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Chapter 1

“Hello, Submissive.”

A cold shiver runs through me. I don't have to turn around to see who just spoke in that deep voice. Immediately, I feel my nipples poking against my blouse. It's ridiculous to react like that to a simple word. But it's not like I can control it.

It's like my body is responding to its master, even before my mind permits it. Who would believe from my reaction that I've only seen this man once before?

I bite the inside of my cheek, immediately transported into my memories. It happened two days ago, but it could have been two minutes ago. For months, I have been working in this BDSM club without ever taking part in the lustful games that take place there.

And yet, it only took me a few words from this man to totally switch. It's as if he had me spellbound, his words awakening in me desires that I didn’t know I had. With patience, he proved to me that I am a submissive.

I lick my lips, remembering the feel of his hand hitting my ass hard. His fingers going back and forth in me, making me cum harder than ever. Before that night, I had never experienced ecstasy with a man. With him, I reached it three times.

I can't help but blush remembering that one of those orgasms happened as he thrusted my pussy hard, while pounding my most taboo entrance with a dildo.

Before him, I’d never even considered anal as a possibility. But now I want to do it again. And even go further. I think I could beg him to put his huge cock in my tight little hole.

I don't know when I became such a slut. All I know is that I still have a lot to learn. And if this man wants to keep training me, I won’t stop him.

Putting on my sexiest look, I turn around to face the man. I gasp when my eyes fall on him again. He's even more attractive than I remember. Today again, he wears a dark suit that emphasizes his broad shoulders.

I know that under this shirt hides muscles carefully maintained in a gym. I dream of laying my hands on his salt-and-pepper hair-strewn chest again. The man is older than me, but I don't care. This gives him a most welcome experience. I feel much more comfortable in his hands, knowing that he has perfect control of his gestures.

Like when he tied me up with his ropes, submitting me completely. I hope we can start again tonight. But as my eyes continue to roam his body, sliding over his long hands that have brought me so much pleasure, I find myself disappointed.

Because on his wrist, I notice that his bracelet has changed color. It still indicates that he’s a dominant. But this time, it says that the man is already taken.

So, he came with someone tonight? I should have known. Just because we did a session together doesn't mean we have any kind of relationship. He played with me two days ago, he can play with someone else tonight. He probably doesn't want to waste his time with a beginner anyway.

Trying to hide my disappointment, I greet the man, forcing myself to smile.

“Hello Matthew. What can I serve you tonight?”

“Just a coke for me please.”

I grab a glass to serve him. As I put it in front of him, I can't help but ask him.

“And for your submissive, what will it be?”

“My submissive?”

The man raises an eyebrow, both amused and intrigued by my question. I bite my lip, suddenly feeling stupid. Why am I asking him that? I'm sure he could hear the jealousy in my voice. But it's too late now. I spoke, so might as well go through with it.

I nod my head at his bracelet. He follows my eyes before looking at me again, amused.

“Do you see a woman near me?”

Timidly, I shake my head no. The man smiles, before pulling another bracelet out of his pocket and waving it in front of me.

“I think I see her right in front of me. What do you say Chloe? Do you want to be my submissive again tonight?”

Immediately, my face lights up. I can't help but smile stupidly. He wants to play with me again. This news fills me with joy. But just as I'm about to reach out my wrist for him to install this unavailable submissive bracelet on, I stop, glancing around the room.

As employees, we’re allowed to play with customers, as long as we are willing and unpaid for it. The only condition is that there’s always someone to hold the bar.

No matter how much I look around me, none of my colleagues seem available to replace me. I bite my lip in frustration. The man just greeted me. Two short sentences. But I'm already completely soaked.

I want to play with him again. Become his little thing. But I must face it. It's not for now. I look at him, almost desperate.

“I can't. There aren't enough of us tonight.”

“It’s ok. Give me your wrist anyway. I want them all to know who owns you.”

My mouth opens with excitement. Never has a man spoken to me like this, nor shown so much desire to possess me. I should probably be scared of such a thing. But with him, it excites me more than anything.

Without hesitation, I give him my wrist. A shiver runs through me as his long fingers close firmly over my skin, igniting it with his warmth. At this contact, I remember what it feels like to be a prisoner of his so powerful body. To feel his cock come and go inside me, turning me into a desperate little thing.

The man smiles, holding my hand in his for a few moments, having fun making me languish. Soon, however, I must regain my senses. A customer calls me. I must resume my work.

For what seems like an eternity, I find myself serving one customer after another. It's as if they all gave each other the word to come now and prevent me from playing with my dominant.

The man doesn't move, sipping his drink while keeping his eyes fixed intently on me. When finally, all my customers are served, I approach my master, a shy smile on my lips.

“Sorry. There are a lot of people tonight.”

“Don’t worry. I'm sure we'll find a way to have fun anyway.”

I lick my lip and step closer to him. There are still a lot of customers around the bar. Instead of going back into the room with their drinks as they usually do, tonight, they all prefer to stay around. They’re going to kill me.

I focus back on my dominant, trying to ignore the curious looks on us. According to one of my colleagues, many of these dominants wanted to take my first time as a submissive. Now they know I’m willing to do it, they’re even more interested.

Too bad for them. Even if I’m a newbie, I’m convinced that no one else but Matthew can make me discover properly this new universe. With him, I think I would be ready to do anything.

And he knows it. Otherwise, why would he ask me that?

“Give me your panties.”


Chapter 2

I freeze in place, my mouth hanging open. He really wants me to do this? It's so decadent. And yet, part of me is excited at the idea. I can already see myself coming back from the bathroom and quietly slipping my soaked panties into his hand.

I frown. I can't go to the bathroom. There are really too few of us tonight. I can't afford to leave the bar unattended, especially for such a perverted thing.

I'm shivering. His eyes move down my body, staring intently at my core before moving back up to my eyes. He doesn't want me to do that here, in front of everyone? There are all these men leaning on the counter, looking at me with almost as much intensity as Matthew.

In front of my inaction, he clicks his tongue, his voice becoming severe.

“Well, Submissive. Did you forget your training? When your dominant orders something, you must obey him.”

My heartbeat quickens. The situation has been made even more difficult for me now that the people around us are listening to us attentively. They know that it can quickly become interesting for them too.

My cheeks burn so much they are red with shame. I can feel a bead of cold sweat running down my back. I could stop it all there. Pronounce my safe word and give up this little game he offers me. And yet, I can't.

The urge is too strong. Never mind the shame. I want to surrender myself fully to this feeling. And too bad if I pass for a slut with the members of the club. They're not exactly innocent either.

As best I can, I try to ignore the way others look at me. I don't take my eyes off my dominant as my hands lift my tight skirt to better reach my lacy panties.

A few hisses escape here and there. I ignore them, pulling down my panties and hiding my pussy with my skirt. Hopefully, the dark club light was enough to hide some of my modesty.

Trembling, I give my panties to my dominant. A huge smile stretches his lips. At least he seems proud of me. It's already something.

My whole body tenses. I had expected him to slip the piece of lace into his pocket, keeping it as a perverse memory of our evening. But no. Instead, the man lays my panties on the counter, exposing them for all to see. And if I thought my shame couldn't go any further, he proves me wrong.

“Already wet, huh? What a little slut you are. I will be back. I have to go wash my hands.”

I would like to disappear underground. The man raises his fingers, showing everyone my excitement. Worse, he walks away now, leaving my panties prominently on the bar. I must get back to work, and serve these men who have seen all of my perversion.

Each in turn, they call me, ordering me the most complicated drinks just for the pleasure of keeping me close to them a little longer. They know very well the effect their looks have on me. But as I think of my humiliation at its peak, a voice shouts from the crowd.

“Who is the naughty submissive who forgot her panties? She should get punished.”

Anyone could have found that piece of fabric. But it had to be him. I don't know his name, but the man has always impressed me. He's more of a loudmouth type. And from what I've seen, he's not one to hold back when punishing a submissive.

He is also the type to like to humiliate his partners. I saw him dragging a woman on a leash for an entire evening, without giving her the slightest attention.

I swallow hard feeling his gaze on me. I don't think I can escape it. Silently, I pray that my dominant comes back now. Even though I don't know him very well yet, his presence is always comforting to me. A knight in shining armor against this ogre ready to eat me alive.

I bite my lip. Too late. He calls me out.

“So, Chloe, what's with the panties you leave lying around on your bar? You shouldn't let submissives do that, you know it, right?”

I start to stutter, trying to find a lie. But nothing comes.

“I... It's... It's mine.”

The man laughs loudly, making me shiver. I have never felt so embarrassed in my life.

“Well, what's going on with you? Were you too hot?”

“It's... My dominant asked me.”

“Your dominant?! Oh, you do have a bracelet on your wrist. I always knew you’d make a great submissive. I’d rather you were mine. I'm sure my collar would go great around your neck.”

“You had to be faster, Mike. Or just be a little more delicate.”

I can't help but breathe a long sigh of relief when I hear my dominant's voice. He smiles at me, before grabbing the panties and stuffing them in his jacket pocket. I bite my lip, imagining him going to work tomorrow, my piece of fabric still in his pocket. A depraved memory of our night together.

My relief is only short-lived. From his opposite pocket, the man takes out objects. I swallow with difficulty. I've been here long enough to recognize them. A vibrating egg, and a tube of lube. I look up in horror at him.

I know what I was exposing myself to by agreeing to play with him. But I couldn't have believed it would go this far. I hadn't realized how much he loves playing in public and exposing his submissive. I should have known though.

Two days ago, he made me suck his cock on a bench in the middle of the club. And even when he took me to a room to continue tending to me, he left the door open, inviting anyone passing by to stop and watch us do it.

My heart is beating at full speed. The men around us miss nothing of our interaction. I even have the impression that they got closer. It's as if the walls of the club are closing in around me. The prey stuck in the trap.

I take a deep breath, gazing into my dominant's. I must remain calm. Panicking won't do me any good. I have managed to overcome everything so far. Why not that?

My mouth opens. I realize that I want to. Even if it is incredibly degrading. Although I won't be able to look the people around us in the eye after that. Maybe I should even change jobs, I would be so ashamed to come back here.

Still, the prospect of changing jobs scares me less than saying no to my dominant. More than anything, I want to satisfy him. Especially when I know that in return, he will make me experience the most intense pleasures.

“Just because you can't leave the bar doesn't mean you can't have a little fun, right?”

I swallow hard, but still nod slowly. A few enthusiastic whistles greeted my response. They act like they're my dominant, as smug as if I was responding to them with such docility.

This excites me terribly. There are a whole lot of things they could be doing right now. Watch other scenes. Playing with their own submissives. But they don't. They are interested in me. I have never felt so sexy in my life.

Without hurry, my dominant covers the small object with a large dose of lubricant. Then he hands it to me. My mouth opens in surprise. I don't know why, I expected him to put it on me. But customers are not allowed to come behind the bar, and he seems determined not to break this rule.

I hesitate for a moment, before finally giving up. Ignoring the hissing and gritty comments around me, I grab the egg. I hold it in my hand for a long time, unable to make up my mind to install it. My dominant clicks his tongue.

“Well? You know what to do with it, right? Put it in your little pussy. Don't worry about your ass, I'll take care of that later.”

I swallow with difficulty. I remember perfectly his large cock. Last time he didn't ram it into my most taboo entrance, just using a dildo. It was the first time I got anything in that part of me. I didn't even think I would do this one day. And even less that I would love it. However, I'm still not sure I'll be able to take his large cock in this tight and fragile place.

The tension escalated around us. Seems like the mention of anal sex is enough to drive all these men wild with desire. I don't think I will escape it. Tonight, I'm going to take his cock. Too bad if it scares me. Curiosity is stronger.

That’s why I need to prepare myself for that. The more I obey him and behave myself, the more patient he will be with me. Besides, if I can come once or twice before that happens, that will help me a lot too.

So, forgetting all reason, I lower my hand to guide the object between my thighs. I lower my gaze, not daring to look at anyone as I bend down to facilitate the intrusion of this object into my soaked pussy.

When I straighten up, I realize that all eyes are on me. They're all there, hungry, waiting for my every reaction. With a wave of the hand, my dominant makes me approach him. I obey him immediately, almost leaning over the bar to be closer to him.

His hand slips into my neck. I close my eyes, finding this contact incredibly sexy. His long fingers provide just the right amount of pressure to make me shudder. With this gesture, he proves his dominance over me. His power.

It wouldn't take much for him to break me in two. And yet, he also knows how to be incredibly gentle. He leans back, pressing his lips to mine. I moan softly into the kiss. This outburst of tenderness is most welcome.

Even though I indulge in this passionate kiss, I can't help but remain on my guard. Any moment now, the egg is going to start. Will I be able to bear it? I’ll have to. I can’t stop my work. I can’t disappoint my dominant either.

The latter ends up releasing my neck. I almost squeal in disappointment. I could have played with his tongue like that for hours if he had let me. But as always, the pace is up to him.

“Good girl. Go back to work now.”

I nod, heading towards a couple who have just arrived to ask me for a drink. Surprisingly, that kiss gave me courage. It may be misplaced pride, but I feel excruciatingly proud. Proud to have obeyed my dominant. Proud to show everyone who I belong to.

I'm sure there are a lot of jealous people in the audience. Tonight again, Matthew only has eyes for me. And he's not ashamed to show it to everyone.

As if nothing had happened, I resume my service. Yet I feel the imposing object within me. I can't help twitching around him, as if to make sure he's in place. After all, it is a gift from my master. I would hate to lose him.

It's nowhere near as wide as its cock, yet its presence is just as intense. I end up getting caught up in the game, navigating between men looking at me with envy and amusement. I suddenly feel excruciatingly sexy. But my beautiful confidence evaporates quickly.

I had forgotten the primary use of this toy. My dominant is quick to remind me. A gasp of surprise escapes me as he turns the toy on, sneakily vibrating it inside of me.

My reaction excites my viewers, who chuckle softly as my chest heaves in excitement. I lick my lips, surrendering to the sensations before getting back to work.

In this moment, there is nothing I would like more than to stop and make the most of the pleasure it offers me. I know I can't. So, my gait a little less sure, I go back to work.

Many of them are ordering me drinks tonight. And not simple things. No. Only complicated cocktails, for which I have to think, measure, and weigh to the nearest gram the ingredients used in these preparations.

I don't know what I did to deserve this. One thing is certain. This egg inside me is both the worst and the best thing that has ever happened to me. The vibrations increase, my breathing quickens. The man knows exactly what he is doing.

Little by little, he increases the pressure. The vibrations increase, before descending slyly. Soon, I feel as much frustration as pleasure. I would like him to stop playing to give me what I want the most.

I freeze at that thought. If he really gives me what I want, that would mean coming right there in front of all those people. Sure, they've already seen a lot more of me than I would have liked. But does that mean I'm willing to let them see me orgasm?

The question is no longer asked. I turn to my dominant, a disappointed pout on my lips. He just cut the toy. He smiles mischievously at me, before waving his hand. His way of reminding me that I have customers to serve.

Swallowing my frustration, I pick up my cocktail. I think I still preferred when he gave me too low vibrations. At least it made me feel something. Now it's as if he's completely taken the object away from me.

My pussy contracts on the egg, as if to try to make it start again. I know it's useless, but I'm desperate. My boobs aren't helping me either. My nipples are stretched to the extreme against my light blouse. It's almost painful.

I’m so desperate that I think I would beg anyone for a little relief. They're all there, staring at my chest, which reveals itself shamelessly through the fabric.

They would just have to reach out and grab one of my breasts, and bring me some relief. But I know it. None of them will. Not without my dominant giving them permission. And I would be surprised if he did. No. I'm alone with my traitorous body. All I can do is wait as best I can.

A cry of mixed pleasure and surprise takes me when suddenly the toy turns on again. And the least I can say is that he doesn’t spare me. Immediately, he put his toy on one of the highest intensities.

I have to make every effort in the world not to moan out loud. A much more complicated exercise than it seems. My pussy throbs around the toy, as if to try to increase the pleasure felt a little more.

Soon, I feel a very recognizable warmth in the pit of my stomach. The one he was the only man to give me. I take a deep breath, focusing on my breathing. I must stand firm. I can't let myself go to this point in front of everyone. I must hold myself back, even though my body is begging me to let go.

With slow gestures, I continue my work at all costs. My dominant is not helping me. Quite the contrary. He plays with his remote control, taking me from one extreme to another. One moment, the vibrations are weak, and I barely feel them. The next second, they are at their maximum, making me twist with pleasure under the perverse gaze of my spectators.

Suddenly, a more intense vibration makes me completely lose my footing. Without me being able to hold it back, an orgasm devastates my body. The wave of heat that passes through me is so intense that I find myself bent over, leaning over my bar. My fingers close on the counter. I can no longer hold back my moans as my dominant makes me feel so good.

As I slowly come back to myself, I begin to realize what just happened. I hear the comments of the people around me, all more gritty than the other. One thing is certain, they enjoyed the show I gave them.

My cheeks are red with shame, I dare not sit up to face their gaze on me. I can't believe I did this, and at my workplace too. I should probably resign immediately. Run away. How could I again face all these people who saw me come without the slightest shame?

My breathing remains rapid, although my orgasm has passed. I can't control the emotions racing through my mind.

“Submissive. Look at me.”

I straighten up immediately when I hear my master's voice. Once again, man proves to be indispensable. My lighthouse in the night. My eyes bore into his, and I calm down when I see the slight smile on his lips.

I smile back at him, starting to feel a little proud. I held on. I accepted my master's game and was rewarded. Too bad there were a little too many spectators for my taste. They are not the ones who count. Only my master.

But as I move to join him in hopes of receiving a comforting kiss, I freeze upon hearing someone's comment.

“She came without your permission, Matthew. You're not going to accept such behavior, right?”

I swallow hard while staring at my master. It's true that I didn't ask, and he didn't allow me anything either. The man continues to smile serenely, and for the moment, I think I'm out of the woods. This moment is only short-lived. My dominant clicks his tongue and nods.

“That’s right. I didn't know my submissive was such a bad girl.”

My breathing quickens, harder than ever. I know how his punishments are. The man doesn’t hold back, he puts all his strength into his blows. And even if I loved it two days ago, will I today?

In this moment, I’m grateful to have this bar to protect me. I can't move from my post. But luck is not on my side tonight. Because it doesn't take more than a few seconds for one of my colleagues to arrive. With a big smile on her lips, she tells me.

“The boss told me to replace you. Go have fun.”

To calm my anxiety, I focus on my dominant again. Only he matters. I calm down little by little seeing his gaze. I know it. I have a choice. It doesn't matter what people want to see me do. I have the final word.

And the more I look at my dominant, the more I know what I want. Him. He proved to me that I could trust him. And that, whatever happens, the pleasure is always there. So, putting all my fears aside, I walk around the counter to join him.

For a few minutes, it's just him and me. He holds me close, kisses me, and whispers encouragement as his hand wanders over my ass. It’s only once he feels perfectly relaxed that he decides to move on.

“Lean over the bar.”

I swallow hard but obey him anyway. Behind me, the curious approach, not wanting to miss a single crumb of the spectacle of my degradation.

The man gently caresses my ass, before grabbing the vibrating egg. I feel my cheeks blush with shame as he pulls it off and lays it out for all to see. I have never felt so embarrassed in my life. They're all here, so they can see how depraved I am. How wet my master's games got me.

Still, I'm not moving. I let my master expose me like this without ever even thinking of stopping him. I am his little thing. His property. And if he wants to share me with his friends, then I'll let him.

I let out a high-pitched squeal as he slams his hand down on my ass without warning. The pain is intense. And yet, he still has that dark part of me that likes to feel it. So much so that now I want him to do it in front of all these people. But again, my hopes are dashed.

“I'm going to wait a bit before punishing you. You looked so sexy behind that bar. You made me hard. You’re gonna fix that, right?”

I nod enthusiastically, making the man laugh softly.

“On your knees.”

I don't have to be told twice. In an instant, I shift away from the bar, hiding for a moment my soaked pussy in the eyes of these voyeurs. However, I know that they won’t miss anything of what’s going to happen now.

Without wasting a moment, I position myself at the foot of my dominant. Once settled in, I look up at him, licking my lips patiently waiting for him to give me what I want most: his cock.

The man gently pats my cheek, as if congratulating me on being so obedient. Then he unzips his pants, giving me the perfect view of his taut member. I feel a strange pride to see him so excited. I know, I caused this.

Patiently, I wait for him to give me permission to touch him. It's not long in coming. His hand slides through my hair, grabbing my ponytail to bring my head closer to his cock. I think it's even bigger than I remember.

If I didn't already have it a few days ago, I would think it would be impossible for me to take it in my mouth. But now I know I can do it. So, oblivious to everything around me, I stick my tongue out to approach his length.

With patience, I slide it over his satiny skin, rediscovering with joy his delicious taste. Arrived at his point, I start to tickle it, collecting the drops of his excitement already there.

Finally, I take him in my mouth. Inch after inch, I slide him inside me, under the admiring gaze of the men around us. No doubt they imagine themselves to be in his place, receiving exploits from my mouth. But too bad for them.

That thing I reserve for my dominant. Like everything else. I’m convinced that none of them could measure up. How could they be as good as him? It’s perfectly impossible. I’m totally intoxicated by this man. And I intend to show him my gratitude.

I keep taking him deeper and deeper until he hits the back of my throat. It makes me cough, but I don't care. I want to do it. I want to satisfy him. And according to his hand that squeezes my ponytail, I succeed.

I try to take my time, to make him languish. A way for me to make him pay for the way he had fun with the vibrating egg. But as usual, it's him who leads the game. He tightens his hand in my hair, and begins to impose a hellish rhythm on me.

At this speed, there's not much I can do. I rest my hands on his thighs trying to find some stability as he pounds my mouth. Muffled sounds come out of my throat. I focus on my breathing.

The comments are more intense behind me, the tension is at its peak. Everyone tells my dominant to teach me a lesson. To show me what a real dominant is. I have tears in my eyes as he is going strong.

Still, I don't want him to stop. I look up at him, encouraging him to continue. He smiles at me for a moment before his whole body tenses. In an animal rattle that excites me, he drops all his seed deep into my throat.

When he withdraws, I swallow without him having to ask me. Unceremoniously, he grabs my jaw and forces me to turn my head toward our spectators. Then he presses a little more to force me to open my mouth.

Obediently, I stick out my tongue to show them that I have taken all of my master's gift. I'm out of breath, my knees and throat hurt. And I feel an intense shame to be thus observed by all these men now totally excited.

My dominant leans towards me, making me shiver.

“Let’s go. It's time to punish you now.”


Chapter 3

I keep my eyes on the floor as my dominant leads me into the middle of the room. I hoped he would take me to a private room. That he finally offers me a little bit of privacy. But today, the man has only one idea in mind: to humiliate me. To show everyone the extent of my perversity.

Slowly, he guides me across the room, bringing me onto a stage. There's a big cross there, and I can't help but worry about being attached to it. This object is most impressive. I don't know if I will be able to bear it.

Luckily, that's not where he's directing me, but to the other piece of furniture adorning this room. A BDSM bench. I told him I wanted to use it. Looks like he hasn't forgotten. The man takes his time, observing my reaction for a moment. My smile is enough to let him know that I'm ready to do it.

But before I dive into it, there is something else to do. The man pulls away from me, taking a few steps back. I swallow with difficulty. His presence against my body was more than necessary to help me bear all those eyes on me.

I've never been one to show off. I never liked speaking in public. And here he is imposing it on me, and for one of the most depraved things.

“Take off your clothes.”

My mouth opens. I don't know what I expected. Of course, I must be naked to continue his perverted games. And yet, at this moment, it seems perfectly impossible to me.

There are all these people around us. Men and women. They are all on the lookout, ready to discover everything about me. I’ve been serving them for months. Of course, they won't miss it.

I would have preferred that my dominant undressed me himself. His warm hands on my skin would have brought me some comfort. But after all, I have to be punished, right? So, I have to accept the rules of the game.

Eyes fixed on my dominant, I tackle the button of my blouse, revealing my chest as slowly as possible. I shiver as I feel the cool air caress my pointed nipples. I hope that soon he will come to touch them.

But I know he won't until I'm totally naked. So, despite the blush on my cheeks, I let my fingers run up my short skirt. As slowly as I can, I lower the zipper.

Soon I can't fight anymore. The piece of fabric falls at my feet, its fall greeted by a few gritty whistles and comments.

I bite my lip, trying to ignore them and just stare at my dominant. He smiles quietly at me, his eyes roaming my body slowly. After all, this is only the second time he's seen me naked like this.

He seems to take as much pleasure in looking at me as he did the first time. So much the better. It would be hard for me to do all of this if he wasn't there, staring at me like I was the sexiest woman on earth.

I drown in his gaze, trying to forget my embarrassment. Trying to forget that I'm here, standing in my high heels, naked in front of all these people. And all of this is just the beginning. He will soon do much more, I know it. And my humiliation will only be greater still.

I'm already shaking as the man walks towards me. He’s much taller than me, and seems even more impressive to me when he is there, in his expensive suit while I am naked.

His hand rests on my cheek, before sliding into my neck. He exerts a weak pressure, before continuing lower. I moan softly as his fingers grab my nipples. Forcefully, he begins to pinch them, making me squeal louder.

A few laughs break out around us. Apparently, they all like the show we give them. My dominant only has eyes for me. At all times, he keeps them fixed on me, watching for the slightest of my reactions. I shiver as he leans into my ear.

“Are you ready to be tied up?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Being tied up had brought me such comfort the last time. As if being deprived of my movements actually gave me incredible freedom. I just had to indulge my master's desires, and the sensations he offered me, whether pleasant or painful.

“Do you really think that's a way to address your dominant?”

I swallow with difficulty. I forgot his rule. Use words. Almost stammering, I pull myself together.

“So… Sorry Master. Yes, I am ready.”

Without taking the time to congratulate me for doing the right thing, the man grabs my hand and leads me to the bench. Without rushing me, he helps me climb onto the object. I feel nervous feeling the leather under my skin. Things are getting very real.

Even if I had dreamed of using this toy, it’s still more impressive than I could have imagined. And then, I didn't think it would be done in front of so many people.

As best I can, I keep my eyes on the ground, so as not to meet any eyes. But this is not enough to forget their presence. Their gazes are burning on my body, and their comments are far too strong to ignore.

At least their words are positive. Everyone finds something to compliment my silky skin, my plump ass. Some lament that they can no longer see my gorgeous breasts. I lick my lips, filled with unspeakable pride. I knew I had assets, but I hadn't realized how much they could appeal to others.

I refocus as my dominant grabs a first wrist, placing it in its receptacle before closing leather handcuffs around it. He starts again with the opposite hand. Then, he takes care of my spread legs.

In the same way as with my arms, it closes the links on my thighs, on my calves. My ass is pushed back, and my soaked pussy is visible to all. My cheeks are red with shame at being exposed like this.

But despite this difficult feeling that I feel, I can’t help but be excited. Now I must prepare for what's next. I know it, my punishment won’t be the easiest to bear...


Chapter 4

“This submissive behaved very badly. She disrespected me. She came without my permission. Such behavior deserves punishment.”

I swallow hard as I hear my master's deep voice addressing the crowd. Here and there, a few shouts of approval are heard. I have never felt so nervous in my life.

And yet, not for a moment do I think of stopping the man. To pronounce my safe word. No. I want this to happen. Even though I know it’s gonna hurt. I’m ready.

I shudder as the man slides his hand over my ass. He plays with my nerves. He runs it through me with crazy slowness. If he hadn't announced his punishment, I might think he's doing this to give me pleasure.

But I know it. Soon, his hand will be much less soft. It will come down with force on my sensitive skin. It will make me scream in front of all these people eager to feast on my suffering.

How many times have I been in their place? From my bar, I observed the punishments, imagining myself in the place of these submissives, so sexy under the hand of their Master. I never thought I would end up doing it. I thought it would all just be an unfulfilled fantasy. An image to help me come when I’m playing with myself, in the privacy of my bedroom.

And here I am, tied to a BDSM bench, my legs spread wide so all can see the extent of my depravity. I'm already soaked, as my dominant points out. His fingers slide over my slit, getting wet with my excitement.

I can't hold back a moan as he presses my clit, just enough to bring me some pleasure. The man takes his time, making me languish in an unbearable way.

I think I'd rather he hit me already. The sooner he begins his punishment, the sooner it will be over. Waiting like this only makes things more difficult.

Despite myself, my body relaxes under the caresses of my master. Although I know that the punishment will soon arrive, I can’t help but let myself go to the pleasure he offers me at this moment.

I almost moan in frustration as he stops touching me. Moments later, the difficulty only increases. The man walks away from me. I find myself completely alone on the stage.

I try to turn my head to watch him. To have a sign of what will happen now. But I can't see anything. I close my eyes, trying to calm my breathing. I’m not in danger. It's all part of his game. I have to prove to him that I can handle it.

Soon, my patience is rewarded. The man is next to me again. Slowly, he starts to caress my ass, signaling his presence. I relax immediately in contact with this touch so recognizable now. My master is there. And no matter what he does to me, I know I'll love it.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I feel his fingers replaced by something else. I swallow with difficulty. I think I know what it is. On my skin, what looks like a small piece of leather runs, discovering the roundness of my globes.

I'm pretty sure it's a crop he's holding in his hands. Without a doubt the object that scares me the most in the arsenal of the good dominant. It seems so violent, so hard to bear. And yet, I know that I have to do it. I have no other choice, if I want my dominant to continue playing with me.

For what seems like hours, the man continues to caress my ass like this, having fun seeing me shiver with each pass.

Suddenly, the man stops playing. Without warning, he lets his crop fall on my skin. I scream, as much surprise as pain. Despite my anxiety, he managed to get me to let my guard down. I'm paying the price for it now.

My breathing is choppy. I can’t calm my racing heart. Yet, I know, the man is just beginning.

“You were very naughty, Submissive. Now I’m gonna punish you. After each hit, you’re gonna count, and you will ask forgiveness. Understood?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

Without waiting a moment longer, the man brings down his crop again on my ass.

“One. I’m sorry, Master.”

The man lets out a satisfied sound before hitting me again. Whatever he does to me, I submit to his will. I don't know which is harder. Bear the pain or remain sufficiently centered not to lose the thread of the calculation.

“Five. I’m sorry, Master.”

Having to count makes things much more difficult. I must stay perfectly focused. I can't just let go right now. Whatever happens, I must satisfy my master.

“Eleven. I’m sorry, Master.”

He doesn’t weaken. His blows are precise and irregular. I know it, he wants to disturb my senses, to make my task as difficult as possible. I can't see his face, but I'm sure right now he's smiling to see me so upset. My voice chokes as another blow lands.

“Seven… Seventeen. I’m sorry, Master.”

“You’re doing good, Submissive. Very good. »

The man compliments me by stroking my ass. I relax, feasting on that hand gently massaging my damaged skin. But my comfort is only short-lived.

“You're halfway there. Show me what a good little submissive you are.”

I can't help but squeal when I hear that. Halfway? How could I endure even five more blows? It seems impossible to me. And yet, this is what my master wants. He’s a man of experience. He knows what he's doing. Many were the submissives he had under his hand before me.

Taking a deep breath, I decide to let myself go for the moment and not think. If it gets too hard, I'll say my safe word. Although I really hope it doesn't have to come to that.

The man resumes his blows, more powerfully than before. I can barely speak, my breathing is so difficult. Yet I must. I believe he would make me start over if I ever forgot to count.

Things are made even more difficult as he viciously brings his crop down on my thigh, making me scream even louder. Around us, the spectators don’t lose interest. Quite the contrary.

I feel like the tension in the room only increases with each hit on me. Everyone seems to be holding their breath, as if they were about to see me break down. But I'm stronger than that.

A burst of ego takes me. I will prove to everyone that even if I am a novice, I deserve my place under the hand of this so attractive man.

He still doesn’t weaken, alternating between my ass and my thighs without giving me the slightest indication. This ignorance is undoubtedly what makes things even more difficult. I may have my pride, but I don’t know how long I will be able to last like this. Tears well up in my eyes, the pain is so intense.

“Thirty. Pl... Please Master. I'm sorry… Please, please!”

The man suspends his gesture for a moment, as if he wanted to think.

“Do you want to say your safe word, Submissive?”

I don't answer immediately, considering his question before shaking my head.

“N… No, Master.”

“Alright. Don't interrupt me then. You have five hits left. Do not disappoint me.”

I moan, complaining about something I said I wanted. Without the slightest pity, the man resumes his blows. My tears are flowing now, my sobs making my words almost unintelligible. However, this doesn’t seem to bother my master, who continues his way.

I look up at the crowd, meeting Mike's gaze. The man behind my punishment stands in front of me, not missing a beat of my torment. His devilishly satisfied smile makes me shiver.

And yet, I can’t look away from this man. There is something strange that draws me to him. A sordidness that makes me wet.

A blow stronger than the others makes me scream in pain. It takes me a few seconds before I can regain my senses. Gasping, I finally manage to speak.

“Thirty-five. Thank you, Master.”

The man laughs softly before patting my ass with his hand, making me groan. He seems to appreciate that I thank him. This is a depraved thing though. To say thank you to a man who has just hit me with such force.

If I hadn't seen all those other subs doing it before me, I would have thought something was wrong with me. But here, it’s just the norm. And no one can judge me for my darkest desires.

Slowly, my master caresses my ass, accompanying me in my descent, helping me to calm down after this intense punishment. Then his hand descends, approaching ever closer to my soaked pussy. He clicks his tongue, slipping his fingers into it.

“What a little slut we have here, my friends. She’s completely soaked from my punishment. Maybe thirty-five hits weren’t enough.”

I tense up at these words. It seems more than enough to me. I don't think I could handle one more. A few slaps of his hand, perhaps? And only because it would make me feel the comforting warmth of his skin against mine.

I moan as he pushes his fingers inside me, expertly exploring my cavity. Then his thumb rests on my clit, gently playing with it. I bite my lower lip, letting myself go in this delicious dance that gives me so much pleasure.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when he jerks his fingers away. Without wasting a single moment, he pulls them up. Slowly, he draws the contours of my crenelated entrance. I tense as he begins to penetrate me.

“Relax. Remember how you loved it last time.”

I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the intrusion. My cheeks are so red with shame that they burn. He said it so loud that I'm sure everyone could hear it. Everyone now knows that I have already let him use this so-taboo part of my body… And that I liked it.

His finger comes and goes slowly inside me. I slowly open up, almost moaning in pleasure as the discomfort subsides.

My mouth opens in surprise as a second finger slips inside me. My breathing quickens. I feel like I'm split open. I know it yet, this width is nothing compared to that of his imposing cock. I still can't believe I'm going to be able to accommodate him in this tight spot in my anatomy.

He seems convinced of it. His fingers withdraw again. Soon, I feel something push against my entrance. A plug covered in lubricant finds its way. It's even wider than his two fingers, and I have to focus all my energy on my breathing. When it's finally in place, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief.

Matthew walks around me, his hand running over my bare skin as he approaches my head. Once in my field of vision, he crouches down to come up to me. He pats my cheek, a smile on the corner of his lips.

“You took your punishment well, Submissive. I'm proud of you.”

I lick my lips, trying to contain my delighted smile. However, that's what I feel. I’m delighted to have been able to satisfy him in this way, to endure his ordeal despite the difficulty. I know this is far from over. The man has no intention of untying me at all. And what he offers me goes much further than what I had imagined.

“You got a lot of my friends hard tonight. It would be rude to leave them frustrated like that, don't you think?”

I swallow hard, not sure where he's coming from. His hand slides down my neck, making me shudder.

“I would like to share you with them. Let them find out what a good little submissive I found myself there. No doubt they’ll all be jealous. What do you say, Submissive? Do you want to show them what you're worth?”

My heart is pounding. Of all the depraved things he could have offered me, I think this one is the worst. I already imagine myself, legs spread wide open, offered to all these men who will pass over me one after the other.

It's not something I had fantasized about before. It's frightening. And yet, I nod without thinking. I don't want to think anymore. No more wondering if something is right or wrong. I just want to surrender to the decisions of my dominant. So far, he has proven to me that I can trust him blindly. I don't see why that would change.

“If you ever want to say your safe word and your mouth is taken, tap your hand three times on the bench. Go ahead, show me you understand.”

Immediately, I submit to his request. He pats my cheek in a sign of encouragement, before turning to face the crowd.

“My little submissive is insatiable. I may be an excellent lover, but she always needs more. So, if there are volunteers among you, now is the time to take advantage of it.”

I shiver at these words. No doubt, after that, I’ll win the title of the biggest slut in the club. I should probably be embarrassed at the idea. And yet, quite the opposite is happening.

Immediately, the men approach the bench, their pants stretched to the extreme. It's me they want. Me they want to relieve them of their overflow of desire. So, even if it scares me a little, I’m ready to offer myself, for as long as my dominant wants.

A big smile lights up his face. He loves every second of this debauched spectacle. And that makes me want to satisfy him even more. Who knows, if I pass this test, maybe he will want to make me his for good.

I already imagine myself, a leather collar around my neck to represent his possession on my body. I've only known him a few days, and yet I think I'd be willing to let him do whatever he wants with me.

But before that happens, I have to prove to him that I'm worth it. And that goes through all these men who crowd around me. The tension in the air is at its peak. They are only waiting for one thing: that my master gives them permission.

After one last glance in my direction, my dominant nods. It doesn’t take more for a first man to arrive and settle in front of me. In this position, I can barely see who it is.

A regular, I believe. Someone rather discreet, whom I see more often watching than participating. It seems that with me, that changes. He pulls his cock out of his pants, giving it a few hand strokes before directing it towards my mouth.

Obediently, I open it, letting him slip his tip into me as if it were the most natural thing. He wastes no time pushing it all the way inside me, using me as an object to relieve himself. Fortunately, he’s neither as long nor as wide as my master. So, it's not that hard to endure his repeated assaults.

I growl around his length as someone moves behind me. Without any ceremony, fingers begin to browse my slit, discovering every nook and cranny. I moan as the fingers dig into me, beginning unbearable back-and-forth movements in my wet pussy.

A thumb pushes on my clit, bringing me even more pleasure. In my mouth, the man goes faster and faster. In this position, there is not much I can do to control the rhythm. I just have to endure the onslaught of his cock.

Behind me, the stranger aligns his movements with the other man, as if it were a competition to see which of the two will cum faster. In this race to orgasm, the man in my mouth wins. In a rattle, he empties, offering me his seed that I swallow until the last drop.

It doesn't take long for someone else to come and replace him. I take him the same way, no longer worrying about my reputation. I think it's too late for that now. They all saw my true nature. Might as well assume it and play the game to the end.

Behind me, the fingers withdrew. But I'm not left empty for long. I shiver as a cock slowly begins to enter me. I really can't believe I'm doing this. That I let a stranger take possession of me in this way, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The man is gentle, taking his time to squeeze inside me and letting me get used to his length. Even though he’s nowhere near as thick as my dominant, I appreciate the intention.

Especially when the man in front of me absolutely doesn’t have the same regard. He pounds my mouth nonstop. He looks like a man just released from prison, having not touched a woman in years.

Despite the discomfort of the task, I feel terribly excited. I could never have believed that being treated like a little sex toy by strangers would do me so much good. I only want one thing: that this evening never ends.

One after the other, the men use me. Soon I lose count, just letting go and focusing on my breathing so I don't choke on those cocks that come and go with force inside me.

I don't know if I could move tomorrow, and I don't care. The pleasure is too much for that. From time to time, one of them thinks of me and slides his hand between my thighs, making me reach the heights of pleasure.

Even if I’m their toy, these men take the time to make me come. As if it were a matter of pride for them. A way to show what they are capable of to others.

Suddenly, the movements calm down. The last men relieve themselves in me before withdrawing. I’m left empty. I'm almost disappointed that it's over, although my body is happy to finally be able to rest for a moment. My dominant approaches me, gently stroking my hair.

“You remember what I said earlier, right?”

Slowly, I begin to think, my mind still clouded by the multiple orgasms he has just received. Then everything becomes clear. I shudder looking at him. Yes, I remember. He wants to use my little ass. And I will let him do it.

With satisfied smile on his lips, the man steps out of my field of vision and walks behind me. It doesn't take long for him to pull out the plug still deep in my ass. I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. I know this ordeal is going to be hard to bear. And yet, I must do it.

I gasp in surprise as I feel lube running between my ass cheeks. I thought at least he was going to untie me. I didn't expect my first time with his huge cock in my most taboo entrance to be right there in front of all those people as I'm deprived of movements. That is exactly what is about to happen though.

Slowly he lets his cock settle against my ass. He pats it on my globes, having fun seeing me squeal at the feeling. Then he just does it. His tip approaches my entrance. I can't help but tense up.

“Relax, it’ll be much more difficult if you are nervous.”

I refrain from making a snide comment. It’s obvious he’s not the one who’s about to receive a huge stick of flesh in his ass. But I hold back. It would be stupid to upset a man who wields so much power over me, especially when I'm deprived of my movements.

With patience, he begins to push inside me. My fists clench, my fingernails digging into my skin at the intrusion. He feels even bigger than I thought. His plug was nothing compared to the width of his cock.

I think I could faint, so intense the feeling of tearing. The only thing keeping me going is my dominant's hand gently stroking my lower back, soothing me with its warmth.

Around us, silence fell. It's like they're all holding their breath, anxious to know if I'll be able to take it. Despite my labored breathing, I don't stop the man, letting him sink ever deeper into me.

I let out a long sigh of relief when he’s finally inside me. I can't help but smile, oddly proud of myself. That's it. I managed to take him. I didn't think it was possible, and now he proves me wrong.

After a few moments to let me get used to his presence, the man begins to move slowly back and forth. I moan, first in discomfort, then in pleasure. I don't know how this is possible, but that's what I feel right now. Pleasure.

I gasp in surprise as the man pulls away from me entirely, not seeming to want to return. I’m even more destabilized when, slowly, he unties me. He didn't come, and neither did I. What else is on his mind?

I freeze as Mike walks up to us, a devilish grin on his face. I swallow hard, a whole bunch of scenarios going through my head. But I don't have time to panic. Already, my dominant lifts me to my feet. He leans into my ear, his hand wrapping around my stomach.

“How about we take you both? You liked it with the dildo last time. “

My mouth opens. I don’t know what to think anymore. Yes, I loved being taken in both holes at the same time. But it was with a toy between my ass. Not with his huge cock. And I know it, Mike is well endowed too.

I should say no. Asking to finish these games in a bedroom, just the two of us. This is what reason implores me to do. And yet, this is not what my body decides.

No sooner had I nodded than my dominant picked me up. The other man approaches, grabbing my thighs and holding them wide open to better help my master position himself in my back.

They'll take me like that, standing on the stage. They don't care about comfort. All they care about is this pursuit of orgasm. And I’m ready to follow them there.

My fingernails dig into Mike's skin as my dominant pushes his way inside me. He seems larger than ever. And yet, I hold on, letting him once again take me completely.

It doesn’t take long for the other man to approach, his proudly erected cock rearing up between us. Soon, he too slips between my thighs. My eyes widen, my mouth drops open as he thrusts inside me.

I don't know how this is possible. These two men are so wide, so long. It's like being torn in two. But despite the discomfort, I don’t intend to stop them. I want to see how far I can go to satisfy my master… And myself.

Slowly, the two men begin to make long strokes inside me. If they first let me get used to their presence, very quickly, it’s after their own pleasure that they start running.

Their hands holding me firmly, they begin to pound me, sometimes together, sometimes alternating, so that I’m never left empty for long.

My head falls back, landing on my master's shoulder. Without the slightest shame, I moan out loud. Soon my screams fill the room. My dominant has just slipped his hand between my thighs, pressing hard on my clit hungry for another orgasm. He growls in my ear.

“Go ahead. Cum on our cocks.”

I don't need more to completely lose my footing. A wave of intense heat passes through me, devastating everything in its path as the most powerful of tsunamis. My whole body contracts around the two men. In turn, they come, emptying deep inside me.

Panting, I barely feel them coming out of me and putting me on the ground. My dominant holds me in his arms, gently stroking my raw skin to help me come to my senses. When I finally emerge from the mists of orgasm, I feel my cheeks flush with shame. And to think that I'm going to have to work again for all those people who saw me behaving in such a depraved way.

But when I see my dominant's smile, all that doesn't matter anymore. I succeeded. I accepted all of his games and took him in my tightest hole. He’s proud of me. And I have to admit it: I’m proud too.


Chapter 5

I can't hold back a long yawn as the city lights flash past my window. Next to me, Matthew can't help laughing. I stretch, trying to relax my tired muscles.

I can't believe I'm already starting to feel sore. I can't even imagine what it will be like tomorrow when I wake up. Maybe I’ll have to take a day off, so unable to move.

I bite my lip and turn to my dominant. He wears his eternal serene countenance as he takes us through the city. I expected it to be like the last time. That he would walk me to my car before telling me to call him if I needed to.

But no. This time, he left me no choice. We’re going to spend the night together. Not because he hasn't had enough. No. Because he wants to be able to keep an eye on me.

I'm still a novice, and what we did tonight was pretty intense. He wants to make sure that my descent goes well. To be there to provide me with all the care and assistance necessary for me to recover.

For the moment, I'm still on my little cloud, and don't really feel the need for it. But it's true that the other day, I would have appreciated having someone to hold me in their arms as I fell asleep.

This is what he offers me tonight, and I’m most delighted. Also, I'm curious to know a little more about this man that I barely know. See who he is in real life. Discover his universe. I let him do the most degrading things to my body before I even knew his last name or profession. It’s going to change tonight.

He first suggested that I go home, so that I was in my element, with my things. That's what I wanted in the beginning. But when he talked about the jacuzzi that I was going to find at his house, my opinion quickly changed.

I shudder as the man places his hand on my thigh. It’s a slow and discreet movement. Almost like a habit between us, when we hardly know each other.

It's pretty crazy when you think about it. The way I gave myself to him. The trust I put in him, only days after meeting him for the first time.

There is nothing official between us, and yet, I can't help but imagine myself going ever further with him. Test new practices. Let him share me with even more people if he wishes. To be his little thing, at the club or anywhere he wants.

Yes, I don't know what the future holds... But I can't wait to find out.

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Filthy Discipline

You liked this book? Find the entire series here!
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“Look at you. So perfect when you're on your knees. Come on. Show them what you can do.”

When I took this job in a BDSM club, I had no idea that I would end up there, tied up on stage in front of all these people. And yet, that's what I do. Week after week, at each of my breaks, I discover the extent of my perversity. And all of this because of one man.

Under the hands of my DOMINANT, I’m ready to do anything.

Even letting him share me with the entire club. Even letting him explore the most shameful parts of my anatomy.

The ropes? I love them. His crop? I couldn't do without it, or without his large hands that explore my body with force. My safe word is useless. Never mind the pain and nervousness. Pleasure always wins in the end.

I may be new to the BDSM world, but I’ll do anything to prove that I deserve my submissive collar.

If you like shorts better, here is the next in series: Using the Club Submissive

◆◆◆

A Submissive Revenge
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It was supposed to be my honeymoon.

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

17 short stories, in just one book!
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“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.

It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.

And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve.

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

And in return, they’ll get everything they ever wanted. They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.
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