difficulty in completely plunging me.

I close my eyes, focusing only on my breaths to calm my heartbeat. But I quickly open them as a slap falls on my thigh inside my thigh.

“Eyes on me.”

I nod nervously as the man pulls away before diving in with a powerful thrust, squeezing out a moan that I can't tell if it's pain or pleasure. The man repeats his gesture several times.

All I can think of is his hand resting on the inside of my thighs, his thumb an inch from my clit, doing absolutely nothing to relieve me.

I dream more than anything that he begins to touch it, making me moan, offering me this orgasm which was promised to me and which I hope will be due to me.

Jonathan quickens his movements, plunging deep into me with every thrust. Thus tied, my body can not move, perfectly still to receive the cock of the man deep inside him.

Screams escape my throat as his thumb finally moves on my clit. The rhythm is mastered, perfect. I don't think a man has ever touched me as well as he does.

I struggle not to close my eyes as my body is invaded by these intense sensations. And when he grabs one of my nipples, I start screaming for good, totally submissive to this man who pounds me constantly.

“Please Sir, can I come?”

“Go ahead, Princess. Come for your Master.”

My eyes widen in shock hearing him say that. But I don't have time to think anymore. An orgasm overwhelms me, my cries echoing around us as my entire body tenses, the ropes tighter than ever around my limbs.

The dominant continues to pump inside me for long moments, prolonging my own orgasm, making it more beautiful, more intense. In a bestial grunt, he empties deep inside me.

We remain without moving for long moments, our bodies panting in rhythm, trying to find a normal heart rate. As he begins to untie my ropes, I manage to whisper.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 3

Nervous, I walk through the door that the security guard holds open for me. Two nights in a row at the club, that's a first. I wonder if anyone will notice. I can't be the only one who comes here so often, right?

I play with my fingers, trying to clear my conscience. However, there is no doubt about it now. I am a real slut. A month ago, I knew nothing about BDSM, and now I couldn't do without this place, and its dominants.

Yesterday's experience was so intense that I couldn't stop thinking about it all day, to the point of obsession.

I want more.

More sex. More punishments.

More Jonathan.

The dominant left a permanent impression on my body. One session with him was not enough. I shudder, remembering the feel of his fingers on my bare skin. The way he hit me, the way he grabbed me with force, without ever being violent or scary.

He always knew how to keep a perfect balance, keeping me on that fine line between pain and pleasure all evening. But I think what I liked even more was the way he took care of me after we both came.

One after another, he removed the ropes that surrounded my body. Then he helped me back into a normal position, stroking every inch of my muscles, aching from this unnatural position.

I let myself go, heaving sighs of relief and hoping that this moment would never end. Of course, we had to leave. Without hurrying, he led me into a bathroom made available to us. He locked the door, giving us all the privacy we needed.

Once again, he took care of me, putting me at the center of his concerns. Slowly, he pulled me into the shower, running hot water over my aching limbs. With his hands, he washed my body, lathering the soap on every square inch of my skin. As if he wanted to make sure I was clean after all those shameful things he made me do.

Once it was all over, he finally kissed me. I was breathless at this gesture. Without hurrying, he put his tongue in my mouth, discovering mine, reviving an unspeakable heat inside me.

I wanted this kiss to last for hours. That the man picks me up and presses me passionately against the cold tiled floor of the shower. Let him shove his cock deep inside me again.

Cum, again and again, against the muscular body of this man who seems so perfect.

But he didn't. He broke the kiss, caressed my cheek gently, before pulling me out of the shower and wrapping me in a towel. From that moment, everything went quickly, too quickly.

We dried off, I put my little leather dress back on, feeling far too tight and uncomfortable, now that I had known lust. And then we went our separate ways.

For the first time, I left this club frustrated. No matter the strong emotions, no matter the intensity of my orgasm. I would have liked to have had more. That's how it is, that's who I am. I’ve always been into excess. Apparently, this also applies when I play my submissive role.

I scan the room, vaguely letting myself be carried away by the jazzy music of the place. It's probably delusional, and yet, I can't help but hope that my dominant is there.

My dominant.

I called him Master once, and now I have these kinds of thoughts? Even if he's here tonight, nothing tells me he still wants me. After all, he didn't want to pursue any further last evening. He could have kept me all night if he wanted to.

I swallow hard, now wondering if I was a big disappointment to him. They praised me when they talked to him about me. Maybe he wasn't as impressed as his fellow dominants.

Pushing this idea in a corner of my head, I resume my observation. I meet charming smiles, men looking at me with interest. Before my experience yesterday, I would surely have let myself go, going to sit with one of them.

These guys don't have to be ashamed of their appearance, and probably know how to use a woman's body. But none rival Jonathan's emerald eyes.

I have to face the facts. He's not in this room, the tamest in the club. Discreetly crossing my fingers, I head for the padded door at the back of the room. Behind it opens the world of pleasures.

I enter, nervous. Maybe he's not there. Maybe he's already in a private room making another woman scream in pleasure and pain.

Despite these negative thoughts, I go back to looking for the dominant, scanning every corner, observing every body, every face. Things are much more advanced here. Some women are already naked, kneeling between the legs of men who are talking to each other as if they weren't being sucked off by divine creatures.

I blush, imagining myself in the place of these submissives, working hard to satisfy a man who prefers to discuss than to be interested in what I’d do to him. Guess the pain isn't enough for me. I also want to try humiliation.

But for the moment, I have only one obsession. Jonathan.

I freeze, finally seeing him. He's sitting on one of the sofas, his hand resting loosely on the inner thigh of one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen.

Voluptuous, her curves seem to have been painted by one of these great Italian masters of painting. Her generous chest is enhanced by a neckline that is as elegant as it is sexy. Her long, curly red hair only highlights the pallor of her skin, the fire in her eyes.

She laughs, letting her hand rest on the man's chest. I can't help feeling jealous. I would like to be in her place. Let it be in my ear that he whispers these lustful things. Let it be my skin that he touches. Let it be me who can smell his bewitching scent, touch his muscular stomach through his perfectly tailored shirt.

I know that I have absolutely no rights over this man. He's not even really my dominant. A single session does not bind us by contract, especially in a place like this. He has all these submissives available, why would he bother with me?

I should move, go back to the bar, or invite myself with other participants. But I stay there, stupidly standing in the middle of the room, watching this man and dreaming of being his.

Eventually, he noticed my presence, probably sensing my burning gaze on him. He looks up at me, his emerald eyes piercing me like the mightiest of spears.

I'm shaking. My brain is ordering me to leave, to do something, to hide. But my body is unable to move, bewitched by the gaze of the man who captures mine.

When his eyes slide over my body, taking in my provocative new dress and the curves it barely conceals, I feel like I'm melting, ready to dissolve on the floor. A discreet smile forms on his face. I regain courage when he no longer seems to pay the slightest attention to the woman at his side.

After a few more moments of this intense gaze exchange, the man turns back to the creature next to him. He pats her thigh and leans towards her, whispering in her ear again. The submissive smiles politely as the man is already getting up.

I feel like I’m about to faint, as he approaches me with his predatory gait. The club disappears around me. There is only this man. Only our bodies, ready to meet again.

I have to focus not to fall when, finally, I find myself enveloped by his scent of honey and wood fire. If it were possible, I would totally wrap myself in this smell, bathing in it all day long.

For a few moments we are silent, only the sound of my heart pounding seeming to echo through the room. Then, a mocking smile forms on his lips.

“Back already, Baby Girl?”

“I… I want to play again, Master.”

The man licks his lips, provocative. He examines me in silence for seconds that seem like hours, before finally ending my wait.

“Let's go then.”


Chapter 4

The dominant circles around me, ever more imposing. I should feel nervous, maybe even scared, for throwing myself into the jaws of the wolf like this. And yet, I can't stop a smile from forming on my lips.

I won. I am with him again. He chose me, when he could have stayed with this wonderful woman who seemed ready to give herself to him.

I shudder as he walks a little closer to me. Today again, he made me undress as soon as we arrived in the bare room. But unlike yesterday, I'm not anxious.

I undressed with enthusiasm, almost playing with him, trying to make my gestures sensual and exciting, to give him a show he won't soon forget, hoping to stay in his favor.

Who knows, maybe if I satisfy him again today, this relationship of dominant and submissive might last a little longer than just for a session.

We are back in the same room. I wonder what he will do to me this time. In what position he will tie me. If he's going to put his lips between my thighs again and taste me like I'm the best food he's ever been offered.

For the moment, he is content to make his show of force. His step is slow and prowl, his stern gaze resting on my body. My smile fades into a scream as he hits my ass without warning.

My body reacts and moves forward in shock. I put myself back in place immediately. I must be as docile as possible for my master. He slams my ass again, making me shudder.

“You didn't have enough yesterday, ugh? What a little slut.”

My stomach tenses hearing that. I should feel ashamed or offended. Leave. But in the contrary. I'm more excited than ever. The man slaps my butt again, before continuing.

“I should have known, given all you've done at this club since you arrived.”

The man stands in front of me, his index finger sliding into my neck, so gently I barely feel him. However, this is enough for my body to cover with goosebumps, totally bewitched by this man in front of me. His face comes closer to mine, his warm breath caressing my face.

“I wanted to keep you all to myself. But I'm starting to think you're gonna need more. Perhaps a new punishment will make you stop to be so insatiable.”

I shiver as his hand closes firmly on the back of my neck. With a brisk gesture, he pulls me against him, crushing his lips against mine. I barely have time to react that, already, his tongue rushes into my mouth.

He pulls me into a passionate, almost violent kiss. I keep my hands to the side, digging my fingernails into the palms of my hands. My master didn't allow me to touch him. So, I must behave. Even though all I want to do is dig my fingers into his hair. Cling to him like a buoy.

My legs falter, my body struggles to stay straight. Only the hand of the man in my neck allows me to remain upright.

As suddenly as he had started it, he breaks the kiss. He walks away, leaving me panting in the middle of the room. I focus on my breathing, trying to get my heart beating back to normal.

We've only just begun, and I know what's to come next will be far more powerful than a simple kiss. I have to be ready for that.

The man comes back to me, a rope in his hands. I can't hold back a shiver of excitement at the sight. Even though the position he placed me in yesterday was most uncomfortable, it turned me on like never before.

Now I dream of feeling those ropes wrap around my body again. The pressure they bring me is surprisingly comforting. Like a cocoon in which he locks me up to keep me safe, while he does all the perversities his mind can invent.

Like the day before, he begins by surrounding my breasts. One round. Two rounds. Three rounds. And then, knots. I think these are more decorative than useful, but I don't mind.

I look up, finding a mirror in the corner of the room. I am perfectly placed to admire myself. My breasts look bigger this way. My body, more vulnerable, at the mercy of this man.

I admire myself. I, who have never particularly liked my body, am learning to discover it. Even though I'm the submissive, I feel incredible power rising every time I'm in the hands of these dominants.

It's me they want. It is with me that they want to take all their time. My body they want to use for their darkest desires.

The man slaps my ass, gently, almost like a game, while the rope is now perfectly tied. He grabs another, this time dragging it down my thighs.

With infinite patience, he creates a web of knots on my bare skin. At the moment, it doesn't hinder my movements, just decorating me with this delicious-feeling cord.

Then he grabs my arms tightly, crossing them behind my back. With a final rope, he ties my wrists together. Once again, I find myself in an uncomfortable position. My shoulders are already pulling me, and I feel like I'm going to have a hard time with this for very long.

I recover quickly. I endured much worse yesterday. It's not a little knot that's going to scare me. I can do it. I'm going to get there.

The man walks around me again, absently pinching my nipple, causing me to squeal slightly. He doesn't care, looking with interest at the knots he's created, the patterns taking shape on my thin skin.

Slowly this time, he presses his lips to mine, making me sigh with relief. The exchange is light and fast. Too fast for my taste. The dominant takes two steps back, his mouth stretching into a playful smile. From his pocket, he pulls out a silk headband.

“This is how it's going to be. I want to share you, but I’m a proud man. I don't want to risk you liking another more than me.”

I shudder at this mark of possession. It's all part of the game, and it just makes me more excited. With slow gestures, he ties the piece of fabric around my face, depriving me of one of my senses.

This isn't the first time I've been blindfolded. And yet, I feel the same nervousness as the first time. Even though I know this dominant. He may be abrupt, like making his partner suffer, but I know he won't put me in danger.

I take a deep breath, sinking back into the present moment. Once again, I will taste the ultimate pleasure. That's all that matters right now.

“Let the serious things begin. You’re ready, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

He gently pats my cheek in approval, before walking away for good. I don't need to see them to understand that the doors open, leaving free entry to whoever wants to use my body.

Has he selected the dominants who take their place in the room, or does he not care, letting whoever wants to invite himself into this chamber of pleasures?

I now regret not being on my knees. Eyes thus blindfolded, arms stuck behind my back, I have the impression that my balance is very precarious. Even more when the room fills with this masculine energy that I now recognize.

These males are so ready to devour me that it can be felt in the air. I'm sure I could cut testosterone if I ran a knife through the air around me.

So much the better. That's what I wanted. To be desired. Admired. Used. And they are not going to deprive themselves of it.

Someone is already near me. It doesn't take me long to recognize my dominant's scent, his unique presence. His hand lays carelessly on my belly, as if to mark his ownership with this simple touch.

“Gentlemen, our little princess is back, and she's hungry. You know the rules. If she pronounces the word red, or, if her mouth is too busy, she taps the ground three times with her foot, everything stops. Otherwise, everything is permitted.”

Whispers of approval ring out, the men surely encouraged by the prospect of being able to do absolutely anything to me. But just as I believe things are finally about to begin, and my pleasure, to happen, my Master speaks words that make my blood run cold.

“Oh, one last thing. She's not allowed to come until you all do it at least once. So, make the fun last.”

Laughter echoes around me, making me blush. My dominant does not immediately leave his place, preferring to grab one of my nipples between his fingers. Firmly, he tugs on it, making me squeal in discomfort.

I can barely make out the contented murmurs of our onlookers, as Jonathan resumes his actions on my opposite breast.

I can't hold my ragged breath. Instinctively, I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. My dominant notices it immediately.

Unsatisfied, he gives me a painful and loud slap on the ass. I push myself back into position, trying to forget the burn on my thin skin as I feel people moving around the room.

“On your knees.”

I shudder at this authoritarian order. Almost shaking, I bend my legs, dropping down until I meet the cold concrete floor of the room. Here, no rug, no carpet. Nothing but this raw material to accompany my pain.

It only makes the experience even more impressive. But before I have time to worry about my discomfort, things speed up.

A hand runs through my hair, pulling it into a makeshift ponytail to leave my face exposed. I think I recognize the grip of my dominant, even if I'm not quite sure. It probably doesn't matter, but I still prefer to believe it's him.

The idea that he is the one who controls my movements, who has the power here, and not these strangers, warms my stomach. If it's him, he's showing them all who my master really is. Who is the real dominant in this room. And this idea makes me wet like never before.

“Open.”

I don't need any more explanations. Slowly, I open my mouth, leaving free access to whoever wants to get started. Already, the salty tip of a man slips between my lips.

He wastes no time, engulfing himself as far as his medium-sized cock will allow. At least it's not too uncomfortable. It gives me time to get used to this position before someone bigger takes his place.

The stranger moves back and forth quickly in my mouth, reinforced by the hand that holds me in place. With these ropes blocking my body, I am not free in any of my movements. I can't hold them in my hands, or decide the rhythm. I'm just a toy, a doll, placed in the middle of the room, freely accessible so that they empty themselves into me, onto me.

The man chooses the first solution, already sending his hot seed deep in my throat. I barely have time to swallow it when someone else comes to take his place. This one is wider, and I have to try harder to accommodate him in my mouth.

In reality, all I have to do is focus on my breathing. It's the only thing I can control.

The men follow one another in my mouth, without my really being able to count them. The hand in my hair is still firm. But despite the hardness of that grip, I can't help but find it comforting.

I'm sure it's my dominant. And knowing that he is there, close to me, watching, controlling everything, makes the task much easier for me to bear.

I swallow again the seed of one of these strangers, and open my mouth, ready to welcome a new one. But nothing comes. I wait patiently, too worried that this is a trap.

If I were to close my lips, believing this was over, they would punish me. Say that I wanted to take control when I have absolutely no right to do so.

But nothing happens. The hand in my hair pulls back, making me realize how tight he held it. I hold my breath as the locks fall down either side of my face. Maybe I should have tied them. Not to add confusion to my body, which is already well assaulted from all sides. But I hadn't thought that tonight he was going to want to share me.

I thought it would be like yesterday. Just him and me, our bodies intertwining in perfect harmony. His voice telling me how to behave. A unique bond between him and me. Now I am blind and surrounded by all these men. I don't know where he is, or if he likes the show I'm giving him. Would he have preferred to have me all to himself?

As much as I wish that was the case, I can't deny it. I love what's happening to me. There's something incredibly exhilarating about being used like this. To no longer control anything.

I just have to let myself go in the present moment, and respond as best I can to what is expected of me. I shiver as my dominant’s voice rings out again.

“Lay down. Only good girls can go on the bed. And you are a slut. Your place is on the floor.”

I swallow with difficulty. His words are of unparalleled harshness. And yet, I can't help but shudder with excitement hearing them.

As best I can despite my hands tied, I comply. I shiver as my bare skin touches the icy concrete. The position is more than uncomfortable, with my arms locked behind my back.

I'm arched, my hips elevated as my head rests on the floor. Who knows what this concrete has seen? I try not to think about it, as my dominant’s voice is heard again.

“Spread your legs. Show them how wet you are.”

I'm blushing. I know he is right. I’m truly soaked. I feel ashamed to have such a reaction. A decent woman would surely not be excited to be manhandled like this, used as a mere toy to be picked up and then thrown away.

But that's what I feel. Nobody really touched me, and yet, I already feel ready to explode.

Yet I know they all have to come at least once before they really care about me. And nothing tells me that they will let me come once they do.

They have to play with me first, make sure to show their omnipotence, the control of the alpha male over the poor, helpless, and vulnerable submissive. Nevertheless, this prospect does not frighten me. On the contrary, it excites me all the more.

So, I spread my thighs a little more, letting them see the long-awaited spectacle of my soaked pussy. A few whistles accompany my gesture, as well as mocking laughter. This is the spectacle of my downfall, offered for them. And they seem to like it.

This idea makes me blush all the more. I never would have believed that one day, I could be the target of such reactions in a man, let alone a whole group. But that's what's happening.

Now quivering with excitement, open and offered, I can't help but hope that someone will finally touch me. The seconds pass, each longer than an hour. But when finally, a gesture arrives, I regret my impatience.

My mouth opens in a silent scream as a multitude of tingles fall on my bare skin. It takes me a few moments to realize what just happened to me. Suddenly, I remember the objects hanging on the wall of the room.

Next to the riding crops, a kind of whip with a short handle and, in place of the long leather strap, a multitude of small ones. I take a deep breath as a second blow lands. Yes, that's what it's about.

A flogger, if I remember my research correctly. I did my homework during those long days when I wasn't at the club, dreaming of coming back here to find out more.

Now, I pay a high price for this curiosity. I don’t know who holds the handle of this object of torture. I lick my lips, hoping this is my dominant. I'm sure only he could have that expertise in his gesture. He seemed so sure of himself yesterday.

I no longer have the slightest doubt. It's him. Maybe it's wrong, but it helps me hold the tingling sensation on my skin.

The man knows what he's doing. He alternates the power of his blows, sometimes hard, sometimes light, so light that I'm not sure I felt them. He alternates places too, making it harder to bear. At least during a spanking, I know where it's going to fall. But here, everything is allowed. Inside of my thighs, outside, and even my breasts.

I cry after a particularly vicious hit on my globes. Each strip falls on my skin like a thousand little pricks, making me feel like I'm burning and being torn at the same time.

But after all, my mouth is left free. I can speak. If I wanted to, I could say my safe word. Stop him. Beg him. But I don't.

Once again, I find myself enduring and loving much more violent things than I thought I was capable of. I now believe that I was made for this. Made to be submissive, made to submit completely to a man's will. And even several.

I let out a louder cry as these straps fall on the inside of my thighs, brushing dangerously against my soaked pussy. As if sensing it, the man stops punching me for a moment, sliding the object between my legs.

My heart pounds as the straps caress my crotch, lingering over my throbbing clit.

This touch would be almost pleasant, if I weren't so frightened that at any moment, he would start hitting that sensitive area of my anatomy. I remain tense, anxiously waiting for this to happen.

But it's something else that arises on my lower lips. I barely have time to recognize the object that it starts up. My entire body arches violently as the round ball vibrates against my clit at an almost painful rhythm.

I have trouble breathing as the sensations are strong. My body struggles, and I almost tip over to the side, my balance made precarious by the ropes keeping my body locked. Hands rest on my shoulders and thighs to hold me in place.

I am totally immobilized. My body has no choice but to accept these intense vibrations, so intense that I feel like I'm going to explode.

But as I feel my orgasm coming its way, the vibrator pulls away, leaving me more desperate than ever. I arch my back, trying in vain to fight the hands holding me down, illusively hoping to find friction on my pussy.

For a few moments, no one says anything, leaving me totally alone and pitiful. I feel like I'm going to die if nothing happens. So, in a voice that I don't recognize myself, I start begging.

“Please, please, please. Put a cock in me. Please!”

Laughter echoes around me, mocking. They seem to appreciate the spectacle of my downfall. But no one moves, no one speaks. My breathing is erratic, I find it difficult to keep calm in these conditions.

I don’t know what to do. Who to beg. What to promise in exchange for finally being fulfilled. I feel a huge void inside me, and I need them to fill it.

I regain hope as I hear the sound of a jar of lubricant being emptied. But before I have time to realize it, a small metal object finds itself embedded in my most taboo entrance.

I let out a gasp of surprise at the introduction of this unexpected plug. I should have guessed that though. Not a single time has passed without someone using the most intimate part of my anatomy.

No sooner is the toy installed than someone slips between my legs. So, they're going to take me there, on the floor. The idea is degrading, and yet it excites me more than ever.

I heave a long sigh of relief when, finally, I feel a cock fill me. Its size is perfect, adapting perfectly to my hot, silky walls.

Without wasting a moment, he begins to move back and forth, making me moan louder than I should. This is how desperate I am. With each gesture, I squeal with pleasure.

These moans are reinforced when hands land on my breasts, twisting my nipples again in the most delicious way.

I feel again the orgasm coming, the plug and this cock in me filling me as I had hoped so much. But before that happens, the man quickly withdraws, letting his seed escape on the soft skin of my stomach offered to him.

My breathing is jerky as immediately another man replaces him. I squeal in discomfort. He’s wider than the other, and his penetration is more difficult. Still, I hold on. I must. My orgasm depends on it.

I'll take them all ten times if that's what I have to do to come again. It doesn’t matter if I can't walk for a week after that. This simple promise of pleasure is well worth it.

I don't know how many men pass over me. Three? Five? Twenty? It doesn't matter in the slightest. Each time, I welcome them with pleasure, doing my best to satisfy them despite my restricted movements. It seems that only the warmth of my pussy is enough to send them straight to seventh heaven.

Me, I still do not have the right to come. As if they felt it, they always stop at the perfect moment, changing pace or leaving me, just to make sure to deprive me of this ultimate pleasure that makes me dream so much.

I moan in disappointment as someone removes the plug from between my buttocks. I should surely be ashamed to feel this but having it inside me makes me feel even stronger, more desirable.

I jump when I’m turn around without the slightest consideration. My face smashes into the cold, rough concrete, as my butt ends up lifted into the air, exposed for all to see.

Hands grab my globes, spreading them to provide an even more plunging spectacle of my soaked pussy. I don't think I've ever been so wet. Nor was it ready to com.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I am filled again. But this time, it's a dildo that enters me. It's long and wide, forcing me to focus on my breathing which has stopped for a few seconds.

Then I shudder. A viscous liquid just fell on my most taboo entry. So that's how they want to end me. By taking this area so sensitive, and yet, that I learned to appreciate during our sessions.

I shiver as the man leans over me, his honeyed voice whispering in my ear.

“Come on baby girl, show them what you can do when you're in the hands of your master.”

I barely have time to groan, as surprised as it is approving, that the man lays his lube-covered cock against my tightest entrance. I can't help smiling.

It's my dominant who is there. I recognized his voice. I suddenly feel reassured and relieved. If it's him, I'm not afraid. I know he will know how to take perfect care of me.

I'm already well filled by this huge dildo, leaving little room for my master to settle. Still, he continues his dive, making little squeals of discomfort come from me as he moves forward.

My tied fists close, my fingernails digging into my palm as he doesn't slow down. Finally, he is in me. He gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me for holding out so far.

The position is most uncomfortable, but I don't care. I feel proud to have succeeded in satisfying this perfect man.

Slowly he pulls out, giving me time to get used to his imposing length. His movements are slow, but delicious. I never could have believed that being so filled could bring me so much pleasure.

He goes faster and faster, turning my little sighs of embarrassment into real moans of pleasure. Seeing me relax, he proceeds to pound me, my face grinding against the hard floor beneath me.

But I don't care. I want him to continue. To use me. To degrades me. I am his. He can do whatever he wants with me.

I scream for real as his hand lands on my clit. Fervently, he presses on it, turning it so hard that electric shocks run through my body.

I no longer pay attention to anything. I forget that there are people around us. I forget that I am tied in an uncomfortable position. There's only this cock coming in and out, this hand trying to make me lose my head.

“Come on baby, come on my cock.”

I don't need more to let myself go, white flashes crackling before my eyes like the most violent of storms while my dominant empties in turn deep inside me.

My whole body stiffens violently before collapsing to the ground, emptied of all substance.


Chapter 5

“You didn't have to do that.”

“Of course I did. I'm not the type to push a submissive to the point of unconsciousness and leave her there.”

I smile shyly, picking up the cup of tea the man hands me. I barely remember how I got there. All my memories are confused. One minute, I was coming harder than ever. The other, I was in a taxi, held tight in this man's arms.

I take a look around me. So, this is what his apartment looks like. It's simple yet elegant, as one would expect from a single man in his late thirties.

After giving me a hot shower, he wrapped me in a bathrobe worthy of a palace, before carrying me to his bed. I pretended to be able to walk, but he wouldn't listen to me. Maybe he was right after all.

My body is already feeling the aches from this session, not to mention the tightness between my legs. But it doesn’t matter. This bed is far too comfortable, and this dominant is far too caring, for me to feel any annoyance. One thing is certain, I have no regrets.

Even less when Jonathan climbs into bed next to me to pull me against him, bringing me his comforting warmth. I feel incredibly well in his arms. If I liked each of the men who have taken control over me since I set foot in this club, he is truly special. It's as if a special bond had been created between us.

However, I dare not broach the subject. I'm still a newbie at this. Maybe it's just the newness that makes me feel that way. Maybe in the end, it doesn’t mean much. And then, for him, I could be just one delicacy among others.

I shake my head, pushing the thought away. I'm in no rush, I don't need answers right away. And I know it. Tonight was far from my last time at the club. Things will happen when they happen.

Who knows, maybe in the near future, he will make me his official submissive.

And just at this idea, I feel wet again.


BOUND TO HUMILIATION


Chapter 1

Have fun at the club tonight, Baby Girl.

I sigh as I put my phone back in my pocket. I have to forget Jonathan, at least for the time of the evening. My favorite dominant won't be here tonight, I have to accept that idea.

Since I discovered his talents a month ago, I've had a hard time thinking of anything else. If other men have made me vibrate in this BDSM club, no one has ever pushed me to my limits as much as him.

Each time, it's the same explosion, the same feeling that I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me, if he doesn't kiss me. I have never known something so intense.

Under his hands, I go from the most acute pain to the most dazzling pleasure. I didn't even know it was possible to feel like this, just with sex.

He made me an insatiable little thing, always ready to go a little further to satisfy him. And if he agrees to share me with other men, then I'm perfectly satisfied.

I let my gaze roam the room. Subconsciously, I'm looking for him, as if hoping he's not really on a business trip. I probably shouldn't be so addicted. This man is not my boyfriend, he is not even officially my dominant.

We had several sessions together, and we often text each other. Photos mostly, often intimate. Still, that does not make us a couple.

I sigh again, before taking another sip of my soda. I'm here now, might as well enjoy it. Who knows, I might even find someone even better than him. I doubt it's possible, but it doesn't hurt to try.

Still, I can't help but think of him again, admiring myself in one of the mirrors in the room. The sexy little red dress he got delivered to my house this morning fits perfectly, like it was custom made for me.

The fabric stops at my buttocks, offering quick and easy access to whoever will want to slip between my thighs. As for my breasts, they are barely held up by the thin straps of the deep V-neckline of the dress.

I smile, playing with my long black hair. I have never been so beautiful than since I started going to these places. It's as if something had changed in me. As if the ropes and the punishments had finally made me freer. Sexier.

“Megan?”

I almost jump when I hear my name, snapping back to reality. I turn around, discovering a man who smiles warmly at me.

“Hi, I'm Max. Jonathan asked me to make sure you have a good night.”

I can't help but smile back. It's really the type of the dominant to put me under someone’s protection. Even if he’s not there, he shows he’s in charge. And that idea alone makes me wet.

My attention goes back to Max. The man is attractive. He is tall, much taller than me. His chestnut, almost blond hair is long, tied in a messy bun.

His fleshy and greedy lips are surrounded by a perfectly maintained beard, in which I suddenly want to pass my fingers.

I refrain from any movement. I've been coming here for two months now. If I knew nothing about BDSM before I set foot here, I’m now beginning to know the codes.

He is the dominant. It's up to him to lead the dance. Even if I don't know exactly what his role will be tonight.

Maybe he'll just make sure I feel comfortable, before letting me explore the pleasure room, located just behind the door of this otherwise ordinary bar.

But I hope not. I have no trouble seeing myself trapped in his steady hands. I bite my lower lip, noticing that his arms are covered with tattoos. Does he have any elsewhere on his body? On his chest maybe... On his lower abdomen?

A light rush of adrenaline suddenly courses through me as I imagine myself kneeling before him, my tongue sliding over lines of ink I'm not even sure exists.

I jump when I realize the man has caught my eye on him. My cheeks flush with shame at having been caught in the act. I don't know why I keep reacting like this.

Every time I've been here, I've ended up tied up and naked in a room, offered to any man who wants to use me. I shouldn't feel embarrassed by those little looks anymore.

I shudder as Max walks up to me, his slightly tangy scent reaching my nose. Slowly, he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. His eyes don't let go of me. It's like he wants to memorize every line of mine. Like an image to keep forever in his mind.

I suddenly realize that he has me backed against the wall, his imposing body against mine. I feel ridiculously small against him. And yet, I’m not afraid. On the contrary, I’m hypnotized by the hazel gaze of the man.

My mouth opens, ready to receive his lips against mine. His warm breath on my skin makes me shiver, and I only dream of one thing: that he puts his hands on my body.

I feel myself melting, but the man does nothing. It would be so easy for him to lift my skirt though. To discover the soft skin of the inside of my thighs, the wetness he has already caused between my legs.

Finally, I understand why he does none of this. Why he doesn't take me hard, just here, against the bare beam. We are in the part of the club where we must behave. The one where only a few kisses can happen. For everything else, you must change rooms.

The man smirks, as if he understood my thoughts. He pulls back and holds out his hand to me.

“Come on Princess, let's see the surprise your Master has prepared for you.”


Chapter 2

My heel clicks on the floor as I follow Max into the large room. I try to stay calm, but nervousness twists my stomach, reflecting on the movements of my body. My dominant hadn't told me about a surprise.

I thought his presence would be limited to this dress he gave me, and this man guiding me. But it looks like he has more planned. I don't know if it excites me to know that he will be present, in his way, or if it worries me.

The man knows no limits. He likes to hurt me, push me to the limit, both physically and mentally. Oh sure, he knows how to spot them, and never puts me through more than I can take. But will it be the same with this stranger?

I know the men here know what they're doing. And if something goes too far, all I have to do is say my safe word, and it'll all be over. Still, I can't help but worry. And that feeling only gets stronger as I look up and notice the stares on me.

I feel like I'm in one of those bad dreams. As if I arrived naked at school and everyone laughed at me. The only difference is that here… I’m really about to find myself naked. I don't know where, I don't know when. But it’s going to happen.

Unconsciously, I hide behind Max, trying to take advantage of his imposing stature to disappear a bit from prying eyes. I keep my eyes downcast, admiring the toes of my shoes following the heel of my one-night dominant.

I can't help but lick my lips at the size of his feet. Hopefully, the rest will be up to them.

I squeeze the man's fingers a little tighter, trying to find some comfort and warmth. He may be a stranger, he’s like a link with my usual dominant. Something that connects me to something familiar and a little less scary.

Especially since I have the unpleasant impression that the people around us are becoming more numerous, closer. As if everyone was interested in us, rather than indulging in the pleasures of the flesh as they usually do.

Suddenly, I stop, my hand leaving the other's as I realize what's going on. There is no one performing on one of the stands. No submissive tied and punished by a master. No group intertwining in a sensual dance of naked bodies on one of the sofas. No.

If a few flirtations take place here and there, most people seem to be waiting for something. A few discussions take place, calm and inaudible. Like in a cinema, a few minutes before the show starts.

Feeling me brake, Max turns to me, an amused smile on the corner of his lips.

“Well Princess? Don't you want to see the surprise your Master has prepared for you?”

I swallow hard before grabbing his hand again, nodding shyly. Your master. These words shouldn’t touch me so much. I know it, my relationship with Jonathan is not official. And yet, having this bond of authority recognized by another man gives me courage and hope.

I must trust my dominant, my dominants. Even if it's scary. I know it will also be very, very good.

Despite everything, my heart begins to beat faster as what I dreaded happens. The man does not lead me into one of those many private rooms with such different themes. No cold dungeon or cozy hotel room for me.

No, it’s towards the central platform of the common room that he directs me. I follow him obediently, taking care not to fall despite my high heels. The man holds my hand more firmly, helping me up the few steps leading to the stage.

My heart beats a little faster, my breathing quickens. I've never really been one to like being in the spotlight. But now I don't really have a choice.

Slowly, Max turns around, a confident smile on his lips. I take a deep breath, fixing my gaze on his in an attempt to ignore everything around me. I use him as a way to anchor myself in the present, a way to forget everything around me.

I focus on the facial features of the man. He has an incredibly harmonious face. I wonder if he ever posed for a photographer. He could without problem, as he is beautiful.

In my observation, I discover a small scar at the corner of his lip, on the right. I wonder how he got it. It's barely visible, slightly hidden by his beard. I have a sudden urge to raise my hand and caress it, to feel its irregular contours under the pads of my fingers.

But again, I know I can't. I have to wait, be patient, again and again and see what he has in store for me.

I shudder as he bends over me, his warmth mixed with his heady lemon-scented scent making every one of my nerves react to him. This man is far too handsome, far too bewitching. It should be forbidden to parade like this, turning women's heads with his mere presence.

But he doesn't seem to care. He comes a little closer, his breath caressing my face in the most erotic of ways. I can't believe I'm soaked already. Nothing happened, and yet I'm already excited, desperate for him to touch me, even though all eyes of the club are on us.

My heart skips a beat as his lips are only one inch from mine. I don't move, I don't react. I forget my urge to beg him to kiss me, just waiting for him to do so. My patience is finally rewarded a few seconds later.

With unexpected gentleness, the man puts his mouth against mine, making me shiver. The kiss is slow and gentle. Like a caress that I feel in every fiber of my being. His hand slips into my neck, making me feel all the power present in his body.

He is so big, so strong. He could surely destroy me with a single move. And yet, he has nothing but gentleness towards me. Even when he slides his tongue against my lips, silently telling me to open them to let him in.

Without the slightest hesitation, I obey him, giving him full access to my mouth. My whole body ignites as his tongue begins to play with mine.

I don't know how long this exchange lasts. Seconds? Minutes? Hours? There's no way to tell. All I know is that I don't want this to end. It's all too good.

But of course, the man didn't make me come up there just to kiss me. We are no longer teenagers, we have other needs to satisfy.

The dominant breaks the kiss and takes a few steps away. I shudder, feeling completely exposed now that I no longer have his comforting warmth against my skin.

I swallow hard, unable to help but stare to the side. To face the gaze of these strangers staring at me, admiring me.

But before I can really look at them, the dominant's voice rings out, much louder than before. That's it, the man puts on a show, addressing the crowd although the words he utters are intended for me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I shudder. I had to expect this to happen, and yet, here I am, totally petrified. My reaction is silly, inappropriate, and yet I find myself unable to move. I should at least look away, so I don't look like I'm defying him by not obeying him.

I’m not. I just can't move. I knew this would happen, I couldn't really hope to stay dressed, as I'm standing in the middle of the room on a stage that has more furniture and props than in any BDSM movie than the can be found on the Internet.

Despite this, I’m unable to move, my eyes wide open, stunned like a doe in front of the headlights of a car. I barely hear the man repeating his order, his voice barely firmer than the first time.

I’m totally paralyzed, and my brain is not helping me, screaming at me to move before the man grabs me. If I piss him off too much, who knows what might do to me?

Maybe he'll come and tear my outfit with his mighty hands. I'm sure he could do it with no difficulty. Afterwards, he might throw me on his lap, administering the most painful spanking I've ever known, in front of all these spectators, feasting on my shame and my helplessness.

As much as this idea shames me, it excites me. So, when Max lands leaning toward me, I jump, ready for him to turn this little fantasy into reality. But he doesn't, leaning into my ear, resting his fingers on my shoulder in an almost tender gesture.

“You want to say your safe word, Princess? You have every right, no one will blame you if it's too much for you.”

I'm shaking a little, and my eyes are still wide open. No, I don't want to say it. I may be frightened by the situation, but the idea of giving up is even more unbearable to me. So, I gently shake my head no, my throat too tight to manage to answer him.

The man smiles, pressing my shoulder again discreetly as if to congratulate me on my courage, before stepping back again.

“Submissive, I'm asking you for the last time. Take off your clothes.”

This time it's the right one. His voice brings me out of my torpor. Slowly, I place my trembling fingers on the zipper of my dress, pulling it down in a gesture that I want to be sensual despite my nervousness.

Then I slide the straps down my arms, letting the piece of fabric fall to my feet in a puddle of silk surrounding my stiletto heels. My legs seem endless, enhanced by these uncomfortable shoes. My modesty is hidden only by a thin black lace thong. And then my chest...

My chest and bare. I wanted to play, not wear a bra, let my nipples stick out through the thin fabric of my master's dress. Now I'm paying a high price for it. Oh sure, no matter what, I was going to end up naked. But I could have been protected by that piece of fabric for a few moments longer. That's how it is, I can't do anything about it now.

I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the staring eyes on my body. I wanted to play, it's up to me to bear the consequences now. Without waiting for Max's request, I remove the last little piece of fabric still present on my body, the thong joining my dress on the floor.

I blush as I hear a man complimenting the firmness of my breasts, their roundness. He explains in detail to a person that I can't see what he would do to me, if he was my dominant.

How he would have me on my knees, keeping me there for hours, patiently submissive, waiting for him to take care of me. How he would use every part of my body until I beg him to stop.

I lick my lips, excited. That's exactly what I want too. To become the sexual slave of any man. I've never been particularly good at anything in my life. But being submissive seems like what I was made for.

Max grabs my hand, spinning me around to better introduce myself to the crowd. I blush as I feel observed in every detail. My mouth opens in surprise and excitement as the man slides his hands over my chest.

One after another, they weigh my breasts, as if to present them to others. I can't suppress a high-pitched moan as he twists my tips between his fingers. A few smiles appear on the faces of the men in front of me. I try to ignore them, remaining focused on the man's gestures.

With sensual slowness he descends over my body, caressing my bare belly, making me shiver. My breath catches as he plays with the elastic of my thong, threatening to slip inside.

I gasp in surprise as his fingers dive quickly over my pussy, playing before I even realize it with my little button of nerves. Sighs of pleasure come out of my mouth that I can no longer control.

I like the way he touches me, both firm and delicate. Giving me just enough friction to make me feel pleasure, without pushing me to orgasm. A high-pitched cry escapes me as he suddenly plunges two fingers into me, giving me no warning.

“She is already soaked. A real little slut. But we already knew that, right?”

My cheeks burn with shame as the snickers echo around me. Yes, they knew that. It was never really a mystery. Yet hearing it out loud isn't the most obvious thing to do.

But how could I hide it, when I can't hold back my squeals of pleasure when the man continues his comings and goings in my tight pussy. I think I'm dying of shame when he finally takes his hand away, only to slide it against my lips.

Without even trying to protest, I open my mouth, taking his fingers and discovering the taste of my own excitement. The gaze of the man on me is burning, and yet, I support him, as if in defiance.

A ridiculous reaction, especially in front of a man who has so much power over me. So, I try to show him that I'm a good girl, licking his fingers meticulously until he pulls them back, finally satisfied.

Without waiting a moment longer, he grabs my arm and leads me to a corner of the stage. I swallow when I see a large cross. Never before have I been attached to such an object. It's impressive, and yet, I've always wanted to test it.

I thought I would try it with my usual dominant. I hoped so. But we don't always get what we want in life.

I focus on my breathing as he attaches one by one my limbs to the torture device. I shudder when he pulls back, giving the crowd a plain view of my body.

I would have liked to be blindfolded, so as not to see this crowd that seems ready to devour me. And what happens next doesn't help my situation.

The man comes back to me, a leather riding crop in his hand. It's not the first time I've been subjected to such an object, but I've never had so many spectators to watch my punishment.

“Look at you. Wet, desperate to be touched. And yet, you were in no hurry to obey my order. I can’t accept that. I have to punish you.”

Without further ado, he raises his arm and lets his crop fall violently on the inside of my thigh. My response cry is powerful and expresses both my pain and my surprise. But I barely have time to get used to it when two shots follow in turn, making me tremble and moan.

“Tell them what you are.”

I open my eyes wide, trying to figure out what he means. Then, his words from earlier echo in my head. I blush even more, feeling shame tense my stomach. However, I don't want to upset the man, even less when he has this whip in his hands. So, I manage to stammer.

“I'm a slut.”

The whip slams down again, on the side of my ass this time, making me moan. I would like to have a blindfold so that I no longer see the mocking smiles in the room, so that I no longer meet the eyes burning my skin.

And for once, I wish I had a gag in my mouth so that I couldn't say any more of those words that humiliate me, even if they were the truth. But of course, my master for a night doesn't have the slightest desire to do that.

“Say it again.”

“I’m a slut.”

The man continues to hit me, following no logical order, only making it harder to bear. Yet I continue to do what he tells me, to say these degrading words, until I scream them after an even louder blow.

“I'm a slut!”

I'm panting, my legs are shaking, threatening to let go. If it weren't for those leather ties keeping me upright, wedged against the cross, I think I would already be on the ground.

The man smiles, visibly satisfied. I shudder as the whip comes dangerously close to my pussy. With insane slowness, he passes it over my lower lips, making me breathe a little harder under this unexpected stimulation.

He continues to rub it, until my excitement covers the object of leather. Of course, he does not fail to show it to the crowd, handing the whip to the people closest, tearing them small satisfied smiles. Then he turns to me.

“It's true, you really are a slut. But you took your punishment well, so you deserve a reward.”

I frown, taken aback. Max walks away, even coming down from the stage, weaving through the crowd of regulars. I try to control my breathing, not to panic at being alone on the stage, tied up and exposed. The task turns out to be more difficult than expected, while the dominant is slow to return.

My breath stops for good as I finally see him. The people around the scene step aside, letting him pass. In his hand he holds a leash. At the end of it, a dog collar attached around the neck of a pretty redhead.

I find it hard to calm my racing heart. The spectacle of this woman walking on all fours behind her master overwhelms me to a point that I would not have imagined. I'm shocked, a bit. Excited, too, imagining myself in her place.

I never could have imagined that one day, I would want to be considered as a dog by a man, following him obediently, lowering me to this degrading position. And yet, that's what I feel when I see them approaching me like this.

My belly twitches as I wonder what will happen next. I've never done anything with another woman, never even considered it.

The idea makes me nervous, and yet I have to play the game. I don't want to say my safe word. I don't want to freak out before I've even tested it.

The strange couple finally arrives to me, stopping almost theatrically in front of me. I can't take my eyes off the woman.

Her long red hair falls in a cascade of curls against her milky skin. She wears a black lace bodysuit, showcasing her voluptuous curves. A veritable picture of lust, offered to me.

With a light tap on the leash, Max brings her a little closer to me. Without even needing a word, the woman kneels in front of me, putting herself in an uncomfortable position.

There is now no longer any doubt about the sequence of events. Thus installed between my open legs, the woman has few options. And when her master gives her a soft "Go ahead", she doesn't waste a moment.

A scream dies in my throat as she begins to lick my pussy. It's slow, gentle. Incredibly sensual. I almost regret that she does not put her slender fingers on the inside of my thighs. I'm sure her skin is extremely soft.

But she too must obey the man. Even if it means being in that awkward position, licking a woman in front of an excited audience. The sexual tension in the room kicked up a notch as the pretty redhead sat down in front of me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see couples making out, hands wandering around, erections released from pants that have become too tight.

A wave of pride washes over me. This is partly thanks to me. They saw me in pain, they saw me moan with pleasure. My body offered to their gaze enough to put them in unparalleled states of excitement.

I can't hold back my moans any longer as the woman's licks get faster, more precise. Gently, she captures my clit between her lips, pulling lightly on it, just enough to drive me crazy.

My chest heaves at a crazy pace, catching the man's attention. Max still hasn't let go of the leash. With his free hand, he grabs one of my nipples between his fingers, pinching it until I cry out louder than the others.

I lose my footing, thus delivered to this infernal duo, stuck on this cross. I can't do anything else, just leave myself to the moment, to pleasure.

My body begins to contract, I feel my orgasm coming, getting ready with delight to welcome it. But before I can feel this long-awaited ecstasy, the man pulls on the leash and lets go of my breast.

The pretty redhead stops immediately, remaining seated on her heels, looking up at her Master. He bends down, jamming the leash between the woman's teeth before turning back to me.

One after another, he undoes the bonds that keep me clinging to the cross. I sigh in relief, shaking my aching limbs from being held down like this.

My eyes lift to the man, full of hope. My orgasm was close, and I'm more frustrated than ever to have been deprived.

Max gives me no indication of the sequence of events, content to grab my wrists in his hand, before closing a pair of handcuffs around them.

Nervous, I wait for the continuation. With a wave of his hand, he makes the woman get up. She is shorter than me, her petite stature only making her curves even more desirable. The man speaks to her, as if there was no one around.

“Take her to room number three, then meet me.”

I hold back a disappointed squeal, realizing that I won't be able to come right away. Almost jealous, I watch the couple kiss, an obvious symbiosis linking them.

I'm so frustrated. I would like to kiss someone. Find myself under the heat of a body. That the night never stops, a cock in me until the early morning.

But for the moment, this isn’t on the program. Resigned, I let myself be guided by the submissive, who takes me with a perky step to my next test.


Chapter 3

Breathe in, breathe out. Everything is going to be okay. You can do it Megan.

Sitting on the leather seat, I observe my surroundings. Apart from this comfortable lounge chair and the screen in front of it, there is nothing else in this room.

Here, as everywhere in the club, the walls are thick. I can't hear a thing about what's going on out of here. The room is plunged into total, almost suffocating, silence.

The submissive didn't stay with me long, only making sure I sat down before leaving me with a wink. Now I feel even more alone and vulnerable than when I was on stage.

My hands are still held in these handcuffs. It doesn't hurt, far from it. Between my legs, my clit continues to throb, more frustrated than ever at having been deprived of near deliverance.

I take another look around the room. After all, no one is there. And my cuffed hands fall into the perfect spot. No one will know if I touch myself. If anyone comes in, they won't suspect a thing.

I can't hold back a long sigh of relief as one of my fingers slips slowly between my lower lips. I press harder and harder, still taking my time.

If this club has taught me anything, it's that patience is often rewarded. The pleasure made more intense by the wait.

But before I can go any further, the screen in front of me lights up, causing me to gasp in surprise. Immediately, I stop touching myself. The screen remains in gray tones, only a red dot lights up at the top of it.

A camera.

Someone is watching me, that's for sure. But I can't see who it is.

Modestly, I squeeze my legs, trying to hide my pussy. Then, I try as best I can to tighten my arms to hide my chest. But all it does is make it more imposing.

I can't take my eyes off that red dot, my breathing causing my chest to heave at a rapid pace. I wonder who is there, behind his screen. And what he expects from me. Or she.

For what seems like hours, time passes without a word being spoken, without a face appearing on the screen. I find it increasingly difficult to stay calm, yet trying to reason with myself so as not to panic.

Suddenly, a familiar voice sends an electric shock through my body.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

Jonathan. My usual dominant. My Master. I can't believe it's him, but I would recognize his voice anywhere. His detached tone. His controlled nonchalance.

A big smile forms on my face, and I look more intensely at the camera, as if I could probe his eyes through it.

“Good evening, Master.”

“So Little Girl, I heard you had fun?”

“Yes Master.”

“Was it good?”

“Yes Master, but Max didn't let me come.”

“I know, those were my orders. And what did you think of my final surprise?”

I instinctively lower my eyes, feeling my cheeks flush. I know what he is talking about. Of this little redhead, of her fleshy mouth between my legs, licking my clit with softness and sensuality, bringing me ever closer to the precipice.

I never would have believed that sleeping with a woman could have pleased me. But I must face facts. This first experience, although short, was incredibly hot.

My throat tight, I can't say it out loud. Still, I can hear the mocking air in my dominant's breath, in his voice that echoes all around me in the room.

“I… Yes. It was good. Thank you, Master.”

“You’re welcome.”

Silence falls again in the room. My chest continues to heave, this time with impatience. I am there, offered to his virtual gaze, and I only want one thing: for him to launch the game.

I'm sure he has something in mind. He's not going to just stare at me like that naked, just for a few moments, is he? I look up at the screen again, daring to break the silence.

“You... You don't show yourself, Master?”

“No. Not yet. You haven't earned it.”

I can't hold back a sulky pout. I would have liked to see his face, see his reaction as I spread my thighs a little more, giving him a clearer view of my fully soaked pussy.

I don't know where this sudden courage comes from, but I like it. I probably shouldn't provoke him, but I can’t help it. And then he is far away. He'll have to wait to punish me himself.

If he notices my shenanigans, he says nothing about it, picking up the thread of things.

“I need you to do something for me, Submissive.”

“Whatever you want, Master.”

“Good girl. I prepared something for you, under your chair. Grab it.”

Intrigued, I comply. I lean my body, trying not to lose my balance despite my cuffed hands. Fumbling, I seek his surprise. I find a small box that I hasten to put back on my lap.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when I open it and discover its contents. An anal plug, and lube. I instinctively look up at the screen, as if I could see my master. Satisfied sound escapes from the speakers in the room. Apparently, I got the reaction he expected.

I swallow, looking down at the object again. It's not the first time I've had one in me. But usually, it's one of the men I've slept with who installs it for me. I never did it alone. And this prospect frightens me. As if noticing, the dominant guides me.

“Start by putting lube on a finger. Go slowly. Take your time, we have all evening.”

I inhale deeply before executing his order, trying to forget my shame to better satisfy my dominant. The thing is not made easy with my handcuffs. As best I can, I begin to dig a finger inside myself, doing everything to focus on my movements while making sure my master doesn't miss a thing of the show.

I'm doing this for him. For him and for him alone. I don't want to give this place of me to anyone else anymore.

I relax little by little, even beginning to find pleasure. I can't go very deep, this position preventing me, but it doesn't matter.

At my master's command, I add a second finger, enlarging my most taboo entrance under his gaze that I imagine burning with excitement.

I hope now he regrets going on a business trip. Who knows, maybe next time he'll take me with him. I shudder, imagining myself naked and tied to a bed in a luxury hotel room, spending my days with a vibrating egg inside me, activated remotely by my lover as he negotiates big contracts.

I want to do these things. Become his official submissive. And for that, I must prove to him that I'm worth it. Even if it means doing degrading things.

After all, I can't hide it. It pleases me too. I could deny it all I want, the excitement between my legs would contradict me.

“I think you're ready for the plug.”

I nod, withdrawing my fingers to replace them with the heavily lube-covered object. A sigh of satisfaction escapes my throat as I suddenly feel full.

“This little hole is mine. Nobody has the right to play with it tonight, is that understood?”

I nod, a wave of warmth washing over me at the sound of him being so possessive with my body. Even if he shares me, lets me explore this new sexuality with other men and women, I remain his, and he wants to show it.

“You're soaked baby girl. You want to come, right?”

“Yes Master. I wish you were here to touch me.”

“Go ahead. Show me what you would like me to do to you.”

I bite my lip, a big smile lighting up my face at the words. I spread my thighs a little more, giving him an unobstructed view of the show. Then I rest my body against the chair, making myself comfortable.

I begin by raising my cuffed hands to my breasts, stroking them as best I can despite my limited movement. But quickly, I lower them on my belly. My clit is desperate and ready to explode. I can't make it languish any longer.

However, I imagine myself in the place of my dominant. I know he would start by caressing the inside of my thighs with crazy slowness. So, I imitate him, arching my back a little more under this gentle gesture.

Finally, I put my hand on my nerve button, letting out a long sigh of relief as I trace light circles on it. My movements are slow, but intense, as I put more and more pressure.

I must stay focused to keep my legs open, and make sure he misses nothing of my vice. I keep my eyes glued to the camera, like I'm trying to bond with him, show him how much I want him.

“Speed up.”

I moan, complying without the slightest difficulty. His command electrified me, and I'm going much faster now, moaning unrestrainedly as my feet begin to tense in pleasure.

“Harder. Go on Little Girl, make yourself come.”

I bite my lip, small, high-pitched squeaks escaping me. I don't have the same strength, the same power as the man, and yet the pleasure is definitely there. My eyes close as I imagine him next to me, that he’s the one touching me with such expertise.

I arch my back and a dull cry escapes my mouth as the long-awaited orgasm finally explodes through my veins. I continue my hand movements, erratic, doing what he would do, prolonging my orgasm for as long as possible.

I open my eyes again as the mists of pleasure clear, my breathing harder than ever as my heart pounds in my chest.

I smile at the camera, satisfied. I don't know if the man touched himself at the same time as me, also seeking his pleasure. It doesn’t really matter though. I'm sure he liked what he saw.

“You've been a good girl, Megan. Now get up. You're not done with my surprise yet.”


Chapter 4

It takes me a few moments to collect myself as I re-enter the main room. The atmosphere is very different from the small cell where I was a few moments ago.

After the silence worthy of a cathedral, and the bareness of the grey room, my senses find themselves assaulted. From all sides, stimuli spring up. My eyes don’t know where to rest. Everywhere, bodies come together and come apart in sensual exchanges.

I just came, and yet, I already feel horny again. The slightest spark, and my whole body ignites. To say that before reaching orgasm only once was already a feat for me. Now I have to come again and again, otherwise I'm not satisfied.

I lick my lips, observing a woman strapped where I was earlier in the evening. I wonder if I too looked so sexy exposed this way, limbs torn. Despite the force her dominant puts into his whipping, the woman's moans are clearly of pleasure.

There is something reassuring about seeing that. Yes, I’m clearly a slut. But still, there's nothing wrong with me. I'm not the only one with these dark desires. To appreciate a little pain, to better feel the pleasure right after.

It's not something easy to explain. To make it understood. So, to have found a place where I am not judged, and even where I am understood, is an unexpected gift.

I come out of my contemplation, feeling a warm hand land in the small of my back. I had forgotten that I was naked. I’m usually so modest, this place completely transforms me.

Max is there, a big smile on his face. He’s alone, his pretty submissive absent. I’m almost disappointed. She looks interesting, I would have liked to learn a little more about her.

Since I started going to the club, I have mostly dealt with men. With dominants. I would like to bond with other submissives. Discover more.

For the moment, I content myself with the reassuring presence of the man next to me. His thumb traces small circles on my bare skin, as we both stare the stage. The dominant has just untied his submissive, now taking her in his arms, stroking her hair and body to relieve her after this intense session.

A strong bond seems to unite them. Immediately, I think of Jonathan. Hearing his voice, having come under it, was more than I could have expected tonight. And yet, I miss him.

I can't wait for him to come back, and to do all these things with him again. I think I'm ready to go back on stage, despite the embarrassment I felt.

I jump as Max's hand drops lower, playing with the plug I've tucked between my ass. I tense, hoping he doesn't try to pull it off. My Master has been very clear. This area is his, and his only. No question that he shares, not even with the one to whom he nevertheless entrusted me this evening.

“Nice accessory. Ready for what's next?”

I follow his gaze to the stage, empty again. An embarrassed smile forms on my lips. I wanted to go back, I just hadn't expected it to be so soon. Putting aside the hesitation that's beginning to plague me, I nod, grabbing the hand he offers me.

A few people approach, seeing us return to the stage. Our previous performance must have pleased them. So much the better. Even if I'm the submissive, and I don't have much to say about the course of the actions, being admired like this gives me incredible confidence. I feel strong. Powerful. Like a goddess to be admired and feared.

Yes, I think I could get used to that feeling. Even if in a few moments, the dominant could very well make me cry, or howl in a pathetic way. He can't take that gleam out of my eyes. This desire to continue.

My heels are the only clothes I still have on me, like a highly erotic symbol. I let them echo on the floor as the man guides me to my next ordeal. This time, it's not to the cross that he wants to tie me, but to a bench.

Gently, he helps me settle on it, my belly coming into contact with the leather as my knees settle on either side of the object. Max closes the straps around my calves, making me shiver.

Being tied up is probably one of my favorite things. Being deprived of my movements, totally offered, has something both reassuring, but also terribly exciting.

He continues his installation, putting his leather ties around my back. Then, my arms, freed from my handcuffs, find themselves attached to either side of the bench.

My cheeks are hot. I am totally open, exposed to everyone's gaze. I know, in this position, my viewers can see my plug, my soaked pussy. They can miss nothing of my degradation.

And this idea makes me even more wet.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when it's not Max that I see settling near my face, but the pretty redhead from earlier. She has a big smile, giving her an even more ingenuous look, contrasting with the very feminine shapes of her body.

She crouches beside me, so close I can smell her perfume. Rose, mixed with something else... A little lemon, I think. Like her dominant. Perhaps it’s his perfume that has been transferred on her. Who knows what they did, while I was busy giving Jonathan a virtual show?

She gently pushes back a strand of hair that has escaped from my ponytail, before approaching a little closer to me. And then, without warning, she presses her lips to mine. I don't push her away, or protest.

This is the first time I've kissed another woman. And I must admit that it is not so bad. It doesn't have the urgency, the almost imposing force of the dominants that usually capture my mouth. It's soft, light. Pleasant.

She pulls back, giving me a wink. Then she grabs what Max hands her. He’s there, a few inches from us, observing us. I look down to see what he has planned for me.

A gag, adorned with a silicone ball. I bite my lower lip. This is not the first time that I have to bear such an object. And yet, it still impresses me as much.

Forgetting my nervousness, I open my mouth when the other submissive approaches the object of my face. Without hesitation, I bite into the ball, trying to get used to its imposing presence between my lips.

I know it's going to be unpleasant for a while. But I have no choice. I have to accept the trials presented to me.

Although I must admit, I would rather have my mouth filled with cocks than this object. I must be patient. Everything comes at the right time to who knows how to wait, right?

I shiver as the infernal duo pulls away. Here I am again alone, totally open and vulnerable. I close my eyes, focusing on my breathing rather than the curious gaze. Some have come forward, just to see my face, my reactions, while I'm there, bound and gagged.

It’s impossible for me to know what awaits me. What are the other two doing? They may be gone for good. Maybe this is my test. Stay naked and exposed for as long as they want, until I start crying. Begging, my complaints stifled by this ball in my mouth.

My cheeks are already blushing. What a humiliation it would be to be treated like this. I don't know if I could bear it. It seems a bit extreme. And yet, what can I do against it? If it's Max's will, or Jonathan's order, there's not much I can do about it.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I feel something touch my skin. A finger, traversing the hollow of my spine in a sensual gesture.

A trail of goosebumps takes shape on my body at this erotic passage. It's light, excruciatingly light, and yet it's enough to fire me up.

But my excitement falls the moment the finger is replaced by something else. Leather straps. A flogger. This object is not the easiest to bear. With each blow, the straps draw a new pattern, bringing new pain to a piece of skin that has yet to be explored.

My buttocks are exposed, my arms and my thighs too... Just like my pussy. The playground seems endless for the dominant. And I know he's going to have a field day.

For the moment, he is content to caress my skin with his object of torture. Slowly, he smooths it over my exposed skin, making me shiver with both pleasure and fear.

I know it, at any moment, he can stop this gentle movement to replace it with a violent blow. There is nothing I can do to counter this. Just take a deep breath, and hope it passes quickly.

I shiver as he descends along my legs, having fun taking his time on the inside of my thighs, an area that is particularly erogenous to me. Then my calves are entitled to the same treatment, then my feet. I hadn't even noticed that my shoes were gone before then.

A cry escapes my throat, muffled by the gag. Without warning, the man just kicked the soles of my feet. Never before had a dominant been interested in this part of me, let alone during a punishment.

He repeats the movement twice, three times, before switching to the opposite foot. My toes curl up, unused to the feeling. It's painful, and the feeling is different than on the fleshy parts of my buttocks, my thighs.

It's as if I felt everything more intensely. As if every nerve in my body was activated at this stimulation.

He goes up on my calves, offering me a little respite. After the feet, it seems like a cakewalk. But of course, the dominant is not there to make things easier for me.

No sooner has he given me time to come to my senses than he starts kicking my feet again. My entire body contracts, and drool escapes down my chin without my being able to hold it back.

I look up, meeting the lustful gaze of a man. Obviously, he is enjoying the sight of my downfall. He's not even that attractive, and yet I'd like him to come closer. That he opens his zipper, to show me this member visibly stretched through his pants.

He could take my gag off and stick his cock in my mouth. There was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it. And this idea excites me terribly.

I snap back into reality as the blows go up, my dominant now attacking the fragile skin of my thighs. I can't stop my body from arching, trying to fight against this unnatural situation.

I can’t help it, my survival instinct takes over, making me move in all directions. But Max doesn't care.

He knows it, only three close kicks of my right foot should make him stop. My safe word, when words are impossible for me. So, in the meantime, he continues his choreography on my skin. And then he tied me too well for my movements to give any real result.

I let out a higher squeal as the flogger lands on my ass like a million little bites. The pain is intense, and delicious. I feel it, between my thighs, I'm more soaked than ever.

I’m ready to receive a man, any man. I just want to be filled again and again. Get the whole club over me, if that's what they want.

But for the moment, I still have to endure these strong blows on my ass, on my thighs. I feel my skin redden under this strong treatment, and yet, I do not move my foot. I can do it. I can hold.

My fingers close on the leather armrests where my wrists are attached. I dig my fingernails into the fabric, convinced that I'm not the first to attack it like this.

The blows are strong, until finally stopping. I lower my head, unable to hold back a sigh of relief despite the now drool-soaked gag. What a pathetic sight I must put on.

Despite my shame, I absolutely don’t want this to end. I want to continue to be used like this. Humiliated. I know, the pleasure I feel later will only be greater.

I tense as fingers slide over my soaked pussy, parting my lower lips to caress my raw skin. The gesture is light, but enough to make me shiver as it goes back to my clit.

I moan against the gag as the movements quicken. Then, without warning, two fingers dig into me. They move fast enough that a wet sound is heard, despite the background music and the talk and other activity taking place in the room.

My cheeks flush as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I would give anything for these fingers never to stop. They know exactly what to do, where to press, to make me lose my footing.

“She’s ready. If you want to use her, now is the time.”

Max's voice makes me tremble. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. Once again, I’m going to find myself in the hands of many men. I’m offered to them, completely open, ready to receive them for as long as they wish.

A man approaches me, removing my gag without missing a beat. Then, without delicacy, he brings his tense member into my mouth.

My jaw is already tired from being held open like this by the little ball of silicone. But I don't really have a choice. I must satisfy all those who will want to use me. It's the rule of the game.

So, I focus, trying to give him as much pleasure as I can despite my restricted movements. I manage to move my head to perform a few back and forth on his cock, occasionally adding small well-placed licks that make the man moan.

Behind me, the fingers continue to move, in and out of me at a brisk pace. However, no thumb comes to rest on my clit. No cock comes to replace this hand. I must be patient, despite my body shivering with envy.

I gasp in surprise as the fingers move away in a quick motion. It doesn't take more than a few moments for something else to line up at my soaking wet entrance. A disappointed sigh comes out of my throat occupied by this cock.

It's not a man who enters me, but a stupid silicone toy. I don't have the slightest doubt about that. Still, I can't help but savor this moment. I needed to be filled, to feel something tear my pussy.

It doesn't have the warmth or naturalness of a real man, but for now, that's enough. I focus a little more on the cock in my mouth, accelerating my movements, snatching very recognizable grunts from him.

A few more seconds, and the man's body tenses, his seed invading my mouth without warning as his fingers close in my hair.

I swallow everything he gives me without complaining, taking advantage of this short moment of rest. I know it, soon, another man will come to take his place.

Behind me, the dildo thrusts intensify, making me moan as another cock enters my mouth. I suddenly wonder who is holding the dildo. It could be Max, or it could be an unknown man.

Or... A woman. After all, my dominant made it clear to me that he wanted me to explore this path.

I moan against the man's cock as a hand lands on my clit, pinching it lightly. A rush of adrenaline runs through my body. My limbs contract in response to the pleasure I receive. I know, my orgasm is not very far.

A few more moments, and a white flash erupts before my eyes, almost making me clench my jaw on the cock still in my mouth. In me, the dildo continues to be moved without stopping. It doesn't matter that an orgasm runs through my body. I will have to endure all the attacks they want to give me.

The man empties into me before unceremoniously walking away, zipping up his pants like he's coming out of the toilet. I take a deep breath, trying to control my emotions. For the moment, no one is coming to take his place. Only the dildo continues to keep my senses awake.

I yelp as a loud slap hits my ass, followed by a second. The blow is powerful, and delicious. A few smiles appear on the faces around me, visibly amused by my reaction of pleasure in the face of these painful gestures.

My fingers tighten a little on the leather in front of me, as I feel another orgasm coming. I've never had one so close, let alone with a toy. But the fingers that continue to turn on my clit leave me no choice, and again, I see myself going through a wave of pleasure.

I barely have time to recover that the object is removed from my soaked pussy. Immediately, a man plunges into me. I can't hold back a cry. He’s long, and stops only once completely in.

My breathing quickens as the man grabs my ponytail, tugging on it so that I arch my back a little more against my bonds. He doesn't take his time, his thrusts intense as high-pitched squeals come out of my throat.

I’m his object, his little thing, his reel. He uses me as he pleases, and I just have to submit. Exactly what I wanted. I close my eyes, indulging in the sensations as he quickens his hip movements.

A hand slides over my clit, and again, I lose my footing. I don't even understand how this is possible. But the almost mechanical rhythm of the man in me, combined with this expert hand, plunges me into orgasm again.

I barely feel him emptying into me, my pussy contracting around his cock plunging him into his own pleasure. He’s immediately replaced by another man, working on me without the slightest elegance.

The minutes pass and the men follow one another. Hands squeeze my ass with force, or grab my hair, my shoulders. I shudder, and feel exhausted from being abused like this, totally limited in my movements. I feel like the next orgasm will kill me. And yet, I only want one thing: that it happens.

I want to cum again and again. Receive each of these men in me, several times if they want. And why not women too, harnessed in strap-on. I'm just a shaky, desperate little thing. I no longer control anything. My libido dictates my thoughts, and I have no intention of stopping it.

The little redhead comes to kneel in front of me, stroking my face gently as I find myself open in two by a huge cock. The young woman's smile helps me hold on.

A few whistles echo around us as she comes a little closer, kissing me. Her tongue drags mine into a frantic dance, igniting everything else in my body as my clit finds itself pinched hard again.

My cry of ecstasy is muffled by the kiss, my body tensing before completely relaxing, as if drained.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief as the man slips out of me and I feel my body released from its bonds. Hands hold me, helping me slowly return to a normal position. The little submissive stays close to me, helping me keep my balance after all this time hanging upside down.

Max is there, his hands resting on my hips. A soft smile lights up his face, and he leans over me to kiss me. It's soft, light. Like a comfort after the power of what I just felt.

“How about you spend the rest of evening with us?”

Still in the mists of orgasm, I nod my head. I don't want to be alone. And I think... I think I have just enough energy to find myself stuck between this sensual couple.

Without thinking any more, I take the hands they both hold out to me, letting them guide me to a more intimate part of the room. In an alcove with shades of burgundy velvet, we settle down. I stay up, waiting for my next order.

Max slowly undresses as the petite redhead sits on the couch, observing the room. My breath catches as I discover a tattoo on the man's hip. Exactly as I had imagined. I lick my lips as the dominant sits down.

He places his hands on my waist, pulling me closer to him. I straddle him, sitting on him lap. My hands lay mechanically on his muscular chest. He smiles at me, his fingers sliding up the back of my neck as he pulls me into a kiss.

It's soft, sensual. A contrast to what I suffered just a few minutes ago. A most welcome comfort. I sigh against his lips, feeling perfectly safe.

The kiss deepens, getting hotter and hotter. I feel his cock grow against me, and I can't help but grab it. It’s like the rest of his body. Big. Strong. Perfect.

The man loses patience under my hand and ends up lifting me to align me with his hungry member. I squeal against his lips as he drops me onto his cock. I may have been more than prepared by the others, but I still feel a slight tightness. No man was as wide as him tonight.

I have to get used to it, however, because the man does not intend to give me a break. His hands on my hips, he makes me come and go on his cock at an already hellish pace. Then he breaks the kiss.

“Can you help Laura?”

I turn my head, realizing that the little redhead is there, a few inches from us, touching herself without ever taking her eyes off us. I nod and reach for her. She steps closer, allowing me to run my fingers through her hair. My lips land on hers as I tentatively lower my hand to her breasts.

This is the first time I've touched a woman. Nervousness is followed by excitement. Her skin is so soft, it's like touching silk.

One by one, I grab her nipples, making her moan against my mouth. Max, on the other hand, seems to be enjoying the show, slowing his movements to allow us to catch up with him.

I take courage and slide my hand on the belly of the young woman, until reaching the fine fleece that covers her sex. Without thinking, I land on her clit, rolling it between my fingers. Laura breaks the kiss, needing air to moan. Apparently, she likes what I do to her.

Her hand slips between my body and that of her dominant, who in turn accelerates his movements. Our moans mingle with his grunts. There is no more logic, no more pride. Only beings of lust running after their pleasure.

I’m the first to come, my body over-stimulated by this most incredible evening. My forehead rests on the man's shoulder as he captures his submissive's lips in a passionate kiss.

It doesn't take much for the pretty redhead to also come against my fingers, her little squeaks ringing in my ears like the most erotic sound in the world.

His submissives satisfied, Max only focuses on his own pleasure. His hands grip my hips tightly. I no longer have any energy. I'm like a rag doll that he impales on his cock again and again, until he finally tenses and empties deep inside me.

Panting, he grabs Laura and wraps his arm around her, holding us both in his comforting warmth. There's nothing else in the club that matters. Only our bodies, intertwined to better come down from this intense ecstasy.


Chapter 5

A loud moan escapes my throat. It's not very sexy, but I don't care. I’ve had my dose of sex for at least three days. And this thing is way too comfortable.

Take a bath after an intense session? It's nice and relaxing. But a bubble bath? That’s heaven.

I adjust my position, letting the powerful jet massage my aching back from these bonds and these many cocks inside me. I don't know how many men have run over me tonight again, and I don't care. My inner beast is satisfied, it doesn't need more.

Max told me he sent some photos and video clips to Jonathan. I hope my dominant was happy with what he saw.

Maybe he's very busy right now. Alone, in his impersonal hotel room, jerking off and imagining himself in my company. Imagining that he was the one who did all this to me. I really hope next time I can travel with him.

But I’m surely putting the cart before the horse. For now, I'd better enjoy the moment. Especially when Laura approaches me, a loofah in her hand.

She begins to gently clean my arms, my breasts. It doesn't take much for my nipples to point again. I roll my eyes as the young woman laughs softly.

You'd think my body would have had enough after all that stimulation. But apparently, it still has excitement to spare. Without me. I had enough.

I just want to finish this bath, get dressed, and go home to get into my bed. I let out a small sigh, already imagining the softness of the sheets against my raw skin.

I’m out of my daydream by Max. The dominant approaches, tenderly kissing his submissive. They have been together for four years, they told me. They live together, and the club has become their second home. Where they come to explore their sexuality together.

I can't help but envy them, imagining myself in the same situation with Jonathan. Maybe someday...

The young woman gets out of the bath, letting herself be wrapped by her lover in a huge towel. I keep admiring their perfect symbiosis for a few minutes before getting up in my turn, grabbing the towel that the man gives me with a smile.

As I get ready to get dressed, Max comes back to me, a medium-sized box in his hands.

“Jonathan wanted me to give you this, if you were able to pass his tests. No one doubted you would, far from it.”

His wink makes me blush, and I try to hide my embarrassment by grabbing the box. My breath catches as I open it.

Inside is a submissive collar. With a small metal medal, engraved with a J. Jonathan. I'm his, it's real now. Laura claps her hands happily, almost happier than me.

“Your first submissive collar, how exciting! Give it, I'll put it on you, and then we'll send some pictures to Jonathan.”

Still in surprise, I let her do, admiring myself in the mirror once my neck is adorned with the very special jewel. I touch the leather with my fingertips, appreciating its softness and suppleness.

While Laura makes me pose in positions each more sensual than the next, I am obsessed with a single thought.

To see my dominant again.


BOUND TO SERVE


Chapter 1

“I'll be late, Baby Girl. Have a drink while waiting for me.”

I sigh, disappointed. It hasn't been ten minutes since I arrived at the club, and yet, it feels like hours.

One week. I have been dreaming of this day for one week. One week since I received my very first submissive collar. I still can't believe my dominant wasn't there to do it himself.

Yet, he had organized everything to ensure that I was well taken care of despite his absence. In the hands of his friend, I spread my legs again, giving myself, body and soul, to anyone who wanted to take me.

Totally exposed to the gaze of the members of this DSM club, I let myself go. My master was not there, and yet I wanted to satisfy him. Even if it meant being tied up completely naked in front of all these strangers. Even if it meant being touched for the first time by another woman.

I shudder as I suddenly remember the feel of her tongue between my legs, the way she treated me, her gentleness contrasting with the harshness of the men using my body as they pleased one after another. I was just a thing, a toy made available for them to cum over and over again.

I have been coming here for a few weeks now, and I believe that not once have I been spared by these many bodies against mine. I never could have imagined that I would like this. And yet, now, I would not want to do without these sensations, even for all the gold in the world.

Nevertheless, I must admit it. Among all the dominants who have taken care of me since my arrival, there is one who has a very special place in my heart, and between my thighs.

Jonathan.

He always pushes things further than other dominants, putting me through intense levels of pain before sending me into almost unbearable climax. Each time, he has outdone himself, always making me discover a little more of this world that was still unknown to me until recently.

Now he has made me his submissive. And I only dream of one thing: that he sees me with this collar around my neck. I hope he will be proud. Proud that I’m his submissive. Proud that I managed to complete all of his ordeals to get there.

It's been two weeks since I last saw him, and I can't wait. So, even though I know he still has work to do and will arrive soon, I can't help but find this wait unbearable.

I thank the bartender who hands me my mocktail, then turns to look around the room. The bar part of the club is rather quiet tonight. A few people are chatting quietly, sipping their drinks on one of the cozy bench seats.

This part of the club looks like a normal bar. Only an observant eye could notice the leather collars, the large, padded door leading to the area where it all really happens.

A smile forms on my lips when a familiar face appears. Rhys. The dominant who initiated me, when I was still a vanilla and shy girl, wondering what she was doing in a place like this.

It was he who held my hand, who made me discover what it feels like to submit to a man, to obey his every will. And how much I like it.

He gently kisses my cheek before taking a seat on the stool next to mine, giving bartender his order before giving me his full attention.

“Back already? Looks like you've become addicted.”

“Whose fault is it?” I replicate, a mischievous smile on my lips.

The man can’t hold back a small laugh, before letting his eyes run down my neck.

“Nice collar. Did you buy it yourself?”

“No. It's... Jonathan, he gave it to me.”

The man grimaces before making a disappointed pout.

“So, I have no chance anymore. Can't say I'm thrilled you're out of the market, but at least I'm reassured. I would have hated for you to fall into the wrong hands.”

I raise a questioning eyebrow, finishing my sip before asking the man.

“And Jonathan has good hands?”

“The best. Couldn't have chosen better, little girl.”

I smile, glad to hear him approve of my choice. For long minutes, we discuss everything and nothing. How strange it is to get to know a man after sleeping with him.

As I tell him about my boring job, a man walks up to us. He greets Rhys with a manly handshake before turning to me.

“Excuse me Miss. Megan, right? The boss would like to see you.”

I frown, taken aback. The boss? What could he possibly want from me? I don't even know who he is. One look at Rhys is enough to reassure me. He smiles at me and then nods his head, as if to encourage me to go.

So, taking my courage in both hands, I follow the stranger in a maze of corridors where I had never set foot before. I wonder what the man wants from me. How does he even know who I am?

I guess that, when the new girl gets fucked by a good part of the club in just a few weeks, the news spreads quickly.

My guide knocks on an imposing wooden door before opening it and letting me in. As soon as I enter, my mouth drops open in surprise.

In front of me is something I had not expected.


Chapter 2

Arms dangling, I stand in the middle of the room, shocked at what I see. I had expected everything. To see a man surrounded by women, each one more beautiful than the other. Or enter a dungeon full of chains, ropes, and leather toys.

But no.

It's a very ordinary office. Large dark wood bookcases line the walls, elegant burgundy leather armchairs face a huge desk.

And, aside from the huge black-and-white photo of a naked woman kneeling at the feet of her dominant in a suit, nothing here gives the impression of being in a place dedicated to pleasure. No, there is absolutely nothing shocking in these places. Except the man behind his desk.

Jonathan.

My dominant.

I knew he was the boss of his own business. But he never suggested that it was this club that I have been going to for weeks now. My surprise does not go away. I stay there, still shocked by this discovery.

The man doesn't flinch. He remains completely focused on his screen, as if he hasn't noticed that I arrived. I take this opportunity to observe this face that I missed so much.

Like the first time I saw him, something special catches my eye. His green eyes. Two emerald marbles which alone would be enough to melt me.

A lock of his brown hair falls in front of his eyes. I would give anything right now to sit on his lap and tuck it behind his ear. Then, my lips would land on his, as his hand would come to grip my neck authoritatively, holding me firmly in place to take possession of my mouth.

Then he would pick me up, throw all those documents that took my place on that large wooden desk. I would spread my legs, letting him rip off my thin black lace thong.

I can already imagine him, plunging his large cock inside me, without even bothering to prepare me. It would hurt, no doubt about it. But I don't care. All I care about is feeling him inside me. To be his little thing again. Let him take possession of my body.

Between my thighs, I can already feel my excitement growing. Like every time I'm in the same room as him, my traitorous body begins to get wet in the obscenest way.

I can't help but fidget, rocking from foot to foot. Despite the hours of training this dominant has given me, I still have trouble standing perfectly still. Yet it is necessary. Otherwise, I know he will not want to take care of me. I must have an exemplary behavior in his presence.

After long minutes, the man finally deigns to look up at me. I'm shivering. As usual, his face does not show the slightest emotion. It's impossible to know what he's feeling right now.

His eyes slowly roam my body, registering every curve, every detail. Then he lingers on my neck, the corner of his mouth twisting into a smirk of contentment. It only lasts for a second, but this simple sign of his satisfaction is enough to inflame my whole body.

We stay like that for a long time, staring at each other as if it were the first time we've seen each other. As the seconds pass, my excitement only grows. I say nothing, I do nothing, remaining in this desperate wait, hoping that finally, he gives me the signal to approach him.

“Good evening, Submissive.”

My stomach contracts, my clit throbs at these simple words. His voice alone is enough to make me tremble. I feel like I'm going to die if he doesn't touch me. Almost stuttering, I manage to answer him.

“Good… Good evening, Master.”

The man is silent again, his screen seeming to interest him more than my body offered to him. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hide my frustration. It's all part of his game. Again, he's testing my limits, and that doesn't matter if it drives me crazy. With this simple gesture, he reminds me who is in control here.

My blood freezes as he looks up at me again. His emerald eyes pierce me and hypnotize me. So, when he lowers them for a second before raising them to me again, I immediately understand what he wants.

No words are needed to understand this order. Without even thinking about it, my legs wobble, and I drop to my knees in complete submission. My eyes stay fixed on him.

I only expect one thing, that he compliments me, that he whispers a good girl. That he even gets up and comes over to gently stroke my cheek in satisfaction. But he does none of that, preferring to focus on his screen again, typing with great concentration on his keyboard.

A great discomfort rises in my stomach, and I have trouble staying in place. All I want is for him to give me some attention. Those days without him seemed endless. If I listened to myself, I would lie on the ground, spreading my legs and begging him to take me, right now.

I have nothing to do with shame, humiliation. Anyway, everyone at the club already knows I'm a slut. So, might as well prove it, right?

But I don't. Because I know it, the worse I behave, and the more he will make me pay for it. And there is no guarantee that it will be by one of his spankings that I have come to love. No. He could also decide not to touch me at all tonight, to let me languish.

Maybe he would even use toys on me, holding me close to orgasm without ever letting me fall into it. I swallow, imagining him locking me in a chastity belt, forcing me to remain in this state of arousal all night if necessary.

No, it really isn't worth it. So, I ignore the discomfort of the floor, and try to be patient for my dominant.

“Crawl.”

I almost jump at this order, as if reminding me of his presence after too long a silence. Slowly, I drop to my hands. I think I have more trouble doing that than receiving thirty whippings on my ass.

There is something incredibly degrading about being in this position. And yet, I do it with good grace. Because no matter how humiliated I feel, there's no way to hide the excitement growing between my thighs.

Slowly, I walk towards him. I try to look sexy, rolling my hips a little more the closer I get to him. But as I look up to see his reaction, I realize he's not even looking at me.

He looks passionate about what he's reading on his screen, like I'm not there, stooping to the most humiliating things for his pleasure. How can he ignore me like this? He hasn't seen me for a long time either. Didn’t he miss me? Does he really not care about me?

My throat tightens. He wasn't there, but maybe where he was, he had another submissive waiting for him, ready like me to give body and soul for this man with such an expert touch.

After all, I have no rights over him. And then, not a week ago, I was giving my body to half the club, letting them use every bit of me again and again. Why should it be any different for him?

I’m his submissive, he confirmed it to me with this collar. And yet, he never really told me what it meant to him. We are not a couple. Just a dominant and his submissive.

I bite my lip, looking down again, trying to forget the feeling of discomfort that twists my stomach. I need to be in the moment. It doesn't matter how our relationship is defined. He's here, and he's ready to play with me. It's all that matters.

When I get to him, I remain perfectly still. For endless seconds, he ignores me, focusing on his work. But when finally, one of his hands lands in my loose hair, I forget everything. It is only a simple gesture and yet, it’s enough to drive me crazy.

“Sit.”

I do so, before looking up at him. He catches my chin gently between his fingers, no doubt admiring the blush that decorates my cheeks.

“I still have a little work to do. Can you keep me company?”

My mouth drops open in excitement, and I nod greedily, my enthusiasm squeezing a faint amused sound from him. He keeps his hand in my hair, stroking it absently. From time to time, he takes it off to type on his keyboard.

I'm so happy it's almost ridiculous. Of course, I would have preferred that we kiss, that we let the passion flow again. But his presence is so imposing, so reassuring, that I manage to be content with it. I even think I could purr with pleasure as I feel good against him.

Time passes slowly, without any words or gestures being exchanged. I try to stay calm and not move, despite the discomfort that this position gives me. I don't really have the right outfit for this. This little leather dress he gave me is undeniably sexy, like it was made for me.

But now, it is terribly tight. If it highlights my generous shapes, it is not very comfortable when it comes to kneeling near my master. I thought that, as usual, I was going to find myself naked less than an hour after I arrived here. I certainly hadn't considered that I would spend so much time sitting at my master's feet.

I almost jump when, finally, the man starts to move. Without ever taking his eyes off his computer, he unzips his pants before grabbing me by the hair. Firmly, he guides me between his legs, leaving me little doubt about what he wants from me.

One look at him is enough to confirm it. So, with feverish fingers, I finish undoing the closure of his pants. I can't help but lick my lips when his half-stretched cock rises in front of me.

It’s without a doubt one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. Long, wide, its silky texture only disturbed by long ribbed lines that I like to caress slowly.

Without waiting a moment longer, I grab it, holding it in my hands as if it were the most precious thing in the world. Maybe because in my eyes, it is.

Without rushing, I begin to do some slow back and forth. I know, none of this is enough to really satisfy the man. But I feel playful, just as I want to make this moment last. To savor it for as long as possible.

Of course, the man does not let this pass. Without even glancing at me, he plunges his hand back into my hair, gripping it tightly. He's not forcing me into anything yet, but his grip prevents me from moving backwards.

I really have no choice but to stick my head out and take it. I start by letting my tongue slide down his length, almost sighing with pleasure when I find his taste so delicious.

For a few moments, I tickle his tip with the tip of my tongue, collecting the few drops of semen that accumulate there. He’s now pretty hard. Slowly, I capture his rounded tip between my lips.

I don't think I'll ever get tired of his cock. Never before have I enjoyed giving blowjobs so much. But seeing his belly rising a little faster as I continue to push him inside me is a pride I can't live without.

I take my time, his length and thickness making things much more complicated. And yet, I hold on, ignoring the reflexes in my throat as his cock bumps against it. His satisfaction is all that matters to me right now.

And too bad if I feel like I'm running out of air. Too bad if this cock chokes me. If that's what it takes to be a good submissive, then I'll do it.

I take a deep breath as finally he is totally inside me. His member seems more massive than ever, I have the impression that I will never be able to survive this ordeal. But I must. The rest of my evening depends on it.

Without rushing, I go up the length of the man's cock, taking care to cover every little bit of his skin. He can't hold back a sigh of pleasure as I thrust him inside me again, no longer hesitating to take him as deep as humanly possible.

If he claims to be still focused on his work, there are gestures that do not deceive. His fingers squeeze a little harder in my hair, as if to hold back from a fall a little too fast for his liking.

But as I begin to speed up my movements, light knocks are given on the door, making me jump. He strokes my hair to reassure me, before letting his deep voice echo through the room.

“Come in.”

My body freezes. By reflex, I try to step back to avoid being found in this shameful position. But my dominant is faster than me, his fingers closing tightly in my hair, preventing me from moving.

My breathing quickens as someone enters. I would like to hide, but I can only pray that this imposing office hides me.

However, my hopes are quickly dashed. The guest approaches to shake my dominant's hand, and I can perfectly hear the amused sound the newcomer is making.

“Always have fun, even at work, right?”

“Exactly. I take it you're here to talk about the new club?”

Frightened, I hear the two men talking business as if nothing happened. As if I wasn't there, Jonathan's cock in my mouth. A few tears of shame well up in my eyes as my dominant keeps his hand tight around my hair, preventing me from moving.

The position is most uncomfortable, both physically and mentally. And yet, I must hold it. I don't really know why I react like that. I have already been fucked by the whole club, tied on the stage in the middle of the main room, offered to all their eyes.

A blowjob in the presence of someone else should be easy for me now. And yet, there is something in this place, in this situation, which is much more difficult to bear than dozens of eyes on my naked body used as a reel.

Maybe because we are in private parts of the club. Or maybe because this moment was an intimate one between me and my dominant, disturbed by the arrival of a stranger.

And yet, despite my shame, I can't help but be excited. The two men's discussion seems to be coming to an end, much to my relief. But just as I believe the man is finally going to leave, my entire body tenses as he comments.

“Looks like she’s super wet.”

My cheeks turn scarlet. I suddenly realize that the office has no bottom, and that the man has a perfect view of my skirt, up on my hips. He can see everything from my thong barely hiding my soaked pussy.

I look up at my dominant. Slowly, the man tugs on my hair to pull me back. I take a deep breath as finally; my jaw is freed from its ordeal. With an almost tender gentleness, he caresses my cheek, his green eyes piercing mine.

“How about we check that out?”

Before I even have time to figure out what he means, the man wraps his arms around my body, lifting me up like I weigh nothing. With a single motion, he turns me around, my breasts crashing against his desk.

I find myself face to face with the newcomer, discovering his face for the first time. He is vaguely familiar to me without my knowing if he ever took me.

I was often blindfolded during these depraved sex parties with these strangers. And when that was not the case, their number and their power often made me completely lose my head. So, I don't know if I've ever been with him.

I can't stop staring at him. He's a bit older than my dominant. In his early fifties, probably. His black hair and thick mustache give him an authoritative air. There is no doubt, the man is also a dominant.

I can't hold back a gasp of surprise when the master of the place forcefully lifts my skirt, bringing it completely up to my hips. Then, with a quick gesture, he pulls down my thong, not even bothering to remove it completely.

What really interests him is already exposed, he clearly doesn’t care about my comfort. My embarrassment kicks up a notch as his hand lands unceremoniously on my ass. Before I even have time to realize it, his fingers find themselves along my slit, collecting my excitement.

A mocking sound escapes his lips as I guess he shows his drenched hand to the other. The latter smiles, looking at me with condescension and amusement mixed. I bite my lip but don't look away. After all, everyone knows I'm a slut. There is no reason to deny it now.

A high-pitched squeal escapes me as my dominant forcefully plunges two fingers into my tight pussy. My cheeks burn as I feel embarrassed. And yet, I’m unable to hold back my moans of pleasure. He could do anything to me. Just having his hands on my skin seems enough to completely lose my footing.

Our spectator changes position, settling closer to the edge of his chair, as if he wanted to see more. My eyes slide down his pants, discovering the bump created by his erection. I lick my lips before looking at him intently. He smiles at my reaction before addressing my Master.

“Too bad we weren't here last week. I heard she gave them a hell of a show.”

“Well, let me give you a sneak peek.”

My fingers curl over the edge of the desk as my dominant resumes his intense movements inside me. But as I feel the orgasm coming, he jerks his hand away, depriving me of all pleasure.

I don't have time to moan in protest. Before I even understand what’s going on, his cock lines up at my entrance, sinking in me in one powerful motion. All the air escapes from my lungs as his member tears me in two despite his preparation.

My dominant puts his hand on my upper body, forcing me to stay in place. Without wasting a moment, he begins to move his hips, making me feel his power. My silent moans turn into high-pitched cries that I can't hold back.

This man is way too good. I could do just that if he wanted. Become his full-time plaything, stay at his feet all day, just in case he needs me. In case he wants to empty himself into me.

My nails are digging into the wood now. His thrusts are intense, almost moving the desk each time he dives into me. My whole body is on fire. Orgasm is not far away. In a strangled voice, I begin to beg him.

“Please, Master, can I cum?”

The man doesn't answer right away, his hand squeezing a bit more into my neck as he bends over me.

“Did Max let you cum so fast last week?”

I moan pathetically. No. I had to wait for all the men who wanted to pass on me before having the right to orgasm. I could lie, but what's the point. Jonathan is the one who planned it all. He was surely the one who suggested this idea to Max.

I bite my lip to keep from complaining as I feel the dominant withdrawing from me, leaving me more desperate than ever. My cheeks flush with shame as I hear him jerking off behind me.

A few endless seconds later, I feel his seed land on my bare ass, left free for him. I’m more humiliated than ever. I know he's not gonna let me clean myself up. I'm going to have to wear this sign of his passing on me all evening.

I should probably already be grateful to have his body against mine. That's all I wanted when I arrived. But now I want more. Much more. I want to cum over and over again, my body writhing in pleasure until I feel like I'm dying.

My master doesn't care, getting dressed and leaving me lying on his desk. Then he makes a sign to his guest.

“Can you pass me the leash next to you? I think it's time to take her for a walk.”


Chapter 3

My heartbeat quickens as my dominant tugs on the leather tie, forcing me to kneel beside him as he sits down on one of the comfy benches in the main room.

I can't believe he has me on a leash like that. Oh sure, I’d seen others do it with their submissives. But I never thought it could happen to me too.

As if everything was normal, my master greets the other people seated here. I vaguely recognize a few faces, without being able to put names to the people around us.

Without paying me any more attention, Jonathan launches into a big discussion with them. Kneeling on the cold ground, I remain motionless. Yet all I want right now is to snuggle up to my master, lay my head on his lap to remind him of my presence.

But of course, I don't. I must be docile and patient, and this, even more so when we are surrounded by other dominants. Everyone must have their eyes on me. I must behave well. Show everyone how well he trained me. He’s the owner of the place, his submissive must be perfect. I am his showcase.

So, when he presses on my upper back to get me down on my hands, I don't put up the slightest resistance. Another squeeze of his fingers brings my head down, my hair falling in thick curtains around me.

I can no longer see what is happening in the room. The message is clear. I must take care of him, and him only. Right now, that means standing still at his feet as he chats with his guests.

I focus on my breathing, trying to forget the feeling of embarrassment that twists my stomach. I am only an object of decoration, a showpiece that my dominant exhibits.

Boredom comes quickly in this position. And I can't do anything about it. If at least he had let me get on my knees, I could have observed the surroundings. Watch what happens on the different scenes of the room.

Very exciting stuff, I'm sure, if I believe what I hear. Everywhere around me, I can distinguish moans, cries. From time to time, one can distinguish the sharp sound of a riding crop which falls against the thin skin of a submissive.

This atmosphere only increases my excitement. I'm still frustrated that I wasn't allowed to cum, and my clit throbs between my legs, desperate for some attention from its owner.

I don't have the slightest doubt now. Jonathan is the owner of this intimate part of my anatomy. I’m ready to offer it all to him. He has the right to do with it what he wants. Because even if he likes to torture me by making me languish, I know that the moment he decides to really take care of me, I will come like never before.

I can suppress a slight sigh of contentment when his hands begin to absently stroke my hair. Many would certainly be shocked to be treated by a man like a dog at the foot of its master. But me, I love it. And his fingers getting lost in my hair only reinforces my desire to satisfy him.

With this gesture, it’s as if he showed them all who I belong to. As if marking his possession on my body. Maybe he shared me in the past, and maybe he will do it again. But in the meantime, I am his.

He is the one who has complete control over my body, and no one can argue with that. But as I feast on these delicious sensations, a startled squeak escapes my throat.

The man has just turned on the vibrating egg that he had hidden inside me before making me leave his office. I bite my lip. For the moment, these sensations remain light. But I know it, my master will not stop there.

If he enjoys hurting me, humiliation is also one of those favorite treatments. With my head tilted down like this, I couldn't see the reaction of those around us. Can they hear the vibrations in me? There's so much activity in the club, so much noise around us, that I'm not sure.

And yet, I feel my cheeks flush at the thought. My fingers curl in on themselves as the vibrations inside me increase. My pussy, already well solicited by my dominant in his office, contracts and throbs, happy to receive attention again.

But I know better than that. He won't let me come. He's going to give me just enough pleasure so that I can't hold back my screams and expose myself to everyone. Let my humiliation be known to all present.

The sounds all around me do not help me to bear the situation. On a stage near me, a woman seems to be having the best time of her life. I can't see what's being done to her, not without raising my head to watch. And that is forbidden to me.

I have to stay in place, perfectly docile as my master slowly takes me on the road to orgasm. I close my eyes, letting myself go with the sensations as the young woman screams louder and louder.

I can't help but imagine what they do to her. Maybe her dominant is using a crop on her bare skin. Maybe a toy is resting on her clit, giving her unparalleled stimulation that's almost impossible to bear.

I bite my lip to hold back my own moans of pleasure. I know I should stay calm, not get carried away. And yet, I can't help but imagine myself in this woman's place.

Hanging on to a cross like last week. Getting hit again and again with a whip or a crop whose delicious burn would immediately send me down that fine line between pain and pleasure.

I snap back to reality as I hear laughter echo around me. Surprised, I start to lift my head, but my master stops me, his fingers clenched in my hair holding me firmly in place.

My cheeks flush as I understand. So absorbed in my fantasy and my own pleasure, I had to moan out loud, forgetting where I was. And of course, it amuses all these men.

I can't hold back a scream as my dominant’s hand smacks my ass hard. Like his way of calling me to order and reminding me my place. I’m an object, a decoration at his feet. Objects don't react.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying in vain to limit my reactions to the little toy moving inside me with even more force now. But I fail, my body shaking, my legs and arms threatening to give out as I feel my orgasm coming its way.

Suddenly, my dominant pulls on my leash. With this simple gesture, I find myself on my knees, facing him. He leans towards me, his face inches from mine as his hand grips tightly around my collar.

I can't help but squeal, as the vibrations continue inside me, still intense. Yet I see it. My dominant is not satisfied with my performance.

I lick my lip nervously. My eyes dive into his, trying as best I can to prove my good will. But that doesn't seem to convince him. He sighs, shaking his head, before paying attention to his guests again.

“Gentlemen, you'll have to excuse me. I think my submissive needs a little lesson.”

Under the mocking laughter of the men around us, my dominant gets up and pulls on my leash. Crawling beside him, I can't help but twist my stomach in worry.

I know it, my punishment will be terrible.


Chapter 4

I shiver as the man closes the door behind me. The room he chose for the rest of the evening is completely empty. Cold. The floor is made of concrete, and I notice here and there loops, ready to receive chains and ropes to imprison the body of a submissive.

At the back of the room, a mirror has been installed in such a way as to imitate a window. I wonder if it's like in one of those police stations. A window behind which people can sit to see everything that happens in this room. I shudder at the idea, but I don't have time to think about it anymore. My dominant's voice rings out.

“Take off your clothes.”

Immediately, I obey him. He already looks upset enough with me that I don't try to push him. Slowly, I slide the zipper that holds my little leather dress. I'm glad I can finally take it off. To free myself from his far too tight embrace.

My dominant watches me, his face totally impassive as my breasts reveal themselves. The dress ends up falling at my feet. I am now naked; my dominant having kept my panties after our adventures in his office.

I stand still. I still have my heels on my feet, but I'm not taking them off. I know, they have as much place on my submissive body as this leather collar he gave me. I don't have to take them off, even if it makes things uncomfortable.

The man details my curves, impassive. Then, with a gesture of his chin, he points me to the mirror.

“Go over there and bend over.”

I swallow hard but follow his order. My fingers rest on the sill of the false window, while my eyes dive into the mirror in front of me. I can't help blushing, suddenly feeling embarrassed.

I can't get it out of my mind that someone is behind that glass, watching my master punish me, degrade me. The idea scares me as much as it excites me.

I don't really have time to think about it, not when my dominant is approaching me. His voice cracks through the air, deep and stern.

“You behaved badly, Submissive. You knew what I expected of you. You disappointed me, and now I must punish you. You’re gonna count, and you’re gonna thank me for being so patient with you. Understood?”

“Y… Yes Master. I’m sorry, Master.”

The man clicks his tongue, making it clear that my apologies won't change his judgment. He's going to punish me, and I better let myself be, if I want things to go further tonight, and even after.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through my body. I had expected everything. His firm, warm hand. An intense whip. A flogger with a thousand leather straps.

But he chose something else. Something I had never known before. A cane.

And the least I can say is that it hurts me more than any of the instruments he had used on me before. The pain is so intense that I almost forget my mission. Fortunately, I manage to speak before my master makes me pay.

“One. Thank you, Master.”

Another blow of the cane falls on my ass, just as painful as the first. I thank him again, as I try to ignore the pain emanating from my raw skin.

The blows continue to rain down, precise and intense. Each time, I have the impression that my whole body is on fire, that it is each of my nerves that he hits. I gasp, my senses clouded. A scream rips through the air after a particularly hard hit to my thighs.

I frown, suddenly confused. The shock was so strong that I forgot where we are. My breathing quickens, I panic, as my master waits behind me.

“So? Don't make me start over, Submissive. You know I will.”

I shudder, remembering all too well the time when, almost at the end of my punishment, a mistake on my part had caused him to start all over again. I don't think I would bear it today. So, gathering all the remaining gray matter in my brain, I give it a try.

“T… Thirteen? Thank you, Master.”

I almost breathe a sigh of relief as two blows land on my ass. If I was wrong, he would have let me know.

My fingers tighten on the sill of the fake window, nervously waiting for what's next. But nothing happens.

My whole body relaxes as it is his warm hand that rests on my globes reddened by these blows. I lay my head against the mirror, feasting on this comforting warmth, these caresses trying to erase the marks of his passage.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his fingers caress my pussy. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked. I'm not sure it's normal to take so much pleasure in pain. But I don't care. It's all too good.

“Look at me.”

I look up, my gaze meeting his in the mirror. My cheeks flush intensely as two of his fingers enter me in a wet, obscene sound. He takes pleasure in coming inside me, slowly, far too slowly. His game lasts a few moments. Then he withdraws his hand before slamming it hard on my ass, making me squeal.

He grabs my globes and pushes them aside with one hand, as if to get a better look at me. I shudder when I suddenly feel a liquid flowing into it. My throat tightens. No need to be a diviner to know what he's doing there.

Moments later, my doubts are confirmed when I feel a small metallic object stick to my most secret entrance. A plug.

It's not the first time he's used one. He has even already plunged his cock into this place yet so taboo. And I would be lying if I said I didn't appreciate that.

I bite my lip as he thrusts the object into me, suppressing a soft moan. I wonder if he will take me there tonight, or if he will settle for this little gem of a very special kind.

I don't care. All I want is for him to take care of me.

Gently, he helps me straighten up, pushing aside a few strands that have stuck in my face, wiping away with the tip of his thumb a tear that had flowed without my noticing it. His sudden tenderness warms my heart, and I have to restrain myself from snuggling into his arms.

Now is not the time. I know his punishment has only just begun. It is only at the end of our session that I will be entitled to all his tenderness, to all the warmth of his body against mine.

His hand slips into mine, and without a word, he leads me to the middle of the room. Without violence, he presses on my shoulders, forcing me down to the ground. Confused, I let him lie down, spreading my arms and legs on the floor.

It's only when he approaches me, leather straps in hand, that I understand what he's going to do. All around me are rings. He will attach me to it.

I shiver, as much worry as excitement. Without being able to explain it to myself, I love it when he ties me up. It is as if he offered me a cocoon, a firm and comforting presence, to help me better bear these things that are so often unusual.

The dominant takes his time, sliding one by one the straps on my body. He ties my arms, my belly, before going down on my legs. After tending to my ankles, he goes back a bit, putting the finishing touches on his masterpiece.

My thighs are caught in turn in these bonds. A shiver runs through me, excitement growing in the pit of my stomach. I don't know why, but having this part of my body blocked excites me more than anything. I’m completely open, and no movement is allowed to me. I am totally at the mercy of my dominant and his lustful desires. And I love that.

The man circles around me, admiring his work. His carnivorous smile makes goosebumps appear on my skin. Who knows what's going through his mind right now?

“You still have so much to learn. I think you need a bit of help here.”

Before I have time to ask myself any questions, he goes to the door to open it. My mouth drops open in surprise as I see who's behind.

Rhys is the first to enter, a mischievous smile on his lips. Noah follows him, raising an amused eyebrow at my position.

I'm blushing. I hadn't seen him since our session together. The one where he played with my most taboo intimacy, taking a virginity I never thought I'd lose.

My cheeks turn scarlet as I realize that in this position, they can see everything about me. My breasts. My wet pussy facing them.

I don't really know why I react like that. They saw my body in far more awkward positions though. They touched it, hit it, degraded it. So their mere gaze on me shouldn't trouble me so much.

I hold back a surprised gasp when Max appears at the door. He was the one who made me pass my Master's tests last week. He who led the dance of my humiliation, there, in front of the whole club.

And again, he’s not alone. I manage to move my head just enough to see that at his feet, held on a leash, is his submissive. Laura.

The pretty redhead gives me a big smile. Her curly hair is pulled back into a high ponytail today, making her look sophisticated. I smile back at her, almost relaxing as the door closes behind them.

So, tonight, it's going to be played out between us. On the one hand, that reassures me. It’s not a crowd of countless strangers passing one after another over my body. No, I know these three men standing in front of me. I have already passed through their hands. I trust them to take good care of me.

Silence takes its place in the room. For long moments, no one says anything. Words are useless. The tension rises on its own, as my body is scanned by the eyes of these men. Standing near me, they look like wolves, ready to devour me.

However, they are not the ones who get started. With a slight tug of the leash, Laura starts walking. With incredibly sexy slowness, she walks towards me, her hips rolling the better to catch the eye of the males around us.

Arrival between my thighs, she gave me a quick wink before looking up at her dominant. A single nod of his head is enough to allow her to move into the next part of the night.

The pretty redhead bends down, her hands framing my hips as her hot breath caresses my soaked pussy. I shiver with impatience. I remember all too well the feel of her lips between my legs. From the expertise of her tongue running over every inch of my wet skin.

A long moan escapes me as I rediscover the extent of her talents. She's not trying to play, to make me languish. No, she immediately relieves my desperate body to receive a little pleasure.

Her tongue slips into the folds of my lower lips, collecting my excitement as if it were the best of nectars. She draws a long line, teasing my drenched entrance before moving up to my nerve button.

Without waiting a moment longer, she captures my clit between her lips. Without hurry, she sucks it, pulling me sighs more and more strong as the excitement warms every square inch of my skin.

I bite my lip as her dominant crouches down next to us, gently stroking his submissive's hair in encouragement. Then, his leash still in hand, he grabs one of my pointed nipples.

Impatiently, he twists it between his fingers, making me squeal. The sensation is intense, but not unpleasant. My senses are disturbed under these treatments. My body reacts, tries to move, but is blocked by these bonds that keep me on the ground.

I am completely open, offered to my lovers for a night. They just have to bend down to help themselves. To use my body in whatever way they think is best.

My moans echo through the room as Max now takes care of both my breasts, twisting them powerfully before pulling on them, as if testing the elasticity of the skin.

My whole body is shaking, I gasp. Orgasm is not far off, my toes bend under the effect of pleasure. But when the ultimate pleasure is at hand, everything stops.

The dominant let go of my breasts before pulling on the leash of his submissive, forcing her to stop her delicious licks on my clit yet ready to explode.

Without looking at me, he leads her a little further into the room. I turn my head, curious. He settles her on her knees, caressing her face as the young woman looks at him with unparalleled admiration.

They make the perfect dominant-submissive couple, and I can only dream of looking like that too with Jonathan. But to do so, I must obey him. To be patient. Even if it means staying like that, naked and exposed on the floor.

The men seem more interested in the little redhead than in me. Rhys approaches her, undoing the opening of his pants to reveal his already taut member. With enthusiasm, the submissive takes it in the mouth.

I lick my dry lips watching her, almost jealous. I too want to satisfy these men. To let them use every part of my body.

But that doesn't seem to be in their plans. Noah joins the other two men beside her, while my dominant is content to remain in a corner of the room, leaning against the wall nonchalantly to appreciate the spectacle.

Tears well up in my eyes as Max and Noah undo their pants. Never ceasing to work the length of Rhys, the submissive beauty grabs the other two dominants in her hands, squeezing their erect cocks to satisfy them.

I want to be in her place. I want to touch them, taste them. Prove to them I too can give them pleasure. Oh sure, I don't have as much experience as her, but I'm sure I could do it.

To find myself there, alone, naked, ignored, is one of the most difficult tasks that I have been given to do since I started frequenting this club. Even being tied up in front of countless strangers seems to me now a more enviable fate than my current situation.

I raise pleading eyes to my dominant. He plunges his emerald beads on me, piercing me with his gaze, as if he wanted to probe the smallest particle of my soul. I try to convince him by the thought to come near me. But nothing happens. A tear rolls down my cheek, and I have to stop myself from whining.

He remains impassive. He knows it. If I was really very uncomfortable and unhappy with my position, I would say my safe word. Then everything would stop. He would come and untie me and take me in his arms, whispering reassuring words to me. But I don't want to say it.

No. It's all part of the game. I know that I can hold out a bit longer, no matter how difficult and humiliating my position is. I want to prove to him that I can do it.

My heartbeat quickens as Max leaves his wife to approach me. I lick my lips, pathetically trying to arch my back despite my bonds to show him my desire for him.

He kneels beside me, running his fingers over my skin. A trail of goosebumps emerges from this touch that is far too light to bring me any satisfaction. I bite the inside of my cheek, suppressing a moan of protest.

I know it, the more I complain, the more he will make me languish. And that's not what I want. What I want is to feel him inside me. For him to take me for good.

I turn my head to the side, observing the gestures of the other submissive. With only two men left to satisfy, she goes from one to the other without ever losing the rhythm, alternating between licks and expert caresses.

A gasp of surprise takes me as Max undoes the bonds holding my lower body to the ground. I never expected to be released so quickly. But it suits me perfectly, especially when he lifts my legs to throw them over his shoulders.

I find myself twisted in two, my upper body still firmly against the ground. My mouth opens with pleasure as the man lines up at my soaking wet entrance.

Without wasting a moment, he buries himself in me. He’s neither as wide nor as long as my Master, but this position makes me feel him bigger than ever. I close my eyes, savoring the feel of his member caressing my inner walls.

Already, he is moving his hips, giving me deep and delicious thrusts. My moans fill the room as he speeds up, almost pounding me. The movements of his cock push on the plug still hidden in me. I feel incredibly full. Incredibly well.

It's as if time stopped. There is nothing left but our bodies harmonizing, running after a pleasure as destructive as it is exceptional.

His fingers dig into the thin skin of my legs, clinging to me to better fill me. With my eyes, I seek my dominant. A slight smile parts the corner of his lips, the only sign of any satisfaction.

He always knows how to remain so serious, so stoic, whereas me, everything can be read on my face. And it is a grimace of frustration that decorates it now.

While my orgasm was close, I’m once again deprived from it. Without ceremony, Max withdraws from me to empty himself on my belly. I hold back a disappointed sigh. For the second time today, my skin is covered with the seed of a man. I would have preferred him to empty himself into me. To have him fill me with his long hot ropes of his excitement.

But I’m not the one who decides, and I watch him with regret walk away to find the company of his charming submissive.

I shiver, suddenly cold, alone on the concrete floor of the room. My legs are free, but I still can't move. Otherwise, I could have turned around. Crawl up to them, participate in their lustful activities. Playing with the other submissive, tasting her lips again.

But I can't do it, and I have to wait for Noah to lose interest in the little redhead so that hope can finally come back to me. With his usual carnivorous smile, he approaches me. I lick my lips without ever taking my eyes off him, intensely following his every move.

One after another, he releases my arms. Then his hands get lost on my breasts, massaging them firmly before removing the last strap that still hinders my body.

Without the slightest delicacy, he turns me around. I find myself head against the rough ground, my ass in the air, presented to his gaze. A sound of satisfaction escapes his lips as he touches the plug deep inside me with his fingertips.

I blush, remembering that he was the first to take me to this place. He who made me discover these sensations so strange and yet so delicious. We both know that tonight, there is no question of that between the two of us.

Only Jonathan has the right to touch that part of me now. But that doesn't mean the dominant other isn't going to have a little fun.

All the air in my lungs seems to evaporate as he slides into me with a powerful thrust. His leg goes over mine, and he grips my hips with both hands. I am totally at his mercy. Despite my limbs now free from any hindrance, I can do nothing but suffer his powerful assaults.

My face rubs on the rough floor, so much that I think I'll keep some marks. What is certain is that it will take several days for my ass to recover from these treatments. Noah doesn’t hesitate to reinforce the redness created by the cane by hitting them copiously, tearing me cries at the limit between pleasure and pain.

My eyes crash into those of my dominant. I can see the glint of excitement in his eyes. Finally, he seems to feel something. And if I look down, I can perfectly guess the bulge stretching his pants.

Yet he does nothing to satisfy himself. He doesn't touch himself or use Laura for his pleasure. No. He waits patiently for the sequence of events.

I moan louder as Noah grabs hold of the plug still inside me, rocking it back and forth. The gesture is slow, contrasting with the speed of his cock working my soaked pussy. I don't need to see it to know that I cream it with my excitement.

My breathing is erratic, my clit throbbing. I want to come. I believe I will die if this does not happen. So, in a hoarse voice, I take the risk of speaking.

“Can I cum? Please!”

The men laugh softly, and even my dominant lets a smile adorn his face. He glances at his friend and nods. At this moment, I could cry, as I feel relieved by this silent agreement.

Without wasting a moment, Noah slides his hand between my legs. A muffled scream dies in my throat as he captures my clit, pinching it just enough to send me into orgasm immediately. After an evening of being frustrated, I didn't need more than one pressure to send me into ecstasy.

After a few more back and forth, the man indulges in turn, filling me for long seconds with his hot seed. I sigh with relief, my body limp after the intense pleasure it just felt.

It takes me a few seconds to realize that the dominant has pulled back and walked away. However, I’m not alone. Still in the mists of orgasm, I let someone move me, like a disarticulated doll.

Without really knowing how, I find myself above Rhys. The man smiles at me, stroking my face as his other hand guides his cock inside me.

I moan, still sensitive. However, I don’t hesitate to sit completely on his member. I have never refused pleasure to a man, even less to the one who was my very first dominant.

The mists of orgasm dissipate as I move my hips, hunting for new pleasure. My fingers tighten on his chest as his hands grip my hips, rocking me back and forth over his body like I'm a toy for his pleasure.

A big smile lights up my face as my dominant finally joins me. Jonathan gently strokes my hair as Rhys repositions us. I no longer have the slightest doubt about the sequence of events.

My master only confirms it when, a few seconds later, he pulls out my plug, admiring my entrance open for him. I shudder as I feel him align with me. The other dominant has stopped, giving us time to settle down.

I grit my teeth, my fingernails digging into the skin of the man in front of me, as my master lets his massive cock enter my tight intimacy.

Despite the preparation, and the thick layer of lubricant that covers his member, this trial is not the easiest. He is so wide, so long, that I feel split open. And the presence of the other as a man does not help matters.

However, the two dominants are patient, leaving me to get used to this cock soon entirely inside me. I rest my head on Rhys' shoulder, trying to calm my breathing as they finally begin to move slowly. The sensation is intense, and I have the impression that at any moment, I will pass out under the intense pressure.

A cry snaps me out of my trance. Beside me, Laura undergoes the same treatment, the two men in her now moving at a faster pace. Rhys and Jonathan seem to take this for a competition. In turn, they speed up, tearing me small acute squeaks.

I’m nothing more than a toy, a reel. A little thing that they have to take, that they have to fuck until orgasm ensues. However, they don’t forget my pleasure.

A hand slips between our bodies, grabbing my little nerve button. This one is sensitive to all the stimulations it has received this evening. And yet, the tugging dissipates very quickly.

This is all way too good for pain to be an issue. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. The game is worth every bit of it.

I push my head back, reaching for my master's lips. He does not refuse me the kiss, one of his hands wrapping around one of my breasts in a pressure that makes me lose my footing for good.

I break the kiss, my cries of pleasure mingling with those of Laura in a most obscene choir. My entire body tenses as a violent orgasm runs through me. My holes contract around my lovers, who no longer hold. Each in turn, they empty themselves into me, making me blush with pleasure at this degrading act.

I know I will go home with their seed running down my thighs. And that idea alone is enough to reignite the fire in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter 5

- 2 months later -

With a smile, I grab the glass of champagne my dominant offers me, before admiring the view. The ocean is even more gorgeous when observed from the jacuzzi of a luxurious hotel room.

I discovered that in the end, the club is only a tiny part of Jonathan's business. Like a side passion project, if you listen to him. Hospitality is his real livelihood. And what a livelihood. Since I became his official submissive, he showered me with gifts, each one more sublime than the next.

A real relationship developed between us. It goes way beyond a few games at the club. He takes me to restaurants, on hikes, to the movies. We are a real couple. And this, for my greatest pleasure.

I never could have imagined finding someone who understood me so well, both sexually and emotionally. We are in perfect harmony, and our relationship of dominant and submissive only reinforces this feeling.

I sigh with relief, clinking glasses with the man I love so much. He smiles at me, absently stroking my arm before announcing, almost spontaneously.

“You should come live with me when we get back.”

“F... For real?”

“Yes. What we have here? I want this. All the time. Not just a few nights a week. I want to come home and know that you'll be there, waiting for me. Preferably with a nice leather collar around the neck.”

I can't help blushing at these words spoken in a more sensual voice. And yet, they inflame my heart and my belly. I bite my lip, considering his proposal. It’s a big step, and some would say it’s too fast.

Maybe they’re right.

Without giving him an answer, I put my glass down to straddle the man. He lets me do it, his hands resting naturally in the hollow of my waist. My arms around his neck, I lean over him to kiss him passionately. He answers me, making his tongue meet mine in a lewd exchange.

I don't need more to be sure of myself.

I'm going to move in with him.

And together, build our own house of pleasures.


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?

Dirty Office Series
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“What a good little Submissive. I’d never have believed that of you, Valentina.”

I’ve always hated my colleague, Benjamin. And yet, when he orders, I obey. I kneel in front of him. I agree to use a vibrating egg at work. I can’t help it. He made me discover BDSM, and the intense pleasure that comes with it. Even if it's risky, I accept his most depraved games.

And when an older Dominant joins us, my training reaches another level.

With a crop or a flogger, the punishments are powerful. No more limits. In his personal dungeon or in the courtroom’s bathrooms, there's nowhere he doesn't use me. No part of my body is spared. My safe word is useless. Pleasure or pain, I take it all with enthusiasm.

They can share me with whoever they want. I'm ready to spread my legs and become the office’s dirty submissive

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.




◆◆◆

Training the Club Submissive
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“You’re going to take it all. You hear me, Submissive?”

When I accepted this job as a bartender in a BDSM club, I thought it’d be just another job. I never thought I'd enjoy it so much that I'd ruin all my panties. Even less that I’d end up taking part in these lustful games.

But when this attractive DOMINANT offers me to become his SUBMISSIVE, I can't resist.

He’s older than me, and has more experience than any man I have known before him. Despite my nervousness, I surrender myself to his hand. Without ever saying my safe word, I let him trap my body in ropes.

And the dreaded spanking? It makes me scream with pleasure. Soon, I find myself begging him to touch me. To take me. Anywhere he wants.

Forget the shame and the vanilla ways. For him, I open up completely.
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