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Chapter 1

Not now. Hold on, Charlotte. You can do it.

I squeeze my thighs, trying to calm the waves that shake my body. Discreetly, I glance to the side. No one seems to notice what is happening to me. That’s a relief.

A lecture hall full of students is not really the ideal place to have an orgasm. Yet, that’s what threatens to happen to me. I grit my teeth, internally cursing Anthony.

Since we started sleeping together a few weeks ago, my lover has shown great sexual creativity. So when a package was delivered to me this morning, it didn't take long for me to find out who was sending it to me.

With red cheeks, I opened it, discovering what new game my master wanted to subject me to. Despite the shame that invaded me, I could not contain the excitement that was rising in me. I who had never been with a man before knowing him, I don’t think I could have found a better teacher than him. Even if his ways are unorthodox.

Before knowing him, I was already reading BDSM novels. But I never imagined that one day, I would live them. And yet, Anthony never hid it from me. He's a dominant. A man who takes what he wants from a woman's body. Who pushes her limits, making her scream in pain and pleasure until she goes mad with desire, unable to tell the difference between these extreme sensations.

I shiver as the vibrating egg inside me shuts off once again, preventing me from experiencing ecstasy. Still, I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief. This respite is more than welcome.

For a few moments, I catch my breath, and can focus again on the lesson in front of me. Even if, quickly, the vibrations resume, fast enough to distract me, but too slow to really bring me relief.

My fingers curl over my computer keyboard. I can't type anything anymore. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to keep my emotions to myself. I stare at the screen at the bottom of the room, pretending to be intensely focused on the professor's words.

But really, all I think about is my lover. About his hands on my body. The way he holds me, touches me. About the handcuffs he often uses to submit me to his desires. About his expert mouth that whispers nonsense to me, ordering me humiliating things, or devouring me whole, bustling between my thighs like a thirsty man in the desert.

I shudder when even more licentious images flashing before my eyes. The way he made me wait for him, naked, on all fours, behind my front door. And then, when he took my body with force, visiting every part of me, from my mouth to my most taboo entrance...

I fidget in my seat, trying to bring the pressure down. This isn't the first time he's exposed me in public like this. I bite the inside of my cheek, almost wishing I had a butt plug stuck between my ass.

This object has quickly become an essential part of our sex life, even if this idea makes me more ashamed than ever. I certainly shouldn't take so much pleasure in being taken in this shocking part of my body.

And yet, each time my lover invites himself in, it's the same thrill, the same feeling of tightness that gradually turns into incredible pleasure, into a wave that destroys everything in its path.

I discreetly lick my dry lips. My pleasure is increasingly difficult to contain, and I feel more exposed than ever. The other times we played this kind of dangerous game in public, he was by my side. And even though he gave me an authoritative look, his presence at my side gave me a semblance of protection.

Now I feel alone, vulnerable. I feel that at the slightest wrong move, at the slightest sound, everyone will find out what I am doing. How will I dare come back to class if people find out what a slut I am? Everyone would judge me, mock me. It's not something I'm ready to face.

So I focus on my breathing, trying to ignore my hardened nipples caressing the light fabric of my dress. He was the one who ordered me to wear it, of course. The note accompanying the parcel was short, but firm.

Wear this dress, no bra. I’m allowed to wear a thong, and I did not hesitate for a moment to put it on, even if I can’t say that this ridiculous piece of fabric brings me any protection. I can't help but hope that this simple undergarment will keep my excitement from staining my dress.

I can already feel it running down my thighs. It’s in the course of things. As soon as Anthony is concerned, I know that quickly, I will be soaked. Never has any book or film put me in such a state. And even though I'm dead embarrassed that anyone would notice, I wouldn't change my position for the world.

My shoulders relax as the toy turns off again, in perfect timing with the end of my lesson. Without rushing, I put my things away, waiting for most of the students to be out of the room before me. When I finally get up, I don't waste a moment to head for the exit of the building.

My heart skips a beat as I see his pickup truck parked along the sidewalk. Leaning against the vehicle, my lover waits nonchalantly, ignoring the barely hidden stares of my classmates.

The man is older than us, in his forties, but for them as for me, that doesn't seem to matter. Not when he gives off something so intriguing. So attractive. His dark gaze would melt more than one, and his shirt, unbuttoned at the top, hints at his muscular torso from years of manual work. I bite my lip, remembering the power of his body against mine.

Without wasting another moment, I walk towards my lover.

Towards pleasure.


Chapter 2

My eyes fixed on the dashboard, I wait for Anthony to settle in the car. He acted as a gentleman, opening the door to help me in. Meanwhile, I felt the burning gazes of other students on my body.

Did they see the excitement soaking my skirt? I'm sure they did. The shame that twists my stomach gradually turns into annoyance. I should never have agreed to do this. I made a fool of myself, and all this for what? I did not even come. I'm not sure I understand what he takes away from this experience.

I sigh loudly as he still won't start the car. What is he waiting for? I finally look up at him, meeting his half-mocking, half-questioning gaze. His low-pitched voice makes me shudder.

“Hi?”

I mumble a hi in response, my gaze returning to the dashboard. People pass around us, and I can feel the gaze of some people on me, curious. It doesn't matter what they saw, what they understood. I know there will be rumors about my account in a split second.

“Are you going to tell me what's wrong, or are you going to be a brat for the rest of the day?”

I play with my fingers, trying to formulate what I feel. I'm not sure. Another sigh escapes me, as I keep a pout on my lips.

“I really don't understand what you like about that. You're not even here to see my reactions.”

“Imagination, baby girl. Knowing you were there, squirming in the middle of a lecture hall, soaking the seat under you, was enough for me.”

“Who says I'm wet?”

He laughs, mockingly, before slipping his hand between my legs, spreading them apart before placing his calloused fingers on my barely covered clit. I don't have to look at him to know that a smirk is forming on his lips.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to contain my moans of pleasure. How does he manage to turn me into this little desperate thing, with a simple caress? I try to keep my calm. All it would take is for someone to pass by the car and just peek into the cabin to see my pointed nipples and Anthony's hand between my thighs, touching me shamelessly.

My jaw clenches as he intensifies his movements on my hungry clit. Then, without warning, he turns on the toy inside me, making my body arch beyond my control. A sigh escapes me as the man continues his ride, his burning eyes resting on my body.

After all the simulations I felt today, I don't think I can last very long. My fingers dig into the plush fabric of the seat beneath me, desperate for some support.

My dominant leans in towards me, his hand brushing my hair back before sliding almost innocently up my neck. He lets it rest there, reminding me that at any moment, he can decide to squeeze it, to deprive me of air, just like that, for his pleasure. His voice sends shivers down my spine.

“So, are you going to stop being a brat? Are you going to behave like a good girl?”

“Yes.” I can barely breathe, my stomach contracting with pleasure. “Yes Master. I’m sorry.”

I let out a high-pitched squeal as the vibrations inside me increase. I can't believe we're doing this here, in his car parked on the roadside. Anyone could see me, but I don't care. The pleasure is too strong, my orgasm too close.

But of course, my lover does not intend to stop there. It would be too easy. Without warning, he stops the vibrations. His fingers are still on my pussy, but he doesn't move them, barely brushing against me. My breathing is erratic, my hips moving without my command, desperate for some friction. Anything to feel even a thrill of pleasure.

A mocking sound escapes from my lover's throat, before his authoritative voice resounds.

“Beg me.”

I bite my lip, looking up at him desperately. Begging is degrading. Humiliating. I shouldn't even let him do what he does to me. So ask out loud for more? It's the ultimate humiliation. And yet, my body muzzles my brain, my mouth taking control, utterly desperate.

“Please, Master. Let me cum. Please!”

My chest heaves rapidly, capturing his gaze for a moment. Then he looks up at me, his two black beads not letting the slightest emotion pass. It is impossible for me to know what he’s thinking. What he intends to do to me.

He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my face. I hold my breath, completely bewitched by his presence next to me. Finally, he gives me his long-awaited answer.

“No.”

Without further ado, he repositions himself in his seat, starting the car. I can't hold back a disappointed squeal, but don't protest. I promised to be a good girl. If I show him I know how to be patient, then he will take care of me.

In the meantime, I have to endure this ordeal a little more. To resist, despite the impression that the world is collapsing around me. How can be denied an orgasm create such extreme impressions?

I concentrate on the road, trying to calm my breathing. To ignore my soaked thighs, and the presence of the toy in me, vicious. It's like a reminder of what I could have, but won't. I bite my lip, realizing that the road he's taking isn't the one leading to my apartment. I look up at him in surprise.

“Where are we going?”

“You wanted me to paint your bedroom, right? You have to choose the color.”

I remain confused. Yes, I asked him that. But is it really a priority right now? I'm shaking and wet, ready to spread my legs and obey his every order. And what he thinks about is his work?

I know we met through it. Our paths would never have crossed if he hadn't been the one doing the renovations in my apartment. I should be grateful that he is so heedful of my requests. My landlord had not planned to repaint my bedroom walls. But Anthony heard me mention it, and now he wants to do it, for me.

I bite my lip. I know this is all set up. He plays with me, pushing my limits, playing with my emotions to always push me further in my discovery of pleasure. But am I really ready to go shopping? Focusing on such a trivial thing when all I want is for him to trap me in his arms and shove my body into a mattress, pounding me until I forget my name?

I don't really have a choice. I have to accept the rules of the game if I want to achieve my goals. It doesn't matter what it costs me. I bite my lip as he parks at the back of the store, in a deserted parking lot probably reserved for employees. I look at him questioningly.

“The owner is a friend. We won't have a problem staying there.”

I sigh with relief, almost meowing with pleasure as his hand slides to the back of my neck, massaging it gently. His voice is more hoarse.

“How about you show me you can be a good girl?”

My cheeks blush as a new fire ignites in the pit of my stomach. Excitement is mixed with anxiety. His words come to mind. We won't have a problem. So we're going to do this here, in a parking lot which, even if it's out of the way, could be visited by anyone at any minute.

I gulp, trying to stay calm. My lover does not lose a moment. His right hand still in my neck, he uses the other to undo his belt. My eyes automatically go to his crotch.

I lick my lips as I find it tense, looking almost ready to rip my lover's jeans so it can escape. With envy, I watch him release his rigid member, then take it in hand, caressing himself gently, his gaze never leaving my face.

“Go ahead. Show me how much you want it.”

His hand closes on my neck in a small impulse, inviting me to lower myself in the seat. My breathing quickens. Before knowing him, the idea of performing oral sex terrified me. Now I couldn't do without it.

His taste under my tongue. The slight groans that he can't hold back. The pleasure that I manage to snatch from him, simply with my mouth. This is all a combination I would find hard to do without.

One of my hands rests on his thigh, trying to stabilize me somehow while my face is already above his cock. I lick my lips, admiring its size. I've seen it dozens of times now, and yet it's always the same surprise that takes me when he pulls it out of his pants, letting it point proudly.

It is both long and thick. So thick that every time I feel like it will be impossible for me to take it, whether it's in my mouth or one of my other entrees. And yet, whether he's patient or passionate, he always finds a way to get me to take it.

With my tongue, I begin to tickle him, my free hand curling around his base for better control. He taught me this. Before him, I had no experience, no skills. Now I have more than one trick up my sleeve to make him come.

Even if I want to please him, I decide to make him languish a little. I know this game will have consequences, and yet, I can't help it. I slow my movements, my tongue barely touching his soft, ribbed skin as I slowly come up.

Then I start tickling his slit, tasting the few drops of pre-cum already escaping from it. He may keep this air of domination and control, our games do not leave him indifferent, and when he makes me languish, it’s himself that he tortures.

On the back of my neck, his fingers clench a little tighter, in a silent threat. He's not forcing me into anything at the moment, reminding me only that the more I play, the worse the consequences will be. I shudder at this prospect.

If we had been at my house, no doubt he would have made me pay for my audacity by throwing me over his knee, lifting my skirt to give me a well-deserved spanking. A shiver runs through me as I remember the strength of his hand against the thin skin of my ass. The pain and shame at being treated like this. But fun too.

Because it is the truth. Being punished, spanked, awakens in me an excitement that I never thought possible. And if he ties me up? It's even better. Whether it's handcuffs or ropes encircling every part of my body, being deprived of my movements drives me absolutely crazy.

I then become his little thing, forced to undergo each of his assaults, each of his lustful ideas. Oh sure, I have a safe word, if things get too intense. But I never use it, each time accepting a little bit more, pushing my own limits to dive into bliss.

But here. We are in public, only protected by the car and this parking lot away from traffic. If he wants to punish me, I know it will be through humiliation. And I certainly don't want to think what his evil mind might come up with.

So, I open my mouth, giving him what he wants from me. Slowly, I push him inside me, starting by encompassing his rounded tip, sucking on it lightly before plunging him deeper.

Slowly, I work every inch of his length into me, until his tip touches the back of my throat. I take a deep breath, trying to control my breathing and the reflexes it triggers in my body. Over time, I learned to do this. I would do anything to please him.

I go up slowly. He lets me do it, not rushing me, not forcing me to take him faster. Such precaution on his part is rather unusual. I know, at some point or another, he will want to regain control.

But right now, I'm the one in charge. The one deciding the pace. I almost forget the strange position in which I find myself. Contorted in this car, nothing really matters anymore. Just the pleasure that I can offer to my dominant.

His fingers close in my hair, toying with it lightly at first. Then, this gesture becomes more controlling. He presses my head, forcing me to take him a little deeper still. A muffled sound escapes my throat.

I know, he loves it when I make that noise. The thought of me choking on his cock drives him crazy, and I have to admit, me too. He plays with my head like a puppet, forcing me to take him faster, deeper.

Then he takes full control, dictating the pace. I can't do anything anymore, my fingers tightening on his thigh and a few tears of discomfort glistening at the corner of my eyes. All I can do is focus on my breathing and let him do.

I take a deep breath as he abruptly pulls my face away, leaving my mouth empty. I turn my head to look at him, a thin trickle of fluids still connecting me to his cock. My breathing is erratic, as a satisfied smile twists my master's mouth.

He pats my cheek gently. He didn't come, his erect cock twitching near my face, as desperate as my pussy to receive release. His deep voice echoes around us, hoarse with excitement.

“Ride me.”

My breathing stops. I can't help but take a worried look around the parking lot. We are still alone. But the longer this little game lasts, the greater the risk of being discovered. I'm not sure I'll be able to survive this humiliation.

But again, the desire is stronger than anything else. I sit up in my seat, hurrying to get rid of my thong. This one is no longer of any use, especially being soaked in this way. As I am about to also remove the egg inside me, my lover stops me with a snap of his tongue.

“Keep it.”

I swallow but obey anyway. I wait patiently for him to drop his pants before coming to sit on his now bare thighs. My hands rest on his chest still covered his shirt. I shudder as I feel his muscles tense under my fingertips.

His gaze catches mine. We stay like that for a few seconds, my gasping breathing filling the silence of the car. Then, one of his hands slides down my neck before diving into my top and pulling out my breasts.

He leans towards me, catching one of my tense points between his lips. I moan as he tugs on it, making me feel that line, right between pleasure and pain. My sighs are getting louder and louder, and I can't help but pull my hips closer to his.

My wet pussy presses to his still tense member, making both of us groan. A higher squeal escapes me as his teeth close on my nipple, nipping at it for a few moments, before his tongue wraps around it, as if apologizing for being so rough.

He drops my tip with a loud pop before attacking the other, starting the exact same number again. Lips. Teeth. Tongue. I can't stop my hips from undulating against him. He doesn't discourage me, even putting his hands on my hips to accompany my movement.

His mouth leaves my chest to come closer to my face. His warm breath caresses my skin in the most sensual way. For a few moments, he plays with me, his lips brushing mine without ever taking them.

I keep rolling my hips to bring us ever more friction, eagerly waiting for him to finally give me the kiss I've been waiting for. His eyes probe mine, both amused and excited by our unorthodox position.

Finally, he makes up his mind. Firmly, he captures my lips, pulling me into a passionate kiss. With his tongue, he forces me to open my mouth, inviting himself inside me as he did earlier with his cock. I moan, savoring every moment of this exchange.

I scream against his mouth as suddenly the egg inside me wakes up again. These unexpected vibrations are a most delicious surprise. I move a little faster, rubbing my clit against his taut length, soaking his cock and thighs with my arousal without feeling the slightest shame.

Forgot the discomfort of the lecture hall. Forgot the risks of being surprised by a passerby. I ride him carelessly, chasing my orgasm. My fingers close around his shirt, clinging to it like my life depends on it.

My dominant slides a hand from my hips to my pussy, covering his fingers with my arousal. I feel him smile against my lips, visibly pleased with the state he's put me in.

An orgasm is coming its way, but it's for another reason that my body is tensing. My fingers tighten on his shirt as my brain realizes what's going on. Without the slightest shame, my master has just slipped one of his fingers in my ass.

This is not the first time that he’s playing with this so taboo part of me. He even managed to get his large cock in there. And yet, it's always the same embarrassment, the same surprise, when he insinuates himself into this tight place.

He breaks the kiss, allowing me to take a deep breath to endure the unnatural intrusion. His face stays inches from mine, our breaths mingling. He doesn't need to talk. I fully hear the words he is trying to convey with his gaze at this moment. You can take it.

I nod, my fingers playing nervously with his shirt as I already feel a second finger making its way into my tight hole. Slowly, he grabs my earlobe between his teeth, sending an electric shock down my spine.

My senses are clouded as he invades my body, occupying my mouth as his two fingers are now fully buried inside me. He begins to move them, scissoring in me, to better spread me. I know it, if he puts so much care in preparing me, it's because he wants to do much more than put his fingers inside me.

The vibration of the toy increases, making me moan again. Slowly, I start to move again along his length, moaning shamelessly. I let my forehead fall on his shoulder, overwhelmed by all these sensations.

Nothing matters anymore. Just the ball of heat that is born in the pit of my stomach. I know it, if we continue like this, I will explode. I hear myself moaning pathetically in my dominant’s ear.

“Please, Master, let me cum.”

The man doesn't respond immediately, accelerating his movements inside me with a mocking chuckle. As if he wanted to make me even more ashamed to come like this when we're in his car, and he has two fingers deep inside my ass.

But for me, it's the trigger I need. My hip movements are erratic, my fingers are about to tear his shirt as they squeeze it. A few more movements, a few vibrations, and finally, I get the deliverance so longed for since the beginning of the day.

I feel my cheeks flush with warmth and pleasure. I no longer feel anything, no longer think anything, simply letting myself go to the sensations that make my body tremble.

I barely have time to come down to earth when he captures my lips in a passionate kiss. His cock stretched between my legs reminds me that he still has to cum. I barely realize when he removes his fingers from me and shifts my position.

I'm sitting on top of him again, my back against his chest. Calmly, he asks me to open the glove box. My mind still foggy, I obey him. A little gasp of surprise takes me as I discover a tube of lubricant. I look at him mockingly over my shoulder while handing him the tube.

“Do you always keep this in your work car?”

“Only when I know you'll be in it.”

I shudder at his words as he generously coats his cock with the liquid. I swallow as his hands land on my hips again, pulling me back until I feel his tense member pushing against my ass.

One of his hands presses down on my upper back, forcing me to lean forward on the steering wheel. This position is very strange, however, I let myself go. I don't dare look at what's going on out there, preferring to pretend that it's just us, that no one can see us.

I don't really have time to think about it. Not when his swollen tip begins to insinuate itself into me, passing my jagged outline which offers a slight resistance before yielding. My fingernails dig into the steering wheel as I try to get used to this presence, much more imposing than that of his already thick fingers.

I gasp as he continues his unstoppable progress inside me, driving inch after inch into my tight entrance. He’s so long, I feel like he could come out by my mouth.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he's finally inside me. His free hand gently caresses my back, my flanks, before going up on my stomach. He performs this dance for a few moments, giving me time to get used to his presence. Then, slowly, he grabs my hips, sliding me onto him.

I let out small sighs of discomfort and mixed surprise, as if this was the first time I felt this tightness. Yet I am beginning to know this. And I adore it. No matter how hard it is at first, it's all part of the experience, and I wouldn't want to get rid of that feeling for anything in the world.

I breathe harder and harder as, again, he quickens the vibrations of the egg still stuck inside me. I still can't believe we're doing this. Here, in the middle of a parking lot. What if his friend came out of the store? What would he say, to discover Anthony with his cock buried in the ass of a girl almost twenty years younger than him?

This thought, along with all the others, disappears from my mind. Because he has just slipped one of his hands between my thighs, playing again with his expert fingers on my tense clit. With him, I learned that an orgasm is never enough. I need more, always more.

So, despite our movements being limited by this strange place, we speed up, both chasing the pleasure as if that was all that mattered. Coming again and again. I bite my lip to keep from screaming as my master pounds me now, one of his arms wrapped around my hips to hold me in place as he takes me ever faster, ever harder.

Without warning, a second orgasm takes me, shaking all my limbs. I am nothing more than a disjointed doll when, in turn, my master comes, emptying himself deep inside me.

For long moments, we do not move, he still inside me, his mouth placing light kisses on my shoulder from time to time. A small laugh escapes me when I finally come to myself. What madness we just did there. And to think that the day has only just begun.


Chapter 3

“Here, you have a more pastel blue, almost tending to purple. If you want something a little trendier, there is this very pretty water green. But if nothing suits you, we can customize something for you. Everything is possible, especially when it's for one of Anthony's pretty friends.”

I can't help but smile at this obvious flirting technique. With such a chat, no wonder why Simon is a salesman. His charming smile is without a doubt another of his assets.

I can't help but watch him out of the corner of my eye as he lets me browse his paint swatches to talk to my dominant. The man is huge, almost two heads taller than me. And if he does not have as developed a musculature as my master, I do not doubt his strength.

His shoulder-length brown hair frames his face, showcasing his brown eyes, and the dimples that are created every time he smiles.

I focus on my task again, going through the color catalog. I have to admit that it's really not my priority right now. I have to make a decision, and fast. Because I feel it, the seed of my master begins to flow on my thighs. How long before it shows? And then, I was soaked all day. Maybe my skirt is already stained from my excitement.

Has this stranger seen it? Does he know what we did, there, at the back of his store? Can he imagine that at this very moment, an egg is still placed inside me, needing only one impulse from my lover to start vibrating again, making my body twist with pleasure?

I quietly clear my throat, now concentrating on the shades of pink in front of me. But no matter how much I try to focus, images all more erotic than the other come to mind. I think I'm going to end up choosing just any paint to get out of here.

Anthony must see my confusion, because he approaches me, putting his hand on my lower back. I relax at this gesture, releasing my shoulders as I lean discreetly on him. It takes him no more than two minutes to help me choose a color.

With a sigh of relief, I point it out to his friend, happy at the idea of leaving soon, and, with any luck, finding the comfort and privacy of my apartment. The seller smiles at me, pointing out what a good choice it is.

“I am preparing this for you immediately. Go to my office while you wait. There is something on my computer I think you’ll like seeing.”

Intrigued, I follow Anthony, my fingers intertwined with his. A cold sweat slides down my back as we settle down in front of the screen. The image is not the best quality, but it is clear enough that we immediately understand what it is.

Anthony can't help himself, pressing the enter key to start the video. Minute by minute, I see the footage from the security camera in the parking lot. You can see me clearly, bending over my dominant, then straddling him. There is no sound, but it's just like there is. Nothing was missed from our licentious actions.

I turn pale with shame. Of course, I had imagined all the potential scenarios. But I never thought they would actually come true. Next to me, Anthony watches the video, impassive, as if analyzing our movements. I only come out of my stupor when the office door opens, revealing Simon, a charming smile on the corner of his lips.

“One of my employees is loading the paint into your car.”

“Since when do you have a security camera there?”

“Well, you can never be too careful. Of course, I had not imagined capturing this kind of sight.”

The man responds, letting his gaze trail over my body a little too long. I should feel humiliated, or disgusted, that he looks at me like that. And yet, I can't help but feel pride through the embarrassment.

Looks like he liked it. Maybe he touched himself watching me ride my dominant. The image of this attractive man, giving himself pleasure by thinking of me, makes me shiver. He turns to my lover again.

“Don’t worry, I will erase it from my system. But I made you a copy, if you're interested.”

“Only one?”

For all answers, the man settles for a mocking smile. Anthony lets out an amused sigh while shaking his head, but adds nothing. I stand there, puzzled. The other really kept a video of us? I don't have time to ask myself more questions. My dominant gets up, grabbing the flash drive that his friend hands him, before changing the conversation.

“I have to go to the Millers' site. You come with us?”

His friend nods enthusiastically. Seconds later, I find myself following them, settling into the backseat as the other man sits in the front, alongside my dominant. The two men talk about business, construction, and other things that don't really interest me. I stop listening, preferring to discreetly spy on Simon.

I don't know if it's knowing that he saw me in action, or if it's the possibility that he kept a copy of it, but I find it even more attractive than before. He has very beautiful hands, long and powerful. If he were to put them on the hollow of my waist, no doubt he would make me disappear entirely between them.

Images come to me in flashes. I imagine myself, stuck between their two bodies, succumbing, orgasm after orgasm, to the power of their cocks. After all, it's not like my master didn't prepare me for this eventuality.

How many times, while he was inside me, did he use a toy, filling me up more and more? And he never hid this penchant for voyeurism from me, loving to take the risk of being caught. Maybe he wouldn't be against sharing me a little more than per image.

I blush as I meet Simon's gaze in the mirror. He stares at me intensely, as if guessing the thoughts going through me right now. I squeeze my thighs in a falsely modest position.

In reality, I try by this desperate gesture to bring a little friction to my clit, already begging for another orgasm. How is it possible to be missing something that I just got?

I lick my lips quietly, trying to regain composure. It's ridiculous. After all, he knows perfectly well what we have done. There is no reason to try to hide it. Nor to hide my true nature. I'm a slut, might as well assume it. But I know, I can't initiate anything. This honor belongs to my dominant, and my dominant alone.

I sigh softly as we park in front of a building under construction, my stomach twisting in one hope: that my threesome fantasy become reality.


Chapter 4

I pleat the flaps of my skirt, tense. It hasn't been thirty seconds since we entered the house under construction, and yet here I am, more nervous than ever. But I can't back down. Not now that I'm so close.

I clench my fingers a little tighter in Anthony's, obediently following him across the room. He turns to me, a reassuring smile on his lips. I breathe discreetly as we finally arrive in the room where Simon disappeared moments before.

This one is huge and will undoubtedly become a comfortable living room. For the moment, it is far from finished, construction tools still strewing the ground.

Quickly, the decoration of the place is no longer my primary concern. In the room, three strangers are busy. I swallow, barely daring to look at them. All of this is becoming so concrete, so real, that I'm starting to question my own choices.

Because it’s my choice. Anthony didn't force anything on me. He just suggested it to me in the car, while Simon gave us some privacy to join their friends. I could follow my dominant and fulfill one of my fantasies. Or I could wait for him in the car while he went to greet the people inside.

I could very well have done that. I could have chickened out and gone home. Enjoy another lustful moment, alone with my lover. But I decided against it. I’ve to bear the consequences of it now.

Finally, I allow myself to observe these men. The first one I see looks older than Anthony. Black hair, a mustache. His wide shirt is half unbuttoned, revealing a torso peppered with hair, in which rests a gold medallion.

The man meets my eyes, the smile on his lips slightly frozen because of the cigarette that is there. I blush and look away. I don't know why I'm showing so much modesty. After all, the purpose of my presence here is no mystery. What we're about to do will go far beyond a simple stolen look.

And yet, I can't help but move a little closer to my dominant, hoping to find some protection against his shoulder. My attention shifts to another man. He must be in his thirties, a little shorter than his companions, but his broad shoulders and muscular arms leave no doubt about the strength he could deploy.

A last man enters the room. Shirtless, he reveals his muscular body without shame. Not the kind of muscles built by hours at the gym and protein supplements. No. He has the body of a man who has spent much of his life working hard on construction sites.

I look up, admiring his long blonde hair framing his sun-beaten face. Ordinarily, I probably wouldn't have looked at this man. But today. Thinking of what he could do to me...

I shudder as he looks at me, a mischievous smile tugging at the corner of his lips. Without the slightest shame, he details my curves, licking his lips when he sees my generous breasts, and my nipples pointing through the thin fabric of my dress.

I feel incredibly naked right now, and can't help but squeeze Anthony's fingers a little tighter. With him and Simon, that increases the number of men in the room to five.

Five men. And to say that they are there for me. Ready to take my body any way they want. Give me orgasm after orgasm, or deny me, torturing me to tears. I don't know what awaits me. But I can't wait for it to start.

Without hurrying, the men get rid of their tools, giving me their name one after the other. I try to remember them, stammering a shy hello that draws mocking smiles from them. My whole body is on fire, burning under their intense gazes that seem to seek to undress me.

Anthony runs his hand down my lower back, stroking it gently to help me relax. I let out a light sigh, appreciating this simple gesture more than reason as my dominant reminds everyone of the rules. I am here of my own free will. I want to experience things. But if something is too intense, I will say my safe word, and everyone will have to stop.

“What if she has her mouth full?” Asks the blonde man, Chris.

His eyes are on me, a smirk lighting up his face. I can't help blushing, already imagining myself kneeling in front of him. It's barely if I hear my dominant answer him that I could tap my foot or my hand to signal that I’m not okay.

I only come out of my thoughts when the men start moving. Without my knowing where he got it from, the shorter man, Sergio, approaches me with a rope in his hand. A shiver runs through my body. This is all becoming very real… And even more exciting than I had imagined.

My dominant moves away from me, leaving me alone in the middle of the room, surrounded by these strangers. I focus on Sergio. He examines me quickly before pointing to my body with a brief wave of his hand.

“Take off your clothes.”

I bite my lip, both excited and intimidated by his stern tone. Slowly, I crumple the fabric of my dress between my fingers, revealing inch by inch the skin of my thighs. Then I swing it over my shoulders, a slight breath of air making me shiver.

Instinctively, I fold my arms around me, trying to hide my most private parts as best I can. The man comes a little closer, forcing me to reveal myself with a slap on my hand. I look down, cheeks flushed. Here I am, naked, in broad daylight, exposed to men I didn't even know existed fifteen ago. How did this become my life?

“On your knees.”

I shudder at the command, my legs folding up before I even realize it. The man lets out a satisfied sound, gently stroking my hair to reward me for my compliance. I sigh with relief. Being treated like this by a stranger should make me feel tense, and yet there is something reassuring about his presence.

I shiver as, little by little, he imprisons me in the ropes, like a snake trying to choke its prey. He seems an expert in the matter, chaining the knots around my chest, my arms, my legs.

When he's done with me, I'm totally immobilized, my calves trapped against my thighs, my arms held behind my back. I am totally submitted to their good will now. They will be able to lift me, turn me around, spread my legs without me being able to do anything about it.

Against the ropes, my chest heaves to the rhythm of my breathing, faster than usual. The man walks away from me, joining the semi-circle created by his men, their hungry gazes roaming my body.

Chris is the first to approach. The blond seems like he has an oversized ego, judging by his gait. His voice makes me tremble.

“A little bird told me that you hid something inside you.”

My eyes widen as I see him pull a remote out of his pocket. Since when has he had it on him? I bite my lip as he turns the toy on, kicking it into its highest gears right away.

My stomach contracts, and I can hardly stay on my knees as the feeling is intense. Almost painful. I try with great difficulty to silence the squeaks that the toy installed deep inside me tears from me. The men have fun seeing me squirm like this.

My breathing is stronger, deafening in this room where only the vibrations of the egg are heard. I swallow, not daring to look at either my master or the man holding the remote in his fingers.

The heat is stronger in my lower abdomen, my pussy contracts. Soon, I lose my balance under the effects of the waves which shake my body. I can't believe my body is betraying me like this. None of these men have really touched me yet, and yet here I am, moaning and shaking, ready to cum. A real slut.

A stronger spasm takes me by surprise. My tied hands prevent me from catching myself, and I fall miserably to the ground, still bent over by the ropes holding my body firmly.

No man moves, this position making them even more imposing in front of me. I have never felt so exposed, so vulnerable. They all tower over me, looking dominant and hungry. Soon they'll be taking my body any way they want, and I won't have a say.

I squeal, writhing pathetically on the floor, trying to struggle against the ropes and against these vibrations which, in spite of myself, take me ever closer to ecstasy. Chris begins to play with the intensity of the remote control, lowering and raising the speed of vibration without warning, without any well-defined rhythm.

I grit my teeth, my throbbing clit announcing the inevitable. Only a few more moments, and the man with blond hair will manage to make me come without even touching me. The men whisper gritty comments to each other. They underline the hardness of my nipples, the sensuality of my little cries, so high-pitched that you don't know if they are of pain or pleasure.

Soon Chris leaves the toy in its maximum position, and my little squeals turn into a silent scream as a first orgasm exploded through my body. I who was afraid that they would make me languish, I was wrong all along...

Chris approaches me, obviously very satisfied with himself. He crouches down, hovering over me with authority.

“I believe the little bird was right. You really are a dirty slut.”

These words make me shiver. I'm just coming down from my orgasm, and already, I'm ready to go again. After all, we're just getting started, right?

Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs me by the shoulders and lifts me up, bringing me to my knees. I'm so wet, I'm amazed that the egg is still so well installed in me.

I bite my lip, my eyes darting from man to man, trying to figure out who's next to grab me. I stop at David, the oldest of them all. He has another cigarette between his lips, which he takes his time to savor.

Sensually, he spits out the smoke from it before dropping it to the floor, his shoe slowly crushing the butt. Then he gets up and walks towards me with a slow, confident step. I can't look away, my eyes mesmerized. He exudes such power that any woman would find herself melting at his mere presence.

The man slides his hand over my face, stroking it gently before placing his thumb on my lips. He draws the outlines of it before I open my mouth, drawing him into a gesture that I want to be sensual.

If his expression doesn't change, I can see the twinkle in his eyes. That of desire. He begins to move his finger inside me, mimicking any movements his cock might have. He shoves it a little deeper, like he wants to test my abilities.

I don't flinch, my eyes looking into his like a challenge. I almost regret not having put on lipstick today. I would have loved to tint his finger and cock with the color of sin.

I almost let out a disappointed moan as he pulls his finger out and walks away from me. Behind me, I hear him rummaging in a toolbox, without me being able to see him. My face crumbles when he comes back to me, small pliers between his hands.

I swallow. My master has put this stuff on my nipples before, but they were made for that purpose. Those... They seem much more violent, much more painful. And yet, despite my fear, I say nothing when the man lifts one of my breasts, clutching it in his palm for a few moments before tugging on my tip, ripping me into a squeal of pleasure.

I tense as the claw approaches me. Gasping, I let him install it, almost breathing a sigh of relief when I realize it doesn’t hurt as much as I expected.

The pain is there, but just enough to make me lose my mind and turn me on a little more. The man attacks my other nipple, decorating me with this metal clamp before stepping back to observe me.

My rest is only short-lived. My whole body tenses as I watch him grab a third clamp. What will he do with it? I've only ever had two at a time, I don't know if I can take more.

I cringe as the man kneels beside me. Of course, with my limbs immobilized by the ropes, I can't go far. His arm hooks mine to immobilize me, while the one holding the third plier moves dangerously towards my pussy.

Slowly, he captures my pussy, causing me to squeal with mixed surprise and pain. I never thought I would one day receive a clamp in this place. Even less a construction pliers, held by a stranger.

With force, he keeps me still while I can't stop the slight jolts that take over my body. The man gazes into mine, captivating. It's like he's hypnotizing me as he begins to play with the clamp, tugging at my clit just enough to keep me on the edge between pleasure and pain.

The man licks his lips as he sees me squirming, pathetically trying to escape the intense sensations that are gripping me. I gulp, not knowing where to turn. One moment, I want this to stop. The other, I want it to go on forever.

What a show I must give, squealing pathetically, incapable of any restraint. I feel the eyes of others, burning on my body. Mine cannot leave that of the man who tortures me so pleasantly.

I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as he finally stops his movement, and pulls the clamp away. Slowly, he places his fingers on my inflamed clit, bringing me some comfort and relief.

A vicious smile forms on his lips. He seems proud of himself, as he realizes wet soaked I am. I probably shouldn't feel that, given the harshness of his gestures. And yet, being treated in such a degrading way drove me crazy. I just want to see what he wants to do to me next.

The man straightens up, hovering over me again. For a few seconds, he remains looking at me, admiring the spectacle of my body tied and available at his feet. Then, without hurrying, he opens the zipper of his pants, taking his time to pull out his already taut cock.

I lick my lips at this sight. I have never seen any other cock than that of my master. I can’t wait to taste it, to compare it to his. David doesn't seem to be in a hurry to start, gently stroking my hair, as if congratulating me on what I'm about to do. Slowly, he grabs his cock and puts it closer to my mouth.

Tied up like that, there's nothing I can do but open my mouth. At this idea, I already feel wet. I am a toy they can use however they want, over and over and over again. The man's cock creeps into me, inch by inch, shoving it without the slightest precaution to the back of my throat.

I keep my eyes fixed on him as he unceremoniously begins to use my mouth, in and out at a crazy pace. His hand slides down the back of my hair, gripping it to hold me still as he pounds my mouth.

Obscene sounds fill the room. I'm sure our viewers must be excited by the vision we offer them. I am ready to do this with each of them, if that is their desire. I no longer have any limits, I just want to satisfy them. And I do believe it's about to get to that first man in me.

It's discreet, but I can feel his fingers squeezing my hair a little tighter, his cock jerking against the back of my throat, making little squeaks of surprise come out of me. One last lick, and he freezes, his lower abdomen contracting as long streams of cum line my mouth and throat.

I hurry to swallow it all as he pulls his cock out of me. He keeps it close to my face without moving. I look up at him questioningly.

“Clean your mess.”

Diligently, I begin to lick his tip becoming limp again, savoring every last drop of his arousal. When he deems my work satisfactory, he bends down and removes the clamps still present on my nipples. With the palm of his hand, he massages them, making me sigh with relief. I'm not sure I could have endured them much longer.

Without looking at me, the man walks away. I don't stay alone for very long. Sergio, the man who tied me up, approaches me, a crazy glint in his eye. Abruptly, he lifts me off the ground, carrying me without the slightest difficulty to a crate.

He lays me down on it, pulling my hips, my ass aligning with the edge of the object. In this position, my ropes force me to keep my legs open, and my head falls back, drawn into the void.

My breathing quickens as the man slides between my thighs. His hands, calloused by work, caress my chest, uncovering it with the most erotic slowness. Then, he lets his fingers slide down my stomach, down to brush against my clit, which contracts at the touch.

I bite my lip as he continues his way lower and lower. I gasp in surprise as he removes the egg still stuck in me. I am not unhappy to get rid of it, even though I now feel incredibly empty.

My eyes slide over the man's body, until they land on his crotch. His pants are taut, his cock begging to be released. I lick my lips, hoping to have him inside me soon. But despite this, the man does not undress. No, he kneels down, aligning his face to my soaked pussy.

I barely have time to realize what he's doing when he's already letting his tongue trace a long line down my slit. My head falls back as he explores me meticulously, discovering each of my hollows, each of my curves, in an almost painful slowness.

I’m ready for more, much more. But I know it. No matter my pleas, it's up to him to lead the dance. Simon approaches in turn. His gaze is as bright as when we met in his store. I know it now, he wanted me from that moment.

He presses on my forehead to tilt my head further back, before pulling his member out of his fabric prison. Before he's even done, I open my mouth, ready to receive him. He smiles at this diligence on my part.

“Good girl.”

This simple compliment is enough to set my whole body on fire, as he sneaks into my mouth. Head thrown back, I offer him a royal way, as he sinks into me without the slightest difficulty.

My fingernails dig into the palm of my hand as the two men bustle about, pleasuring me in their own way. Simon tastes delicious. Despite his imposing presence inside me, I do my best to lick him, to enjoy his presence.

I have to close my eyes as Sergio works his tongue inside me, flicking back and forth before moving back up onto my clit. He traps it between his lips, tugging on it lightly before licking it again.

My cries are muffled by the other man's cock. I who wanted to feel used, here I am served. I almost choke on Simon's member as two large fingers enter me, moving at a breakneck pace in my pussy.

Against the ropes, I tense and struggle as much as I can, as pleasure ripples through me in unavoidable waves. My orgasm seems to last for hours, and I barely manage to keep breathing as Simon continues to pound my mouth until he empties into me.

I cough as his seed invades my throat. I try to swallow it as best I can. A few drops escape my lips. The man doesn't let it go, sliding his thumb over them before shoving them into my mouth so I don't waste any crumbs of his lustful gift.

He pats my cheek in a somewhat condescending gesture before walking away. Chris arrives without delay. The blond has the same vicious look glued to his face as when he made me cum with only the toy inside me.

He comes to settle between my thighs, as Sergio walks around me, coming close to my face. He leans into me, capturing my lips in a passionate kiss. His tongue slides against mine, making me taste my own excitement still present in his mouth.

Between my thighs, Chris has already removed his pants, revealing a tattoo on the corner of his hip. I lick my lips, failing to be able to lick the ink. Forgetting about Sergio for a few moments, I keep my eyes on the man's cock.

If it doesn't have Anthony's length, it's thicker. Much thicker. I wonder if my tight intimacy will manage to accommodate it, although I’m soaked like never before.

He pats his cock on my clit, making me moan in pleasure and frustration. It's really not enough to satisfy me. Who could believe that I already came only a few moments ago?

I shift my hips, trying to gain some friction with him. I let out pathetic little squeaks, silently asking him to take me. His voice shows how much he loves this game.

“Go ahead Sergio, shut her up.”

I hiccup as the man doesn't waste a moment. At his friend's indication, he tilts my head back again. I was so focused on my arousal that I didn't realize he had undone his pants too.

Before I even have time to think about the situation, he plunges inside me, filling my mouth. On the other side, Chris does not waste another moment. In turn, he presses his cock already covered with my excitement against my soaked entrance.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands as his thickness struggles to fit inside me. I feel like I'm torn apart as he sinks in inches by inches, staying slow but never stopping.

On the other side, Sergio stays perfectly still, his cock occasionally twitching against my palate, as if urging me to do something. I take a deep breath as Chris' hips meet mine. That's it. He is in me. My pussy throbs around him, trying somehow to get used to this most imposing presence.

He seems perfectly happy to be inside me, judging by the grunt he lets out as he begins to move inside me. Sergio doesn't waste time either to move in turn. I have never experienced such sensations. I had never imagined that one day I would find myself in this position, taken on both sides of my body, possessed by strangers with only one desire: to ruin me, to fill me with their seed again and again.

I don't know how long this will last. All I hope is that I will experience again and again the ultimate ecstasy, wedged between their bodies, used as a vulgar sex toy.

I moan as Sergio puts his hands on my breasts, grabbing my nipples between his fingers to pinch them, my squeals choking against his cock. Chris growls louder as my pussy contracts around his cock.

“Damn, she’s so tight. You like it, huh, being fucked like a little slut.”

I can only answer him with a long moan, as he puts his thumb on my clit, pressing just enough to drive me crazy. My whole body is on fire, I feel like I'm going to explode any moment, every square inch of my skin is strained.

The ropes suddenly seem tighter to me, only adding to this feeling of intense pleasure that I feel. Soon Sergio can no longer hold, emptying into my mouth. For the third time, I swallow the seed of one of his men without flinching.

When he pulls away, my moans of pleasure fill the room, ripping a mocking laugh out of Chris. He slides his free hand over my chest, until it reaches my throat. He squeezes it a little, just to show me who's in charge.

This sudden fit of dominance drives me even crazier. My stomach is heaving at a breakneck pace. I have to close my eyes as my whole body convulses with a powerful orgasm.

My intimacy contracting around his cock is enough to make him come. His whole body tenses as he empties into me with an animal-like rattle. He doesn't pull away immediately, seeming to enjoy the warmth of my body around him.

I am not against this short moment of rest, trying to recover from all that these men have just done to me. When Chris finally steps down, I realize there's still a man who didn't come into me. And what a man. My dominant.

With my gaze, I look for him. He approaches me, a reassuring smile on his face. He gently caresses my face, kisses me, as if to offer me a little comfort before the rest of the events. I shiver as he asks his question.

“How about we show them what can do with your little ass?”

I bite my lip, feeling the blush creep to my cheeks. How can I feel ashamed after all I just let them do to my body? I feel like showing that I take him in this place, so taboo, is indeed an extra step. And yet...

I nod my head, giving my dominant my approval. He smiles and caresses my cheek slowly. Then he undresses, before lifting me up to sit on top of him. My back is pressed against his chest.

I shudder as I hear him drizzle lube over his cock, before sliding it near my secret entrance. My legs are spread over his, and our spectators have gathered a little closer, so as not to miss anything of the show.

They can see all of me. Seeing my lover's cock starting to work its way back to where it had been earlier today. They can also see my soaked pussy, enlarged by their assaults, desperate to be filled again.

I let my head fall back, finding comfort and support on my lover's shoulder. Despite what we did earlier, his intrusion remains difficult, a tingle being felt as he settles deeper and deeper inside me.

One of his hands is wrapped around my chest, holding me in place while the other gently squeezes my throat. Despite the shame I feel, I feel incredibly good. When he holds me against him like this, I think I could accept anything.

I sigh as he finally settles inside me. He doesn't move immediately, running his fingers over my clit to make me squeal with pleasure again. I shiver as David walks towards us.

The older man doesn't need to speak to ask me the burning question. I nod enthusiastically, making my dominant chuckle softly, as he repositions himself to make room for his friend.

I bite my lip, suddenly realizing what they are about to do to me. And yet, there is no going back. After all, that's what I had hoped for when I came here, right?

I hold my breath as the man slides his taut member down my slit, covering himself with my wetness. Then he starts sinking into me.

All the air escapes from my lungs. My master had already filled me with toys, but that had nothing to do with it. It’s a man who is inside me, a real one. The warmth of his body against mine only adds to the fire that ignites my nerves.

I turn around to look for my dominant's mouth when finally David is deep inside me. It's impossible for me to describe the feeling of pure bliss of having them both inside me, trapped between their bodies as they begin to move slowly, bringing me sensations previously unknown.

My eyes close, letting myself get carried by their movements in me. I feel full like never before. I know it, it’s going to be difficult to walk in the days to come. It does not matter. The memory of their powerful bodies will be enough to make me forget all that.

Their scents bewitch me, flood me, carrying me into a parallel world where there is no longer morality or decency. Only pleasure. I'm barely conscious, so much their movements are faster, more powerful.

They're really pounding me now, treating me like I'm just a rag doll that needs to be destroyed no matter what. I tremble, I shiver, savoring every second of this licentious interaction.

I can barely hear my screams, yet they echo through the room, no doubt making the other men present harder than stone. I can't help but smile at the idea. I who thought that I could never seduce a man, now I discover that I can easily drive them crazy by my mere presence.

And in return, they make me feel good. David's lower abdomen rubs against my clit, providing just enough friction to send me straight into ecstasy. I no longer control my body, every inch of my nerves seeming to go crazy, sending signals to every end of my body still encircled by cords.

It does not take long for the two men to come in turn, their cocks trapped by my pussy contracting around them. Their seeds fill me up, and I've never felt so full. So complete.

Sometimes, fantasies are really worth fulfilling.


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief, stretching like a cat in the sun. Then, I flip over onto my stomach, not without having a grimace of pain. I had almost forgotten what I did with my body yesterday. Almost.

I sigh again and sink my head into the pillow, taking in the scent of my dominant. Usually, we go to my house. But after everything we did yesterday, he preferred to take me here, away from the city, to give me an entire weekend of rest.

I think it's very necessary, and I plan to spend a good part of the day lazing on this bed.

I lick my lips, remembering the events of the day before. Of how, once the two men withdrew from me, I accepted that the other three jerk off on my chest, letting them one last time use my body to empty themselves of their overflow of excitement.

After driving them crazy with desire, it was the least I could do. And then, I can't deny it. Coming home knowing that I was covered in evidence of their passing was the icing on the cake of this libidinous day.

Anthony was more than considerate, helping me shower before slipping me into a hot tub, coming in too to hug me. Thus held against him, I began to cry, of joy, of relief.

Of proudness, too, to have managed to do all this. For long moments he stroked my hair, reassuring me, telling me how good a girl I had been.

Since then, he hasn't stopped caring for me, feeding me, massaging me. Watching with me any stupid movie I want. He treats me like a queen, and I must admit that I love it.

I think I could get used to such a life. No matter how rough the sex is, I enjoy it so much, and the bond it creates between us feels indestructible, even though we've only been together a short time.

I smile as he walks into the room, a tray full of my favorite food in his hands. He lays it all on the bed, then grabs my chin to divert my attention from the plate of steaming pancakes in front of my eyes.

I smile as he kisses my forehead tenderly, before capturing my lips. The gesture is gentle. He doesn’t try to initiate desire in me, nor to assert his domination over me. And yet, I can already feel a very special warmth in the pit of my stomach.

One would have thought that yesterday would have sated me. But I'm sure now that before the night comes, this man will be between my thighs again, driving me crazy. Who knows, maybe we could do that in his hot tub?

It doesn't really matter. I know it, as long as I am with him, I will be perfectly fulfilled.
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He’s 40. I’m 22.

He’s an experienced dominant. I’ve never been touched by a man.

We weren’t meant to be. He was just supposed to do the renovations in my apartment. But when he caught me touching myself while moaning his name, everything changed. His belt slamming into my thin skin was just a glimpse of what he’s capable of. Now?

I want to be the best submissive he’s ever had.

He can use me however he wants. My body belongs to him. Punishment or reward, I welcome them with the same greed. No matter the pain or the limits he pushes back, I never utter my safe word. Every toy he pushes into me, every rope he ties around my body, makes me wetter than ever.

And if he wants to share me with four of his attractive colleagues, I’m ready to spread my legs to take them in every part of my body.

What can I say? I’m a Good Submissive…

◆◆◆

Filthy Training
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

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

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

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

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

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




◆◆◆

Training her
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“The rules are simple. As soon as you walk through the front door, you get naked and put on your collar. For the next twenty-four hours, you’re mine.”

My hot, charismatic neighbor haunts my dirtiest dreams. He may be older, but I've never wanted anyone but him. Only he will be able to twist my twenty-two-year-old body with pleasure. When he starts looking for a companion, I know this is my chance. I just didn't know he was looking for so much more.

He wants a SUBMISSIVE.

I may be inexperienced and nervous, but I don't run away. I'll let him do whatever he wants. He'll test my patience, forcing me to kneel beside him while he works. He'll punish me for coming uninvited and acting like the slut I am. I'm not ready for him to tie me up, but he knows me better than I know myself. Pain or ecstasy, he's going to give it all to me, filling my whole body with his toys... or him.

I’m ready for him to be my DOMINANT. Even if it means losing every bit of my innocence.
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