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Chapter 1

A squeak escapes my throat. Immediately, I bite my lip to contain more sounds. This amuses my dominant. Showing no mercy to me, he presses down on my clit again, letting his fingers dig inside me.

Nervously, I look at the front of the car. There may be a separation between us and the driver, but I don't think it's enough to cover my cries of pleasure. I probably shouldn't allow my master to do this to me.

But it's stronger than me. As soon as this older man is around, I turn into a little thing controlled by her libido. With him, I abandon all my fears, all my good manners. There is nothing else that matters than satisfying him and going in search of intense pleasure.

When I started looking for a dominant, it was just to satisfy a curiosity. To find out if my fantasy of submission still held true. And here is where I am today. Sitting next to the most attractive man I have ever met, being fingered in a fancy car.

We have just landed in Italy, and my master is already playing with me. It's like he can't help but touch my body. And I love that. I don't even know where we're headed, and I don't care.

When he offered me to go on vacation with him, it wasn’t the prospect of sightseeing that made me accept. No. It's the idea of spending a whole week with him. To vibrate under his body, to abandon myself to the least of his fantasies. To let him use every part of my body as he sees fit. No matter the discomfort and the pain, I know that the pleasure that will come from it will be at least as intense.

I let out a disappointed sigh as he pulls his hand away from my pussy. The man is amused by my reaction, and decides to play a bit more. He brings his fingers to my mouth. I don't need more to open it and suck on his fingers covered with my excitement. My cheeks flush with embarrassment. Still, I keep licking them until they're clean.

The man smiles before making a gesture to the outside. I didn't even realize we had stopped. My mouth drops open as the car door opens. We are parked in front of a magnificent yacht.

I turn to my dominant, a surprised expression on my face. He enjoys it, kissing me gently before leading me to the pontoon. At the top of it, a man is waiting for us. Jake hugs him with that masculine virility, before introducing us.

“Amy, this is Michael. We've been sharing everything for more than twenty years.”

“Don't say it like that, it sounds like we’re old.”

“Do you really think it bothers her?”

My dominant answers with a tone full of innuendo that makes me blush. Yet, he’s right. Before him, I never dated an older man. A big mistake. He is by far the best lover I’ve ever had.

I can't help staring at his best friend. The man is also extremely attractive. I wonder if he too is a dominant. That would not surprise me. He exudes an intense energy, similar to that of my master.

I look down, blushing when his gaze lands on me. I think I watched him with too much intensity. Did he guess my thoughts? I hope not.

I shiver when the man reaches out his hand to help me up some steep steps. I shouldn't react so strongly to a simple touch. It's ridiculous. And yet I can't help it.

And the presence of my dominant doesn’t help me. One look from him, and I'm all on fire. I feel it. These two men are not going to give me the slightest respite this week.

I can't help but wonder if this is what my master has in mind. We’re only the three of us after all. His friend has no company with him. A week at sea, me and these two men. Maybe that's what he meant when he talked about sharing everything with Michael. Maybe I'm part of this deal too.

I shake my head at the thought. I shouldn't take my desire for reality. Besides, my dominant takes a lot of my energy as it is. I don't know if I could take another one.

Yes. I better focus on my Master. And when I see the lustful look he gives me as we settle into our cabin, I know the week ahead is going to be intense.


Chapter 2

With a smile on my face, I swim lazily. The water is so clear here, it's hard not to admire it. A look down, and I could observe the bottom of this heavenly bay, admire the multitude of colorful fish that flourish there.

But it’s something far more interesting that captures my gaze. My dominant has just arrived on the deck of the boat. For an hour, he was locked in one of the cabins, managing his business remotely. Looks like he finally managed to escape to join me.

My eyes slide over his body. He dropped his shirt, revealing his perfectly shaped chest, covered in a light salt-and-pepper fleece. The man may be almost fifteen years older than me, but I can't help but be in perfect admiration in front of him.

How could it be otherwise? He has such charisma. And every time he touches me, it's like stepping into heaven. Yes. I really hit the jackpot the day our paths crossed.

He smiles when he sees me staring at him intently. I should blush, feel embarrassed. But it’s quite the opposite. I lick my lips as I stare at him, leaving him in no doubt about my thoughts.

The man takes his time, as if to give me more time to observe him. I don't need to be prayed for. My eyes slide over his muscular forearms. I bite my bottom lip, imagining what it would be like to be stuck between them again.

He is so strong, so passionate. Every time he touches me, I feel like I'm going to die of pleasure. That would be an interesting ending. I believe there is a worse way to go than with an orgasm delivered by the most gifted man.

Finally, the man stops his little game. After making sure I was looking at him, he jumps into the water. I watch him until he comes out in front of me.

He runs a hand through his soaked hair. This gesture alone is enough to inflame my whole body. It's ridiculous. But the man is so attractive that I lose all reason. Just one look from him is enough to turn me into a little thing desperate for his attention.

He licks his lips before getting closer to me. His breath caresses my face, making me shiver again.

“Are you having fun, doll?”

“Yes. But I missed you.”

I answer him with a sulky pout, wrapping my arms around his shoulders. He smiles and lets me do it, his hands immediately coming to rest on my generous hips. We stay like that for a few moments, looking at each other without either of us moving.

Yet, we’re not lacking desire. There is this tension between us. Warm and intense, leaving no doubt about our respective intentions. It's inevitable.

It doesn't matter how many hours we spend together. No matter how many times he shoves his cock deep inside me. It seems like no orgasm, no pleasure, is enough to quell the fire in the pit of my stomach when we're near each other.

I wonder if his friend noticed it. After all, even though this boat is huge, our cabins are close, and it's not really like we're discreet. No matter how hard I try to hold myself back, I always end up screaming so loud that everyone on the boat must be hearing us.

I wonder what they think of me. They must all think I'm with him for his money. That's what everyone thinks, isn't it, seeing a young woman with an older man.

And yet, I can affirm it. He could lose all that fortune tomorrow, find himself living in a shitty apartment. It wouldn't change anything. I would continue to see him. To submit to him. To be his little thing.

I shiver as he comes closer to my ear, whispering there in a voice far too sultry to be innocent.

“Do you want me to distract you?”

“I don't know… What are you suggesting?”

A mocking smile stretches the lips of the man in front of my false innocence. We both know very well what he has in mind. As we stay afloat, motionless in the middle of this turquoise sea, he approaches me, letting his imagination take control.

His mouth lands just below my ear, before slowly descending my neck. I shiver, trying to bring my body closer to his to feel his warmth. I want him to touch me. Take care of me any way he wants. I know it. Pain or pleasure, it will all be worth it.

Finally, his lips land on mine. In a reflex, I wrap my legs around his hips. Through the fabric of his swimsuit, I can feel his large cock, still at rest. Not for long. Not at the rate he kisses me.

His tongue forces its way into my mouth, inviting me into a lustful dance as old as the world. I moan against his lips as I went back to rocking my hips against his, trying to get some friction.

He barely touched me, and yet my clit is already throbbing. Ideas all lewder than each other jostle in my head. I can already imagine him, taking me there, in the middle of the ocean.

However, when his fingers come to play with the top of my bikini, I can't help but let out a surprised cry. I didn't expect him to do that for real.

He breaks the kiss to better observe my reaction as his fingers undo the straps of my swimsuit. I can't help glancing nervously at the boat.

We are moored away from a port. His friend took a small boat to go back to land earlier in the day. We are on our own. But still, there is an army of employees on the ship. Cooks. Maids. So many people who could see us.

But my dominant doesn’t care. Soon, the top of my swimsuit is floating in the water near us. I feel my cheeks blush as the man looks down at my generous chest. However, it’s not the first time he has seen it, far from it. But I don't know why, the situation fills me with shame.

I'm okay with it, as usual. There is something incredibly powerful about feeling such conflicting emotions. As if the shame and the pain made the pleasure more intense, more real.

And I think that's why I like receiving punishment so much. When his hand falls again and again on the thin skin of my ass, it’s as if he’s giving me permission to let go, to be in the present moment.

I squeal as he twists one of my nipples between his fingers. The man smiles to see me so reactive. He continues to pinch, wanting to see how long I can hold this painful sensation. Then he starts again with the opposite nipple, leaving me no respite.

Slowly, I begin to move my hips, grinding against him desperately. It makes him laugh. In his deep voice, he whispers again in my ear.

“Look at you, a real little slut. And to think I fucked you this morning. You are really addicted. How about we get back on the boat so I can give you your fix?”

I nod intensely, making him laugh softly. Once again, I prove to him that I’m nothing but an insatiable slut. I think he could leave his cock permanently inside me and that I would still find that insufficient.

I don't know when I became such a nymphomaniac. Maybe I've always been like that. All I needed was to find the man who could bring this part of me out into the open.

We get on the boat, and immediately, I hide my breasts in my hands. My dominant didn't give me my bra back. It’s going to feel very long to go back to the cabin, thus undressed. But the thrill of the forbidden excites me. I’m ready to play this game.

But as I'm about to go down the stairs to reach our cabin, my dominant clicks his tongue. Immediately, I stop, before turning to him. His training on me worked well, it seems. He no longer needs to speak to make me obey.

Nervousness rises in me as he remains silent. The longer we wait, the more someone could come and surprise us. But he doesn't seem to care.

“Where are you going?”

“To… To the cabin? You said you wanted to give me my fix?”

“I don't remember talking about the cabin.”

My eyes open wide. I stutter, unable to formulate a coherent thought. The man is amused, before pointing to the front of the ship with a wave of his hand.

“It’s such a beautiful day. I don't want to lock myself in. Let's go to the front of the boat.”

I swallow hard, but nod, before walking off. Cheeks flushed with shame, I walk the distance to the front seat. I feel ashamed as ever, and yet, I play by my master's rules. I want him too much to contradict him.

The man follows me, making sure to keep his distance, probably to better make me feel this intense shame that twists my stomach. Without his reassuring presence against me, I feel more vulnerable than ever.

Arrived near the sun bed adorning the front of the boat, I must make every effort in the world not to throw myself flat on my stomach and hide my chest against the white leather of the seat. I look nervously up at my dominant, pleading silently.

But the man remains perfectly stoic, even ignoring me to admire the ocean. I'm almost offended. I’m here, half-naked and offered to him… And he ignores me.

“Take off your bikini.”

I tense up, in shock. The man didn't even look at me when he gave me the order. It's as if he doesn’t care. I nervously look around. For the moment, we are alone. But any of the employees of this boat could decide to come on deck, to clean something, or to offer us a refreshment.

Being topless is one thing. After all, many women take their bikini tops off to get a tan. But being completely naked? That's something else. And yet, all it takes is another click of the man's tongue for me to obey him.

Slowly, I lower the bottom of my bikini to the floor, revealing absolutely everything about my body. My eyes stay fixed on the ground, I feel so ashamed. I struggle to keep my composure, my heart pounding against my chest. If the man notices my nervousness, he doesn't say anything.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard, yet I obey him. He spent so many hours training me, giving me such stern and humiliating orders, that now I obey him without even having to think.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, nervously waiting for his next command, his next action. I hope he’ll come near me soon. Do something, touch me. Whatever he wants, as long as he takes care of me.

But without a look, he walks away from me. I can’t believe it. He walks away, disappearing down the stairs. I can't believe he does this. That he leaves me alone at the front of the boat, naked and vulnerable.

I want to scream, to beg him to come back. But I don't. Nor am I hiding. No. I stay perfectly still. I want him to find me in the same position he found me in. I know it. That's what he wants, even if he didn't really ask me.

I could rebel, refuse this. But I don't. Despite the intense feeling of humiliation that twists my stomach, I want to keep going. See how far I can hold out.

I close my eyes, as if that could give me any protection. My body starts shaking with nervousness. Silently, I beg my dominant to come back to me quickly.

After what seems like hours, my wish is granted. I open my eyes when I hear footsteps. But as I sigh in relief seeing it's him, I immediately tense seeing what he's holding in his hands. A long rope.

I look at him, a worried look in my eyes. He's not really planning on tying me up where everyone can see me, is he? Even before I ask him, he answers me.

“We're on a boat, it would be a shame not to use ropes, don't you think?”

“But… What if Michael comes back?”

“Bah, don't worry about that. He’s seen plenty of things in his life, believe me.”

I frown at his tone full of innuendo. Is he saying what I believe? The man smiles and leans toward me.

“He's a dominant like me. And we have already played together many times. Don't worry. He won’t be shocked to find us there. Unless… Is that a problem for you, Submissive?”

I lick my parched lips, taking a few moments to think. I know it. With this question, he gives me the opportunity to pronounce my safe word. I could say it now, and stop this game immediately.

He would surely cover my body with one of those towels lying around in the corner before reassuring me, telling me that it's okay if I'm not ready.

I'm torn, not quite sure how I feel. I close my eyes and inhale deeply. Once there is calm inside me, everything becomes clearer. When I open my eyes, a big smile lights up my face.

My dominant responds with a smile. He leans into me, capturing my jaw between his fingers before kissing me. Then he motions for me to lie down.

Without taking my eyes off him, I comply, watching him with a playful glow. I may be nervous, but I want to see what he has planned. Even if it is sometimes difficult to let go, he always ends up proving to me that it’s worth it.

Without delicacy, he grabs my wrists in his hands, holding them behind my head. I lick my lips, eager to see how far he'll take this little game. Sensually, he wraps the rope around my wrists in a series of intricate knots. As always, he shows undeniable expertise.

The friction of the rope against my skin is enough to inflame the pit of my stomach. It excites me so much that I almost forget where I am. Almost. From time to time, I can't help but glance nervously to the side, feeling that someone might come along and surprise us.

But soon, I refocus on my dominant. Now that I'm tied to the boat, he lets his hand slide over my chest, visiting it with an almost unbearable slowness. I can't help but moan as he pinches my nipples.

I bite my lip realizing he's not done with me yet. He pulls out a second rope, which he wraps around the rest of my body this time. My breasts find themselves imprisoned in this improvised harness.

My breath catches as he now wraps the rope around my thighs and hips to finish his knot on my pussy. My eyes widen as the rope spreads my slit apart and presses hard against my clit.

I gasp, eyes fixed on those of my dominant. I didn't expect such a thing. It seems to please him to astonish me in this way. He starts pinching my nipples, more sensitive than usual.

I keep my eyes fixed on my master, as if I could find an answer there. I have no idea what he's going to do to me now. With this rope thus placed between my legs, he deprives himself of all my accesses. All except the one in my mouth.

I lick my lips, looking down at his crotch. But despite the bump that's starting to take up space in his swimsuit, he doesn't seem to want to get rid of it so that I can suck him.

I’m almost disappointed. In this position, I would have had no choice but to take him deep, to let him use me like a little sex object. But instead, the man withdraws to come and lie down next to me.

He closes his eyes and sighs deeply, as if nothing had happened. As if he had nothing else to do right now but bask in the sun. I swallow with difficulty. So, that’s his test? I'm going to have to stay here for God knows how long, immobilized by these ropes, with nothing left to do but wait for him to finally want to take care of me?

I believe that’s the case as the man shoves a hat over his head, paying no attention to me. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. It would be so much easier if it weren't for this cord pressing almost painfully on my clit. This one throbs, desperate to be so stimulated without ever receiving enough pressure to come.

From time to time, I glance at the man, hoping to see any sign of change in him. But as usual, he shows unparalleled calm. For a bit, I would even think that he fell asleep.

I try to think of something else, to make time pass more quickly. But the test is harder than I thought. I can't help wondering if I'm sunbathing. If I will keep the marks of his cords on my body. Part of me hopes so. It's a depraved idea, and yet it excites me.

Finally, my dominant is moving. I stay perfectly still, as if afraid that the slightest of my movements could make him change his mind. With a smile, he leans over me. I sigh as his lips capture one of my pointed nipples.

He sucks it greedily, before attacking it with his teeth, making me squeal. A big smile lights up his face as he moves on to the next nipple. I arch my back, hoping to find some friction against my rope to bring me relief.

But what my dominant offers me is much better. His fingers travel down my body until they reach my pussy. Unhurriedly, he undoes the knot in the rope, exposing my throbbing clit. I know it. I’m completely soaked. His fingers sliding over my slit quickly prove it, the wet sound escaping from his gestures leaving no doubt.

“My little slut. Look at you. What am I going to do with you?”

I give him a desperate look, silently pleading.

“Use words, Submissive. I trained you better than that.”

“Please, Master, touch me...”

Immediately, the man plunges two fingers into me with force. I squeal at this indelicate intrusion. Without delay, he begins to move quickly back and forth, not caring in the least about my comfort. I bite my lip, containing my moans of mixed discomfort and pleasure.

After a few moments, he removes his fingers, before sliding them lower on my body. Immediately, my cheeks turn red. Oh sure, I'm used to him taking me there now. But for him to do this while we are outside, where anyone could see us, it fills me with shame.

Still, I love the feeling he gives me as he dips a first finger into my most taboo entrance. He goes slowly, his gaze fixed on me with intensity. I keep looking at him, knowing very well that this is what he wants from me.

My cheeks burn me so much they are red when he already adds a second finger. They are huge, opening me in two. I'm so tight against them, I wonder how it’s possible that I welcome his large cock in this hole so tight. However, that's what I do.

My heart beats faster. Will he take me to my most taboo entrance here, where everyone could see us? My worry vanishes as the man places his second hand on my clit, performing circular motions on my nerve button.

I bite my lip, trying in vain to drown out the sounds of ecstasy. Even though I'm ashamed to let him do such a thing to me, the pleasure I feel is even more important.

I moan again and again, forgetting the ropes binding my body, forgetting the humiliation. I feel it, my orgasm isn’t far away. A few weeks ago, I would have thought it impossible to come while having my ass fingered by a man older than me. Now, it has become my daily life.

But just as my body begins to tense and the waves of pleasure threaten to wash over me, the man abruptly stops, pulling his hands away. I give him a desperate look, squealing and wriggling pathetically in hopes of getting him to touch me again.

But instead, the man unties my arms and asks me to stand up. Legs shaking, I comply. Immediately, he wraps my body in a towel around me. It’s only then that I hear the sound of an engine. Michael is back. My dominant leans into my ear.

“Our host is here, and you haven’t deserved to come yet. Go take a shower and get ready for dinner. Better not touch yourself.”

I nod slowly, heading for the booths with my head down. I’m frustrated to have been deprived from an orgasm. But to my amazement, another feeling takes over. Disappointment. I really thought he was going to share me with the other man…


Chapter 3

I sigh as the bubbles from the jacuzzi tickle my skin. The feeling is pleasant, relaxing, after this intense afternoon. I can't help but glance discreetly at Michael.

Does the man know what we did on his boat while he was ashore? Part of me hopes so. I don't think my dominant really wants to share me, but it doesn't hurt to fantasize a little, right?

Especially when the two men are deep in conversation about basketball, a sport I know nothing about. It's ok. I'm not against a little rest. Who knows what my dominant has planned for me tonight?

I’m sure he's not going to just go to bed quietly. Since we came on board, there hasn't been a night where he hasn't fucked me for hours. I don't see why it would be any different today.

Unless he wants to play with my nerves for good. No matter how hard I try to distract myself, to think of something else… My frustration is eating me up. I was so close to orgasm earlier. I still can't believe he took it from me like that.

No matter the long shower or the breathing exercises… Nothing was enough to soothe my tense clit. There's only one thing that could. And my dominant doesn't seem ready to give it to me.

It could go very quickly though. My nerves are so raw, I know anything could make me come. But no. I must wait, pretend everything is normal.

“So, Amy, how do you find life on a yacht?”

I almost jump when our host turns to me, his gaze intense. For a moment, I lose my composure before recovering. It's not the first time I must answer an attractive man, I have to calm down.

“I really like it! Thank you for inviting us.”

“My pleasure. And from what I understood, you took advantage of the front deck this afternoon? I hope I didn't come home too soon...”

My mouth opens in surprise, I don't know what to say. Is he really implying what I think he is? He keeps going.

“If that's the case, I know a way to make amends.”

I turn to my dominant, unsure. He too smiles at me, at least as amused as his friend by my reaction. He puts his hand on my thigh, as much to reassure me as to encourage me. I don't quite know how to react. So, it's my dominant who speaks.

“You can tell him, Doll. You remember what I told you? Michael and I share absolutely everything.”

I nervously lick my lips, not daring to look at his friend. This one adds.

“There is no obligation, Submissive. But from what I've heard about you, I'd be crazy not to take a chance.”

I look up in surprise at my dominant, who smiles at me and pats my cheek. What did he say about me? Positive things, apparently. Otherwise, the other would not say it like that. Jake looks at me with a tender smile.

“What do you say, Doll? You’re going to show my friend what I taught you to do?”

Despite the nervousness building in my stomach, I don't have to think long about an answer. I fantasized about this moment from the moment I put my foot on the boat. So, without further ado, I nod. And all hell breaks loose.


Chapter 4

Immediately, my dominant pushes me towards his friend. Without rushing me, but with enough authority that I don’t hesitate for a moment. In one movement, I find myself against the other man. He looks at me with a big smile, his hands quickly finding their place on my hips.

My mouth opens. I'm nervous, yet I don't want to stop. The man bends over me, his lips resting on the soft skin of my neck before slowly moving up to my jaw. When his lips meet mine, my whole body ignites. I didn't think I could get such a strong reaction for a single kiss. It's almost as good as when my dominant kisses. Almost.

I don't think any man will ever come close to him. But I must admit that this one is not badly defended. His tongue plays with mine sensually. Michael doesn't rush, as if he wants to take his time savoring me.

Taking advantage of my distraction, he slips his fingers under the top of my bikini, taking it off me by untying the straps with a confident gesture. I let myself go, far too happy to finally receive some attention.

Soon my breasts are out in the open again, floating in the bubbling waters of the hot tub. The man doesn’t waste a moment to grab them, playing distractedly with one of my pointed nipples. I sigh against his lips, enjoying his simple but effective stimulations. I stick a little more to him, taking advantage of his warmth.

The man jumps at the chance, grabbing my hips to make me ride him. Immediately, I snuggle up against him, my crotch touching his. I moan as my clit presses against his already taut cock.

If I listened to myself, I would start rubbing myself against him, going on a frantic search for pleasure. But I know that the consequences of such a gesture would be terrible. So, I hold myself back.

I break the kiss as he pinches both of my nipples at once. My head falls back in a long moan. That's when I see my dominant get up to get out of the hot tub. I frown, suddenly afraid that I've done something wrong.

Sure, I fantasized about this moment for hours. But that's just a fantasy. I preferred not to realize it and keep my dominant. Our host grabs my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. He gives me a reassuring smile.

“Don't worry. Your master is gonna come back. He's just going to get a few small accessories. In the meantime, you’re going to be a good girl and make him proud?”

I nod nervously, letting go as the man presses his lips to mine again. His hands slide over my ass, gripping them tightly. I moan into the kiss. All my senses are awake.

I wonder what this dominant likes to do. Are there games other than my master, new things for me to explore, to make me love? He leans into my ear, whispering in a voice deepened with excitement.

“Go ahead. Show me your pretty little ass.”

I look at him, unsure of what he expects of me. So, he slaps on my ass before lifting me up. Before I even have time to react, I find myself bent forward, my fingers closing over the edge of the hot tub, my ass facing the man.

I lick my lips at this burst of power. It seems he doesn't have the same patience as my dominant. That doesn’t bother me. On the contrary. I focus on my breathing, patiently waiting for the man to react.

For long moments, he just stood there, watching me. Then his hand rests on my hips. In a quick gesture, he gets rid of my bikini bottom. I blush as I feel his gaze intent on me.

In this position, I can't hide anything. He can observe my perfectly shaved pussy. My lips and clit swollen with desire. And if I hadn't been sitting in the hot tub a few moments ago, the man could see how soaked I am.

I turn my head to the side, smiling shyly at my dominant coming up from the cabin. He remains totally impassive, approaching the two of us. He steps in front of me, sternly grabbing my jaw between his fingers.

“You have been good to my friend, I hope?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

These are just two words, and yet they awaken a fire in the pit of my stomach that can only be extinguished by their cock sinking into me. I shiver as Michael's voice echoes behind my back, bringing me back to reality.

“You know what Jake, I'm not sure she behaved that well. After all, she’s a guest on this boat. Good guests don’t behave like sluts, getting tied naked on the deck, where everyone could see them.”

My mouth drops open in shock. I didn’t expect this. My heart is pounding as I stare at my dominant. He smiles, visibly amused by his friend's suggestion.

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. She deserves a punishment. And since we're on your boat, I guess that honor is yours.”

My breath catches at those words. I can't believe he's willing to let the other do such a thing to me. Jake is my very first dominant. No one else ever punished me. None of my other lovers have even slapped my ass in the heat of the moment.

So, a full punishment, by a man I barely know? It seems impossible. And yet, when my dominant gazes into mine for a reaction, I remain utterly silent. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind.

Of course, I'm nervous and don't know what the other will be capable of. But he is attractive, charismatic. And I'm curious to see what another man could do to me. Will I feel the same as with my dominant?

After giving me an extra moment, my master nods slightly toward his friend. This one doesn't need to be told twice. I don't have to turn to feel him get up, his impressive stature towering over me, menacing.

My heart is beating faster and faster. I close my fingers on the edge of the jacuzzi. My eyes dig into my dominant's, anchoring there forcefully, as if he were my beacon in the middle of the storm.

And when the first slap falls, I understand how much I need my dominant close to me. All the air escapes from my lungs as violent pain radiates throughout my body.

I believed that nothing could be stronger than my Master's spankings. I realize now that I was wrong. His slaps feel almost like a caress now that his friend is showing me the extent of his strength.

My mouth remains open, as I’m still in shock. Behind me, the man doesn’t spare me. His blows pass from one cheek to the other, from one thigh to the other, always as strong.

I don't know what burns me more, the skin on my backside or the skin on my cheeks. I feel more ashamed than ever. I can only imagine the scene I provide. A grown woman, standing in a hot tub, getting spanked as her older lover watches.

And the latter doesn't stop there. With an amused smile on his lips, he grabs his phone to immortalize the moment. I bite my tongue and give him a pleading look. However, I don’t protest.

Above all, I don't want them to stop. Something must really be wrong with me, but I don't care. Because despite the humiliation I feel, there’s also pleasure. I can feel myself wet every time his firm hand descends on my ass.

I squeal louder as the dominant's hand falls on my drenched skin again. Doing it in a hot tub makes it even more depraved.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes from my throat. The man viciously slapped my pussy, hitting my sensitive areas with as much force as the rest of my body.

I gasp, desperately trying to regain control of my breathing. It's a waste of time, the man doesn’t stop for a moment. He’s merciless as my cries get louder. I'm sure everyone on board can hear me.

Yet when I bite my lip in an attempt to stifle my screams, my dominant approaches me, placing his hand firmly on my jaw to force me to open my mouth. His lustful growl makes me tremble.

“Let them hear you. I want them all to know what a good little slut you are to us.”

Without even thinking about it, I nod, wanting to prove to him that I understand what is expected of me. He pats my cheeks proudly before going back to filming me.

Behind me, the man doesn’t weaken, his blows falling randomly on my ass, my thighs, my pussy. I can barely breathe. And yet, I hang on. I want to prove to them that I’m the best submissive they will ever have.

But my body is struggling to keep up. My legs are shaking, barely supported by the water still bubbling up my thighs. From one moment to another, they threaten to let go, abandoning me cowardly in this mad race led by my libido.

I gasp in surprise as my dominant gently caresses my cheeks. That's when I realize I'm crying. I smile at him through my tears to show him that everything is fine. I’m just letting go. He laughs softly and pats my cheek before addressing his friend.

“See, I told you. She really can take it all.”

“I see it. It's really a good little submissive that you found there.”

I yelp as he slaps my ass again, harder. But this time, he doesn’t follow it with another slap. No. Instead, he strokes my ass, squeezing it tightly in his hands.

“I think she’s had enough. What if we move on?”

My dominant nods, leaving me to join his friend. I lick my lips nervously. I wonder what these men have in store for me now.

My mouth drops open in surprise as the men start touching me. My skin is burning, and those hands spreading my ass aren't helping. I grit my teeth, forgetting my discomfort for a moment to focus on the main thing. These two men will take care of me. No more pain, only pleasure awaits me now.

My breathing stops when I feel liquid slipping between my buttocks. The feeling is almost pleasant, contrasting with the fire that burns this whole area. I bite my lip as I feel a finger come dangerously close to me.

Slowly, he draws the outlines of my crenelated entrance, taking his time to visit me. The tension rises in me. My dominant may have fingered this area earlier today, I can't help but be nervous about how I'm going to feel.

Is this going to hurt? Is he going to share this place with his friend too? No other man has ever touched me there, and I'm not sure I'm ready to.

However, I don’t react, I don’t protest. I don't even turn my head back to see which of these men is touching me. As long as my dominant is there to watch what's going on, I'm ready to let go.

I let out a long sigh as the finger finally dives into me. I close my eyes, letting myself go to this now so well-known feeling. I think I recognize my master's touch. His broad finger that has so often visited my body.

I can't hold back a moan when already a second finger enters me. My hands curl around the edge of the hot tub as I get used to the presence of those expert fingers inside me. They come and go, visiting me, tearing me apart.

My cheeks flush with shame at the thought of the two men standing behind me, watching all of my perversion. And yet, despite the embarrassment, I can't help but let out a disappointed sigh when the fingers slip away, leaving me terribly empty.

A gasp of surprise takes me as two hands land on my ass, spreading my cheeks to get a better view of my anatomy. My humiliation doesn’t end there. Moments later, I hear the click of a camera.

I lean my forehead against the edge of the hot tub, pathetically trying to hide as I'm ashamed of my position. This amuses both men. And that encourages them to continue.

Soon I feel a hard object pushing against my most taboo entrance. A large silicone plug. Almost as thick as my master's cock. I bite my lip as he drives it inside me, making me swallow every inch of this intruder.

The rest of the evening is no longer in doubt now. It had to happen, right? Considering the number of times my dominant has taken me there while playing with a dildo in my pussy, it was to be expected that one day he would want to do it with someone else.

The two men remain motionless for a few moments, no doubt admiring their work. I swallow with difficulty. Despite the shame and the pain, I’m completely soaked. My clit throbs, desperate to finally get some attention.

I dream that one of these men bends down to come and taste my sweet nectar. That a tongue gets lost on my slit, visiting every corner of me. But that doesn't happen. Instead, the two men come out of the water, commenting on the stars, as if I wasn't there, naked and open for them.

I yelp as Jake wraps his arms around me, lifting me out of the water. I lick my lips at this burst of power. I feel so small against him. I love this feeling. I’m vulnerable, but safe against his broad shoulders.

He lays me down on the floor, and immediately my eyes look up at him, almost pleading. I know what he expects of me. His friend approaches us, and I can't help but take a look at his crotch. His cock seems taut in his swimsuit, and I just want to discover it.

My attention goes back to my dominant as he gently strokes my hair. With his free hand, he pulls his tense member out of his swimsuit. I smile when I see him. I even feel a kind of pride in provoking this reaction in this man.

No matter how many women he's had before, no matter how many times he's played with me, he still feels the same excitement seeing me. I bite my lip giving him an almost innocent look. He smiles at me, continuing to lazily stroke his length.

“Are you going to be a good girl to us now, Doll?”

I nod before turning to the other man. My mouth opens with pleasure. He got rid of his swimsuit in turn. And the least we can say is that he too was spoiled by nature.

I catch his base in my hand before pinching his tip between my lips. I keep my eyes on him in submission as I push him deeper and deeper into my mouth. I come and go on him, without taking him to the end. I’m having fun frustrating him a bit before that.

Without ever having taken him all the way, I let go to focus on my dominant. I repeat the same movements as with the other, doing everything possible to satisfy him.

For long minutes, I alternate between the two men, stroking the cock that I don't suck, doing everything to treat them equally and bring them as much pleasure as I can. I take them deeper and deeper, savoring their taste, almost choking on their delicious lengths.

My comfort is of no importance. All that matters to me is satisfying them. To make them happy. And to believe the small groans that escape from their throats, I think I manage it perfectly.

“Shit, Jake, is there one thing she can't do?”

“You can find out now if you want.”

I keep my eyes fixed on our host, taking him even deeper, slamming him into the back of my throat. Everything is good to make him lose control. He seems to hesitate for a moment.

But soon, his hand slips into my hair, forcing me to let go. Then he grabs me by the waist and throws me over his shoulder. I bite my lip at his strength. A squeal escapes my throat as he hits my ass as he pulls me to one of the couches surrounding the hot tub.

He lays down on it, dragging me onto him. Immediately, my clit finds itself leaning against his tense member. I lick my lips, desperate for more.

“Come on Submissive. Show me what you can do.”

I don't have to be told twice. I decide to play a bit, rubbing against him, covering his length with my arousal. I can't hold back a slight squeak. Pleasure may be light, but it’s enough to make me lose my mind.

Finally, I grab his cock to straighten it and I impale myself on it. My mouth drops open, searching for more air, as his member slowly sinks inside me. The feeling is delicious and I'm already moaning despite his impressive size.

The man smiles as I begin sensual hip movements, circling above him, making him explore every inch of my warm, welcoming pussy. His hands land quickly on my hips, imposing a new rhythm on me.

I lean over him, my hands clinging to his shoulders as he proceeds to pound me now. I glance at my dominant, seeking his approval. He strokes his length slowly smiling at me, savoring every moment of this depraved show that we offer.

The pleasure I feel is intense. However, this isn’t enough. I need more, much more. I want my master near me. So, I give him a pleading look. It doesn't take much to get closer to us.

The other man barely slows down to let his friend remove the plug deep inside me. It’s only when my dominant joins us on this huge sunbed that the other stops.

After covering us both with another generous dose of lube, my master finally comes near. I now understand why he spends so much time in the gym. You have to be damn athletic to achieve such a position.

My breath catches as his cock is already pushing against my jagged outline. I let out a long squeal. The man sinks into me without wasting a moment. My fingernails dig into Michael's skin, who looks at me, amused.

It has nothing to do with what we usually do. Being wedged between the bodies of two men is far more powerful than any of the toys, no matter how powerful they are. I bite my lip, squealing in discomfort as my dominant continues to plunge into me mercilessly.

I hiss through my teeth when, finally, he’s fully inside me, his body pressing against the damaged skin of my ass. I have trouble breathing. Their cocks are so thick, I feel like I'm split open. And yet, it's nothing compared to when they start moving.

They go slowly at first, helping my body adjust to their presence. My breathing is erratic, I can't even think anymore as the sensations are intense. However, it seems that I’m getting used to them, that my body is opening up little by little to let them take possession of me.

Without realizing it, my squeals of discomfort turn into moans of pleasure. This encourages men, who come and go faster and faster in me. I certainly couldn't walk tomorrow, and I don't care.

Soon, I hear myself pleading with them. I want more. Stronger. Faster. Men laugh at my perversity and carry out my wishes. My brain totally disconnects as they destroy my body with their powerful cocks. I’m a little doll in their hands.

“Touch yourself. Cum on our cocks.”

Trembling, I slip a hand between my body and Michael's. Immediately, my fingers fall on my clit. I press hard on it, moaning without restraint. A great heat came over me and soon, I could not hold myself back.

I scream in pleasure as a devastating orgasm courses through my body. I'm shaking all over, collapsing onto Michael's chest as the two men continue to pound me, their cocks trapped in my contracting holes.

My orgasm seems to last for hours, and I lose all sense of reality. So much so that I don't even feel them coming in turn. It's when Michael speaks that I come out of the fog of orgasm.

“How about we continue this in my cabin?”


Chapter 5

I let out a long sigh as I lay down at the front of the boat, exactly where Jake fucked me yesterday. I can't help looking around. I'm almost disappointed to see that there are no marks left by the rope.

It doesn't matter. If I look down at my body, I can see that what I hoped has happened. It's light, but my tan shows the traces of the ropes he wrapped around me. I wonder if I will keep them for long. Deep down, I hope so.

I smile as my dominant joins me, drink in hand. It amuses me that he brings it to me himself, rather than using the services of one of the many employees on the boat. A new proof of his attention for me. No matter how much strength he puts into his games, the comfort he gives me in return is always as strong.

He sits down next to me, before bringing the glass to my face. Without being asked, I stuck the straw in my mouth, sucking in the sweet fruit juice without taking my eyes off my dominant. The lustful gleam in my eyes seems to amuse him. Maybe it even turns him on.

He removes the glass, before wrapping his arms around me. Slowly, he lays us down on the comfortable seat, holding me close. I can't hold back a sigh of relief as he begins to absently stroke my back, my hair. From time to time, his mouth lands on my forehead, depositing light comforting kisses.

These are just small nothings, and yet they mean a lot to me. It's as if they erased all the aches in my body, all the tightness. They erase questions and worries. Yes. With Jake, I feel incredibly good. Calm. Understood. Complete. I never imagined when I answered this man online that I would end up here, on a yacht, sharing such a relationship with him.

It was supposed to be just a short burst of lust. A way for me to explore my most hidden fantasies. And it became so much more.

I let my eyes drift to the man. He looks just as calm as I am. I can't help but ask the question that's been swirling around in my head.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Us.”

I look at him, surprised. I hadn't expected such a response. I thought he was engrossed in his business or something. After all, he’s an important and very busy man. He smiles, kissing me softly before looking at me seriously.

“I think I'm very lucky to have found you. I'm not going to lie to you, I've had a lot of women in my life. Some submissive, some not. But I never felt such chemistry with someone.”

“Me neither. I didn't even know it was possible to feel that.”

The man smiles, kissing my hair before continuing.

“Look, I know we're going back to town soon. What we had so far was very good. The games, the secret meetings... But I want more. I want to wake up next to you in the morning and fall asleep with you in my arms. I want to come home from work and find you there, kneeling in the hallway, waiting for me like a good girl. Come live with me. I promise you won't regret it.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I hadn’t expected such an offer. However, my answer doesn’t take long to arrive. I don't need to think. Everything he has given me so far, I have loved. I have no doubt that this will continue.

“Yes! You will see. I’m gonna be a perfect submissive for you.”

“I’ve no doubt about it, Doll. Count on me to test you. I'm far from being done with you.”

- To be continued -


You want more?

Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!

In the meantime, have you read this?

Servicing my Dominant


Read the whole series, in just one book!
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“Oh, Doll... When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your name.”

All I wanted was to explore my darkest desires. A one-night stand, with a dominant met on a BDSM website. I had no idea how far this dirty encounter with this older man would take me... Or how much pleasure I’d get from hurting so bad.

Pain or humiliation, I’ll stop at nothing to become his perfect Submissive.

Every time we meet, he pushes me further. Whether he ties me up with handcuffs or ropes doesn't matter, as long as he makes me submit to him. Under his hand, the spankings are delicious. My body belongs to him. Even in the most vulnerable of positions, I don't say my safe word.

And if he wants to share me with his dominant friends, I will totally open myself to them.

You prefer short format? Here is part 1: Initiated by my Dominant and part 4 in the series: Punished by my Dominant

◆◆◆

Filthy Training

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Dominated by the Biker
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“You have to learn your place. I’m the Dominant, you’re the Submissive. You don’t get a say.”

I’m the luckiest woman in the world. Stuck in a snowstorm, I could have ended up anywhere. But I came across a biker bar. And the owner plans to do much more than offer me a drink. I already found him attractive, but when I learn that he’s a dominant, I only have one idea in mind:

Let this stranger initiate me to BDSM

Whatever he orders, I obey without even thinking of saying my safe word. This is how I find myself naked in the middle of his bar, my wrists tied by his leather belt. The spanking he gives me is painful... And delicious. He’s a complete stranger, yet I offer myself completely to him. My whole body is open for him to take.

For this older biker, I become the perfect submissive.
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