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You want more?


Chapter 1

A bead of sweat trickles down my back, sensually running down my spine. My breathing becomes faster, more difficult as the machine speeds up. I lick my parched lips, trying to focus on my movements. I almost squeal, but I hold on.

It's not the first time I've done this. Far from there. I’ve been going to the gym several times a week for years, always pushing my limits. But this is my first time here.

And most importantly, the first time I run as a man's seed drips down my thighs.

I still can't believe I did such a thing. If I weren't so soaked, I’d even think I was dreaming. But no. I did let a stranger take me, giving myself body and soul to him.

I don't even know his name. I don’t need it. I know what to call him.

Master.

Just the thought of using such a name makes me blush uncontrollably. I look down at the machine in front of me, preferring to focus on my stats rather than one of the mirrors lining the walls of the room. I know he's there, watching my every move.

I swallow with difficulty. My leggings are so light… There's no way they won't end up totally soaked.

I'm sure my cheeks are red with humiliation at the thought of anyone noticing. Do they suspect the lustful things I did with this older man, only a few feet away from them?

I've never done anything like this before. I've always been the calm type. I've never had one-night stands. So, chasing a man like that, letting him do what he wants with my body… It still seems crazy to me.

But despite the shame that twists my stomach, I don’t get off the treadmill. His instructions were perfectly clear. I must practice for at least thirty more minutes.

It's as if he wanted to expose me. Showing everyone the slut just joined their club. Maybe even brag about being the one who did this to me.

I lick my lips again, focusing on my breathing rather than the wet feeling between my legs. Immediately, the images come back to my mind, each more exciting than the other.

My nipples are pointed against my sports bra. If any of these men raised their heads in my direction, my reputation would be finished.

And yet, given the chance, there's nothing I would do differently...


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

Nervously, I push the front door of this luxury gym. It's not really my habit to come to this part of the city. I'm not sure I really belong here. But that's where the man wants to meet me.

Almost shyly, I give my name to the hostess with perfectly manicured nails. I thank her as she hands me a card and points me in the direction of the changing room, not without glancing disdainfully at my cheap outfit.

I ignore her, heading into the room. I don't need to impress her. To satisfy the man, I have many more assets than my clothes.

My mouth drops open as I walk into the changing room. It’s huge, the walls covered with marble, while the furniture is of precious wood. Just one of these cabins is the size of half my apartment.

Yes, really, I landed in another world. And yet, that's not the one I'm looking forward to discovering. No. It's BDSM.

I still can't believe I'm about to do this. I’ve never been satisfied in bed. No matter how much talent and care my lovers gave me, there was always something missing. A chill. A passion. Someone to lead me masterfully.

I didn't really know what I was looking for, until the day I came across a video. And that was it.

The way this man was spanking the woman under him. The tears rolling down the submissive's cheeks as she wanted more. This cry of pleasure when he finally started to fuck her. The compliments he whispered in her ear, plunging his fingers in her ass...

I’ve never been so wet as when watching this video. And when I touched myself, my orgasm was stronger than ever. From that moment, I knew that was what I was missing. That's what I needed to really know the ultimate pleasure.

From then on, I had only one obsession in mind: to find the man who would make me experience the same intense pleasures.

It took time. Long hours spent on the Internet, chatting with dozens of men, without ever finding the right one. Each time they were just a disappointment. Either they didn't have the grip I expected, or they were perverts that made me feel uncomfortable.

I almost gave up until I found him.

My Master.

I was first intrigued by his profile picture. A perfectly chiseled torso, covered here and there by salt-and-pepper hair. I've never been particularly attracted to men older than me. And yet, with him, I immediately found it sexy.

And when he started talking to me, I was immediately hooked. He was straight to the point, explaining to me what he was looking for in a submissive. And as he described to me the punishments, the humiliations, the frantic fucking... I got wetter and wetter.

This man described exactly what I was looking for, and more. And when it was my turn to speak, he listened to me without judging me, giving me his opinion, his support.

We talked like that for hours, every day, learning more and more about each other's desires, without revealing much about our identities. Then, the long-awaited message arrived.

A proposal to meet. It didn't take me long to accept it. I even had to hold myself back so as not to look too desperate.

And that's how I find myself here, in this gym. I reread his last messages to steady my nerves. Then, I finally put myself in action. I change into tight leggings that perfectly show off the curves of my ass.

For the top, it's a sports bra that contains my generous breasts. After putting on my shoes, I tie my hair in a high ponytail. I secretly hope that he pulls on it forcefully when he fucks me from behind.

I don't really know what he has planned for me today. All I know is that I must go for a run while keeping my phone handy. He'll message me when he's ready. But ready for what? It remains a mystery.

I guess I'll find out soon. I just have to be patient. I've been waiting all this time, I can hold out just a little bit longer, right?

I finally enter the gym, feigning perfect self-confidence. I scan the place. I don't even know what he looks like. But one thing is certain, he’s not there. Only two women are training at this time.

I give them a polite nod before heading to a treadmill. Fortunately, I’m used to this kind of machine. Forgetting for a moment why I'm here, I start running, clearing my head. The game is launched now. And I have no desire to go back.

As the minutes pass, I increase the speed of the machine. I probably shouldn't exhaust myself so much. Who knows what the man is going to do to me? I should save my energy. But he told me to do as usual, and I want to obey him.

I've been running for more than fifteen minutes when, finally, a message lights up my screen. My heart skips a beat as I grab my phone without dropping the beat. It's him.

I close my eyes and take a long breath to calm my racing heart, before unlocking my phone and reading what he has to say.

< Your ass is even sexier in real. You're going to run another fifteen minutes. After that, you’ll join me. I'm in the sauna. >

I swallow with difficulty. He was there, watching me, without my being aware of his presence. And now, I'm about to meet him. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen endless minutes before finally meeting in flesh and blood the one I want to call master.

I concentrate on my strides, trying to empty my mind. Yet the thoughts racing through my mind are far too intrusive for me not to hear.

When the time finally arrives, I turn off the machine, gradually returning to a normal rhythm. I pat dry my neck before nonchalantly heading to the relaxation area. I must concentrate to look natural. It's ridiculous, and yet I feel like these women know what I'm about to do, and they're judging me for it.

Passing in front of a mirror, I readjust my outfit one last time. My cheeks are slightly flushed, as much shame as from the effort I just provided. I hope he will like me. There's only one way to find out.

After a final deep breath, I step into the sauna. I squint for a moment, trying to get used to the humidity.

My heart skips a beat when the steam finally dissipates, and the man appears. He’s even more attractive than I had imagined. His salt-and-pepper hair is sticking to his temples from the humidity, in an excruciatingly sexy way.

His square jaw is covered by a few days' beard, falsely neglected. As for his black eyes, they pierce me with their intensity. The man is simply the most handsome I have ever seen. And he wants me?

Still, I must look like a rough-hewn kid compared to him. I may be twenty-four years old, but my face has kept the curves of youth. Fortunately, the ones on my body are really of a woman.

I remain perfectly still, incapable of the slightest movement. This makes the man smile. He extends his hand to me, urging me to finally move. After a second of hesitation, I snap out of my torpor and walk over to him, grabbing his hand.

No words are spoken between us. It's like we don't want to break the spell. Instead, our eyes express themselves. His greedily roam my body, lingering especially on my curves.

I'm not left out, admiring his muscular chest, already imagining the salty taste of his pecs under my tongue. The man must be more than fifteen years old than me, and yet, I cannot detach myself from him.

"You're not really wearing the right outfit to be in a sauna, don’t you think?”

I'm shivering. His voice is even more serious and sexy than I had imagined. It goes straight to the pit of my stomach, making me vibrate. I stammer, looking down at my feet. I'm still in my sports clothes, only my shoes remained outside the sauna.

I didn't even think about it. I just wanted to come in. To be there with him. Of course, I regret that choice now. My body is already starting to sweat from the heat, my clothes sticking uncomfortably to my skin.

Unconsciously, I glance at the man. And more specifically, on the towel wrapped around his waist. I can't help but wonder if he's naked under the piece of fabric. I lick my lips, hoping so. A gesture that doesn’t escape him. He laughs softly, before letting go of my hand.

“Go ahead. Show me what you're hiding under there.”

My breath hitches for a moment. But I obey him. My thumbs slide under the seam of my leggings, pushing them up to my feet. I get rid of it before straightening up, paralyzed for a moment.

Despite our long discussions, this man remains a stranger. I'm there, in a bra and a thong in front of him. I should die of shame. And yet, I continue. One look from him seems enough to keep me going.

Soon, the fabric enclosing my chest is useless. My breasts sag heavily under their weight, my nipples already tense with excitement. A smile parts the corner of his lips. He seems satisfied with what he sees.

A gesture of the chin is enough to make me understand that I must continue. After taking a deep breath to regain composure, I slide the thong down my legs. So. That's it. I’m completely exposed now. There is nothing to hide my modesty.

His gaze is lost on my body, his mouth terribly silent. I suddenly feel excruciatingly embarrassed as he looks more intently at my pussy. I totally shaved it, obeying his request. He nods at this, then motions for me to spin around.

I obey, keeping my eyes on the ground. I'm too worried to look outside the sauna room. What if someone was there, seeing what we're doing? I shake my head, trying to get that thought out of my mind. I must focus on my dominant, and my dominant only.

Once my turn on myself is done, I remain motionless, eyes lowered in submission. From the outside, I must appear calm. But inside, I’m a hot mess. All my senses are awake.

I don't really know what I feel anymore, the emotions taking turns taking possession of my mind. I'm excited, terrified, nervous, impatient.

And then there's this incredibly handsome man of towering stature. I just want him to start touching me. To drop that towel to finally show me what he's hiding underneath. This cock has been making me dream for weeks.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard but drop to the floor slowly anyway. The wood covering the floor is warm, almost comforting in this uncomfortable situation. I have never done such a thing in public. I even often find it difficult to accept my body in a swimsuit.

So, being there, completely naked, in the middle of a gym where other people are training? It seems totally crazy to me.

Timidly, I raise my eyes to the dominant. He has a peaceful look on his face. His hand caresses my cheek, before his thumb slides over my mouth. He doesn't have to force for me to open it, sucking his finger with as much passion as if it were his cock.

The man laughs softly, before murmuring in his deep voice.

“Good girl. So eager to show me how much you want to satisfy me. Go ahead. Show me what you can do then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes his finger from my mouth, now directing his hands to the towel wrapped around his hips. He takes it off casually, and my eyes widen.

I thought about his cock hundreds of times. I imagined it in all sizes, all shapes. But in none of my fantasies had I imagined it so imposing. I lick my lips, eager to taste it.

I must ignore the worried voice echoing in my mind. I have never seen a man as imposing as that. Am I really going to be able to take it all in my mouth? And between my thighs? And even… In my most taboo entrance?

I blush deeply at this idea. It's something I've never done before. I don't even know if I can. I told the man that I was open to the idea, without talking about it more. But now that I see the monster between his legs, I'm not sure it's physically possible.

His insistent gaze on me brings me back to reality. I think too much. Right now, my mission is to suck him. And I intend to do it the best I can. I grab hold of its base, holding it tight in my hand to keep it straight. Then, I approach my face, forgetting my nervousness.

I start licking its length. I take my time, discovering each of its veins, savoring its soft skin, going back ever higher without ever attacking its tip. I know it. This must frustrate him. That's what amuses me.

I know I should be wary. After all, I have decided to relinquish power to this man. If I don't satisfy him, he can do whatever he wants with me. Like punishing me, for example. An idea that particularly excites me.

But he could also decide that he's not interested in me after all and end our meeting much earlier than I would have liked. So, I decide to stop my little game and start licking its tip.

I tickle his slit, collecting the first drops of his excitement. It's strong, salty, delicious. And that encourages me to go further. My mouth opens, and slowly I slide him down my throat. He sighs as my lips close over his head.

His hand slides to the back of my head, his fingers closing over my ponytail. This encourages me to continue. Slowly, I take it a little deeper, taking my time to get used to his imposing size.

I look up at him, looking for a reaction on his face. What I'm doing is completely crazy. I barely know this man. We only exchanged a few words, and yet here I am, giving myself totally to him as if it had no consequence.

When I see the approval in his eyes, it no longer matters. I take it a little deeper, tears of discomfort starting to well up in the corner of my eyes. I feel them, and yet I choose to ignore them. Right now, I just want to satisfy him. I know that's how I'll get more.

My body is dripping with sweat from the heat of the sauna. And yet, I don't really pay attention to it. I'm way too focused on the soft sighs the man is letting out now.

But just as I'm ready to go all the way, he tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to release him. I look up at him in surprise.

“On all fours.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to understand. Then I obey him. He gets up without bothering to close the towel around his hips. He picks up my clothes on the floor, before opening the sauna door. With a nod, he shows me outside.

“Ramp.”

I'm shaking, but get going no matter what. A shiver runs through me as my hands and knees make contact with the cold marble outside. The man kneels beside me, grabbing my face in his hand.

“I'm going to fuck you now. You better not make too much noise if you don't want everyone to find out what a little slut you are. You remember your safe word, right?”

“Yes. Red.”

“Good girl. Go on. Show me your little pussy now.”

Ignoring my nervousness, I change position, turning my ass towards him. He clicks his tongue in an approving sound, his fingers sliding over my inner thighs, harvesting my arousal that has flowed there.

It's crazy to be so excited when he barely touched me, and only said a few words to me. Yet between the situation and his charismatic aura, I turned into a little thing desperate for his attention.

I let out a squeal as he thrusts his finger inside me, starting to move back and forth. I bite my lip to stay quiet despite the pleasure he gives me. Still, I can't help but squeal in disappointment when he withdraws his fingers.

But soon, they are replaced by something much more imposing. A shiver runs through me as his cock thrusts against my entrance. Enormous. I clench my fists on the ground as he pushes his way inside me, splitting me open.

I'm so tight around him, it's like reliving my first time. But with pleasure. Because the man knows what he's doing, there's not the slightest doubt about it.

His cock sneaks in at the perfect angle, as one of his hands comes to lose itself between my legs, brushing dangerously against my clit. His free fingers grab one of my breasts, pinching my nipple hard.

I find it hard to believe that everything happened so quickly. I entered the building less than an hour ago. And yet, I'm already there, on all fours, getting fucked on the floor by an almost stranger. I would have died of shame if I wasn't so excited.

The man begins to move his hips. No matter how slowly he moves them, it feels like he's pounding me.

Small squeals escape my mouth that I can't control. They become more powerful as his hand begins to draw circles on my clit. If this continues, we will be heard. And yet, I can't control myself.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as his large hand crashes into my ass. The man leans over me, almost menacing.

“You are making too much noise. Open the mouth.”

I barely have time to obey him when he stuffs a piece of fabric into my mouth. I don’t take long to recognize my thong, soaked too. I blush to taste my own excitement in this way.

But at least it helps me stay quieter as the man now grabs my hips with both hands to pound me properly. My knees grate against the icy marble. I need all the focus in the world so I don't crumble to the floor.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Trembling, I drop my head to the floor, one of my hands going to meet my clit. Immediately, I press hard on it, not hesitating for a moment to give myself pleasure as the man destroys me with his huge cock.

I will definitely not be able to walk straight for a few days. This idea alone is enough to make me moan against my improvised gag. I could never have believed that a quick shot could bring me so much pleasure. I’m totally confused, a slave to my libido.

Suddenly, I find myself devastated by an orgasm. My pussy contracts against the man's cock, as I almost collapse on the ground, so powerful is the pleasure that passes through me.

The dominant continues to pound me mercilessly, definitely not seeming ready to cum. I'm just a disjointed doll that he fucks as hard as he wants until he finally empties into me.

I breathe a sigh of satisfied relief as I feel his seed deep inside me. Without even withdrawing, he leans towards me, telling me what will happen next.

“You're going to get dressed, and you're going to run for another thirty minutes. I want everyone to see what a good little slut you are. You were perfect, Submissive. I can't wait to play with you again.”


Chapter 3

My breathing quickens again. I don't know how I'm going to hold out any longer. And of course, today the gym is full. It's as if they've all come together to witness my downfall.

Oh, I’m the one who accepted it all. I even asked for it, counting the days, hours, minutes, until I could play with the dominant again.

Now, I almost wonder if it was such a good idea. I really don't know how I'm going to make it through to the end with this vibrating egg inside me.

When he asked for my address the other day, I thought it was to come visit me. Not to send me such a gift. I stayed for a long time with the object in my hands when it arrived, wondering if I wasn’t dreaming. But my dominant was serious, as evidenced by his handwritten message.

< See you at the gym on Saturday, nine am. You’ll have this egg in your pussy while running. >

These words excited me as soon as I read them, and the temptation was great to test the toy immediately. But he left me no remote, or any way to connect it to my phone. I should have seen this coming. And yet, I wasn’t suspicious enough.

I thought it would be fine. That I’d easily get away with it. But now that I'm on the treadmill, I curse myself for agreeing. I don't even know how the egg is still in place, between its intense vibrations and the rhythm of the sports machine.

I'm struggling to breathe, and I wonder if my excitement is flowing through my legging like it did last time. I’m sure it does. I don't see how it could be otherwise.

The hardest part of all of this is to not moan. To remain perfectly discreet in the midst of these men and women doing their sport before starting their day. One of them could turn around and pay a little more attention to me to realize my state of excitement.

I feel myself blushing at the idea. And yet, I must hold on. The insight the man gave me last time was far from enough. It was just a quick shot, just to see if our bodies are compatible. They really are.

For hours after we met, I smiled stupidly despite the aches tugging at my pussy. He too seems to have enjoyed our short, but intense, session. Now, he has to introduce me to BDSM for good. To show me what it really feels like to be dominated.

And apparently, it starts with putting me through a little humiliation in public. Little, that's his word, certainly not mine. I feel like I could die of shame, as it’s twisting my stomach so much. But I must hold on. I certainly won't chicken out now, as my real initiation is about to begin.

I glance around the room, nervous to meet anyone's gaze. But I need to know. My curiosity is way too strong. Is he there, training as if nothing was happening? As if he wasn't playing with the vibrations of a sex toy pushed deeper into my body in front of all these people?

I can't help but sigh in disappointment when I don't see him. I wish I could have seen the gleam in his eyes. Lustful, I hope. Crazy with desire.

At least no one seems to pay attention to me. They are all far too busy with their own bodies and performances to care about me. All of them, except one man, older than me, probably even older than my dominant. He has neither the charisma nor the beauty of the man who makes me vibrate in this moment. Literally.

Still, that brief exchange of looks seems enough to encourage him to approach me. I take a deep breath. Usually, I'm pretty sociable. But with this vibrating toy inside me, I'm not sure I'll be able to make conversation in a normal voice.

I would die of shame if he has the slightest suspicion of the perverse game I’m indulging in at this moment. But to my amazement, the conversation goes off without a hitch. Even though he's a bore to die for and doesn't seem to want to let go of me.

Minutes pass, and I hold on, even catching myself laughing at one of his jokes. This is when my dominant attacks. I nearly convulse from the intensifying vibrations.

Harassed by this toy far too much, I let out a high-pitched squeal. The man next to me is worried, totally blind to the game I'm playing. I crack a smile, assuring him that everything is fine. That I forced a little too much, that it's time for me to stop. He nods, greeting me politely before walking away.

I take a deep breath to regain composure. Then, I get off the machine, obeying the order my Master just texted me.

< Changing rooms. Now. >


Chapter 4

I'm nervous when I walk into the changing room. The man is there, a serious look plastered on his face. His black eyes pierce me. He almost looks menacing. And yet, I’m not afraid. Not really. I know he could do with me what he wants, his body is so powerful.

But I also know that he will use his strength wisely. Bring me just enough pain to teach me a lesson. Or at least, that's what I hope. I can't help but slide my eyes to his hands, imagining what it would be like if he were to smack my ass with them.

I think I'll find out soon. Because his voice echoes in the room, severe.

“I didn't bring you here to flirt with other men. You have thirty seconds to pick up all your stuff.”

I remain confused. How could I have misread the situation so badly? Is he really kicking me out? Did I push things too far? But I didn't do anything wrong. It was the other man who came to talk to me.

My cheeks are red with shame, and tears are ready to stream down my eyes. I obey him all the same, picking up my things in my bag. Then I follow him as he leads me to the elevators.

I keep my head down, too ashamed to meet his gaze, or even watch him press the zero button. It wasn't until the elevator ping rang out that I finally straightened up. My mouth opens in surprise.

We are not in the entrance of the building. No. We arrived directly in the living room of a luxurious apartment. Most of these walls are covered with floor-to-ceiling windows, offering breathtaking views of the city and its skyscrapers.

I suspected that the man had the money to frequent such a place. I had no idea he lived in the building. And even less at one of the highest levels. I turn to him, taken aback.

He ignores me, grabbing my wrist to drag me after him. It squeezes hard enough to make me wince. No doubt. He has strength, and he likes to show it. Something must be wrong with me. Because it excites me to the highest degree.

“On your knees.”

He growls so sternly that I drop to the ground before I even have time to really understand what he just said. Without the slightest delicacy, he tilts me on the ground, my head meeting the parquet. Then he lifts my ass, forcing me to stay on my knees.

Bent over like this, all I can see are his feet pacing around me. I swallow hard, his quiet tension getting harder and harder to bear. But I know it's only just begun.

I may be inexperienced in BDSM, but I have researched enough to learn its basics. And I know it. The dominant is about to play with my nerves.

I'm barely breathing, almost afraid to do it in a way that would upset him. And then, like that, I'm sure to stay still.

Without a word, he walks away from me. I don't know how long he's gone. It feels like hours to me, though it's certainly no more than a few minutes. And when he comes back, I have no more indications of what he’s about to do to me.

I squeal as the egg begins to vibrate inside me. The rhythm is intense, almost too strong for me to be able to fully support it. Still, I have to. What my dominant gives me, I must take. Especially after upsetting him like that.

I find it difficult to stay still. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing, as if that might give me any control over the vibrations making my pussy pulsate.

I almost sigh in relief when he stops the toy. But this relief is only short-lived. Quickly, he turns the toy back on, even louder, if that is possible. I gasp with difficulty, praying for him to stop this little game.

He plays with my nerves, making the vibrations stop and start again at a breakneck pace, causing me to lose all measure of time. Finally, the vibrations seem to stop for good. However, the man does not seem ready to offer me the slightest respite.

My heartbeat quickens as I feel him lean into me. I gasp in surprise as a leather strap wraps around my neck. I can't help but reach for it. Looks like a dog collar.

I can't help but smile. I should be dead of shame. And yet, I feel a strange pride in wearing this mark of his possession. Moments later, a click makes me frown.

“Since you want to behave like a brat, I will treat you like one.”

His voice makes me tremble. I didn't expect him to push the thing so far as to add a leash to it. He tugs at it, and for a moment I stand still, refusing to move forward. He clicks his tongue, visibly unhappy with me. But I know that's what he wants. A brat. A submissive to discipline until she can't take it anymore.

He tugs on the leash again, but I hold my position despite my cheeks flushed with shame. I dream of satisfying him, and yet I continue to rebel. I shiver as he approaches me, his shoes slapping against the floor.

I squeal when suddenly he picks me up, dragging me across the room without the slightest delicacy. He slams me hard against his dining room table. I think of all he does, it's his silence that's hardest for me to bear.

Since we left the changing room, he has barely said a word. He seems to prefer action. A few seconds later, he attacks my leggings. With immeasurable power, he places both hands on the fabric on my ass, tugging on it sharply.

The tearing sound that follows leaves no doubt about its condition. My garment is destroyed. However, this idea quickly escapes my head. Because immediately, the man does the same with my thong.

I shiver as I feel a rush of cool air caressing my soaked pussy. With a quick gesture, the man removes the egg that was inside me, leaving me incredibly empty.

I lick my lips, only dreaming of one thing: that he punishes me with his cock. That he pushes the monster he has between his legs deep inside me. Let him tear me in two, to teach me a good lesson.

I couldn't walk for days, but that wouldn't matter. On the contrary. I almost want it. But it's a different kind of pain he puts me through. A high-pitched cry escapes my throat as his hand crashes down on the sensitive skin of my ass.

He doesn't mind, immediately starting hitting me again. Once. Twice. Thrice. With each of his thrusts, I shudder the same, my hips propelling against the hard wood of the table under his power.

Yet, although it hurts, I can't help but feel a slight tingle in my lower abdomen. A recognizable warmth. That of excitement.

I lick my lips as he continues to punish me. This is something we had discussed at length, when we were talking about our desires. I told him that I was ready to test this. That was what intrigued me the most. And the least I can say is that he gives me a most rigorous demonstration.

A sharper cry tears my throat. The man just hit on my pussy, a wet sound echoing through the room. The pain is excruciating, radiating through my body for long moments, even after his hand is pulled away.

I bite my lip, trying to control the tears that well up in my eyes. I'm in pain, but I don't want it to end. Not immediately. I still want to feel his painful slaps on my skin. Let him train me for good, showing me the extent of his strength and powers over my body.

Because I surrender myself completely to him. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind. No. Maybe something is wrong with me. But I want to continue for as long as he wants.

And that's for the best. Because he doesn't seem ready to stop. Again, his hand crashes into my ass. My skin screams in pain, yet there is nothing I can do to soothe it. My whole body is shaking against the table. But I hold on. I don’t rebel. I keep accepting his hand over and over again.

I let out a long, exhausted moan as his hand slides lower, now attacking my thighs. The pain is just as intense. However, soon, it seems that I pass a new level.

It's like my brain is totally disconnected. I slip out of my body, only to barely feel his hand and the pain. But my body seems to stop shaking.

Looks like that's the sign he's been waiting for. His blows are less powerful. They turn into caresses. I breathe a sigh of relief as his warm hand passes over my damaged skin. It's like a reward after such a difficult ordeal.

But it looks like my punishment isn't totally over. He still seems pissed off at me. Otherwise, why would his fingers close on my skin with such roughness?

I squeal as he plunges two fingers into me powerfully. I feel open like never before. Still, I know it's nothing compared to what his cock will be like later. His tongue clicks disapprovingly. In my ear, his deep voice makes me shiver.

“Look at you. Completely drenched as I spank you. You know you're not supposed to like a punishment, right? Looks like I'm gonna have to go a little harder with you.”

I bite my lip, wondering what those words mean. The man walks away from me again without speaking. One thing is certain, he knows how to be theatrical. I would be lying if I said I didn't like it.

After all, that's what I wanted, right? A man who takes the situation into his own hands. Who leads me around. Who corrects the slightest deviation. Who guides me, too, to teach me how to be a better lover.

My breathing slows as he is close to me again. Still without the slightest delicacy, he pulls on my shoulders, forcing me to straighten up. I keep my eyes down, not daring to look at him.

In this position, I can follow the movement of his fingers. With force, he removes my bra, exposing my generous breasts. I bite my lip. What should I look like right now? My bare chest, my torn leggings revealing my wet pussy, my ass reddened by his spanking.

Fortunately, we are no longer in this gym. I would have died of shame if someone had discovered me like this. I don't think I could have endured this humiliation.

My mouth parts as the man grabs my nipples, twisting them between his thumbs and forefingers. I can’t suppress small sighs of pleasure. I have always been particularly sensitive to this place. And that this attractive man takes care of it? It only increases the feeling of pleasure I feel.

My mouth drops open when he stops, pulling small metal pliers-like objects out of his pockets. I remain speechless for a moment. Oh, I suspect what he intends to do with it.

I'm sure it will be very good. But I can't help but get nervous. What if it hurt too much? If I couldn't bear it? I would have died of shame.

Soon, I have no more time to ask myself questions. The man closes a first clamp around my nipple, making me squeal. But it's far from unpleasant. It's as if his teeth were sunk into my skin, biting me intensely. He starts again with my opposite breast, capturing it the same way.

I bite my lip, concentrating on my breathing. It's as if these clamps were sending electric shocks directly to my clit. It throbs with force, desperate to finally be touched after all these stimulations more extreme than the others.

A scream dies in my throat as he grabs me, almost knocking me to the ground. I quickly find myself on all fours, immediately understanding what will happen to me now. Definitely, it seems that the ground is his favorite place. As if reading my mind, the man responds.

“Only good girls have the right to do that in a bed. You’re a slut. So I'm gonna fuck you on the floor.”

I shiver hearing those words. My cheeks are red with shame. I can't believe he could say such a thing. And yet, I’m excited.

This excitement only increases when the man kneels behind me. Still, he looks more menacing than ever. He seems huge, towering over me like that. The smell of his cologne reaches my nostrils, bewitching.

One thing is certain. He has nothing to do with the kids I usually date. He’s a man. A true one. I'm going to give him everything, without hesitating the slightest moment. Show him that I can be docile, as I showed him that I can disobey him.

I shiver as his hand slides down my ass, flirting dangerously with my pussy without ever touching it. I push my ass back, trying to convince him to touch me. His response is immediate. A slap falls on my skin still half covered by my now destroyed sports leggings.

“Keep quiet if you don't want me to get really angry. What you've seen so far was nothing compared to what to expect if you really upset me.”

I swallow hard at the threat. I don't have the slightest doubt. He won’t hesitate to carry them out. So, I remain motionless when he resumes his exploration with an excruciatingly slowness, difficult to bear. I bite my lip to stop myself from begging him to take me.

Finally, he stops his game. My heart beats a little faster with anticipation. Finally, I will be able to feel again in me this cock on which I fantasized all week. I even bought myself a new sex toy to try and replicate the effect of his thickness pounding me. But of course, nothing beats the warmth and expertise of this gifted man.

I can't believe it's happening like this again. Me, on all fours on the ground, totally open to him, vulnerable and submissive to his every decision. My heart beats a little faster when I hear him undo his belt.

Then, finally, comes the long-awaited sensation. His cock pats against my clit first, making me squeal with pleasure. Then, his tip parts my lower lips, no doubt covering up my excitement.

He's even bigger than I remember. And when he starts to sink into me, a scream dies in my throat. I lower my head to the floor, my fists curling against the cold upholstery.

The man's cock never seems to stop. He thrusts again and again, slowly pushing every inch of his manhood into me. I can barely concentrate on my breathing as my mind is obsessed with this member that splits me open.

The man's fingers lightly roam my back, tapping my skin as if to give me an anchor point, comfort in the difficulty of the ordeal. Still, he didn't slow down, continuing his progress until his hips finally met my ass.

I breathe a sigh of relief, almost falling forward. But I don't have time to indulge in this brief comfort. Soon, the man starts moving inside me. Slowly, first. It's as if he wanted every inch of me to feel the power of his cock.

I bite my lip. This slowness is almost as painful as if he were pounding me hard. Still, I hold on, knowing full well the kind of pleasure that awaits me, once my body gets used to it.

Soon he picks up the pace. My sighs accompany him. First of discomfort, they turn more and more quickly into squeals of pleasure. The man grips my hips, securing a comfortable grip to push himself even deeper into me.

I don't know how it's possible, and yet, that's what happens. It's as if with each of his thrusts, his cock gains an extra inch, pounding deep inside me, making me scream with pleasure.

No matter how hard I try to control myself, the sounds I'm making aren't as sexy as I'd like. I no longer have any control. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I'm a slut. An animal completely dependent on its most basic instincts.

I drop to my elbows, my forehead now resting on the floor. I don't have the slightest strength to stand up. I expected the man to take me back, slap my ass and order me to get up.

But instead, he presses on my lower back, forcing me to arch my back even more for him. My moans fill the room. While I think the man is at his peak, he proves me wrong.

“You really are a naughty girl. I'm going to have to work hard to train you properly. That's what you want, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master.”

“My little slut. Alright. You know where the bad girls are fucked, right?”

I swallow hard, remembering our conversations. I know very well what he means. And yet, surprise twists my throat, preventing me from uttering a single word. He changes that with a powerful slap on my ass. With a yelp, I answer him.

“In! In the ass!”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth. Immediately, I feel him moving behind me. Without leaving me, he busies himself. I'm nervous, not sure what he's doing. I shiver as he drips lube on my ass. So it’s really going to happen? Like this, now?

I could stop him, say my safe word so that we stop here. I can’t. Because a dark desire twists my belly. I want to do it. I want to discover this thing yet so taboo.

I let out a long moan as the man puts a first finger inside me. It seems even bigger to me than when it was in my wet pussy. The dominant stays still, only having fun moving that finger inside me.

I’m unable to describe the sensation as my emotions are contradictory. Pleasure, embarrassment, shame. It all comes together in an excruciatingly delicious cocktail. I don't know how this is possible. I find myself loving this.

I hiss through my teeth as he slips a second finger inside me. I feel like I'm open like never before. Still, I know, that's nothing compared to what his cock will be like. It’s much longer, much thicker.

Slowly, the man resumes his back and forth in me, tracing the movements of his hips to that of his hand. Inhuman sounds erupt from my throat as he does what he wants with me, splitting me open, taking complete possession of my body and soul.

They belong to him. I give them to him without hesitation. As long as he keeps touching me like that. He growls, his voice much deeper now.

“Damn, you're so tight. Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock as I fill all your holes.”

I squeal, barely finding the strength to raise my arm to guide it between my legs. Yet I must. My master asked me to. And then, my orgasm depends on it.

My mouth opens wide when my fingers land on my clit. I'm soaked, way more than I've ever been. I’m sure of it. My excitement must be dripping on the floor, there is so much. My cheeks flush at the thought.

Still, I continue, letting out a long moan as I begin to play with myself. Behind me, the man continues to pound me with force. I don't even know if I'm crying or if I'm mute as the pleasure is strong.

His cock always going further, his fingers shearing me, my clit throbbing against my hand… All these sensations are far too much to bear. In a long cry that tears my throat, I come.

I feel like it never ends. It comes in continuous waves, like the waters of a collapsed dam. I can't breathe, and yet I keep moving, enjoying every crumb of pleasure that passes through me.

The man growls louder and louder behind me. He removes his fingers from my most taboo entrance, before wrapping his arms around my hips. With an extraordinary power that makes me scream again, he pounds me, until he stops, coming deep inside me.

We remain motionless and panting for a few moments. And when he finally pulls away from me, I collapse on the floor.

Exhausted, but satisfied.


Chapter 5

I wince as the man places me on the edge of his sink. Between his spankings and his use of my most taboo area, I think sitting is going to be difficult for me in the days to come. It's ok. It was totally worth it.

I never thought it was possible to achieve such levels of pleasure in life. Let alone doing such depraved things. There is nothing that I didn't love doing under his hand. And if I listened to myself… I would already be lying under him again.

I lick my lips as I watch him fill his tub with water. He didn't even bother to get dressed, giving me a particularly pleasant sight. My eyes roam his muscular body.

His back is perfectly drawn, as if it had been carved in marble. As for his ass… It’s so perfect I could sink my teeth into it. Like this. Just per game.

I'm not sure the dominant would see it very favorably. I doubt I'm allowed to do that kind of thing to him. But if he wanted to do it to me, I wouldn't find anything wrong with it.

He turns back to me, coming closer to gently capture my jaw between his fingers. Gently, he presses his lips to mine. The kiss is slow, almost tender. It contrasts with the power he put earlier in his gestures.

He parts our lips before wrapping his arms around my body. Without letting me touch the ground, he carries me to the bathtub. I let out a sigh of relief as he slides me into the hot water.

My exhausted muscles relax as I absently play with the bubbles in the bath.

“Make room for me.”

I don't need to be told twice. I wince, moving forward just enough to allow him to slip into my back. As soon as he's settled in, he pulls me against him, my back resting against his broad chest.

I sigh again, closing my eyes as his hands gently roam my body. It's sensual, without being erotic. As a reward for my good behavior. I accept it without hesitation, resting my hands on his lap surrounding me.

He gently kisses my skin offered to him, tracing an imaginary line from my shoulder to my neck. I fidget a bit at the feeling before letting go completely. Never have I felt so relaxed.

Yet this man is still a stranger to me. I let him do the most degrading things to my body, and I don't even know his name. This idea seems so ridiculous to me that I start to laugh softly. The man suspends his movement.

“What makes you laugh like that?”

“I just realized that I don't know your name.”

“You want to know it?”

“Can I?”

“It depends. Do you want to keep playing with me?”

“You're kidding? I've never had so much fun in my life. Of course I want to continue.”

“Perfect. Alright. My name is Jake. But for you, I will remain Master.”

- To be continued -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Servicing my Dominant


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

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

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

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

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

You prefer short format? Here is next part in the series: Trained by my Dominant

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

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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