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1. TRAINING HER


Chapter 1

Come on Ashley, you can do it.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to control my emotions. I don't really know how I feel, sitting on the luxurious couch in Daniel's reception room. Nervousness, for sure. But also excitement to finally find myself face to face with the object of all my fantasies.

I must have been here for twenty minutes, exchanging banalities as a good neighbor with him. Every time his green eyes look into mine, my breath stops, and my stomach twists.

I can't help but imagine myself already in his bed, my body writhing in pleasure under his, his mouth whispering compliments in my ear between passionate kisses. I want this man. And I know he wants me too.

Since I've been there, he hasn't stopped letting his eyes run over my body, observing my breasts, my legs highlighted by a pair of heels and a skirt that is far too short. I put all my chances on my side, showing my assets. The last time he saw me, I was a clumsy high school girl. Now I'm a desirable twenty-two-year-old who knows what she wants: him.

Daniel, forty years old, successful businessman with a perfect body. With a devastating smile. With unfailing charisma. Every woman in the neighborhood dreams of him, me the first. I've fantasized about him for years. I don't think I even ever wanted anyone else. And today, I will do everything to turn this dream into reality.

I jump as his voice suddenly gets deeper.

“How about you tell me why you're really here? Don’t bullshit me, I've been in business for a long time. I know how to read people's reactions. And you... It's clear you want something.”

I take a deep breath. Come on, now is the time. I can’t chicken out now. I have to tell him. Unless... I could always pretend I want an internship with his company. After all, I’m studying business, it would make sense.

But I don't think that's the right solution. It's the only chance I'll ever have. It's up to me to seize it, even if it scares me. But what if he pushes me away? I would be humiliated forever. He chuckles softly, cutting off my thoughts.

“Well, did you lose your tongue?”

“I… I heard you’re looking for a companion.”

“That's right. Is that why you came to see me? Do you have someone to suggest me, a sexy aunt maybe?”

“No. Me.”

The man remains dumbfounded for a few moments, as if wondering if he really heard me correctly. Then he laughs softly, scratching his temple.

“You, become my companion? I'm not sure you realize what you're saying.”

“Of course I am! I'm young, but I know what I want. I'm smart and I know how to hold a conversation. Besides, I'm rather pretty, you said it so earlier.”

“Okay, but that's not all.”

“What else do you need? You and I get on well, you can’t deny it.”

“I have a very particular lifestyle, Ashley. I don't think you'll fit in.”

“What lifestyle? The beautiful house, the trips, the good restaurants? I think I could handle it. I know you work a lot, but it'll only make it more exciting when we are together.”

The man lets out a mocking sound before getting up. The atmosphere of the room changes completely. I can't help but shudder as he approaches me. Within moments, the expression on his face changed from that of Daniel, the affable neighbor I like to laugh with, to a completely different man. One that I don't recognize.

His expression is stern, dominating. His gait is both slow and confident as he takes the few steps between us. I swallow when his hand lands on my cheek, stroking it gently.

“Ashley. You really have no idea what's going on here, do you? The woman I need will have everything you just described. But I’m a man with certain needs. I really don't think you can be the one to fulfill them.”

“I'm sure I am. You could teach me.”

“It's not something you can learn. It’s something you need to have in you.”

“How do you know I don't have it, if we don't try?”

“Would you really be willing to try? To let me do absolutely whatever I want with you? To surrender fully to my authority, no matter what I ask of you?”

I swallow with difficulty. It sounds intense. I have never heard anything like it. And I'm not really sure I understand concretely what he wants to do with me. All I know is that those words, spoken in that deep, sexy voice, had their effect on my body.

I feel it, between my thighs, I’m getting wet. So, listening only to my animal instinct, I nod, my eyes boring into those of my interlocutor. I hold his gaze, not wanting him to notice the nervousness twisting my stomach. I want him to forget his doubts about me, to see only the strong and confident woman.

For a few moments, he says nothing, remaining perfectly stoic. Maybe he's looking for a way to get rid of me? I feel like this silence lasts for hours. Finally, his voice is heard.

“Alright Ashley. I'm ready to give you your chance. Every Saturday, you will come to me at 3 pm sharp. For 24 hours, you will be totally mine. I can do what I want with you and your body. In a month, I will make my decision. Is that clear?”

Thoughts race through my head. Thousands of questions assail me, but I don't want to take the risk of making him regret his choice. So, putting on my most serious air, I answer him confidently.

“Very clear. When do we begin?”

“Now.”


Chapter 2

A shiver runs through me as he takes my hand to guide me. I can already imagine him leading me to his bedroom, where he will make me love with passion. But no sooner are we in the middle of the living room than he stops and lets go of my hand.

Without saying a word, he begins to circle around me, observing me from every angle. Then he goes to sit in a velvet armchair a few feet from me. The wait drives me crazy, and I don't really understand what he expects of me. I fidget a little, embarrassed by the situation. But as I'm about to ask him what I should do, his voice cracks in the air.

“Take off your clothes.”

I remain speechless for long seconds, wondering if I really understood what he just asked me. He clicks his tongue, visibly annoyed that it takes me so long.

“Well, I'm waiting. I think I was clear.”

I mumble an excuse before unzipping my dress. Then, slowly, I drop the piece of fabric at my feet. My cheeks are flushed with shame as his eyes are locked on my bra, waiting impatiently for me to finally reveal what’s underneath.

I can't believe it's happening like this. How many times have I imagined finding myself naked in front of him? Hundreds? Thousands? Not once have I imagined such a scenario. I would have liked him to do this, undressing me slowly like a precious gift. But if he prefers to look at me from a distance while I offer him my most intimate parts... I don't really see what I can do about it.

His eyes stay fixed on my now naked breasts. He licks his lower lip in a sexy gesture, almost making me forget what I’m doing.

“I always knew you had great tits. Turn around now, and lower your thong slowly.”

I nod my head before doing so. I focus on my gestures to forget the improbable situation in which I find myself. If I were to think too much, no doubt I would run away, ashamed of having done this.

A shiver runs through me as I find myself naked, right in the middle of his living room bathed in light. It’s even more difficult to bear when he says nothing. I turn my back on him, I can’t see what expression he has on his face. All I know is that he's watching me. I perfectly feel his burning gaze on my curves. When he asks me to turn around, I dare not look up at him, just listening.

“This is how it's going to be. As soon as you walk through the front door, you undress. When you are here, you are forbidden to wear any clothes, except for the leather collar that I will provide you. When it’s around your neck, this collar is the mark of my possession on your body. From then on, you no longer call me Daniel. But Master, or Sir. Is that understood?”

I nod slowly, trying to take in what he's saying. Never have I heard anything like it. It all seems surreal to me. And yet, I know I am not dreaming. It's really happening.

I hold my breath as I feel him approach me. Slowly, he circles around me, watching me as if trying to memorize my every curve. He finally stops, a smirk tugging his lips as he notices my intimacy that I shaved completely for him.

Then he bends down, grabbing my panties between his fingers. A smirk forms on his lips when he realizes how soaked they are. I blush violently as he brings the piece of fabric to his nose, smelling it without the slightest embarrassment.

I look down, embarrassed to see him do that. Firmly, he grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him. I'm shivering. That's not really how I imagined his first touch on me.

“Ashley, if you can't take this, there's no point in us continuing. What I plan to do to you is much more taboo than that. Are you sure you want to keep going?”

Slowly, I nod my head. He’s right. I have to do better than this. He slips the piece of cloth into his pocket before resuming his observation, his eyes seeming to be particularly interested in my breasts and their taut tips.

“I'll be honest with you Ashley, I like what I see, and I intend to use your body in every way possible. I'm going to push you to your limits, to make you discover things  you didn't even suspect. But I am not a bully. If something goes wrong, you say red, and I will stop what I’m doing immediately. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, who?”

I shudder at his authoritative tone. We've barely started, and I'm already making mistakes. I stammer, nervously trying to catch myself.

“Yes, Master.”

He gives me a slight nod of approval. Then, he leaves me again and goes back to sit in his chair. We remain thus a long moment to look at each other, silent. Despite my nervousness, I do my best to stay perfectly still.

My whole body tenses up as I see him take out his phone. Without saying a word, he turns it towards me. He’s taking pictures, no doubt about it. I wonder how many other women he has photographed naked in the middle of his living room. It's none of my business, yet I can't help but ask.

“Do you... Do you have many candidates like me?”

“I don't think I allowed you to speak, Ashley.”

I look down, embarrassed that I dared to question him. I feel like I'm just making one mistake after another. At this rate, he won't even ask me back next week. I bite my lip nervously, waiting to see what he'll ask me next. It doesn't take long for his voice to echo around the room again.

“Touch yourself.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to register this new command. This is all so different from what I had imagined. I never thought he would want to watch me touch myself. It's such an intimate gesture, so personal. But I comply anyway.

Gently, I slide my hands up my neck, trying to be as sensual as possible. Without hurrying, I reach my breasts, starting to touch them, to pinch my sensitive tips. I let out a small sigh and close my eyes, letting my hands go further south, between my legs.

Slowly, I part my lower lips, shivering slightly as I feel the air caress my clit. Trying to forget the strange position I'm in, I begin to touch myself as if I were alone in my room, thinking about him. I can't believe he's really there, just a few feet away from me, reveling in my every move. I hope he's enjoying the show.

I let my hand go down a little more, playing with my entrance already beading with excitement. But before I can plunge my fingers inside, Daniel asks me to stop, standing up again to approach me.

I can't help but tense up as he looms over me. Gently, he grabs my hand, plunging my fingers into his mouth as he stares at me with his intense gaze. It’s without a doubt the most erotic gesture I have ever experienced. I feel myself melting at being treated like this.

But before I can fully relax, Daniel places his hand on my ass, ostentatiously sliding his fingers closer to my forbidden entrance. Soon, he doesn't hesitate anymore, spreading my buttocks for good and starting to turn his thumb around my ribbed hole. I swallow with difficulty, now completely tense from being in this position.

“Tell me, have you ever had anyone here?”

“No, Master.”

I bite my lip. The truth is… This is the first time I've been completely naked in front of a man. As for this part of my body... I never even thought of playing with it. Is it something that everyone does without me knowing?

I try not to show my embarrassment. He already sees me as a kid, as someone not up to being a worthy partner. If he knew I’m a virgin, he would probably throw me out the door without giving me time to get dressed. So I don't say anything, I grit my teeth. Fake it until you make it, right?

“It's perfect. Before the end of the day, this little hole will be mine.”

My eyes widen as his finger digs into me. I can't believe the first time a man puts a part of his body inside me, it's there. Despite the gasps of surprise I let out, Daniel doesn't seem to notice my embarrassment, continuing to move his thumb lightly back and forth.

“You know who gets fucked in the ass? Sluts and bad girls. And you, Ashley, you’re both. Showing up like this, uninvited, to spread your legs for a man older than you. I'll have to teach you discipline, it seems. Don’t move. I’m going to fetch what I need. »

Long minutes pass. Now that I'm alone, I feel more vulnerable than ever. How could it be otherwise, when I am naked, right in the middle of the living room of a man I have known forever, while this one has gone to seek God knows what to inflict on me a sexual game I know nothing about.

I should take my dress, get dressed and bugger off. If only out of pride. I am an adult. I shouldn't let myself be led like this. Yet, I'm not moving. Not out of fear. I suspect he wants to scare me, so that I leave as soon as possible and leave him alone in his quest for the perfect woman.

No, if I don't move, it's out of curiosity. I absolutely want to find out what he’s going to do to me. It doesn't matter if it's scary, or if it hurts. When he called me a slut, a bad girl, it triggered a funny reaction in me.

It turned me on to be treated in such a degrading way, without my understanding why. But it also created this funny desire in me. That of doing everything to make him change his mind. All I want now is for him to call me his good girl.

Daniel finally makes his way back into the room. In his hands, he holds a small conical object that I don't recognize right away, and what looks like a tube of liquid product. I blush violently when I understand what he intends to do with these objects.

My breathing quickens and I look away as he comes closer to me. Without even looking at me or giving me an explanation, he generously coats the object with lubricant. Then he brings it to my buttocks, one of his hands holding them apart. Immediately, I tense up. He clicks his tongue.

“You're going to have to relax, otherwise it will really hurt. You have to get used to having something there. Believe me, I’m bigger than that.”

I bite my lip and nod my head slowly. I saw him in a bath suit. I know what he has in his pants is way more impressive than that little butt plug. I take a deep breath as the object begins to creep into me.

Daniel wraps his free arm around my stomach, helping to hold me still. Instinctively, I put my hand over his, my fingers clinging to his skin like a buoy. Maybe I should have asked his permission first. If so, he says nothing, letting me dig my nails into his arm.

Miraculously, the small object completely sinks into me without much difficulty. For a few moments, we remain motionless. It reassures me to see that he is not a pure sadist. He has enough pity for me to have the leniency to let me get used to these treatments before imposing more on me.

However, his patience has limits. Without a word being exchanged, we head back to the sofa. He sits down while I remain standing, wanting to prove to him that I have understood that he is the one who must decide on my every move.

With measured gestures, he grabs my arm to tilt me on his knees. I find myself doubled over, ass in the air, facing him. Slowly, he begins to caress my ass, stopping occasionally to play with the plug.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of relief. Finally, I have his hands on my body. But this relief is short-lived. A cry of surprise escapes me as one of his hands forcefully smacks my bottom. I really hadn't expected that. The pain is throbbing as a second slap echoes through the room. He lets out a small approving sound while caressing my ass absently.

“I need you to understand your place. And for that, I need to punish you. I'm going to give you ten slaps like the ones you just received. You'll accept them without complaining, and when it's all over, you'll say thank you for taking the time for a slut like you.”

He gives me time neither to answer nor to protest. His hand is already crushing against my ass. I purse my lips. Nine blows left. I should be able to get out of this. I must. Now that we've come this far, there's no way I'm going home without losing my virginity to this man. Even if it means having to lose all of them.

The blows begin to rain down one after the other, at such a rate that I have trouble knowing how many are left. My breathing is getting faster and faster. My head is spinning from being suspended in the void like this. I feel faint, but my buttocks have become numb from this muscular treatment. Still, I hold on, managing not to moan or complain.

I sigh as Daniel gently massages my ass, congratulating me in a low voice for holding up so well. I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. Maybe there is hope. Maybe he will want to continue. Keep me all night. Allow me to come back next week. And maybe even more.

But if I want that to happen, I have to make sure I play the game right. Despite my erratic breathing and my awkward position, I manage to mumble the words he asked me earlier.

“Thank you Master.”


Chapter 3

Absentmindedly, I sway from one foot to another, waiting for Daniel to finally pay attention to me. We've been in his office for a few minutes now. He took me there without saying a word, without explaining to me what we are going to do.

It must surely be part of the game. Another way for him to show who is really in charge. I freeze as he pulls his eyes away from his screen, turning his chair in my direction.

“As you know, I'm a very busy man, and I didn't expect to have company today. So I'm going to need you to keep quiet while I finish what I have to do.”

He extends his hand to me, inviting me to approach him. He runs his fingers over the soft skin inside my thighs, making me shiver. I blush as he continues to climb higher and higher, until he reaches my intimate parts.

A smirk forms on his lips as his index finger slides between my lower lips, meeting my soaked pussy. I blush again as he continues to caress me, his gaze fixed on mine.

“You liked it, huh? Being touched like that. Being punished by your Master. My little slut. We'll see if you'll like what’s coming next too.”

His hands move up, tracing lines across my stomach until they reach my breasts. With the tip of his thumb, he plays with my nipples, making them immediately tense. He smiles, visibly pleased to see me so responsive to his touch.

He continues to play with them for a few moments, drawing small sighs of relief from me, before turning to open a drawer in his desk. My eyes widen as I see what's inside. If he keeps so many toys in his office, what will it be in his bedroom?

I chew my lip while I watch him, obviously deep in his thought about what to do next. My brows furrow as he finally pulls something out of the drawer. I don't really know what it is. Small clamps, connected by a metal chain.

But before I can question him, Daniel's hands land on me again. With his fingertips, he begins to play with my tips again, making sure they are taut. Then he hooks a first clip, making me moan, more of surprise than of pain. The feeling is strange, I have never experienced anything like it. It's like a pinch, a light bite.

He sets the other clamp on my opposite breast before stepping back, observing his handiwork. Then he starts rummaging around his office again. I'm taken aback when I see him pull out a kind of transparent plastic butterfly. It doesn't quite look like what an adult of his kind would use. But what do I know about it after all?

I shiver as he hands me the item, asking me to put it on. Obediently, I slide the straps down my legs until the object comes into contact with my privacy. Daniel looks at me with an expert eye, approaching to position the toy correctly.

He pulls back again, leaning his back on the back of his chair, making himself comfortable to watch me. I feel my cheeks blush but do not move, waiting for the rest of the events.

“Perfect. Now I have to work. And you, you have to learn your place.”

I frown and give him a questioning look, not quite sure exactly what position to stand in. Our eyes meet and with a gesture, he points me to the ground. I still don't understand what he expects of me. He sighs, shaking his head, visibly annoyed.

“At the foot of your master. That’s where you belong Ashley.”

I freeze for a moment, trying to process the words he just said to me. But his piercing gaze quickly makes me forget my doubts. Awkwardly, I lower myself onto my legs, approaching his chair.

I look up at him to get his approval. He smiles and strokes my hair briefly, visibly satisfied. A wave of heat fills my stomach. I don't know why, but I feel great pride in doing what he ordered me to do.

Minutes pass, and boredom arrives. Who knows for how long he’s going to work? I know that for men like him, work is the most important thing. Their greatest accomplishment, their greatest pride. But does that still hold true when they have a woman at their feet, naked and ready to fulfill their every desire?

It seems so. Daniel doesn't give me the slightest glance, nor the slightest caress, far too absorbed in his screen. Despite myself, I sigh lightly. More minutes pass, even more boring than the previous ones.

So, I decide to play with the limits a bit, just to see my master's reaction. Again, I let out a sigh, longer and louder than the first. Nothing is happening. I do it again, this time striking a more sensual pose, squeezing my arms together to press my breasts together and make them appear larger. I gasp in surprise as he grabs my hair tightly in his hands, forcing me to look at him.

“What do you think you're playing at, huh? You wanna play the brat? I told you I have work. If you are unable to remain patient, you can take your things and leave.”

I shiver, worry shining in my eyes. I thought the consequences would be another punishment, not that he threatens to kick me out. I stammer a sincere sorry Master before resuming a position that I want to be submissive. I feel his gaze on me for a few moments, before he focuses back on his work.

I don't know how much time passes like this. Hours, it seems. To keep myself busy, I try to invent patience games. Counting the number of planks on the wooden floor of his office. Observing everything that comes to mind, analyzing the smallest detail to gain a few precious seconds before falling back into boredom.

I dare not move an inch, too afraid that the slightest movement will provoke his anger. He made it clear to me. The slightest deviation, and it's over. Maybe that's what he hopes for, deep down. Even if he must appreciate seeing the naked body of a young woman totally offered to him, he must not really know what to do with me.

He told me, it was not me he had in mind when he thought of the ideal companion. Surely, he'll find a way to flunk me. So I have to do everything in my power to delay this moment, and finally make him see the obvious: I am the one he needs.

But he's really testing me. While I had almost forgotten the presence of this strange object between my thighs, Daniel finally shows me its real function. Suddenly, the butterfly begins to vibrate against my pussy.

I jump, before repositioning myself firmly in my position. The vibrations are gentle, just enough to wake up my clit, without pushing it to the limits of pleasure.

Discreetly, I slide my gaze towards Daniel. He's perfectly stoic, continuing to work, the click of his keyboard drowning out the sound of light vibrations between my legs. I lick my lip, staring at him.

God this man is handsome. Everything in him breathes the Alpha Male. He has nothing to do with those kids hitting on me in college. How could they interest me, when this man shows me what I could have?

I focus on his face, watching his every line. A few small wrinkles are beginning to appear at the corners of his eyes, just as a few white hairs dot his dark hair. That does not bother me. It makes him look even sexier.

My eyes drift to his hands. So long. So powerful. I shiver thinking that soon they will land on my body again. I imagine myself, lost between his broad shoulders, his arms around me to swallow me whole while his cock is inside me, pushing me ever further into pleasure.

I try to ignore the heat building in my stomach as he speeds up the vibrations slightly. I must not forget my place. I have to stay still. Then he will be proud of me.

My whole body freezes as suddenly the doorbell rings. Was he expecting someone? Is this a business meeting? Or another woman who heard the same rumor as me, ready to throw herself into his arms? Whoever that person is, I pray with all my heart that they do not venture into the house. What a shame it would be for me to be discovered in this position.

What if it was one of our neighbors? Everyone knows each other in the neighborhood. What would they say, if they found me naked and fitted with a sex toy, in the middle of the office of this man so respected in our community?

I breathe a sigh of relief as Daniel returns, a paper bag in his hand. He ordered food. I hadn't even noticed that I was hungry. How could I, given the strange situation I find myself in?

I'm shivering. I suddenly feel cold. Until now, my thoughts have been focused on standing still, obeying him wisely. I no longer thought about the situation. Now that I have to do this simple daily task, eating, I realize what is happening to me.

What I'm doing is licentious. How can I accept this? To be naked, totally submissive to a man almost twice my age, for what? To lose my virginity? To find the love of my life? Is that really what I want it to look like? A dominating man, ordering my every move?

My mind says no, but my stomach, the traitor, twists with desire. I don't know why, but those few hours spent with Daniel turned me on more than any fantasies I had about him.

I gather courage as he gently strokes my hair, creating an incredible feeling of intimacy. It's like we've been doing this forever. My cheeks flush with pleasure. This simple gesture is enough to make me accept everything.

I barely react when he hands me my plate. I should be offended, revolted that he wants to make me eat naked on the floor. But I say nothing, contenting myself with murmuring a soft Thank you Master.

He strokes my hair again before telling me to eat. Apparently, he is satisfied with my submission. As we eat in silence, he continues to navigate on his computer.

Suddenly, I jump, nearly spilling my dish on the floor. Daniel just drastically increased the vibrations of the butterfly, sending painful waves of electricity through me. Without looking at me, he clicks his tongue to call me to order. I know, I must not move. Not distract him.

I take a deep breath, concentrating on my food to try to forget the wave of heat filling my belly. The task is much more difficult than one might think. When he increases the intensity of the vibrations again, I can't help but jump, moaning pathetically.

“Ashley, if you stand this, there's no point in continuing. I need a real submissive.”

I stammer an apology, my hands clenching around my plate in a futile attempt to gain some control over the situation. I don't want to go home. Not now that he's introduced me to all this. I'm wetter than ever, and I'm dying to know what he could do to me when he really takes care of me. There is no way that I fail so close to the goal.

Tears start to flow as I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek. I had to put my dish on the floor, I'm sure I would have spilled all its contents otherwise. My fingernails dug into the skin of my knees, trying hard not to collapse.

I have to prove to him that I'm worth it. That if he teaches me, I will become the perfect woman to be his companion. His submissive, as he said, though I'm not quite sure what that means.

The situation becomes too much to bear, and soon I feel my clit throbbing, a sign of my near end. I panic, unsure of what I have the right to do. I raise pleading eyes to Daniel.

“Master, I’m gonna, I’m gonna!”

“Not yet, Little Girl. I'll tell you when you can cum.”

I give him a desperate look. How am I supposed to hold back? I don't think it's possible. It's not like I can control it, especially when the vibrations are so intense against my sensitive clit.

I can't even hold back my squeals of pleasure anymore, too overwhelmed by the situation. It seems like hours go by, trying to control the impossible. I look up at Daniel again, silently begging him. A slight smirk stretches his lips, but he says nothing.

Worse, he presses his remote again, revealing to me that there is yet another level of intensity on this toy. My whole stomach contracts, my shoulders curl up, and I cry for real, unable to hold back my emotions any longer.

As I'm about to fall to the ground, I make one last effort to straighten up and prove my good will to him. Even if I still can't stay stoic, I do my best to obey him. And it works, because finally his voice echoes in the room.

“It's okay, Baby Girl, you can come. You've earned it.”

It doesn't take much more than that to surrender to my body, letting the dams burst and the orgasm wash over me. I can't hold on anymore, falling to the floor and convulsing as my entire lower abdomen contracts at a crazy speed. I have never experienced an orgasm like this.

I certainly never imagined that the first time I would taste ecstasy thanks to a man would be in this way. And yet, I don't regret anything. Especially not when he leans towards me, gently caressing my face.

“That's good, Ashley. Remember to always ask my permission to cum in the future.”

“So we… We don't stop here then?”

“Stop? Oh, baby girl, we've only just begun.”


Chapter 4

Sitting quietly on the edge of the bed, I observe my new surroundings. This room is not his. I have not yet obtained permission to visit it. For now, I have to prove myself in this guest room. I wonder if his guests are aware of the use he makes of this room when they are not there. I can't help but smile at the thought, amused to know the decadent things we're going to do here.

I bite my lip when I see him come back, a rope in his hands. He told me, though, that he was going to tie me up. But now that I see the object in his hands, I can't help but feel a pang of nervousness. He pulls me to my feet before catching my jaw between his fingers.

“Breathe.”

I straighten up, suddenly realizing that I was holding my breath. Gently, he caresses my breasts freed from their clamps. He took them away from me in the office, telling me that was enough for the first time. That he would find other things to do with my chest. He didn't lie.

Slowly the rope wraps around my chest, trapping my breasts in a simple pattern to make them look bigger. Then he grabs my arms to pin them behind my back, finishing his collection of knots on my intertwined wrists.

He steps back, staring wordlessly at his work. I can't help but blush because of his intense gaze on my body. It's ridiculous. I've been naked in front of him for hours. But to be so entangled in ropes makes the thing very different. More erotic. More taboo. Until yesterday, I had no idea these things existed. Now, I just want to discover them.

I tense as his hands approach my ass. Slowly, he pulls out the plug he put in earlier. I hold my breath as he begins to dig a finger inside me, playing with my openness. He doesn't stop until he gets a good knuckle inside. I try to calm my breathing. I take a deep breath when he takes his hand away again, like I've just come out of the water after a long apnea.

But my rest is only short-lived. My breath hitches completely as he replaces his thumb with a bigger plug than the one he inserted earlier. I grit my teeth, trying to get used to the presence of this new object. It's probably not that big, especially compared to what must be in Daniel's pants.

And yet, I feel torn apart like never before. For a few moments, my master doesn’t move, letting me get used to this presence by caressing my butt absently. Then he pulls away from me to sit on the bed, grabbing my hand to pull me closer to him.

Standing between his open legs, I wait to see what he will do to me now. With this plug in me, it's hard for me to think. This is certainly not how I had imagined my first time. But despite the shame I feel, I wouldn't back down for anything in the world. Whatever he asks of me, I will do it.

With a firm gesture, he presses on my shoulders, making me kneel between his thighs. My face arrives at a strategic level. My eyes remain riveted on his crotch, and on the fabric that covers it. I am both fascinated and intimidated by this large bump. Timidly, I look up at Daniel. He looks at me questioningly, as if waiting for me to do something.

“Well? What are you waiting for to take it out?”

I swallow, looking down at his crotch again. So that's it. I'm finally going to see what it looks like in real life. Nervously, I tackle the buckle of his belt, having to try twice to undo it, my fingers are shaking so much. He seems amused by my reaction. Does he suspect that I have never done this?

If so, he says nothing, silently letting me meet his tense member. I bite my lower lip. I suspected he could be proud of what he had in his pants. But I had no idea it would be so long and so thick. I suddenly get scared. Is he really going to slip this between my legs? In my ass?!

But that's what I came for, after all. Of course, I didn't expect it to turn out like this. But it's too late to back down now. Even if it means losing all my virginities, as long as it happens with this attractive and experienced man.

I remain motionless for a few more moments, hypnotized by the movements of his hand along his length. I finally manage to get out of my trance, approaching my face to his manhood. I am surprised by the softness of his skin, amused to discover each relief, each vein, with the tip of my tongue.

After a few movements back and forth, Daniel seems to lose patience. Without violence, he slips his hand through my hair, encouraging me to approach my head to his tip. Forgetting about my nervousness, I open my mouth to slowly slide him inside. I try to put aside my shame and my fear of doing wrong, focusing only on the movement of my lips on his velvety skin.

To my surprise, I like it. I had always found the idea rather repulsive. Now I find it terribly exciting. Even if he is the dominant here, by these simple gestures, I’m the one who takes control of his pleasure. I can slow down, I can speed up. My tongue can wrap around his member to snatch one of those soft sighs that come out of his throat.

As for his taste... I could swear I have never tasted anything better. It is a mixture of salt and musk, the power of the ocean meeting the depth of the forest. I get drunk on it, concentrating as never before on my movements.

I hope with all my heart that I’m doing well. I would hate if he didn't like what I was doing to him. He surely had many women in his bed, all certainly more gifted than me. So I’m giving everything, hoping that the enthusiasm of my youth will fill my experience gaps.

I shiver as his fingers entwine a little more in my hair, pressing down on my head for me to take him deeper. I try not to panic as he lets his cock plunge deeper and deeper into me.

I widen my eyes. His cock doesn't seem to end, I can't help but cough as it plunges into my throat. Slowly, he tugs at my hair to pull me back, giving me some respite. This one is only short-lived, as he presses against my skull again, forcing me to take him even deeper than the last time.

Tears well up in my eyes as I fight not to choke. I never imagined it would be so difficult. A louder coughing fit makes my body convulse, forcing his cock out of me. With a sardonic mocking tone, he scoffs.

“Well, well, little girl, you can’t handle it? My companion will have to know how to do that, you know.”

I dare not look up at him, too intimidated. My chest heaves with my heavy breathing. Tears keep rolling down my cheeks. However, I do not feel sad, nor in danger. It is only a physical reflex when I only feel overwhelmed by the situation. He grabs my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“So, are you giving up?”

A glint of challenge crosses his eyes as he addresses these mocking remarks to me. He told me he would push me to my limits. It's up to me to prove to him that I'm capable of going further than he thought.

In the same gesture of challenge, I lick my lips and approach him again. A light laugh takes hold of him as he runs his fingers through my hair again, accompanying my movements.

Soon, he takes control again, making me take him further and further. But this time, I expect it. I know what that feels like. Little by little, I understand how to relax my throat to welcome him deep inside me.

His sighs are getting louder and louder, sometimes turning into soft primitive grunts. I can't believe I'm the one behind all this. I raise teary eyes in his direction, offering him a vision of what his future could be if he agrees to take me as his companion. I feel his cock getting bigger and bigger, throbbing in my mouth. Between two grunts, he gives me an order.

“I'm going to come in your little mouth. You better swallow everything until the last drop.”

A sound comes out of my throat, not very understandable but enough to prove to him that I understood. For a few more moments, he pounds my mouth, making me feel like he is going deep inside my body.

With a grunt, he releases everything into my mouth. I'm choking a little, but don't forget my mission. I hasten to swallow his seed, then lick my lips to collect the few drops that are there. Without him asking me, I start licking clean his cock, which is gradually returning to normal size. I don’t want to lose any trace of his pleasure. Obey his order to the end.

When I'm done, he grabs my chin in his hand so I look up at him. In one sensual motion, he captures my lips without deepening the kiss too much. Then, still a little out of breath, he says.

“Looks like you were born for this, little girl.”

I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. I probably shouldn't take any pride in being good at blowjobs. But all I care about now is proving to him that I'm worth it. That he was right to open the door to me today.

Breathless, I stare at him, eagerly waiting to see what he has in store for me. But as usual, he says nothing, preferring to keep his element of surprise. He caresses my cheek gently before getting up to go in search of something.

I swallow with difficulty seeing him return with a black dildo in his hands. The object is long and wide. I can't help wondering what he's going to do with it. Maybe I should have told him I'm a virgin. Maybe he would have been kinder to me. Maybe he would not have decided to use this terrifying object.

I gently shake my head, pushing those thoughts away. If I had told him, he would have slammed the door in my face. He made it clear to me: he wants a companion worthy of the name, capable of submitting and fulfilling the least of his fantasies. Not a frightened virgin to hold hands with. So, I grit my teeth, saying nothing when he's next to me again.

Slowly, he places his finger over my mouth, sensually tracing the contours. I keep my eyes on him, trying to hide my concern. Without a word, he brings the dildo to my face, leaving me little doubt about what he expects of me.

With a pressure on my chin, he makes me open my mouth and then slides the object inside me. It is not as long nor as thick as Daniel's cock. But its size is enough to make me cough when it sinks completely inside me.

I try to remain impassive, not to fight the feeling. This thing has nothing to do with my master's cock. It tastes like plastic and its texture is rough against my tongue. Yet I know it. I have no choice but to suck it if I want to satisfy my master.

“That’s it, lubricate it good. You made me come, and you'll have to wait to play with my cock again. So take good care of that dildo. Because I’m gonna fuck you with it.”

A shiver runs through me. He's not serious, is he? He wants to ram that into me before his own cock? Is this how I'm going to lose my virginity?

I take a deep breath, trying to relax despite the object in my mouth. I mustn't panic. I wanted what happened. I dreamed about it. While it's admittedly a little different from my imagination, it's not the end of the world either. He will come inside me later. We still have plenty of time to explore all of this. I need to relax and trust my master. He knows what's best for me.

I let out a long moan as the fingers of his free hand slide down my neck until they meet my chest, catching my taut tips between his fingers. For long minutes, he plays with them, pinching them, turning them, using a thousand and one ways to extract sighs and moans from me.

Between my thighs, I'm wetter than ever. Who would have thought that such a situation could turn me on in this way? I don't understand what is so exciting about being treated like this, like an object destined only to receive the expression of his darkest desires.

If I saw myself in a mirror, I'm sure I wouldn't recognize myself. How could I, kneeling in an older man's room, naked and bound, sucking an adult toy without restraint? The situation is surreal. Yet, I love it.

But as I finally begin to relax, Daniel decides he's played enough. He removes the object from my mouth and lifts me to throw me on the bed. My bound hands find themselves locked against the mattress, forcing me to arch my back.

I gasp in surprise as he grabs me by the ankles, tugging me roughly so my ass lines up with the edge of the bed. Without saying a word, I watch him kneel between my open thighs for him.

He doesn't take his eyes off me, his intense eyes looking into mine. I shiver as his attention shifts to my pussy. A satisfied sound escapes his chest as he watches me, visibly pleased with what he sees.

“So, ‘looks like you really liked it, huh, my little slut?”

I feel myself blushing violently. I never imagined that one day a man would talk to me like that. And yet, my whole body is on fire. I just want him to do it again. Because I have to face the facts. That’s what I am. A slut.

But only for him. For no other man could I open my thighs like this. It is as if he had bewitched me with his charisma and his imposing stature. Now I have only one desire: to taste the pleasure of the flesh, no matter how he decides to give it to me.

My whole body shakes as he absently runs his finger over my wet slit. Then, with his thumb, he begins to trace light circles on my clit, reminding me of the orgasm he gave me a few hours before with the butterfly toy.

I want more, much more. To tell him, I begin to undulate my hips slightly. His response is immediate. Firmly, his hand grabs my hip, pressing it against the mattress.

“I thought I made myself clear. I’m the one who decides. I wanted to take it easy with you, but I see it's not necessary.”

I freeze, suddenly worried. Will I be able to bear what he is going to do to me? Softness, that's what I needed for this first secret time. And now, because of my impatience and lustful cravings, I'm going to find myself having to put up with God knows what.

My eyes widen as he grabs the dildo again. So that's it, it's now. I'm going to lose my virginity with a vaguely realistic piece of silicone. Oh sure, Daniel's handling it, so I guess it's better than nothing. But I would have preferred it to be his cock deflowering me.

I try to calm my racing mind as he generously coats the object in lube. My breathing stops entirely when he approaches the object of my intimacy. It starts off slow, sliding the object along my lower lips. Even though I'm nervous, I can't help moaning when the object presses against my swollen clit.

But no matter how hard I try, I can't help but tense up more and more. And when he aligns the object with my entry, I snap.

“Red! Master! I am a virgin. I... I never did that.”

Slowly, Daniel sits up, a puzzled look on his face. I shiver as his eyes search me, as if trying to read me.

“What the… Is this a strategy to obtain my mercy?”

“No, I swear, Master. I am a virgin.”

“You want me to believe that a pretty girl like you has never had a boy to chase after her?”

“I had... But they were not you.”

Daniel remains silent, contenting himself with a sigh. For long moments, he watches me, seeming to think about the situation. Finally, he speaks.

“Listen, you have seen what I am, what I love. If it's too much for you, we stop everything, you go home and we will never talk about this. But if we do this, it’ll be my way. I won't be gentle, do you understand?”

“I've made it so far, right?”

Daniel responds with a smile, proudly patting my inner thigh. Yes, I want to continue, even if it is sometimes scary. I just needed him to know the truth. Now he can do whatever he wants with me, even push this dildo that worried me so much a few minutes ago. I am ready.

But his plan seems quite different. Kneeling again between my thighs, he observes my pussy with interest. With his fingertips, he caresses my entrance before murmuring.

“What a treat you brought me. A little virgin pussy is not something you come across every day. Especially with a submissive as enthusiastic as you.”

As I'm about to ask him if he's disappointed, he interrupts me in my tracks, tracing a long line across my slit with the tip of his tongue. I gasp at these new sensations. It wouldn't take long for him to make me cum like that, that's for sure. And the resulting ecstasy would no doubt be even more delicious than the one I tasted earlier.

For long minutes, he gets down to eating me, licking me sensually before grabbing my clit between his lips to suck it gently. I'm struggling to hold back my moans, and if it weren't for his hands holding my thighs apart, no doubt they would be smothering him right now.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of disappointment as his tongue leaves me. He laughs softly.

“You really thought it’d be so easy? Only good girls have the right to cum. And you? You lied to me.”

“I'm sorry Master. I promise it won't happen again.”

“I hope so. I'll let it pass this time, but if you lie to me again, expect severe punishment.”

I nod my head quickly, as much to show him I understand as out of greed. The prospect of being punished shouldn't turn me on like this. And yet that is exactly how I feel right now.

But I don't have time to think about this idea any longer. Quickly, Daniel overlooks me. I feel ridiculously small in front of him. I think that's it, the moment I've been waiting for has finally arrived.

Slowly, Daniel undoes his shirt, letting me see the muscular chest I've watched so often as he jogs around the neighborhood. Now totally stripped of his clothes, he settles between my thighs, his member taut again. He coats it in lube, then leans over me to capture my lips.

The kiss is passionate, powerful. If I hadn't had my hands trapped behind my back, I would have run them through his hair, down his neck, to cling to it so I wouldn't lose my footing. So absorbed by this delicious kiss, I barely realize what is happening between my thighs.

Slowly, he slides his cock along my lower lips, causing me to sigh contentedly. Then he stops playing, and presents his tip at my entrance. Too taken by the kiss, I do not have time to tense that he begins to sink into me, going where no one else had been until now.

I squeal against his lips, reacting to the sharp pain of being torn in two. He holds on, his hands holding my body while stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb to enrage me to hold on. It's only when he's finally fully inside me that he lets go of my lips, pulling back a bit to watch my reaction.

I'm short of breath, my eyes are struggling to focus on anything as my body tries to get used to this imposing presence in me. The pain subsides, giving way to that somewhat uncomfortable stretching sensation.

Slowly, Daniel grabs my jaw in his hands to force me to look at him. Without a word, he places a quick kiss on my lips, before sliding down my cheek, down my neck. Between my legs, he begins long movements back and forth, tearing me light breaths of pain.

But soon, these turn into sounds of pleasure. I feel overwhelmed by events, my body reacting in contradictory ways. I close my eyes, deciding to let go and stop trying to figure out what I'm feeling.

“You are so good, so tight. Your master is so proud that you saved yourself for him.”

A wave of warmth came over me, hearing him talk to me like that. I was afraid that he would not appreciate my inexperience, and yet, it seems that it has just become my major asset. Without his permission, I wrap my legs around his hips. He lets out a string of curses as he sinks deeper into me.

I let out a long moan when his thumb slips between our bodies, coming to press hard on my clit. My whole body is shaking, I feel more stimulated than ever, the memory of his mouth between my thighs still livid. My head tilted back, I suddenly remember what to do in this situation.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“Yes, that's it, Come. Milk my cock with your tiny pussy.”

I let out a long moan and all of a sudden my body tenses up, white crackling flashing before my eyes. This orgasm is even stronger than the first, sending me into orbit. But barely the first waves of ecstasy dissipated, Daniel withdraws from me without having finished. I question him silently, my gaze going from his face to his taut, soaking cock.

“You forgot what I said? I still have a place to explore.”

I shiver, suddenly remembering the plug inside me. How could I forget its presence? After a few quick kisses on my mouth, Daniel places his arm under me, turning me onto my stomach. Then he makes me bend my legs. My arms remain attached.

Slowly, he removes the object from between my buttocks, keeping them apart to observe the work he has created. Thus positioned, I feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever. A shiver runs through me as I feel him behind me, his tense member caressing the line between my buttocks.

One of his hands presses the top of my shoulders to hold me against the mattress, while the other guides his cock between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip as his tip begins to work its way into me.

Failing to be able to push my fingers into the sheets to help me withstand this imposing invasion, it is my mouth that comes to bite the fabric under me. My breathing is erratic. Tears start to flow down my cheeks. Still, I hold on. I managed to take him everywhere else before that. I can get by here too.

Halfway through, he pauses, gently patting my ass, as if letting me know he's proud of me. This soothes me, and subconsciously, I push my hips back slightly, causing him to sink a little deeper. My action is greeted with a light laugh.

“You really are a little slut. Just for me, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master. Just for you. I’m your little slut.”

“That's right baby girl. You are totally mine now. Even if you don't become my companion, you will never be able to forget. You will never find another man to measure up to me. I will ruin you for other men.”

I stammer incomprehensible yes Master as his cock finishes sinking completely into me. I'm proud of myself for holding on. Now I want to cum again, and for him to come with me this time.

Daniel begins to slide back and forth in me, continuing to open me in two. I moan softly, enjoying more than I could have imagined being taken in my so taboo place.

I gasp in surprise as he straightens me up, one arm crossing my body to hold me down. Then his other hand grabs the black dildo still near us. Without wasting a moment, he pushes it into my soaked pussy.

I hiss in pain, the area still tender from its first time. But soon, I forget everything. The pain, the shame… All of this is secondary to the purely primal sensations that I feel. I am full as ever. I can't think of breathing anymore. There are only my filled holes and his hand caressing my breast in the most erotic way.

He pounds me now, as much with his cock as with the dildo. My moans echo throughout the room. I think the whole neighborhood could hear me, but I don't care. How could it be otherwise, when my orgasm is so close to arriving?

When his thumb rests on my clit again, I don't need more to completely lose my footing. In a cry, I beg him to let me cum. I'm not even sure I managed to actually pronounce the words, but it seems that's enough for him to understand me. And gives me the long-awaited permission.

My whole body convulses in an orgasm that seems to last for hours. Tears stream down my cheeks, taking the last traces of my mascara with them. I barely react as his arm lets go of me and my body falls onto the mattress.

With both hands, he grabs my hips, pounding me with comparable force. I am nothing more than a disjointed doll, moaning weakly under this violent treatment which makes me feel alive. When he finally empties into me, a huge smile lights up my face.

I think I succeed my first day of testing.


Chapter 5

I breathe a sigh of relief as I close the door of my childhood bedroom behind me. I thought I would never make the short distance between Daniel’s house and mine. I don't really know why I'm surprised. Considering what he's done to me in the past twenty-four hours, I should even be grateful to be able to walk. Thank God I didn't meet anyone. I would have been covered in shame if I had.

Despite the soreness that takes hold of my body, I would not erase the memories of this experience for anything in the world. This morning, I woke up with his hand between my thighs, already soaked. As if I hadn't had enough during the day, my dreams were filled with images, each more erotic than the other.

He spared me no more this morning than yesterday. After all, he told me so. When I’m in his house, I belong to him for twenty-four hours. So he made me earn my breakfast, having me eat his cock before I was allowed to taste his pancakes.

And even once seated in the kitchen, he gave me no rest, making me sit on the table. With a firm motion, he spread my thighs apart, dripping maple syrup down my clit, licking me until I screamed in pleasure.

In the shower, he once again slipped his cock into my pussy, still sore from the day before, while playing with his thumb on my ribbed hole. The rest of the day went like this, between relaxation and pure lust.

I must say that I was surprised by his thoughtfulness. When he was not treating me like a slut, taking my body in every way, he showed an unsuspected gentleness. Apparently, that's the way things should be done.

If the sessions between a submissive and a dominant can be intense, the care that comes after is just as important. So he took the time to run me a bath, or wrap me in a soft blanket, letting me watch a movie on his giant screen while bringing me a tea.

And I must admit that I still feel like I’m on cloud nine. I never would have thought one day of indulging in such extreme things. Even less the day I lose my virginity. But I wouldn't change that experience for anything in the world. Now I’ve only one thought in mind.

Be next Saturday.


2. PUNISHING HER


Chapter 1

I tremble with impatience as I push open the front door. I thought this day would never come. A week isn't that long. And yet, it feels like months have passed since I left this place. The house of Daniel, forty years old, my neighbor whom I have always fantasized about.

Last week, finally, those fantasies came true. When I heard he was looking for a companion, I rushed to his house to prove to him that, despite my young age, I was the one for him. I had then no idea what he was really looking for.

I didn't even know this concept of submissive and dominant. But now that he has made me discover it, that he has inflicted on my body things that I did not even suspect, I have only one desire: that he teaches me more.

That's why I'm here today. To continue my initiation. Who knows, maybe soon I'll be his companion for real. Nothing is done, though. A month is the time he gives himself to study my abilities. At the slightest failure, I’ll have to say goodbye to this idea of becoming his.

So I have to do everything to please him. It starts with playing by his rules. As soon as the front door closes behind me, I begin to undress. Even this sexy little set of lingerie has to go. That's how he wants me when I'm at his house. Completely naked and exposed to his gaze.

However, I know he’s not there yet. He sent me a message to tell me to come in, that he'll be there as soon as his meeting is over. It's so strange to be alone here. Even more once I take off my panties, the last barrier hiding my modesty.

Carefully, I fold my clothes and lay them on the bench in the hallway. My master will surely be happy that I’m so neat. My heart skips a beat when I notice the object already there. He told me about it, but I hadn't seen it yet. He probably bought it just for me.

I blush with pride at the idea. My master is already getting me gifts. If for most people, this leather collar would be a revolting sight, for me, it marks my belonging to this incredible man. Even if for the moment, it’s only temporary.

Fingers trembling with excitement, I close it around my neck before looking at myself in the small mirror in the hallway. My cheeks flush with pleasure as I slide my fingers over the leather. Then, with a perky step, I head towards the reception room, where it all started last week.

As I settle on the sofa, I see myself standing in the middle of the room again, exposing my naked body. Feeling the thrill of an experienced man's fingers on my skin for the first time.

I blush again, remembering what he did to me, shoving a plug between my ass before even giving me a first kiss. It was all so unrealistic, so decadent, that I still wonder if it really happened.

I look at my phone again, sighing when I see that time hasn't much changed since I've arrived. I have only one desire, one haste, that my master finally arrives. A hope takes hold of me as my phone finally lets out a short beep, sign of a message.

It’s Daniel, but to my great despair, he does not tell me that he is coming home. His appointment is taking longer than expected, and it will take him at least another hour before he arrives.

And that's all. He doesn't give me any further instructions on what to do. I huff as I put my phone down on the coffee table in front of me. I'm starting to get a little cold, and boredom is the worst feeling for someone as impatient as me.

I try to invent patience games for myself, picking up my phone from time to time to consult social medias. But there’s nothing to do, time doesn’t pass. I get up and wander around the room. First, to observe the photos and paintings on the walls. Then, I push my exploration a little further.

One after another, I open the doors that are in my way, discovering what they hide. I still haven't seen his bedroom. Yet, I would like more than anything to visit his lair. Breathe in his scent to occupy myself a little and fill in his very present absence. I was only intimate with him for twenty-four hours last week. Despite this, I'm already addicted.

I put on a victorious smile, convinced that I finally found the right door. But as it opens, what I find behind is nothing like what I expected.

Eyes wide in surprise, I forget all reason and enter the room.


Chapter 2

I come out of my stupor and close the door behind me, trying with this banal gesture to forget the shock I just received. In this room, nothing is banal. Not even the bed in one corner of the room is special. At the four corners of it, straps are ready to enclose the members of the submissive who will lie there. Me, maybe.

I can already feel my excitement rising as my eyes don't know where to rest in the room. It seems filled with everything that a dominant might need to impose his law on his submissive.

I shiver at the thought. All week, I kept researching BDSM. With each new piece of information, each new video, I wondered what it would feel like to be in this situation, my master showing me all these things for real.

I wonder what Daniel has in mind for our session this weekend. Is he planning to hang me on this huge cross leaning against the wall? I look at the object with a mixture of anxiety and curiosity. How vulnerable one must feel to be trapped in this, all four limbs torn apart, body totally exposed and at the mercy of their master.

Of course, he told me nothing of his plans. We haven't even exchanged a word this week. Not that I didn’t want to. How many times have I wanted to grab my phone and send him a daring message, maybe even a picture of me in lingerie?

But I didn't, too scared he'd cancel our meeting today. It's not like we have a relationship. Just because he dominated me once last weekend doesn't mean I can claim anything. Not yet. A month. Four weekends. If I manage to convince him at each of our encounters, then maybe he will let me be his companion.

I let my fingers run over the objects around me. I bite my lip, feeling my excitement flow down my thighs. Images from last week come to mind. Daniel, taking all my virginities, getting his fingers and his cock into every part of my body. No matter the shame felt, I loved receiving it between my ass. I just want him to do it again.

I head for the shelf filled with toys of all kinds. My eyes don't know where to rest, there are so many of them. Dildos of all colors and shapes. Some are realistic, others are monstrous. I'm so tight, they would tear me apart without a doubt.

My cheeks flush as I see a pair of nipple clamps, one of the first things he used on me. I can't help but take them. Closing my eyes, I grab my breast, imagining Daniel's fingers closing around my already taut point. Oh sure, his hands are much bigger and much firmer than mine, but right now I can't do anything but imagine him near me.

He tugs on my nipples roughly, making me gasp, pushing me on that fine line between pleasure and pain. A cry of surprise escapes me as a first clamp closes in on me, its little fangs tougher than I had imagined. My breathing quickens as it's my second breast's turn to be imprisoned with the same force.

I keep my eyes closed, imagining my dominant’s breath caressing my mouth, my neck. His hands glide over my body, weaving their way over the soft skin inside my thighs before moving up onto my drenched pussy.

Then he grabs a riding crop and lets it fall on the soft parts of my legs. I jump at this contact. I know it, his blows would be much stronger. But I have no experience in this, and I'm too afraid of hurting myself. I put the object down, deciding to leave it for my master's use.

I'm more excited than ever. Maybe it's having spent the week thinking about him, or knowing that soon he'll be there to do all these things to me. One thing is certain, it is that I will explode if I don’t come quickly.

After all, he didn't forbid me to come here, nor to touch me. I saved myself for him all week, wanting to make our meeting special. Now I'm here, and I'm dying to start these games. After all... If he doesn't find out, it doesn't hurt anyone, does it?

With red cheeks, I grab a dildo. The famous vibrating rabbit. Licking my lips, I slide to the floor, closing my eyes again to imagine that Daniel is putting me there. Without the slightest hesitation, I slide the object between my legs, rubbing it against my clit, against my lower lips, before starting to plunge it inside me.

I hold back a small hiss. I know it is neither as thick nor as long as my master's member. Still, I can't help but feel torn as the vibrator sinks inside me.

I let a few moments pass before turning it on, immediately arching my back to the delicious sensations. The object seems everywhere at once, and my breasts trapped in their metal clamps only add to the pleasure I feel. I let out my moan as the vibrations increase on my clit. I bite my lip, imagining my lover bustling between my thighs, his cock pushing me ever closer to the precipice.

But as I feel that recognizable wave of heat growing in the pit of my stomach, a loud metallic sound snaps me out of my fantasy. Cold sweats start running down my back. I know that sound. It's the one of his garage opening.

Hastily, I remove the object from my privacy to replace it on the shelf. I don't even have time to clean it, I can just hope he doesn't see anything. I hurriedly remove the clips and place them casually on the shelf before exiting the room.

Short of breath, I settle on the sofa in the reception room, doing everything to regain normal breathing. It is imperative that the red on my cheeks dissipate. Hopefully, he'll think it's the shame of being naked again and offered to him that's causing these colors, and not the pleasure I secretly gave myself in his dungeon moments before.

I curse myself for having given way to my lowest desires. But when Daniel finally walks into the room, I forget about all that. My heart skips a beat seeing him. Even though it's Saturday, he's wearing one of his suits that fit him so well. It's tailored, no doubt, showcasing his broad shoulders and the perfect V of his hips. I can't help but discreetly lick my lips, imagining them slipping between my legs to pick up where my fantasy left off.

A slight smile parts his lips when his eyes fall on me. He seems satisfied to see me naked and in position to wait for him. What a joy it must be for a man to come home to find a young woman of twenty-two willing to submit to his every desire.

I will never understand why girls my age prefer to run after the students who populate my college. Why settle for kids when they could have an experienced man to guide them and introduce them to the ultimate ecstasy?

I shiver as he approaches me with his confident gait. I feel my whole body ignite when, once near me, he gently caresses my cheek. Then, his hand moves down my neck, absently playing with the ring on my leather collar. He seems pleased to see the object around my neck, if I’m to believe the smile on his lips.

My eyes locked with his, I try to keep my composure, praying he doesn't notice the stain my excitement is creating on his beautiful couch. He lowers himself towards me, his lips capturing mine in a firm gesture. I feel myself melting as his tongue meets mine, drawing it into a sensual dance.

I could drop down on the floor right away, open his pants to suck him off, or lay down and spread my legs for him to settle in. I no longer need orders, no longer need to be convinced. I am his, full and whole. All I want now is for him to take me and make me cum until I can't take it anymore.

I sigh against his lips as his hands settle on my breasts, massaging them slowly before playing with their tips. Then, one of them drops lower, sliding over my soaking wet pussy. A satisfied growl escapes his throat before he breaks our kiss.

“Already soaked, huh, little girl? You've been waiting for this all week, right?”

I nod greedily, ready to throw myself into his arms and press my body against his. But I don't. I know, it's up to him to take control now. I moan as two of his fingers plunge into me, immediately bringing me back to what I was doing not ten minutes ago, lying on the floor of his dungeon.

Even if they are not as big as the dildo, they bring me much more sensations. Without a doubt because he’s the one doing these movements. I'm entranced by his presence, his smell driving me absolutely crazy. I don't know if it's his cologne or his natural scent. But I would like to drown in it, to smell nothing else for the rest of my life.

This smell is both intoxicating, exciting, but also reassuring. I know, when he is near me, nothing bad can happen to me. Even if he decides to punish me, even if he hurts me, I know that I am safe with him.

“So tell me, have you behaved in my absence?”

I don’t answer immediately, my mind clouded by the movements of his fingers in my pussy. I'm not sure visiting his dungeon and using his toys without his permission is really something that can be called behaving. But I don't want to know what he will do to me if I ever confess what I have done. And then, he has no way of knowing. So I just nod my head.

“Ashley, is this how you should address your master?”

“Excuse me, Master. Yes, behave.”

I gasp as his thumb begins to press against my tense clit, sending small electric shocks throughout my body. I won't last long if he continues like this. His eyes bore into mine, making me melt.

“And this week, have you been good too? Did you go chasing after boys from your college?”

“No, Master.”

His expression remains stoic. Slowly, he removes his fingers from me, wiping them unceremoniously on his pants. I blush a little, both embarrassed and excited to know that my excitement is now on him. But soon, I tense. Daniel walks away from me, looking grim.

“Follow me.”

A ball of nervousness rises in the pit of my stomach as we head to his office. I try to reassure myself. How could he know what I did? No, he doesn't know anything, that's for sure. I have to stay calm, otherwise I'll end up spilling the beans.

Without looking at me, he turns on his tablet, launching a video. When I finally realize what I see on the screen, my blood freezes. On the images of a surveillance camera, I can very clearly recognize myself. Watch me use his toys. Hear me moaning unrestrainedly, lying on the floor like a slut in heat. I feel myself dying of shame as Daniel's piercing gaze lands on me.

“So, that's what you call behaving, huh?”

I start trying to explain myself, stammering incomprehensible words. With authority, he raises his hand to cut me off.

“I didn't allow you to speak. You lied to me, Ashley. I cannot tolerate this. I hope you have a good explanation.”

“I... I'm sorry, Master. I was bored and turned on at the idea of seeing you. I just wanted to pretend you were here with me, teaching me new things.”

“Hmm. See, Ashley, I would like to believe you. But if you lied about that, you could very well have lied to me about the other boys. Especially since it's not the first time you’re lying to me. You waited until the last moment to tell me you were a virgin last week. I'm not sure I can tolerate this kind of behavior in my submissive. Maybe we should stop now. You're probably not the one for me.”

“No, please, Master! I'm sorry. You’re the only one, I promise. I never wanted anyone else. Please give me a chance to make it up to you.”

I'm almost sobbing now, desperate. It can't stop now. Not because of some stupid dildo. I look at him pleadingly as a few tears start to slide down my cheeks. With the tip of his thumb, he caresses my cheeks, before sighing.

“Very well. I'm ready to give you one last chance. But know that I won’t be delicate with you. If I don't punish you properly, you'll never learn. Are you ready for this?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

“Do you remember your safe words? Yellow to slow down, red to stop?”

I nod, relieved to get his clemency. No matter what he wants to do to me, it will never be as bad as having to go home and never have sex with him again. And that, I couldn't stand.

I take a deep breath to calm myself. I know it… The rest of the weekend is going to be long.


Chapter 3

“Until you learn to behave properly when I'm not around, I'm going to have to be strict with you.”

I shiver as I watch him rummage through his drawer. Who knows what he'll get out of it? There are still so many things I don't know. I swallow hard when finally something comes out. A leash.

With a click of his tongue, he makes me kneel next to him. I obediently obey, trying to hide my nervousness as he attaches the leash to my collar. Then he gets up, tugging on the piece of leather for me to follow.

My cheeks are red with shame. I never thought I would one day walk on all fours behind a man, completely naked. Surely there is nothing more humiliating.

And yet, I let myself do. Not just because I hope that in the end, he will take care of me until I climax. No, it goes further than that. I can't explain it, but I love being treated in such a humiliating way. Having to be docile, obeying to every will of this man so sexy and charismatic. I don't think there are many things I would deny him if he asked me to.

I swallow again, realizing where he is taking me. His dungeon. He ushers me in, leading me to the middle of the room. There, he lets go of my leash, ordering me not to move. Then he walks without a word to his toy’s shelf.

He clicks his tongue in disapproval, methodically repositioning the nipple clamps I threw there in a hurry. Then he grabs the dildo I used earlier.

“I'm really disappointed, Ashley. I had planned to show you this place myself. To present you all the objects I have. But you had to do as you please.”

“I’m sorry, Master.”

He clicks his tongue again, making me realize it won't be enough. The dildo still in his hands, he comes back to me, squatting to me at my level. Still on all fours, I look up at him.

“When you take a toy, you have to wash it afterwards. Fix that.”

I furrow my eyebrows slightly in confusion. Does he want me to get up and go clean it in the bathroom? I freeze as his hand comes to rest on my face, his thumb pressing against my chin for me to open my mouth.

It doesn't take much for me to understand what he expects of me. With his other hand, he approaches the object of my mouth, and I have no choice but to let it sink into me. My eyes widen. I'm shocked, but I'm not struggling.

My gaze fixed on my master, I put all my heart into licking the object, forgetting my shame to feel my own taste on my lips. I must satisfy him, by all the means in my possession. Show him I'm the good girl he wants me to be.

For long moments, he continues to push the object into me, putting as much care in his movements as if it were his own cock. I choke a little as the object comes dangerously close to the back of my throat. If I had enjoyed doing this to him the other day, sucking on a vibrator really isn't the same thing. But I was a bad girl. I have to accept my punishment, even if I don't like it.

Then, without warning, he takes the object away from me to rummage again in his shelf. My blood freezes as I see him grab the riding crop. Last week, he punished me by hitting me, but it was only his hands, and he wasn't as angry as he is today. Who knows what awaits me with this object?

“I saw you used it earlier. But you were going too gently. This is how it should be done.”

My whole body jumps forward as two sharp slaps crash into the soft skin of my ass. The pain is much more acute than when I tested it earlier. Without him asking me, I get back into position, anxiously awaiting the next blow. New blows fall, this time on the back of my thighs, snatching me a high-pitched cry.

I try to calm my breathing, bracing myself for the hits to come. It doesn't matter if it hurts, I have to hold on. But nothing comes. Slowly he slides the piece of leather down my slit, making me shiver. He chuckles softly.

“You're soaked, little girl. I don't think that kind of punishment is the solution, if you like it that much.”

I bite my lip. He is right. Even though it hurts, I must admit that these blows awaken a dark pleasure in me. I watch him come back to me, worried. In his hands, he holds a strange object. A mixture of leather and metal buckles that he approaches my ass.

I stand still, not daring to turn around to look at what he is doing. I know it, I must be absolutely docile. A shiver runs through me as his hand hugs my lower lips, coating itself in my excitement before getting higher.

I tense as his finger brushes my secret entry. Slowly, he pushes a knuckle inside me. I bite my lip, trying to relax. I forgot the sensations of him visiting this taboo place. I'm so tight, I can't believe he got his dick in there last week. I hope I will have the right to a demonstration again.

But it's not for now. Meticulously, he harnesses me in this object, like strange panties. It’s only when I hear the click of a lock being closed that I understand what is happening to me. I think I'm locked in some sort of chastity belt. I who thought that these objects only existed in books on the Middle Ages, it seems that I was wrong.

“Once again, Ashley, you behaved like a slut. I have to do everything to make sure you won't try to touch yourself as soon as my back is turned.”

My breathing quickens. How long is he going to leave me in there? One hour? Two? All night long? No, that cannot be. He too must have dreamed of this moment all week. He too must want to bury himself in me. Unless...

I'm sure I'm not the only one who heard the rumor that he was looking for a companion. Maybe he goes on dates, testing different submissives. The one before me may have behaved better, satisfying him to the point that he doesn't crave me, not feeling the need to empty himself into me.

I would like to ask him, but I know that I am in no position to claim anything. So I just obey him when he grabs my leash again and leads me to the kitchen.

There, he lifts me up to sit on his marble island. I blush at my strange position. I'm naked, covered only with this chastity belt, while he is still fully dressed, taking out food out of his fridge. How can he remain so in control, behaving as if nothing is happening?

I can't wait to see what happens to me next. Right now, all my focus is on staying still. Above all, do not distract him, do not do something that could displease him.

But this good resolution is quickly defeated as a startle takes me, my hand sending a jar of sauce flying before I manage to catch in extremis. He clicks his tongue in disapproval before giving me a sly smile.

“Oh yeah. I forgot to tell you. There is a small vibrator embedded in the belt. You remember the rule, right? You can’t come without my permission.”

Livid, I nod my head. With everything that's happened since the moment I walked into his house, I'm already overstimulated. And I know he's not going to let me cum that easily. I bite my lip, bracing myself for a painful retribution.

Without a word, he resumes cooking, pretending to ignore the small vibrations emanating from between my legs. My fingers curl around the edge of the counter, desperately trying to find some support. The vibrations are not very intense, but enough to make me shake.

Every time I moan, he grabs his controller. Sometimes he increases the vibrations, adding to my stimulation. Others, he turns the toy off completely, and I have to restrain myself with all my might from expressing my disappointment and displeasure. I don't know which of these extremes is the hardest to bear. All I know is that I want to cum, and he won't let me.

It seems to me that this game lasts for hours. When dinner is finally ready, he takes me down from the counter to bring me to the table. I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief. So sitting on the kitchen counter, I felt like I was on stage, exposed, even if it was only to his gaze. Now the table offers me some semblance of protection.

“I want to see your hands at all times. I know you, Ashley. I know you can't hold yourself.”

I blush to be treated like a disobedient child. But how to prove him wrong, when, barely arrived in his house, I threw myself on his toys to try to find a deliverance?

He serves me food, and the meal begins. Neither of us says anything. I keep my eyes down, wanting to show my submission. Nervously, I wait for the vibrations to resume between my thighs. I don't really know what I want anymore. When the toy is on, I'll give anything to stop it, knowing I'm not going to cum. But when it's off, I miss it terribly.

I can't help but fidget in my chair, feeling Daniel's burning gaze on me. I think it excites him, seeing me struggle with my emotions like this. In the middle of the meal, he gets up, approaching me without saying a word. I tense, trying to prepare myself for the new thing he wants to impose on me.

Eagerly, he lifts me from my chair, pressing down firmly on my back until I find myself bent over on the dining table. I gasp in surprise as I feel him undo the chastity belt. That's it, I'm finally going to be rid of it.

I shiver as I feel the cool air caressing my drenched parts. For what feels like hours, he does nothing, no doubt watching the shameful spectacle I offer him. My soaked pussy, throbbing with desire. There is nothing to say. I really am a slut.

A shiver of excitement runs through me as I hear the buckle of his belt come undone. It is certainly the sound that I prefer, carrying the craziest promises. Without wasting a moment, he approaches me, patting his cock lightly against my swollen clit before lining up at my entrance.

I gasp in surprise as he thrusts into me forcefully. I grit my teeth, feeling split open. The dildo really wasn't as thick as he is, and the fact that he doesn’t take his time to let me get used to his presence only adds to that feeling.

My breathing gets harder as his hips finally meet mine. He's now into me to the hilt, his hand still pressing down on my upper back to hold me in place.

“Damn, you’re so tight.”

I can't help blushing with pleasure and pride when I hear that. Knowing that he loves being inside me like that boosts my ego and gives me hope. Quickly, he begins his thrusts, tearing me sighs of pleasure and pain mixed. I forgot how imposing his presence can be.

A moan dies in my throat as his thrusts grow stronger. With each push, my body finds itself thrown forward, my hips sinking into the edge of the table. I have no doubt about it, his assaults will leave marks on my skin for a few days.

The idea only makes me more soaked. I bite my lip as his hand slips between my legs, his fingers capturing my clit to apply strong pressure. My body reacts instantly, and I feel the heat making my lower abdomen throb.

My eyes close as I surrender to pleasure. But before it's too late, I remember what I have to do. In a pleading voice, I implore my master.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“No.”

Immediately, his hand withdraws, squeezing a pathetic moan from me. He grabs my hip to hold me still and starts pounding me. It does not take more than a few thrusts to empty himself inside me, taking away all my hopes of orgasm.

He barely takes a few moments before pulling away. Then, without a word, he closes that cursed chastity belt around me before resuming his place at the table, leaving me more frustrated than ever.


Chapter 4

One after the other, I open my eyes. It takes me a few moments to realize where I am. Then, the events of the day before come back to me. Daniel's indifference, the chastity belt, my frustration.

After dinner we watched a movie, me at his feet. I tried to focus on the screen, but every time his hand came to caress my hair absentmindedly, I lost interest in the actors, remaining at bay, hoping that my master would finally push his caresses further away. But he didn't.

My hopes were no more fulfilled when we left for the bedroom. I had to crawl after him, of course. He doesn't look like he's about to give up that leash. He didn't take me to his room, making it clear to me. As long as I have not proven myself, I have no right to discover this facet of his intimacy.

Once settled in the bed, he tied each of my hands with long straps. I thought a new punishment was about to begin, with a reward at the end of it. Again, my hopes were dashed. No sooner had he harnessed me than he lay down next to me, turning his back to me to fall asleep almost immediately.

As for me, it took me a while to fall asleep. Not that the position was particularly painful. It's not the most comfortable way to sleep, but at least I still had some freedom of movement.

No, what kept me awake was knowing that my probation was far from over. I know it, my time is running out. Twenty-four hours is the time I have to satisfy him. Now I only have a few left. I have to do everything to make them count. And it starts now.

Looking down, I find what woke me up. Daniel is there, towering over me, his lips capturing my right nipple. An amused glint crosses his gaze as our eyes meet. He is very proud to have awakened me from my sleep in this way. He decides to push his game now that I'm fully aware.

His teeth begin to close over my tense tip, causing me to squeal. It hurts a little, and yet I already feel my excitement rising. What better way to start the day than to get my master's attention?

His mouth slides over my opposite breast, as his fingers grip the hollow of my waist firmly. It seems tighter, thus imprisoned in his imposing hands. One move, and he could break me in two. A shiver runs through me at the thought of such power, and I can't help but arch my back to go in search of more sensations.

A sulky pout crosses my face as his mouth releases my skin with a loud pop. He gets up, rummaging through a nightstand. It seems that he has toys hidden in every corner of his house.

I freeze when I see him come back with a strange object. It's like a stick, but at the end, there is a wheel topped with spades. I fidget a little, suddenly worried. This object is impressive. I'm sure he can hurt me with that.

My stomach contracts as Daniel approaches me again. I can't help but pull back, suddenly nervous about having this on my skin. The man puts his hand on my thigh, stroking it gently to reassure me.

I relax a bit, licking my lips as his hand moves higher and higher. Slowly, he places the object on the thin skin inside my legs. I'm shivering. It's not as unpleasant as I thought it would be. It tingles, a bit like a slightly pushed tickle.

Seeing me relax, he pushes a little harder, making me hiss in pain. He doesn’t stop, continuing his course on my skin, making it blush with each of his passages. I bite my lip as the object sinks into my breasts, slowly approaching my nipples.

I close my eyes and push my head back, letting myself go. Everything contradicts itself in my head, I can no longer think about what I feel. All I know is that a part of me likes it. The excitement building up against the chastity belt still on me only confirms that.

He finally drops the object and leans over me, his thumb resting on my lip. Slowly, I let my tongue out to caress his skin in a gesture that I want sexy. He smiles, plunging his finger deeper into my mouth. I set to work, wanting to prove my enthusiasm. I pout when he pulls his hand away.

“What a bad host I am. You must be hungry.”

My mouth drops open in surprise, making his eyes sparkle in amusement. A wave of heat rises in me. I can't believe he could say such decadent things to me. And yet it excites me.

With measured movements, he repositions me on the bed, my hands still bound by the restraints that have kept them tied all night. He places pillows behind my shoulders, positioning my head at the perfect angle for him.

In this position, I have no real freedom of movement. He’s the one who will control the situation. I know he's not going to be kind to me. And that excites me like never before.

I lick my lips as he pulls his pants down, exposing his already taut member. My cheeks flush a little, betraying the pride I feel in being the one creating such excitement in him. Even though I misbehaved, wasn't the perfect submissive he wanted me to be, he still wants me.

I shiver as he straddles me, his cock only inches from my face. His fingers dig into my hair, holding my head in place. Then, finally, he lines up with my lips, slowly thrusting his member inside me.

I focus on my breathing. It's the only thing I can control right now. And I must absolutely remain calm in the face of this invasion. He’s so thick, so long, I'm sure I could choke eating him like that.

I cough as he doesn't stop, letting his manhood sink deep inside me without any preparation. I close my eyes as he is now fully in. But his deep voice quickly calls me to order.

“Eyes on me.”

I comply, even if it is difficult to do so. Slowly, he withdraws, bringing me some relief. But soon he is back. He seems to take pleasure in behaving like this, taking the slowest speed possible to make this delicious punishment last.

Because I must admit, I like his taste. I never could have believed that it’s possible to enjoy this. And yet, that's exactly what happens to me. But that, I am careful not to tell him. If he finds out that I like to suck him, he will probably stop doing it, just to punish me a little more.

A few tears start to well up in the corner of my eyes as he quickens his movements, continuing to go deep inside me. His fingers close more firmly in my hair, holding me tighter than ever.

I am nothing more than an object, a receptacle of his desires. And I love this. Even more so when he can't stop a few grunts from coming out of his lips. I know he's not far away. So I start moving my tongue rhythmically, trying to give him even more sensations.

With a sharp jerk, he pulls away from me, grabbing his cock in his hand to let his seed splatter my breasts, my face. I remain motionless for a few moments, surprised. I had already prepared myself to swallow every drop of his seed, I did not expect him to drop everything on my body.

I lick my lips, catching with the tip of my tongue the few drops of his cum that fell there. This makes him smile and encourages him to put his thumb in my mouth again. I suck it as greedily as his cock moments before.

“What a dirty girl. I think it's time to wash you up.”

With delicacy, he undoes the shackles keeping me in bed before reaching out to help me up. Obediently, I follow him to the bathroom. For a few moments, I observe the place, admiring the luxury of the decor.

I only come back to reality when his hands land on my hips, caressing them absentmindedly before finally unzipping my chastity belt. I let out a small sigh of relief when I hear the lock click. With a quick gesture, he throws the object into a corner of the room. I think I'm finally rid of it for good.

I look down. I am now completely naked in front of him. He lets his gaze trail over my body, apparently enjoying the view I'm giving him. Then he also gets rid of his last layers of clothes, offering his body to my eager eyes.

I can't stop biting my lip looking at him. He's built like a god, his abs bulging without overdoing it, his muscular arms with enough strength to lift me up, his broad shoulders I dream of digging my fingernails into as he makes me scream in pleasure.

I blush as our eyes meet, embarrassed to be caught in my watching. His hand slips into the small of my back and he pushes me to enter the impressive shower that sits in the room. I let out a soft sigh as the water begins to run over my already burning skin.

This warm feeling only increases as he lays his hands on me, drawing abstract shapes on my lower belly before sliding them between my legs, encompassing my intimacy. He clicks his tongue in a mocking sound.

“You really like to suck me, huh, my little slut? You’re soaked.”

My cheeks burn so much they are red. How could I deny these humiliating words when my body offers proof that they are true? He continues to play with his fingers on my lower lips, making me grow small moans of pleasure.

It lasts a few moments. Then he loses patience and slams me against the wall of the shower, the water continuing to trickle over our bodies. I gasp loudly, his fingers digging into me. He makes them dance at a crazy pace, awakening all my senses. Firmly, he captures my mouth in a kiss, stifling my squeals of pleasure with this simple gesture.

His thumb begins to press on my clit, and I feel like I'm losing my footing. A few more moments like this, and I'm ready to explode. But I know I have no right to do so. I growl against my master's mouth, trying to make him understand what is happening to me. He tortures me for a few more seconds before withdrawing, out of breath. He looks at me with a mocking smile.

“What is it, little girl? You want to cum, right?”

“Yes, please Master.”

“Ashley... I think you know the answer. Who has the right to cum?”

“The... The good girls.”

“That's right. And you, you're nothing but a slut. Not a good girl.”

Quickly, he pulls his fingers away, causing me to moan pathetically. I was so close to coming. This is really not how I had imagined my second day in his hands. I had thought of all the scenarios, anticipated all the positions. I thought I was going to cum countless times, trapped by his body. But because of my impatience, I’m not.

Innocently, he grabs a soap and starts running it all over my body to wash me. Of course, he particularly insists on certain areas, doing everything to drive me crazy. He acts as if nothing had happened, but I feel them well, his pressures more intense on my nipples and on my clit, making me tremble.

I can not stand it anymore. I think I could cry from frustration. But I come to my senses, taking a deep breath. I got myself into this situation. It's up to me to bear the consequences now.

Trembling, I grab the soap he hands me, starting to run it over his body like he expects me to. I keep my head down, feeling his smoldering gaze staring intently at my every move.

I have to bite my lip to stop myself from kissing his dripping skin. I want to lick him from head to toe, pressing my body against his until his cock plunges inside me and gives me that feeling I've been waiting for all week.

But I don't, finishing my work obediently. When finally all traces of his seed have disappeared from both of our bodies, he turns off the water and grabs a towel to wrap me in. He's just washed me off, and yet I already feel the excitement flowing between my legs, as his fingers carefully dry my chest, making my nipples more pointed than ever. I shiver when his deep voice echoes through the room.

“Now that you're clean, it's time for your punishment to begin.”

I swallow with difficulty. Does he really consider that everything he has done to me since yesterday was not a punishment? Worry begins to twist my stomach as he gets dressed. Me, of course, I have to stay naked. This simple change of outfit marks the difference between us. He is the dominant, I am the submissive.

Nervously, I follow him to his dungeon. The things that turned me on yesterday worry me, now that I know he's going to use them on me. I know I'm going to enjoy it all, and if not, I can always say my safe word.

And yet, I can't help but feel a slight worry as he pats a leather bench, inviting me to lie down on it. Slowly, I let my stomach lean against the piece of furniture, my knees resting on the elements designed to accommodate them.

As usual, my master takes his time to prepare me, the waiting being entirely part of his psychological game on me. A first leather link closes on my wrist, before its counterpart clings to my ankle, forcing me to arch my back slightly to adapt to the short length of the chain connecting my limbs.

He repeats the same way on the other side, before attacking my thighs. One by one, he ties them to the bench posts, making sure I can't move. I find myself totally trapped, my ass and my pussy totally offered to him. He now has access to my most private parts, he can do absolutely anything he wants.

I focus on my breathing, nervously awaiting his decision. Thus positioned, I turn my back to his toy shelf. I can't see what he's selecting right now.

I barely feel him come back to me, jumping when his hand lands on my ass. I freeze as an object meets his touch. I know what it is, and my suspicions are confirmed as I feel a heavy dose of lube running down my most intimate area.

As one of his hands spreads my buttocks apart to give himself better access, the other begins to press the plug against my tight entrance, slowly sinking it inside me. I bite my lip, my stomach heaving against the leather bench.

He barely gives me time to get used to this presence, already presenting me with a new object. I don't see it, but considering the sensations it offers on the sensitive skin of my buttocks, I guess what it is. A flogger.

I've seen it used in a few videos, and I have to say it intimidates me. All those leather straps can't be all good. For a few minutes, he makes me languish, increasing the intensity of my worry. Slowly, he slides the object over my body, caressing my back, my thighs, and even the soles of my feet.

A scream dies in my throat as this is precisely where he decides to land his first blow. My feet curl up, the movement of my ankles tugging at my wrists. It's probably a good thing that he tied my thighs to the bench, I'd probably have fallen otherwise.

He goes back to stroking me with the leather straps, making the anticipation even harder to bear than the strikes themselves. I contract again when, this time, it's my ass that become the target of his hand.

Things follow each other with unbearable slowness. So far, he had been content to smack my ass, rarely descending on my thighs. Now he seems to take pleasure in attacking all my legs, alternating inside and outside, up and down.

Thus harnessed, I feel everything, my senses both exacerbated and lost. Every time the straps meet my sensitive skin, it's like thousands of little pricks digging into me.

However, I hold on, trying to forget the difficulty of my position to focus only on the sensations I feel. It is impossible for me to describe them, so much the pleasure and the pain mingle. I cannot explain why I feel this. But being treated like this anchors me in reality, forcing me to think of nothing but the present moment. Forget the worries and hassles of everyday life. By these blows, he frees me from it, absolves me of all my sins.

And yet, soon, it starts to be hard to bear. My limbs are shaking, and the pain is sharpening as my skin hurts. The tears start to well up. I don't want it to end, no matter what my body tells me. I don't want to say my safe words. I'm sure I can hold out a bit longer.

But my master seems to think otherwise. I hold my breath as I hear him place the flogger at his feet. Did I deceive him with my moans of pain? His hand begins to gently caress my ass, my thighs, bringing me comforting warmth.

Then, he approaches my face, crouching down to get to my level. He looks at me for a few moments before finally speaking.

“It's getting too much, isn't it?”

I nod gently in response, closing my eyes and sighing in relief as his hand caresses my cheek, his thumb gently wiping away the few tears that have fallen there.

“How about I take you on my lap like last week, to finish your punishment? Could you handle that?”

It takes me no more than a few seconds to make my decision, nodding enthusiastically. He was offering me an exit, giving me the option to end the punishment there. But I don't want it. No, I still want to feel him inflict his law on me.

He gets up and removes the buckles that held my thighs stuck against the bench. However, he does not undo the bonds of my wrists and my ankles, preferring to lift me to carry me to bed.

There he sits, rocking me on his knee. Thus positioned, my buttocks are directed towards his face. He starts stroking them gently again, while explaining me the rules of the game.

“We're going to end the punishment like this. I'm going to spank you ten times. After each of them, I want you to tell me what you are. Understood?”

“Yes, Master”

A sound of approval escapes his throat. Then, without waiting, he slaps his hand on me. I let out a squeal. His kick was much stronger than I expected. Even if he knows that I struggled to bear the end of the flogger, this remains a punishment. He certainly won't spare me.

I’m good with it. He showed me how to recognize my limits, even before I identified them. I suddenly remember his order, stammering painfully.

“I'm a dirty slut.”

A mocking breath escapes him. I'm sure he appreciates hearing me say those demeaning words about myself. And I have to admit, I love it too. Maybe that's who I am. After all, wasn't it me who rushed to spread my legs for him last week? I threw myself into the lion's den, and now I'm just waiting for him to swallow me whole.

The blows continue to fall one after the other. My voice chokes a little more each time, but I hold on, continuing to confess aloud what I am inside. Having a clear goal makes things easier.

Even if I lose the thread a little, I know that the punishment is not far from over. And so, maybe he will finally bring me some pleasure and let me cum. A higher-pitched cry escapes me as his hand slams between my thighs, hitting my pussy with a wet thud. Daniel clicks his tongue.

“You’re so wet, even if I’m punishing you. But that's normal. Why?”

“Because I'm a slut, Master!”

“That's right.”

My legs are shaking, the pain is becoming more and more unbearable. And yet, I don't want him to stop. I feel terribly well, thus stuck to the body of my master. I would much rather have pain and have him take care of me than the indifference he gave me yesterday.

But finally, the punishment comes to an end, a final cry of pain escaping from my throat as my reddened butt receives its final slap. With a sigh of relief, I say the words he's been waiting for.

“I'm a slut. Thank you, Master.”

He chuckles softly, visibly pleased that I added those last words on my own. I know it's something he enjoys. And yet, at this moment, I really mean them. This is not a calculating move on my part. I really enjoyed being punished like this.

Now I'm ready for whatever he wants to give me, even if I don't get to orgasm from it. He decides, I receive. Slowly he lifts me up, making me sit astride one of his legs. His hands gently caress my burning ass, bringing it brief relief.

I can not ignore that in this position, my clit is pressed strongly against his leg. A simple movement, and I could bring it a little pleasure, a little relief. As if reading my mind, Daniel puts his hands on my hips, beginning to slide me up onto his thigh still covered in pants. Touching that fabric only adds to the delicious friction I feel.

I bite my lip, gazing into his eyes to show him how much I love what he does to me. But soon he stops. A mocking smile forms on his lips, and it does not take me more to understand what he wants to tell me. It's still too early for him to let me cum. I haven't earned it yet.

Effortlessly, he lifts me up and lays me down on the bed. I can't hold back a slightly disappointed pout, my eyes turning to the bench where he has installed me for my punishment. His gaze follows mine before returning to my face, his eyebrows lightly frowning.

“Well, you want to ask me something?”

“I… Can we go back there?”

A broad smile forms on his lips, visibly happy to see what his treatments have caused in me. He nods slowly before wrapping his arms around my body to lift me up.

I feel arousal rise in me as he attaches me to the object again. I don't know why, but being tied this way pleases me enormously. It brings me comfort, security. Like an additional hold to the one that my dominant can offer me.

He moves away again to get the rest of his instruments. When he returns, it's to play absentmindedly with the plug still between my ass, pulling it back into place, gradually widening my tight entrance.

“Do you remember what I taught you, Ashley? Where are the bad girls fucked?”

“In... In the ass, Master.”

I gasp as his middle finger replaces the plug, sinking deeper and deeper into me. He lets out a contented whisper, wiggling his finger before adding another. Gradually he begins to exercise small circles, before spreading them in a scissor movement, always making me bigger. I grit my teeth, trying to get used to this still so strange feeling. Then he takes them off again, leaving me empty for a few moments.

I shudder, hearing the very distinctive sound of the lubricant coming out of its tube. I wonder what he puts it on. A toy? His cock? I quickly get my answer, as I feel something hard press against my tight ring.

My breathing quickens as he pushes the toy inside me. It is not as wide as him, and yet I already have trouble bearing it. More than ever, I’m awake to my feelings. I feel like it never ends. Daniel leans towards me, whispering in my ear.

“Breathe, little girl.”

I take a deep breath, suddenly realizing that I was holding it. For a few moments, he leaves the object in place, giving me some time to get used to its presence. Then, he turns the small wheel at its base, making me jump. The object vibrates in me, bringing me sensations yet unknown.

He grabs the toy, starting to move it in and out at a slow pace. Then, seeing me relax, he picks up the pace, pushing harder and harder, faster and faster. My little moans of discomfort turn into squeals of pleasure. My breathing quickens and I feel my other entrance throb, closing desperately in the void.

If these sensations are delicious, I know that I will need more to cum. But I remain patient. Above all, I don't want to delay my deliverance by being too eager. I moan as his hand slips between my legs again, collecting my excitement with his fingertips.

I let out a frustrated moan as his fingers move away from me. But my wait is only short. He's gotten out of his clothes, and I hear him come closer to me again.

A delicious shiver runs through me as his taut cock begins to slip between my lower lips, playing with my patience and coating itself in my natural lube. If I weren't afraid of the consequences, I'd be yelling at him to take me on the spot. But I don't do anything about it, and I find myself rewarded by his cock finally lining up at my entrance.

He takes his time to push himself into me, as if he wants to savor every inch that sinks into me. Immediately, my intimacy encompasses him, tightening around him perfectly. It is as if I’ve been modeled on his cock, each of my corners welcoming his every line.

Despite the tugging that I feel, I savor every moment of his presence in me. When his hips finally meet mine, I breathe a slight sigh of relief. It's the same question every time. Would I be able to take it all inside me?

But before I can congratulate myself on my accomplishment, his fingers grab the toy still stuck in me, increasing the vibrations. I flinch as much as my bonds allow, suddenly realizing how full I am.

I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands, the only controlling movement I can make right now. My master doesn't waste a moment, gripping my hips to make long strokes inside me.

I moan loudly as his movements grow faster and faster inside me. I forgot what it is like to have him pushing into my body like this, the latter adapting to welcome it in the best possible way.

I won't last long at this pace, this feeling of tearing making me lose my mind. My eyes close in pleasure as his hand dips between my thighs, pressing hard against my clit hungry for his caresses.

I know I’m close, and that soon he will surely deny me another orgasm. At least, that's what I'm sure of. So I can't hold back a cry of joy when he finally utters those words.

“You can come, baby girl. Cum as many times as you want, you deserve it.”

It doesn't take much for me to feel myself leaving, his fingers accelerating their dance on my nerve button. A violent orgasm rips through me, electric shocks pouring through every part of my body. I have never experienced anything like it. For a few moments, it's as if all life escapes me, all the frustration felt since I arrived here flies away.

I come to myself as my lover continues to work on me. He doesn't seem ready to stop. And that doesn't displease me. Already, I feel the heat building up in my belly again. I've heard of these multiple orgasms before, but I think today I'm about to experience them.

It takes me no more than a few minutes to confirm this, my body tensing up again, my holes contracting harder than ever around his cock and his toy. Between two grunts of satisfaction, my master laughs and pats my ass, showing me his satisfaction.

Still in the mists of my orgasms, I frown as his pace slows to a stop. He didn't come though. The answer to my questions comes quickly as he removes the toy from between my ass to place his own cock there.

A grunt of discomfort greets his insertion in me. Despite the stimulation of the toy, and his member drenched in my excitement, his imposing presence makes me feel even more split in two.

But as he sinks into me, his fingers resume light movements over my clit, soothing me and reawakening the desire within me. I abandon myself completely to my feelings, forgetting all my fears and all my discomforts.

Slowly, he begins to move back and forth inside me, giving me a few moments to get myself to the width of his member. Soon, he loses patience, his movements accelerating, both in me and on my clit. I moan loudly, forgetting all reason, all measure.

His other hand grips my hip, pinning me even more if possible. His grunts join my cries of pleasure. Needless to say, I'm a slut. There's no point in trying to hide it, not when his cock stuck between my ass brings me so much pleasure. Along with his growls are added a litany of words, encouraging me to come on his cock.

A little harder pressure, a little deeper thrust, and my whole body begins to convulse, my eyes closing under the intensity of the orgasm that devastates my body. My privacy contracts up around his cock, causing his ecstasy. For what seems like hours, he empties into me, each of his long spurts of cum drawing a contented sigh out of me.

Lost in the mists of orgasm, I barely realize that he is pulling away from me, releasing me one by one from my shackles to take me into the comforting warmth of his arms.


Chapter 5

I wince as I slide into the tub, clutching Daniel's arm to keep from falling. After all he's done to me, it's hard to keep my balance, my legs still wobbling. He shows infinite patience with me, not rushing me in the least.

I breathe a sigh of relief as the water gradually covers my exhausted body. A hot bath is exactly what I needed. After making sure that I am well settled, Daniel leaves the room. I close my eyes, savoring this moment. This bathroom is amazing. And to think that one day, this could be my home.

I already imagine myself living here, spending my days waiting for him, occupying myself with my favorite passions. And then, in the evening, welcome him as it should be. Naked, with my submissive collar around my neck to make him forget all his worries from his day at the office. Let him express all his frustration, all his joys. Celebrate each of his victories by letting him do absolutely what he wants with my body.

I’m sure of it. This life is made for me. But nothing is done yet. I barely made it through my second attempt, and the test isn't over. I still have two more weekend to go before he considers making a decision on my future as his submissive.

And this weekend, I was so close to losing everything because of my impatience. I'm going to have to be smarter than that in the future. But this is a problem that I don’t have to solve until our next encounter. That is, if he allows me to come back...

I push that idea out of my mind. For the moment, I gained the right to rest. I have to savor each of these minutes when he lets me enjoy his home and his presence. The twenty-four hours have long over, and yet he insisted that I stay. The last hours have been intense, he wants to make sure that I am in perfect condition, both physically and mentally, before letting me go home.

A big smile forms on my lips as he enters the room again, his hands taken by a large tray covered with a multitude of snacks and a steaming cup of tea. Firmly, he orders me to eat. I need to regain my strength.

I hasten to obey him, wishing more than anything to satisfy him. This order is really not hard to follow. It's as if he had guessed all my favorite foods. He knows me better than I thought, it seems.

But just as I'm about to take a bite of my favorite cookies, I stop, my hand hanging in the air. Sensually, Daniel takes off the clothes he had put on after our session. Then, in his deep voice, he asks me to make room for him. I blush as he slides up behind me, trapping me between his legs, pressing my back to his chest.

I don't know why I react like this. After all he's done to my body, I shouldn't feel so embarrassed to share a bath with him. But there is a kind of tenderness in this gesture, a higher level of intimacy.

I close my eyes and let myself go at this unexpected moment, feasting on his caresses on my skin still on fire. I can't help but smile proudly as his deep voice rises, saying the words I've been so eagerly waiting for.

“You took your punishment so well, baby girl. I'm proud of you. Now I hope you understand how you should behave, even if I'm not here to watch you. I still have a lot to teach you. I expect you to be on your best behavior when you come back next week.”

“I promise, Master”


3. BREAKING HER


Chapter 1

A small sigh of excitement escapes my mouth as the leather collar finally closes around my neck. I've waited all week for this moment, eager to return to my master's house.

I can't believe it's already been two weeks since I lost my virginity to this man. He certainly hadn't expected this when he opened the door to me that day. For him, I was still only the young twenty-two years old girl living next door to him.

How could he have known that I had been fantasizing about him for years? During all this time, I dated no boy of my age, preferring to save myself in the hope of one day falling into the arms of this so attractive forty-year-old.

I have often wondered how a man with as much charisma and success as him could still be single. I thought maybe it was his job that took him too much time. Now I know it's because of his particular way of life. Of his fantasies.

Daniel is a dominant. And what he wants is a companion who can submit to the least of his desires. This is how my probation began. One month, four weekends. For twenty-four hours, he can do absolutely anything he wants with me. If I pass each of these tests, he will consider making me his submissive for good.

During our first meeting, he didn’t go easy on me, spanking me, putting a plus between my ass cheeks before even kissing me. Even when I finally confessed to him that I was a virgin, he didn't really drop his pace, showing me what to expect in his company.

As for last week… Last week, I almost lost everything. Too eager to find out more about his world, I snooped around his house, discovering his dungeon, and starting to use his toys without even having permission. When he found out, he made me pay for it in the most delicious way.

I don't know how many times he pushed me to orgasm, never letting me reach it, going so far as to lock me in a chastity belt to make sure I didn't touch myself as soon as he had his back turned. That day, I learned my lesson, returning home with my ass still red from the passage of his flogger.

Despite his tough treatments and these frustrations, he didn't let me go without fucking me in absolutely all my most private parts, making sure to give me enough orgasms to make me addicted to him.

I spent the week on edge, counting the hours, the seconds, separating me from this moment. Now naked in his entryway as I’m supposed to do when I arrive here, I know I have to be patient. If I am docile, he will make this new weekend an experience that I will not soon forget.

Softly, I head to his reception room, where I must wait nicely. I blush slightly when I see his sofa, remembering how, just a week ago, I stained its fabric with my arousal. It appears to have since been cleaned.

I barely have time to sit down when I hear Daniel's voice ring out, sending a delicious shiver down my spine. He's not talking to me though, his phone tucked under his ear as he has a heated discussion about his company with who knows who.

It doesn't really interest me. Not when he gives me that devastating smile, his green eyes lighting up as they glide over my naked body. I lick my lips, my gaze fixed on his hands, on his chest covered with a white shirt perfectly cut to emphasize his wide shoulders, his muscular arms.

He walks over to me, brushing my face with his fingertips. This gesture is not erotic, and yet, I feel my whole body ignite. This man drives me absolutely crazy. I'm sure if he wanted to, he could make me cum without even touching my breasts or my pussy.

Just thinking about it makes me wet, and I fidget lightly on the couch, hoping I don't stain it again. While continuing his conversation, Daniel motions for me to follow him through his luxurious house. I'm almost disappointed when we pass the door of his dungeon without entering it. But I have to be patient. That's what's most important to him.

He opens the guest bedroom door, letting me in first. I know this room well. This is where I slept every time. He hasn't let me into his own bedroom yet, a place too private for me to be there. I must earn this privilege.

Patiently, I wait to see what the man expects of me. Without a glance, he heads for the huge closet. This one is empty, except for a dress, a pair of heels, and a lingerie set.

My mouth opens. He did text me this week asking for my measurements. I now know why. Putting his hand on the microphone of his phone so that the other doesn’t hear him, Daniel finally speaks to me.

“Put this on. Tonight, I'm taking you out.”


Chapter 2

For the umpteenth time since I got in his car, I readjust my dress, trying to get it down a little lower on my thighs. My cheeks are as red as its fabric. And to think we're not even in public yet...

I can't believe he makes me wear something so sexy in society. The skirt is much shorter than what I usually wear. As for the top... I've had swimsuits with more coverage than that. The neckline is plunging, and the back is bare. To complete this outfit, my legs are made even thinner by a pair of heels.

I try not to fidget too much, to prove him that I am obedient to his desires. I fix my eyes on the road, trying to ignore the feeling of awful nakedness I find myself in. Because if my master had indeed bought sexy lingerie, he did not let me put it on, deciding at the last moment that I would be much better naked under this already so light dress.

I did not protest. Because despite the shame I already feel imagining myself showing myself like this in public, I can't help but be excited, remembering the way his eyes devoured me when I joined him in the living room, thus dressed.

I finally look up at him as he pulls up to the side. I don't understand what we are doing here. There's not much in that street, and certainly nothing like the big restaurant he said he was taking me to.

A mocking smile forms on his lips in front of my perplexity. Slowly, he runs his hand over the back of my neck, squeezing it gently before continuing his strokes along my collarbones, following a well-marked route to my breasts. My nipples are already poking through the fabric, only increasing the intensity of the blush on my cheeks.

I can't help but sigh as he leans in towards me, his mouth gently kissing the thin skin of my neck. Chills run through my body as I close my eyes to surrender to these sensations. His hand has already made its way between my thighs, moving them up to my intimacy.

He lets out a groan when he discovers that I'm already soaked. I should probably feel ashamed to be in such a state of excitement when we haven't done anything yet. But I don’t. I am proud to show him the reactions he provokes in me.

I squeal as his lips change rhythm, attacking my skin in a way that will undoubtedly leave marks. As if he wanted to make sure to show everyone who I belong to.

Without his lips leaving my body, his hand goes to the glove box, taking out an egged-shape object that is still unknown to me. Still, I have no doubt what he intends to do with it. He confirms it to me quickly, bringing it closer to my soaked pussy.

For a few moments, he slides it over my lower lips, coating it with my natural lube. Then, with a quick gesture, he lets it sink into my tight privacy. I grit my teeth in the face of this intrusion without any preparation.

With a possessive gesture, he grabs my jaw, pulling me into a passionate kiss that makes me melt. His tongue plays with mine, stifling my moan of surprise as the object turns on up inside me. Of course, I should have known. Daniel seems to have a passion for remote control toys. How could I have thought that eating out in this provocative outfit would be the only test he would impose on me? I should know him better.

A playful smile on his lips, he walks away from me and restarts the car. A few minutes later, we park in front of the restaurant. He gives the keys to the valet before heading over to my side to help me out of the car. Never have I had to concentrate so much to perform this gesture, however banal, terrified at the idea of offering a full view of my private parts to all those who are nearby.

I pull myself up in those heels that are way too high for me, clinging to Daniel's arm. Even with these stilts, I remain smaller than him, his height offering me a semblance of protection. My breathing quickens. We haven't entered the restaurant yet and I already feel incredibly vulnerable. This evening is going to be long.

◆◆◆

In my life, I have never looked at a menu with such intensity. It's the only way I've found to try to ignore the heavy stares on me. As soon as we entered this chic restaurant, all eyes turned to us.

I still can't believe he wants to do this. After all, he is known in the region. He is surely one of the most successful businessmen in town. So to appear like this, with a woman much younger than him on his arm… It will make people talk.

He could have taken me anywhere, but he chose this posh place, where men take their wives for their weekly outing. I don't know which looks are the hardest to bear. Those of the curious, or those lustful who feast on my barely veiled body.

Daniel doesn't seem bothered in the least. He walked in with his head held high, giving a few hellos here and there, before helping me sit at our table. I would have hoped to find myself in a dark corner of the restaurant, but of course, even that is denied me. It would be difficult for us to be more exposed. Whatever he decides to do to me, many will see it.

A shiver runs through me as a draft of cool air caresses my skin, reminding me of my situation. My short skirt brushes my bare pussy. I thank my master internally for having chosen a place putting tablecloths on the tables, this one bringing me a little protection. An illusory feeling, I know.

I don't look up when the waiter arrives near us, as much interested in taking our order as in the clear view my cleavage offers him. Without ever meeting his gaze, I give him my dish before giving him the menu. My eyes stay fixed on the tablecloth as my fingers close nervously in my lap.

I don't need to see him to know that Daniel is enjoying the situation. He doesn't say anything, making me wait me a bit. Then, finally, he begins the discussion. We talk about everything and nothing. Of his work, of art, of our common passions… Little by little, I relax. If we get along well in bed, we seem to get along just as well out of it. But with Daniel, sex is never really far away.

As I tell him about the last book I read, I let out a high-pitched little yelp, catching the attention for a few moments of the man at the next table. My eyes bore into Daniel's. A slight smile tugs his lip as he takes a bite of his dishes.

As if nothing had happened, he encourages me to continue my story. I bite my lip, trying to ignore the vibrations that have slowly started inside me. They're not very strong at the moment, but I know the man well enough to know that he won't settle for that. All I hope is that no one will hear this toy rammed inside me.

I start talking again, acting as naturally as possible. I don't have to look down to know my excitement is already showing on my body. Against the fabric of my dress, I can feel my nipples poke. Without a bra, there is no doubt that they are clearly visible.

My gaze remains fixed on that of my master. I know it, if I deviate my head for a single moment, I will cross that of another man, amazed by the degrading spectacle that I offer. And that, I can't bear. I want my dominant to be the only one looking at me like that. But he decided otherwise.

My cheeks flush as the vibrations inside me intensify, making me clench my hand around my fork. They are not yet too violent, and I manage to keep control of my body. But for how long?

Our dishes cleared, Daniel grabs my hand, playing with it for a few moments, his eyes locked with mine. We stay in silence, flirting without a word. It's like time stops when he looks at me like that. As if I was the only woman on earth. And to think that this could become my life.

But before I can fantasize more about this life together, my master reminds me of his true nature. My fingernails dig into his hand as he drastically increases the vibration. My stomach contracts under these assaults, it becomes difficult for me to act as if nothing is happening. With each new wave of electricity spreading through my nerves, I visibly flinch.

I'm sure my actions caught the attention of the man at the next table. I have to bite my lip to keep from moaning and to keep my composure. With a desperate look, I start to discreetly beg my dominant.

“I would like to go to the bathroom.”

“Is that how you address me?”

“Please, Master.”

“No.”

I can't hold back a frustrated moan as my arousal intensifies. The dessert brought by the waiter does not offer me more comfort. Normally, nothing would have given me more pleasure than this dripping chocolate cake. But right now, I don't even want to eat it, my thoughts drifting to a whole other activity.

If we hadn't been in the middle of a crowded restaurant, I think I would have been able to slip under the table and slide his cock into my mouth, all to convince him to make me cum. I'm sure he'd like it, to see me behave in such a slutty way. Who could believe that barely two weeks ago, I was still a virgin? It hardly seems believable.

My breathing quickens a little more as my arousal begins to become uncontrollable. I wonder if I'm staining the chair beneath me from my lover's treatments. His face is incomparably calm, contrasting with the tension that holds my body. I won't last long.

With great difficulty, I finish my dessert, trying to ignore my surroundings. I'm sure our neighbor has guessed our little game, and can't help but glance in my direction, surely feasting on my torture.

I wonder if he has an erection. The thought makes me blush all the more, but also makes me proud. I have never been so much the center of attention. And the idea of being the one who provokes desire in all these men fills me with great joy.

My jaw clenches as the vibrations get a little more intense, before stopping abruptly. I breathe a slight sigh of relief, but soon I feel disappointed. I hope he doesn't make me wait until tomorrow to give me an orgasm. That's what he did last week, and I'm not sure I can take it again. I shiver as his deep voice reaches my ears.

“You can go to the bathroom now. I'll take the check.”

“Thank you, Master.”

I say the words softly, too scared the man next to us can hear me. Pulling on my skirt, I get up in an inelegant way. But all I care about is not divulging any more of my anatomy to the room.

It takes all the effort in the world to reach the bathroom in these heels. My legs are shaky, and I'm not used to walking in these kinds of shoes. And then, I'm sure, everyone is looking at me. I try to hold my head up high, to act like one of those desirable women we get shown on screens all day long. I'm not sure I can do that, but I don't care. Because finally, I find myself safe in the private room.

Without delay, I head for the sinks, running cold water over my face and the back of my neck. My skin is on fire, I feel like nothing can put it out. Except maybe an orgasm or two, received from my lover's hand.

Patiently, I rearrange my hair a bit. I didn't really need to come here. I just wanted to regain some strength. And, I must admit... Giving my dominant the opportunity to make me come with this little egg inside me.

The minutes pass, but the vibrations do not resume. As I prepare to leave, somewhat disappointed, an icy shiver runs through me. Daniel is there, his bewitching scent and animalistic charisma melting me before he even touches me. Without a word, he pulls me back into the room, closing the door behind us.

My bare skin turns goosebumps as his hand slides down my waist. His gaze planted in mine bewitches me, disconnecting me completely from reality. Without realizing it, we have reached the end of the room.

Without delicacy, he presses me against the wall, his lips immediately coming to capture mine. My whole body ignites as I lose myself in this passionate kiss. Without the slightest effort, his hands slip behind my thighs and he lifts me up, pushing me even more against the wall if possible.

His lips don't leave mine for a moment, his tongue exploring every inch of my mouth. My arms wrap behind his neck, one of my hands sliding into his silky hair.

I forget about the outside world, moaning unrestrainedly against his mouth. In this moment, nothing else matters but my body against his. I'm like a drug addict taking a dose of her favorite poison. What does it matter to me to become a junky, if it means that my drug is the pleasure he offers me?

Between my thighs, his hips are so stuck to mine that I can feel the bulge distorting his pants. I wonder how long he's been like this. A few seconds? A few minutes? Or since we entered this restaurant? Did parading like this with a young woman on his arm excited him?

Whatever the answer, I don't care. All I want is for this moment to never end. He breaks our kiss, our faces remaining less than one inch apart. We are both out of breath, and terribly excited. A few kisses will not be enough to appease the fire burning in our bodies.

If he wanted to, all he has to do is undo the zipper of his pants to pull his cock out and plunge it into me in one quick motion. I'm so soaked, I'm sure I could take it without preparation. It would surely hurt a little at first, but I know that these inconveniences would soon be replaced by intense pleasure.

I moan again as his lips slide down my neck and his hands move to meet my breasts. Without mercy, he attacks me on all fronts, his fingers pinching my pointed nipples through the fabric of my dress. I'm more soaked than ever, and I think I'll die if he doesn't take me now.

But he decides otherwise. I let out a disappointed squeal as he lets go of my thighs, forcing me to my feet. His thumb strokes my lips still wet from his kisses. I'm sure he takes pleasure in smearing my lipstick on my face. But I don't care. All I want is for him to continue exploring my hungry body. I shiver as his voice finally thunders.

“On your knees.”

No matter how much I bite my lip, I can't help but smile at this order. I love that he dominates me like this, and I love what I'm about to do to him even more. Slowly, I drop to my legs, my face coming up to the zipper of his pants.

I lick my lips looking at him, patiently waiting for him to allow me to go further. A simple nod of the head, and I know I can go. Feverishly, I tackle his belt and his zipper, hastening to get his tense member out.

I lick my lips again when I find myself face to face with this imposing cock. A part of me can't help but wonder if I'll succeed in taking him in my mouth, and in the other parts of me that I know he'll want to explore. I shouldn't worry so much, I've made it before. There is no reason for today to be any different.

Without even thinking, I move my head forward and take him as deep as I can into my mouth. I don't have the slightest desire to play, to make him languish, playing slowly with my tongue. No, I want to show him how much I want him. I am ready to give everything for his pleasure. Because I know he will return the favor.

His hand is already slipping into my hair, his fingers intertwining with my strands to squeeze them as he pleases. That's how he likes to do it. He always gives me a bit of control at the beginning, before taking control and using me as he sees fit. And I love that. Being his object doesn't bother me at all. On the contrary. I feel like I belong to him even more.

I take him deeper and deeper, relaxing my throat with each in and out. My gaze never breaks from his, this connection only making things more intense. My eyes widen as I see him grab his phone and point it at me. He continues to whisper words of encouragement to me while turning on his camera, wanting to create memories of this moment.

My stupor passed, I focus all the more. If this moment is going to go down in history, then I have to do everything to appear as sexy and gifted as possible. I tremble as his deep voice echoes again.

“Touch yourself.”

Before I can even slip my hand between my legs, he turns on again the egg into me, making me moan like never before. My fingers don’t take long before landing on my tense clit, giving it all the friction necessary to take it to orgasm.

My lover's growls grow louder. He doesn't seem the least bit concerned that we can be heard. Nothing else matters except our pursuit of pleasure. I feel like I could die so great is my excitement.

My whole body is shaking, my jerks only driving his cock deeper into me. His fingers tighten more tightly in my hair, preventing me from pulling back. Soon, his thrusts intensify. And, without warning me, he empties into me with a long gasp, his seed lining the back of my throat.

I cough a little but force myself to swallow everything. Some might find it disgusting, but I love it. I'm the one causing this reaction. Me, pushing this man who is so experienced and so gifted with his body to lose his mind.

He pulls out of my mouth and zips up his pants. I look up at him pleadingly. Since he came, I stopped touching myself. I know it, only he can allow me to go further. If he wants to, he can also deny me my orgasm. I shudder at this idea.

A smirk crosses his face, and he gently pats my cheek in a sign of pride. Then, turning his phone back at me, he says the words I've been waiting for.

“Make yourself cum.”

I'm quick to reposition my hand on my clit. He even helps me, increasing the vibrations. Despite my body shaking and wanting to drop to the ground under these intense sensations, I remain in my position, my eyes raised to my master. He doesn't move, just capturing the moment on his phone.

A few more movements, a few more pressures, and finally, I feel myself leaving. Violent pulsations twist my stomach, and I let myself go into a scream that I don't even try to stifle. I don't care who can hear me out there. I want everyone to know who I belong to. That this perfect man also knows how to deal with a woman's body. They can judge us, I don't care. I am his, fully. And the night is just beginning.


Chapter 3

Carried away by the play of light and the loud music that resonates all around me, I let myself go. Here at least, no one can see that my lipstick has smeared all over my face.

He didn't let me readjust my makeup once our activities in the restaurant's bathroom were over. No. He made me walk across the room like this, my hair undone and my makeup leaving little doubt about what I did to him.

If he hadn't been holding me by the waist, giving me some protection on our way out, I think I would have disintegrated in shame. All eyes were on us. Some envious, others outraged. I can't believe he put his reputation on the line like that, and for what, a little excitement?

I thought that after this extraordinary experience, he would want to go straight home. But he didn't. I didn't think he was the type to like nightclubs. It all sounds like a new game. He settled into one of the booths, ordering us mocktails before encouraging me to go dancing on the floor. Alone.

Normally, that wouldn't have bothered me. I like to dance and let my body express itself without worrying about the crowd. Just focus on the music and the lights around me, to forget everything. This feeling of letting go, I now find it in his arms. Surprisingly, submitting to his discipline brings me the same feeling of calmness.

But tonight is a little different. In this outfit, I look more like Little Red Riding Hood offered as food to a pack of wolves. With this dress, I'm more exposed than ever, my body sexualized like never before.

I feel them, the looks on me. I know it won't be long before one of these men finally dares to approach me, pretending to want to dance when we all know very well what he would really like to do to me. Place his hands on my body. Own me.

I shudder at this thought. I only want my master's body on mine, and no one else. I know it's all part of his game, but I can't help wondering how far it will go.

The answer should come soon, when finally a man breaks away from the pack to approach me. He stays a reasonable distance to begin with, just making contact while staring intently at me.

I answer him with a shy smile, before turning around, trying without much hope to get away from his attention. The man doesn’t understand. Seeing my bare back and my short skirt showcasing my plump ass, he even takes that for an invitation.

I tremble slightly as I feel his imposing presence behind me. Without the slightest elegance, he begins to replicate my movements, his hips often coming into contact with mine. The man is much taller than me, and with these heels, I know I would have a hard time getting rid of him.

I glance to the side. My heart skips a beat as I see that the booth where my dominant was is now empty. Where is he? It's not like him to leave me unattended like this.

But before I have time to panic, I felt an arm wrap around my waist, pulling me against the body of its owner. Immediately, I relax. This perfume, this touch, I would recognize them among a thousand.

I snuggle a little tighter against the man's chest, relieved to find my lover's presence. His imposing and charismatic presence is enough for the stranger to retreat, leaving in search of another prey.

I raise my face, which Daniel begins to caress, before imprisoning it in his hand to lead me into a passionate kiss. I moan against his lips, sticking my body closer to him, if that's possible.

I move my hips lasciviously in time with the music, never failing to caress his crotch with my hips. He growls against my lips but lets me do. It's fair game, after all. After exposing me like this for endless minutes, he must understand the need I have to drown in him.

We no longer care about the people around us. I think if this were to continue, we would end up jumping on each other, right in the middle of the dance floor. I cry out as the egg inside me turns on. I had almost forgotten his presence, so overtaken by the other events.

My fingers dig into my dominant's shoulders, trying to find some support in this crazy dance. When the song ends, he pulls away from me, managing to be reasonable for two.

Firmly, he intertwines his fingers in mine and pulls me off the floor, staring defiantly at every man who lets his gaze linger on me a little too long. When we get to our booth, he sits me on his lap, wrapping one of his arms around me, while his opposite hand grabs my glass to let me drink.

I let him do, happy to be so pampered. No sooner does he put the glass down than I snuggle up against him, putting my arms around his neck. He caresses my thigh absently, his eyes glued to the dance floor as I let out soft moans in his ears, the egg still gently vibrating inside me.

From time to time, his hand goes up on my body, brushing my breasts through the fabric. When our eyes meet, I part my trembling lips, silently begging him to kiss me. He grants my request, his tongue sliding forcefully into my mouth. I get closer to him even more, if that is possible.

Given our position, many people can see us letting ourselves go like this. They must surely think that there is some sort of arrangement between him and me. The young woman seeking protection and gifts in the arms of an older man, in exchange for her body and her time.

But it’s nothing like that. What interests me about him is not his money or his social status. No... It's the ecstasy he can bring me. His experience. I've always been drawn to him. And now that he makes me discover this role of submissive, I’m all the more addicted to him. He revealed me to this world that I did not know, but which seems perfect for me. I just want to follow him wherever he wants. Even if it means spending the evening feeling ashamed, exposed to the judgmental stares of strangers.

He breaks the kiss, his breathing slightly stifling with excitement. He helps me up, wrapping his arm around my body possessively before dragging me out. My fingernails dig into his body, my gait made difficult by the vibrating egg and my heels.

It’s only once installed in his car that he stops the vibrations. I can't help but breathe a small sigh of relief, welcoming this truce with gratitude. He laughs softly at my reaction, before starting the engine.

The drive to his house is silent. Yet the sexual tension between us is very palpable. He keeps his hand on my thigh, squeezing it from time to time, his thumb dangerously close to my clit, which is just waiting for him to touch it. But he doesn't, making me yearn.

I’m surprised when, arriving in front of his house, he parks in his driveway rather than in his garage as he usually does. Maybe he wants to behave like a good neighbor and not make too much noise. But the explanation is quite different, as I understand a few moments later.

Firmly, he asks me to move my seat back and lower it as far as possible. I remain bewildered, but do so all the same. Does he really want to do that here? I know it's late, but anyone could walk down the street and catch us indulging in such perverted acts.

We're both known in the neighborhood. I lived here my whole life, most of our neighbors saw me growing up. What would they say if they found out about this weird affair I have with Daniel? They would judge us, no doubt about it.

Soon, I put my worries aside as my dominant places his hands on me, encouraging me to lie down in an unorthodox position. Slowly, his fingers slide the straps of my dress over my shoulders, revealing my breasts swollen with desire.

Without the slightest hesitation, he leans over me and captures my nipples one by one between his lips, sucking them until I moan. I want more, but he takes his time. He’s the one to set the pace, not me.

I moan again as he removes the egg from me. I don't know if I'm disappointed or relieved to be rid of it. Who knows what he'll give me in return? An answer is quickly offered to me, as he unceremoniously lifts my skirt. He licks his lip in an excruciatingly sexy gesture when he discovers how soaked I am.

Without further ado, he leans towards my intimacy, his warm breath caressing my tender parts. Then, slowly, his tongue draws a long line across my slit, making me arch my back. He repeats the operation, once, twice, before attacking me more frankly.

His lips land on my clit, capturing it in a delicious embrace. I drop my head back, surrendering to his feelings. My breathing quickens, my chest heaving in an erratic rhythm as he expertly sucks on my nerve button.

Already, I feel the tingling heat in my stomach. I almost moan in frustration as his mouth moves away, this absence feeling like hours. But soon he repositions himself, his tongue aligning with my entrance to fuck it, mimicking the movements his cock would make inside me.

My fingers dig into the leather of the seat. I'm not sure if I'm allowed to put them in his hair. I wouldn't want him to think I’m trying to take control. Because it's the complete opposite. I've never wanted him to control me so much. Let him make me his little dirty thing, as long as he keeps making me tremble with pleasure.

His tongue goes back up again along my slit. I don't stay empty for long. Immediately, Daniel plunges two fingers into my pussy. I'm so soaked that I welcome them without resistance, regardless of their size.

He pushes them down to the last knuckle. Without giving me time to get used to his presence, he’s already starting to move them at a breakneck pace, taking them out to immediately plunge them back in, my hips moving up with each intrusion. Then he begins to dance them inside me, his fingertips always finding the exact place to land, the perfect way to touch my inner walls.

His mouth is also busy, capturing my tight clit again. I let out a piercing squeal as his teeth gently play with my nerve button, bringing me a sensation yet unknown. I can't tell if this is intense pleasure or sharp pain, as everything is mixed up in my mind. To add to my torment, his other hand rushes to my chest, pinching my nipples forcefully.

I can't hold back my screams and moans any longer. My body arches, my hips move uncontrollably to get even more friction with his mouth and with his fingers. He chuckles softly, the vibrations coming out of his throat sending long shivers down my spine. I know, I'm not far from coming. So, despite the mists that surround my mind, I remember what I must do.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

He barely stops to give me permission, attacking me again mercilessly. My fingers sink deeper into the seat as his movements intensify. I wonder if the whole neighborhood can hear us. I don't care, because finally, the long-awaited deliverance is coming.

A ball of heat emanates from my lower abdomen, radiating throughout my body, burning everything in its path. My members tense, before completely relaxing. I feel like I'm just a shapeless puddle on my dominant's seat.

This one does not stop right away, despite my orgasm being done. For long minutes, he continues to over-stimulate me, having fun seeing me fidget like this, not knowing if it's pleasure or pain that I feel.

He ends up ending my ordeal, wiping his lips in a provocative gesture. Then, he indicates the house with a nod.

“Let's go inside. I'm far from done with you.”


Chapter 4

I swallow hard as I enter the dungeon. He may have explained to me in detail what is going to happen here, seeing the installations in person is much more impressive. Slowly, Daniel's hand settles on my back, bringing me some comforting warmth. I will need all his support to go through this ordeal.

He encourages me to walk over to the bed where the toy he's going to use tonight is already waiting for me. This one is more impressive than anything he's used so far, making me shiver with nervousness again. And what to say about this camera?

Everything he did to me at the restaurant was just an appetizer. A preparation to see how far I was able to go. Satisfied with my reaction to the stares of strangers, he decided to carry out the rest of his plan.

Because this camera is not only there to immortalize our licentious activities. No, it’s going to broadcast them live, giving strangers a perfect view of my perversity. Because I'm a slut, there's no doubt about it.

When he explained his idea to me, Daniel assured me several times that I had the right to refuse. That what he's asking of me is not an easy thing, and that it won't affect my future as his submissive if I don't feel ready to take the plunge. But each time, I cut him off, assuring him otherwise. I'm nervous, but I want to try this.

I already noticed this machine the last time, wondering what it would feel like to find myself continuously pounded by such a mechanical object. And now he wants to offer me the answer. I must admit that the idea of men really wanting to see me, the ordinary girl, being degraded by a man like Daniel excites me to the highest degree.

I shiver as my dominant slowly slides down my dress, revealing my naked body. He stares at me for a moment as if he's never seen me like this before. Then he hands me a first piece of lingerie. Panties that are not really panties.

In fact, they’re completely open. My entire anatomy is thus revealed, making these panties more of a harness than a real underwear. The bra is of the same ilk, two open triangles supporting my chest and making it look a little bigger.

My dominant licks his lip, seeing me so harnessed. As usual, he is dressed, clearly marking the difference in our positions. Finally, he comes out of his contemplation to return to his toy shelf. It’s filled with objects of all kinds, each more lustful than the other.

My eyes light up as I see him return with a small object that I now know well. It was the first thing he used on me. I probably shouldn't be so excited to receive this little piece of silicone in my ass, but that's how I feel when I see this plug.

My reaction does not escape my dominant, whose lips stretch in a smile that is both mocking and satisfied. He takes his time to coat the object with lubricant, having fun making me languish like this. Then, it’s on his fingers that he spreads the product, before starting to plunge them into me.

Instinctively, my hand clings to his arm, trying to find some semblance of support to this new intrusion into my tight privacy. Each time, I have the same thought. How could I take his cock when a single finger already seems impossible to accommodate?

But I know it. With a little preparation, there is not a place where I would refuse access to my dominant. Not when his cock, mouth, and fingers are causing so much pleasure.

I let out a soft hiss of pain as the plug replaces his finger. It is much wider, giving me the impression of being open in two. And yet, soon the toy in me increases my excitement even more. Daniel starts circling me, his predatory gaze analyzing my every curve like a painter in front of his canvas.

Gently, he grabs my nipples, rolling them between his fingers, making me gasp in pleasure. Then, he takes small metal clamps out of his pocket. I lick my lips at the sight of them, knowing only too well the sweet sensation they will soon bring me. One by one, he captures my tips to adorn them with these metallic prisons. Between my thighs, I can already feel my excitement flowing.

To complete my outfit, my master tightens leather buckles around my ankles. Then he attaches matching handcuffs to my wrists, forcing me to hold my arms behind my back. It's not the first time he's done this, making me discover from the beginning how much I like being tied up.

He licks his lips, seeing me prepared like this, a treat ready to be devoured. But as usual, he will wait before even simply tasting it. This man knows how to show incomparable restraint. I don't know how he manages to have such self-control, when this simple preparation already leaves me panting, ready to spread my legs and beg him to take me wildly all night. Of course, I don’t share these thoughts with him, wisely keeping them to myself.

Gently, he grabs my arm. After a final verification of my consent, he approaches me to the bed and helps me climb into it. He presses on my upper back so that my head comes to rest on the mattress. My buttocks thus erected upwards, the camera can miss nothing of my exposed privacy.

After a last caress on my ass, he turns on the camera. Soon, notification sounds echo through the room. He's set up a laptop on the nightstand, giving both of us the ability to read live comments from those who tune in to our lustful show. My cheeks flush as, already, gritty comments can be read on the screen.

When he deems the number of visitors sufficient, my dominant begins. In his deep voice, he orders me to spread my ass to show everyone the plug he slipped inside me. I blush violently as my cuffed hands do his bidding, grabbing my flesh to expose it willingly.

Immediately, dozens of bells ring out, the men behind their screens undoubtedly enjoying the decadent spectacle I offer them. I shudder but do not move, continuing to show myself without the slightest shame. I never thought I would ever find myself in this position. I don't even know who's behind that screen. Maybe someone I know. Someone I see every day.

This scary thought flies away immediately, my master sliding his thumb along my lower lips to reveal even more of my anatomy to these hungry men. My head is sinking into the pillows as some already notice that I am soaked.

This amuses my dominant, who lays a loud slap on my buttocks. I shiver as his deep voice begins to lay out the rules of the game, talking about me like I'm just an object. He knows it, this way of doing things excites me terribly.

In a few moments he will turn on the machine and line it up with my pussy. Thanks to a system of tokens, these strangers will be able to activate the machine. The more tokens they spend, the faster and the harder the machine will go. They are the ones in control. I know it, my dominant will only intervene if I say my safe word. Otherwise, no matter my pleas, he will let them do as they please.

That's it, the time has come. Firmly, he grabs my ass to put me in position. Then, slowly, he lays me on my stomach before bending my legs. My heels dig into the flesh of my ass, my feet getting trapped under the chain of my handcuffs. One by one, he attaches the leather bracelets binding my ankles to those decorating my wrists. I am stuck in this position, my legs apart giving a full view of my pussy.

I bite my lip as I hear the lube dripping down the dildo attached to the machine. I had time to look at it just before this start. It's wide and long, looking just like my dominant’s cock. This thought brings me comfort. Thus, even he’s not the one who controls the rhythm of my penetration, it’s still him that I will have in me.

I hold my breath as I finally feel the silicone tip caress my soaking wet entrance. Despite my orgasms and the stimulation of the egg earlier, I remain close, and wonder if I will be able to support this penetration.

Even though my master encouraged them to make the pleasure last longer, and to drive me crazy with slow penetration, who knows what these men have in mind? Maybe they’ll see me only as an object, on whom the most extreme things have to be imposed.

I let out a squeal as the machine starts up. The rhythm is incredibly slow, only making me feel even more strongly the stretch feeling which takes me. From where I am, I cannot see my dominant, or even feel his reassuring presence. No, I find myself all alone, vulnerable in front of these strangers who now have all the rights over my body.

After a few moments, another beep sounds in the room. It is by this sound worthy of a video game that I learn that one of my voyeurs has just spent a token. I let out a long moan, the pleasure starting to rise slowly. There is something almost hypnotizing about these movements, their perfect regularity giving me no respite.

I gasp in surprise as the machine suddenly turns off. As best I can, I twist around, trying to find my master's gaze. He laughs softly before letting his voice break through the air.

“They set the pace, baby girl. You will have to be patient. I can do nothing for you.”

I push my head into the pillow with a frustrated groan. We haven't started for a long time and yet my excitement is already there. I who feared that they would go too fast, here I am who hopes to soon feel the pounding of the machine in me.

Long minutes pass like this, my breathing making my body lift against the mattress. Little by little, I lose patience. Slowly, I push my ass back, trying to get a few inches of the dildo inside me. Usually, this gesture would have earned me a reprimand from my master. But now, he's not really in charge anymore. So I decide to try my luck.

The reaction of the spectators is not long to come, the comments parading before my eyes making me blush. They seem to find it terribly exciting to see me behaving like this, like a craving slut.

So, I decide to play the game and step into this role that they seem to want me to take. Taking my most sensual voice, I start playing with them, begging them to make me cum. Without success. The object remains desperately still within me. I keep begging, letting out pathetic moans while wiggling my ass, in the hope of receiving this long-awaited deliverance.

Suddenly, the comment of one of these men makes me shudder. Within seconds, he gets everyone's approval. My master grunts back. I hear him walk away to rummage through his toy shelf. I try to calm my breathing as he comes back to me, a strap with a ball in his hands. He's never used that on me before, preferring to hear me beg him and moan loudly.

I raise my concerned eyes to him, to which he answers with a wink and a discreet caress on my cheek. He has already told me about this possibility. If I find myself unable to speak up my safe word, then I have to snap my fingers, or tap my foot to express my needs.

I take a deep breath, trying to reassure myself. I am not in danger. Even though I'm shackled and at the mercy of these men's choices, I still have some control. I know that my master will pay attention to the slightest of my reactions, and that he will quickly detect if something is too much for me to bear. He will probably realize it before me, so much does he seem to know me better than I know myself.

Obediently, I open my mouth to accommodate this plastic ball between my teeth. I breathe heavily through my nose, trying to adapt my breathing to this uncomfortable presence. As soon as my dominant moves away from me, the movements of the machine resume, making me arch my back violently. The movements are much faster than before.

I can't help moaning, my muffled sounds only making it all the more exciting. The rhythm of the movements keeps changing, slowly making me lose my mind. Despite my ties, I can't stop my body from writhing under these intense treatments.

Suddenly, I realize what a delicate position I find myself in. I'm not supposed to cum without my master's consent. But how could I ask, with this gag stuck in my mouth? I panic a little, already feeling the waves of heat spreading in my stomach, a sign of an approaching orgasm. Behind me, I hear my master laughing softly, knowing very well what state of dilemma I find myself in at this moment.

“What's going on little girl, do you want something?”

I nod my head quickly, trying to tell him what I want. He pretends not to understand, before explaining to our spectators the torment in which I find myself. The rules of the game he imposes on me. After waiting a few moments to read the messages appearing on the screen, my master announces that he has a solution.

“You have the right to cum as many times as you want tonight. But every time you have an orgasm, I’ll punish you for being such a slut. Understood?”

I nod my head quickly. I think I would accept anything, as long as it can give me an orgasm. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as someone has just purchased a package of more intense movements, pounding my pussy mercilessly.

My whole body is shaking. Soon I can't hold back anymore. A powerful orgasm shakes every cell of my being, rattling the chains that hold me down as my limbs tense.

With this cursed gag between my teeth, I barely manage to breathe as I slowly come back to reality. It is difficult for me to regain my footing as I am overstimulated by my environment. My orgasm, my erratic breathing, the movements of the machine in me which does not stop despite the ecstasy reached... All of this is of incomparable intensity.

I know the evening is far from over. They will certainly not be satisfied with that. They will prefer to push me to the limit, I have no doubt. But first, I must be punished. I shudder as I feel my master approach me, his imposing body towering over me.

He does not waste a moment to slam his large hand on my ass. I let out a small squeal, my hips jerking forward in surprise. This man definitely doesn't need objects to make a woman's body quiver under his rule.

A second slap resounds in the room, as brutal as the first. Eyes glued to the screen, I can see how much our audience loves this. Some tell him to go harder, faster. I have no doubt that my dominant can see these messages. However, when it comes to punishing me, he is the only one who has a say. He is the one who controls the intensity and the number, no matter what the pressure of others may put on him.

My body shakes as my butt flushes. The machine stopped, our spectators probably too hypnotized by my master's movements and my squeals of pain to think of starting the machine again.

When my punishment finally stops, I let my face fall back against the pillow he had the delicacy to place under me. I feel drained, and yet I have to brace for what’s coming up. The thrusts resumed in me, at a slow pace but enough to awaken my excitement again.

I look up at my master as he approaches my face, his punishment having brought tears to my eyes without ever falling. He strokes my hair in a possessive gesture, before sliding his hands behind my head.

I gasp in surprise as he quickly removes the gag from my face. I sigh with relief, delighted to be rid of this object so difficult to bear. He caresses my lips, smearing the lipstick he had made me put on when we arrived home. Then, his hoarse voice full of desire is heard.

“How about I put that pretty mouth to work.”

The tinkling of the messages soon greet this decision with enthusiasm. Slowly, my master undoes his belt, his eyes never leaving mine as I lick my lips longingly. His cock is tense, and I already can see a few drops of precum beading on its tip.

He hardly needs to approach it near me that already I seize it between my lips for the second time of the evening. I sigh with relief as he sinks into me, his salty taste immediately soaking up my tongue.

Judging by the repeated sounds of messages thundering through the room, what we do appeals to our viewers. These are quick to prove it to me, the starry sound repeating over and over, the thrusts of the machine intensifying inside me.

I can't believe I find myself in this position. On the one hand, to undergo the assaults of a mechanical cock in my pussy, while on the other, my master plunges the slightest inch of his long cock into my mouth.

With my hands tied behind my back, there is absolutely nothing I can do to control the situation. His fingers entwined in my hair, dictating the pace, making sure to keep me in place as his member burrows ever deeper into my throat.

I choke a little as the machine pounds me now, my pussy undoubtedly milking that silicone cock inside me. My moans turn into vibrations against my master's member, making him tremble in turn. However, he doesn’t let himself go to orgasm, preferring to withdraw from me, a thin stream of saliva connecting my mouth to his cock.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, and my feet tense up as I can't help but cum again. He told me as we were going to the restaurant. This weekend will be placed under the sign of endurance. He didn't lie to me. I haven't done half my time with him, and yet here I am tasting my fourth orgasm.

A gleam crosses my dominant’s face as the spasms shaking my body slow down. This look, I know it too well. It only means one thing. He’s going to punish me again. Pushing his still taut member back into his pants, he walks away from me. I shudder, realizing that my punishment won't be with his hand this time.

A scream dies in my throat as a sharp pain shoots through my ass. A crop, that's what he chose to punish my second orgasm. I bite my lip. Even if I find it hard to admit it, I particularly appreciate this object. There's something incredibly decadent about being punished with this item normally reserved for riders. And then, the sting caused by this piece of leather is incomparable.

But after the hard spanking he gave me earlier, as well as the many thrusts of the dildo inside me, I find it harder than usual to take it. My whole body surges forward as the riding crop slams down on my bruised skin again.

I tense up, trying to hold back my body, which seems to want to escape. My dominant doesn't let it go, grabbing my ass to make sure I get back into position, and the dildo can keep pounding me. Because this time around, they kept feeding the machine, giving me an overstimulation almost impossible to bear.

At this moment, I would like my master's hands to rest on my inflamed skin, to bring me some comfort. But he does nothing about it, preferring to keep his role of omnipotence in front of the camera. However, he finds another way to bring me relief.

“Two more to go little girl. Show them what you are capable of.”

I sniffle, suddenly realizing that tears have started to stream down my cheeks, these sensations being so intense. But I nod my head all the same, regaining confidence. Those words were all I needed to continue, and I take both blows without the slightest difficulty.

I moan as his hands begin to caress my buttocks, bringing me the softness I had so longed for. Thus in contact with my master, I forget the pain and overstimulation that our one-night guests put me through.

I gasp in surprise as suddenly his hand tugs on my butt plug, pulling it entirely out of me. Then, my master spreads my buttocks to the maximum, letting the camera see my entrance enlarged by the object.

I shiver as lube drips onto my skin. Looking up at the screen, I can see the general excitement. All these men seem to not believe what’s happening in front of them. They had expected an exciting experience, but probably nothing like it. They certainly hadn't imagined witnessing a double penetration today.

And yet, it’s something that my master made me discover from our first meeting. Of course, most of the time he was just content to slowly slide a dildo inside me as he busied himself visiting my most taboo entrance. Here it will be different. These men are far too excited not to push the machine hard. It will be like having two terribly horny men in me.

The idea makes me shudder, as much nervousness as pleasure. My face sinks into the pillow beneath me as I feel my dominant line up at my entrance, his body towering over me so my pussy is still clearly visible on camera. I wonder how many other women he has done this with, as he seems so expert in the matter.

I let out a long moan, barely muffled by the fabric of the pillow. If I had been ashamed to be thus turned towards the camera, my intimacy completely revealed, I am now happy with this position. I find myself somewhat sheltered, protected from the humiliation I would feel if these men were to see the expression on my face.

There is no doubt about it. I am a true slut. How could I deny it, when all my holes have been visited tonight, and I let myself be degraded in the most shameful of ways?

My master lets out a groan as he finally sinks completely inside me. My head is spinning, attacked by all these contrary sensations. I don't really know what I feel anymore. My skin burns me, I feel split in two by my lover and by this machine whose rhythm does not weaken, its regularity only adding to my dizziness.

Daniel doesn't move immediately, reveling in finally being inside me. His hand on my neck, he squeezes it in a gesture that is as protective as it is dominating. I am his, and he intends to show it. No matter what these men do to me, he is the one who will push me to orgasm.

Quickly, my sighs turn into moans, then cries, as he slowly moves back and forth inside me, contrasting with the steady rhythm of the dildo. Sometimes he takes the same beat, both cocks thrusting all the way into me at the same time, pulling me apart more than ever.

If it weren't for my master's hand holding my upper body, I'm sure I'd be tossed to the other end of the bed with each of these thrusts. My voice gets hoarse as I lose control, my screams tearing my throat. My eyes roll back, and spasms make my burning body quiver.

An unprecedented electric shock spreads throughout my body. I’m shaking hard, my eyes closing to endure this earth-shaking experiment. This orgasm is so powerful that I feel nothing, my limbs numb as my intimacy contracts around the object and the cock of my master. This one seems to appreciate that, his grunts intensifying. Quickly, he too falls into the ecstasy.

In a final gesture, he withdraws from me, cumming on my back, covering it with his seed. My cheeks flush with embarrassment and pleasure. I love that he marks me like this. He owns me, and now the whole world knows it.

Slowly, he stops the machine and moves it away before making me sit up, giving our spectators the opportunity to admire my back covered in his seed. Then he spreads my ass to give them a last view of my entrances degraded by this most obscene session.

After a few moments, he turns off the camera and undoes my handcuffs. I breathe a sigh of relief as I stretch my aching limbs. I suddenly feel exhausted, and I barely realize he is pulling me into his arms to lift me up. Gently, he carries me to the bedroom to take care of me, finally giving me some well deserve privacy.


Chapter 5

A few days have passed since this most breathtaking experience. I know I should be concentrating on my work, yet I can't help but have my mind wander back to the things Daniel did to me.

Every time I think about it, I wonder if it really happened. The hickeys on my neck are almost invisible now. They were the proof that I had not dreamed all this. A few more days, and the weekend will be there. A new occasion for me to make memories with my dominant.

I look up at my window, hoping to see my lover come out of his house. Just a few moments to observe him and daydreaming. But he’s not there. However, there’s someone. A delivery man is at my door. The package he brings is for me. I didn't order anything though. I thank him before rushing back to my bedroom. Without the slightest patience, I open the package, curious. A note sits on top.

To help you bear the wait. D.

I'm shivering. We never have any contact between our sessions, that he’s now giving me a gift is something very special. My cheeks turn scarlet as I uncover the contents of the package. Of course, he didn’t buy me a book or a perfume. No. It's a dildo that he offers me.

I take the device out of its box, biting my lip as I weigh it. It's not quite as long or as wide as my master, but it'll do the trick. As I absentmindedly stroke its lines, my phone starts beeping. Immediately, I read the message I just received.

I hope I’ll receive photos and videos of you using your gift.

I blush even more, if that’s possible. I decide to play his game, taking a photo with the object placed against my face, highlighting my embarrassment as well as my pleasure. In the caption, I add two words.

Thank you Master.

For all answer, I receive a collection of photos and videos. All taken during this crazy evening. Forgetting my shame, I launch the first video. This is the one taken in the restrooms of the restaurant. I'm on my knees, my pleading eyes raised to the camera as my lipstick smears over his cock disappearing inside me.

I never could have believed that seeing myself like this could have excited me so much. But I must admit, it looks like I was made for this. It's a bit of a special talent to look like a porn star. But I don't care, and hasten to look at the images he sent me.

My whole body is on fire as I find out what I look like when he puts me through all those things that turn us on so much. I feel all these sensations in every part of my body, remembering the pain, the intense pleasure, and my master's words of encouragement echoing all around me.

I don't have to reach down between my legs to know how soaked I am. It looks like he's going to receive the video of my first use of his gift sooner than expected. Too bad for my job, I have a much more important thing to do.

By showing myself docile, I'm sure I'll have the right to come to his house again next weekend. No matter what trials he wants to put me through. I will take them up without the slightest hesitation.


4. USING HER


Chapter 1

With a nervous gesture, I smooth the sides of my skirt. I'm not used to have so many clothes on when I'm here. Usually, as soon as I enter my master's house, I follow the orders he gave me when we first met.

I arrive on time.

I undress in his entrance.

I put on my submissive collar.

Tonight, my neck feels excruciatingly empty. The small silver pendant that I put on to complete my outfit does not compare to the mark of possession that my master's collar usually gives me.

I can't believe my ultimate test is already here. And yet, it’s truly the fourth weekend since the day I showed at my neighbor's house, after learning that he was looking for a companion. And to think that then, I had absolutely no idea what he was really looking for.

A submissive.

A woman ready to surrender to his law, to follow him in his darkest desires. Pain or pleasure, I have to accept everything. It's the only way I can convince him to take me as his companion. Because I never doubted it. Daniel is made for me.

He may be forty years old when I am barely twenty-two, but I have never looked at another man. It has always fueled all my fantasies, haunted my most shameful dreams. I was afraid that he would reject me, taking me for a kid, making fun of my lack of experience. But he didn’t.

Taking my virginity was his pleasure. And mine. Of course, I never imagined that my first time would be like this, a plug shoved between my buttocks before I even received a kiss from my lover.

Nor did I think that I would find satisfaction in bending over my master's knee, receiving spanking after spanking. And yet, he drove me absolutely crazy.

Now I spend my days remembering those moments, impatiently counting the days until we meet again. I’d like to be already naked, lying on the ground and offered to him. But he decided otherwise. And even if I am disappointed by the turn of events, I have no choice but to accept them. I know it, if I'm patient, I'll be rewarded.

So I smile politely at a guest of Daniel who greets me. She is incredibly beautiful, her perfect curves highlighted by a chic outfit, a pair of heels making her legs impossibly long. I can't help but play with my hair, feeling like a child next to this elegant woman. Still, I did my best to prepare.

Putting my embarrassment aside, I decided to put on this slightly too short black dress, arranged my hair in a high ponytail and decorated my lips with the deep red that he particularly likes. Especially when that makeup ends up smearing all over his cock, digging deep into my throat.

I fidget, already feeling the excitement rising. Trying to forget the warmth in the pit of my stomach, I look around for Daniel. It doesn’t take me long to find him, deep in discussion with two other men.

I don't look at them, my eyes automatically drawn to the silhouette of my dominant. I can't stop staring at him. His clothes perfectly showcase every detail of his muscular body. Under this suit is hidden the necessary to make me twist of pleasure.

Obediently, I respond to his wave. I have to focus. This is surely part of his ordeal. If I want to become his companion, I have to integrate well into his society. And for that, I have to focus on the conversation rather than imagining his delicious mouth between my thighs.

As I approach him, I begin to observe the two men beside him. I swallow, suddenly remembering what we did last week. About how I let him expose me live on the internet.

To make me scream with pleasure, he used a machine, leaving our spectators to dictate the pace. It drove me absolutely crazy. But it was when he decided to join the dance, inviting himself into my most taboo entrance, that I totally lost my footing.

Now, whenever I meet a man, I can't help but wonder if he saw me behaving like a porn star. Usually, this prospect makes me blush, shame constricting my stomach.

But it's a completely different sensation that I feel when I shake the hand of the two interlocutors of my dominant. They must be between thirty-five and forty years old. Not that their age really matters. Not when they have such seductive faces, and eyes that could melt the strongest of women.

I know I have to focus on the conversation, make a good impression. But an idea parasitizes my mind. But a thought interferes with my mind. Whatever happens, I must stop imagining what it would be like to be in bed with these men.


Chapter 2

My laugh echoes in the room, probably a too loud response to the joke Arthur just made. But I can't help it. Since he was introduced to me, the man keeps joking and teasing. I don't have much experience with this, but I think he's flirting with me.

If not, I wonder how he could look even more intense when he's flirting with a woman. I keep turning my head away from him, his steely blue eyes contrasting with the almost childlike warmth of his blond curls.

To regain my composure, I observe the room, while continuing to listen to him. But soon, I focus on him again, my eyes sliding over his body. He's not as muscular as Daniel, but I'm sure he could bring me the same sense of power and security if he were to hold me in his arms. These are well visible, the rolled up sleeves of his linen shirt revealing tattoos of all kinds.

I wonder if he has any elsewhere, my salacious mind immediately imagining ink smearing from his hip to his lower abdomen. I’m about to lick my lip before stopping myself. At this rate, he'll think I want to jump on him.

Since when did I become a little thing thus subjected to her lustful ideas? Daniel made me discover how good sex can be. Now it looks like I'm ready to find out more. To say I thought I would never be attracted to anyone other than my dominant… This man with his devastating smile proves me the opposite.

I chuckle at another comment from Arthur, biting the inside of my cheek to stop myself. I have to behave like a normal person. And above all, I have to stop imagining the feeling of his ruby-colored lips between my legs.

I'm sure he's the kind of man who enjoys taking his time with a woman, spending hours and hours making her scream with pleasure with his tongue and fingers, before finally giving her his cock to push her into ecstasy again.

Luckily, I'm distracted by the arrival of Charles, the other man Daniel introduced me to. The newcomer hands me a glass of juice. I am not allowed to drink alcohol when I am at my master's house. Our sessions last twenty-four hours, and he wants us both to be in full possession of our faculties at all times. It's probably for the best. Who knows what I could be capable of, with alcohol in my veins?

The presence of Charles does nothing to calm my excitement. The man is built like a lumberjack. He's huge, at least two heads taller than me, and his shoulders are so broad he could wrap me in his arms and make me disappear.

I shudder, painfully excited at this image. I don't even know if I could spread my thighs wide enough to let him nest there. Is what he has between his legs in proportion to the rest of his body?

I shake my head, trying to bring the blush back down to my cheeks. But how could I, when Arthur grabs my hand, pretending to want to admire my watch. My whole body is covered with goosebumps at this contact.

His hand is warm and delicate, and already I imagine what it would be like to have it on my thighs. I'm sure he'd be the type to make me languish, circling all my most sensitive parts without ever touching them.

I clear my throat, trying to compose myself as his gesture lasts much longer than it should. I turn to Charles, hoping to find in the giant a much-needed distraction.

But this one brings me no comfort, starting to compliment me on my outfit, on the beauty of my face. He may talk about my eyes, but I can see that his are directed down, towards my chest subtly highlighted by the neckline of my dress and a push-up bra.

I fidget, trying to regain my composure by sitting on the sofa differently. It's not much use. The presence of the two men around me is still imposing. Yet, I'm not uncomfortable or scared. I feel quite flattered, as they seem to see me as a treat to devour.

My master is in deep conversation with other people across the room. He doesn't seem to have seen what's going on on that sofa a little apart. Because I am now completely certain that these two men want me, probably as much as I want them. A shiver runs through me, and I almost have to stop myself from moaning as Arthur whispers in my ear.

“If I had known that Daniel invited such charming women to his home, I would have come much sooner.”

My cheeks are burning. As I grab my drink to regain my composure, I can't help but pray that my excitement doesn't stain the couch beneath me. It wouldn't be the first time… But this time, I'm not sure Daniel would like to have the furniture cleaned because of the reaction caused in me by another man.

The conversation keeps going, their bodies seeming ever closer to me. Any excuse is good for them to touch me, innocently stroking my hand, brushing against my thigh, rearranging my hair.

I feel like I'm totally melting, and, forgetting all reason, I respond to their flirtation, giving them looks that I want intense. But as this game continues for several minutes, I shiver as I hear my name echoing through the air.

I look up. My dominant is there, a few steps from us. His face is calm, his voice poised. Nothing betrays his anger or displeasure. However, I know it: I’m in trouble. I know him too well. I know that slightly deeper voice is the one he uses before punishing me. A shiver runs through me as he speaks again.

“Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse me. I need to borrow Ashley from you for a few minutes.”

Smirks form on the lips of the two men as I grab the hand Daniel extends to help me up. My legs are shaking a little, and I have to hold on to his arm to keep my balance as he already pulls me into his adjoining office.

There, he leaves me in the middle of the room, settling on the other side of his desk in his leather armchair. For endless minutes, he sa nothing, just watching me. His face is completely impassive, it is impossible for me to know what is in his mind.

What an idiot I have been. How could I let myself go like this in public, with two strangers? Okay, no one knows about the strange bond that connects me to Daniel. But that was no reason to behave like this. Who knows what will happen to me now?

Maybe my behavior just sounded the death knell for this experiment. Maybe I just proved to him what he already knew deep down, that I'm not the right one for him to be his companion. His perfect submissive.

I bite my lip, nervous. What will become of me if he rejects me? I now realize my huge mistake. If I appreciated the tension brought by these two so seductive men, I don't want anyone else but my dominant. After long minutes, his voice is finally heard.

“I'm disappointed, Ashley. I know tonight isn't as usual, and I didn't make you wear your submissive collar. But that doesn't mean you can just throw yourself into anyone's arms.”

I bow my head, whispering a sincere I’m sorry, Master. He remains silent for a few more moments, continuing to torture me in this way. If he wants me to go, he should say so. This waiting is far too much to bear.

“Did last week's experience give you ideas, little girl? Did you like being displayed to other men?”

“Yes, Master.”

He sighs, wearily, before getting up slowly and joining me on this side of the desk. I shiver as a whiff of his perfume reaches me, intoxicating me and making me forget his almost threatening presence. His hand slides down my neck, then grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him.

“I'm glad you want to try new things. But I am your dominant. It's up to me to decide what happens to your body.”

“I'm sorry Master.”

“Well, that I believe. I should send you home right away. I told you the other day. I won't give you another chance.”

I bite my lip, feeling a flood of emotion rise in my throat. I don’t want to leave. I want him to continue to take care of me. To make me shiver. To make me cum. No matter what it costs. I know that this man is mine, and that I am his. Even I need a bit more practice. He gently caresses my cheek, forcing me to look at him.

“But I’m going to keep you with me. I'm sure you can do better.”

“I promise you, Master. I’ll improve.”

“I'm sure. But you understand that such behavior cannot go unpunished, right?”

My eyes shining with excitement, I nod. He sighs, gently stroking my lip with his thumb. I probably shouldn't be so enthusiastic about being punished. But it's his fault. He’s the one who made me discover what these sensations can bring. Letting go. Floating. Being proud to have endured the pain.

He doesn't seem in a hurry to start, offering me a glass of water so I compose together. I really thought it was over for me. I could already see myself going home, spending the rest of the week crying in my bed.

Picking up my drink, he reminds me of the rules. If I want him to stop, I have to say my safe word. Otherwise, none of my pleas will stop him. I nod my head, showing that I understand.

I swallow as his hand presses firmly against my upper body, making me bend over his desk. My elbows come to rest on the wood, my fingers already searching for something to cling to to withstand this punishment.

I shudder as Daniel pulls up my skirt over my body, exposing my ass. His fingers run over my exposed skin before grabbing my panties. Firmly, he lowers them, the cool air caressing my soaked intimacy. He clicks his tongue, noticing the state I'm in.

I let out a slight gasp as his fingers trail down my slit, heightening the sense of shame I feel. Then he walks away, leaving me exposed to rummage through his closet. I know he has toys scattered all over his house.

I can't help but get excited imagining all that could come out of it. Maybe nipple clamps, my favorite. Or a plug that he will slip between my buttocks to bring me even more extreme sensations.

I don't have time to indulge in these fantasies anymore. A few moments later, a sharp pain emanates from my buttocks. A paddle, that's what he went for. I grit my teeth as another blow lands almost immediately.

He hasn't used this toy on me often, I still have to get used to the shock it creates on my skin, igniting every nerve in me with diffuse pain. It has nothing to do with the sharp pinch of the crop, probably the object that I have the most difficulty in supporting. I’d have like his hands better though. To have this connection with him.

But it's not for me to decide. I should already consider myself lucky that he is punishing me with this little impact game. If he had really wanted to torture me, he would have left me languishing, pushing me to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. Because he knows it, that's what's the hardest thing for me to bear. His indifference. The way he frustrates me until I cry.

The blows continue to rain down at a steady rate. My ass is already burning, and yet I know it's far from over. The intensity is not at its maximum. He can go much harder, much faster. By his restraint, he sends me a message. The one that he will take his time with me, punish me until I scream, I beg him, crying all the tears in my body as I find myself overwhelmed.

I feel humiliation welling up inside me. I'm sure someone will hear us. These people right outside are his friends, his business partners. What will they think of me? I shudder, suddenly imagining one of them opening the door, alarmed by the sounds coming from the office. All the guests could see me, my legs spread apart, my buttocks reddened, my intimacy soaked as I get spanked like bad girl.

Then my mind goes to the two men. If they haven't changed their position, I'm sure soon they can hear me moan. Perhaps they already hear my master's blows. Do they suspect what we are doing? Would they want to join us, offering me a hellish trio of punishment?

A higher-pitched scream escapes my throat as I feel my skin pierce. My breathing quickens as another blow lands, just as hard as the last. Apparently, this paddle has some surprises for me.

Because I am sure, the surface that has just come into contact with my skin is not the same as before. No, this one seems to have small rivets to decorate it, and make it even more difficult to support. A stifled sob takes me when a third blow falls, still as strong. A mocking sound escapes my dominant as his hand lands on my ass.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, right?”

I don't answer, my teeth too clenched to say a word. It doesn't really matter. I don't think he's interested in my words. Just by my gasps of pain and my erratic breathing.

My fingers curl over the desk, my fingernails digging into the wood. Secretly, I hope I will leave marks. That every time he comes to sit here, he will think of me, and of my small body offered to his judgment.

A scream tears through the air after a particularly loud hit. My head resting against the wood, I do my best to control my breathing and the tears that have started to flow. I breathe a sigh of relief as the object lands beside me, and my master's hands finally land on my burning skin, massaging it lightly.

That's it, the punishment is over. I don't think I could have endured much more. I would like to straighten up. Relax my back, shake my body, exhausted from having been held in this position. But only my master can decide that. And he doesn't seem ready to see me change my position.

With his foot, he makes me spread my legs, to get an even cleared view of my private parts. I'm soaked, and not just because of my flirtation earlier. No. No matter the pain, being treated like this by my master only adds to my excitement.

Slowly, his hand slides over my slit, playing with my drenched pussy before moving down onto my clit, playing with it until I start moaning. I can't help but let out a disappointed squeal as he withdraws his hand.

I shouldn't be surprised, after all, I behaved badly. And there are guests out there. Did they notice that we both went away? Did they hear what happened here?

I don't have time to wonder anymore. My body tenses as one of his fingers slips between my buttocks, barely taking the time to play with my jagged outline before sinking into me.

I bite my lip at this intrusion. I know how much he likes to visit that place of me. And I have to admit... I love it too. His finger seems huge, and yet I know that his cock will only be bigger. I gasp in surprise as a second finger enters me already, the other barely installed for a few seconds.

My breathing quickens as my master presses himself against me, making me feel the bulge twisting his pants. For a few moments, he keeps toying with me, pushing me as far apart as possible before pulling away, leaving me empty and vulnerable, hunched over his desk.

I swallow as I feel cold lube fall between my buttocks. I know that it is much more than a plug that is about to enter me. His guests are waiting for him, and he will surely not go find them with this erection clearly visible. I shiver as his hoarse voice caresses my ears.

“Do you remember what I told you? Where are the bad girls fucked?”

My response chokes in my throat as his cock slowly sinks into me, splitting me open. My fingernails scrape the wood as I try to get used to this imposing presence. All I can do right now is focus on my breath and pray that I can take it all the way.

One of his hands grabs the back of my neck in a possessive gesture. Its warmth helps me ground myself in the moment and relax. He takes the opportunity to squeeze his last inches into me. I let out a long sigh as his hips finally meet mine. It doesn't take long before he pulls back, his slow movements sending delicious shivers through my whole body.

I close my eyes, surrendering to his increasingly powerful thrusts. I believe that for once, he won’t take his time, preferring to offer himself a quick orgasm. After all, he still has me in his possession for many hours. He can always come and visit me again later.

I breathe a small sigh of relief as his hand slides up against my body, immediately landing on my throbbing clit, desperate for some attention. Soon, my low moans turn into soft cries. I bite my lip, trying to hide what we're doing here.

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

Cheeks red with shame, I comply, letting my sounds of pleasure express themselves. I believe there is nothing I would deny my master. Not when he's causing all these feelings, making me lose all sense of proper social behavior.

In this moment, nothing matters more than my orgasm and that of my master. Judging by his growls, he's as close to exploding as I am. His movements accelerate on my clit, making me scream at the top of my lungs as ecstasy finally takes me.

My intimacy contracts around his cock, imprisoning him until he releases all his seed inside me in a long animal growl. Even when he pulls away from me, I can't move, remaining half-lying on the desk. It's as if this orgasm had stripped me of all my bones, leaving only a puddle of skin with no shape.

It’s only after closing his pants that my master approaches me, stroking my ass again. I gasp in surprise as he puts a plug where his cock was, just moments before. It looks like he wants me to keep his seed inside me, as a proof of his misdeeds.

Slowly, he helps me up. I let him fix my outfit and my hair, like a pretty doll in need of attention. Once done, he bends down to grab my panties. But instead of helping me put them back on, he mischievously slips them into his pocket.

My cheeks flush at the thought of returning to the living room, my ass uncovered. And if his semen began to flow on my bare legs, despite the plug in me? Worse, what if the plug slipped under the effect of his natural lubricant and my entrance enlarged by his assaults? I would die of shame if it fell to the ground for all to see.

I have always wondered how far I could bear shame and humiliation. I think I'm about to find out. Obediently, I place my hand in Daniel's, ready to follow him into the room. But as he is about to open the door, he stops and turns to me.

“I almost forgot. That way, everyone will know who you really belong to.”

I can't help but roll my eyes. After what he just did to me, I think they all know. Despite this, I welcome the feel of the leather on my neck with great pleasure. With my submissive collar on, I know that it’ll be easier to face the gaze of the others. After a light kiss on my lips, Daniel opens the door, ready to throw us into the arena.


Chapter 3

I bite my lip. Leaving his office is a painful return to reality. I thought I could face the stares and the smirks. And yet, for the five minutes we've been back in the living room, I haven't been able to look up for a second, preferring to keep my eyes fixed on the floor.

I remain hidden behind my dominant, finding solace in his imposing stature. He acts as if nothing had happened, refilling drinks for his guests before handing me a new glass of fruit juice.

I tighten my fingers around the glass, trying to hide my tremors and my embarrassment by sipping the contents. I feel the hair on the back of my neck straighten. I can't explain it, but I'm sure someone is looking at me a little more insistently than the others.

I focus on my master's voice, who explains the story behind a painting hanging in the room. But the feeling doesn’t go away. So I can't help but stare. It doesn't take me long to find out who is the perpetrator of this burn on my skin. The perpetrators.

No need to be Sherlock Holmes. Sitting on the same sofa where I left them, Charles and Arthur look at me with interest, their eyes sliding shamelessly over my body, as if they were trying to undress me and guess what my master did exactly to me.

I remain hypnotized by their faces full of desire. With difficulty, I manage to bring myself to my senses, looking away. My master will certainly not be so lenient if I start flirting with these men again. So, I try to be interested in the conversation, without however participating in it.

My mind is far too busy wandering, imagining myself on that couch again, stuck between these men and their bodies that I desire so much. Daniel would be there, of course. He would direct the operation, with the same grip and expertise he showed last week as a machine pounded me at the behest of strangers behind their screens.

Because even if they were the ones who decided the rhythm of the machine, my dominant was the master of the game. I wonder if he would agree to do this with men in the flesh, tasting my body.

I know it, he likes to expose me, and the omnipotence he has over me. But to share me for real? He’s so possessive. He made it clear to me that he would not like me to meet other boys in his absence. Even if we do not have a well-defined relationship yet, I belong to him.

I snap back to reality as Daniel places his hand on the small of my back, encouraging me to move further into the room to join another group of guests. I relax, no one commenting on the blush in my cheeks or the leather collar around my neck, with a buckle ready for a leash.

From here, I can no longer see the two companions. It's probably for the best. I'm not sure I'd be able to behave wisely if I were to find myself in their presence. Again, I lose interest in the conversation taking place next to me.

I gasp in surprise as my eyes land on a sight I wasn't expecting. In a somewhat secluded corner of the room is the beautiful woman I saw earlier. She is not alone. And seems busy.

Sitting on the knees of a man with a full beard, she seems to make it a point of visiting his mouth with her tongue. I remain hypnotized by this kiss, feeling my barely extinguished excitement rekindling.

I know I shouldn't look at them like that, but I can't help it. Even less when their hands start to wander over their bodies. Unaware of what is going on around them, the man grips the woman's waist tightly, before moving up and capturing her breast through the fabric of her top.

From where I am, I can see her nipples sticking out against the light fabric of her shirt. The man does not waste a moment to pinch them between his fingers. I can't hear her, but I'm sure she's moaning softly against the other's mouth.

My own lips part. I can't help but imagine myself in this situation, enveloped by my dominant's body. After a while, I would end up straddling him, wrapping my arms around his head. And then, sneakily, I would press my crotch against his, undulating my hips to tease him, doing so until he got hard.

Then he would lose patience. His hands would slide to my thighs. He would lift me up to press me against the couch. The weight of his body would sink me into the fabric of the furniture, imprisoning me completely. He would do whatever he wants with me.

Maybe he would let his teeth mark my neck with his possession, before sliding over my skin, tearing off my dress to gain access to my breasts, sucking on the tips until I couldn't take any more frustration, yelling at him to fuck me right here, right now, afraid of dying if he didn't.

“Some of my friends can’t behave.”

I flinch as I hear Daniel's voice in my ear. I turn to him, a smirk on my lips. He smiles at my reaction. As if he could pretend to know how to behave, when not thirty minutes ago, he was punishing me loudly in the next room.

Keeping his mischievous smile on his lips, he takes my hand and leads me further away. I tense as I realize which way he's going. Two carnivorous smiles greet our arrival. Without a doubt, Arthur and his sidekick are delighted to see me back near them.

Graciously, I sit down on the couch across from theirs, relaxing a bit when Daniel sits down next to me, his hand resting casually on my thigh. The two men do not miss this gesture, looking at him with an interested look. Then, Arthur turns to my dominant, as Charles stares intently at the collar around my neck.

“Looks like you still have some work to do with her.”

“Well, you know me, I don't like it when it's too simple.”

“I know, I know… What's the point of having a submissive if you can't teach her what you like, right?”

Daniel nods approvingly. I’m left speechless. All this information is mixed up in my mind as I try to make sense of it. How can they talk about me like that, when I'm right there? And then those words… They know what Daniel is? His… Taste for domination?

But then... Does that mean they like to do it too? Or do they just know because of those locker room talks men sometimes have?

I do not know what to think, both troubled and exhilarated. I pictured things. But I had not imagined that it could go further. It's not three men I could have in bed with me. But three dominants…

I shudder at the thought, quietly closing my thighs to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. I don't know why I’m expecting it to happen that. My Master never gave me the slightest sign of wanting to continue in this direction.

I jump as he snaps me out of my thoughts, his hand gently pressing down on my chin to snap my mouth shut, still wide open in surprise.

“Don't be so surprised. Arthur and Charles have the same passion as us. That's how I met them. And I'm sure that's why you were drawn to them.”

I blush but don't look away, supporting one by one the gaze of the two men in front of me. There is electricity in the air. A tension, like before a storm broke. But here, no need for lightning to trigger it. No. My Master knows exactly what is needed.

“How about we show them what you can do in the dungeon?”

I shudder, taking a few moments to register those words, not really sure I heard them correctly. I glance around the room. Even though some guests have left, there are still a lot of them. My dominant grabs my chin between his fingers for me to look at him.

“Don't worry about them. It’s not the first time I abandon them to take care of a beautiful creature. They won’t miss me.”

I lick my lips, my eyes going from my Master to our two guests. These are on the edge of the couch, looking ready to spring to their feet the instant I make my decision.

This situation is crazy. But since I have been playing with Daniel, each madness has brought me to unexplored sensations, to incomparable pleasure. So, without hesitation, I nod, letting myself fall into the clutches of these hungry men.


Chapter 4

In the corridor leading to the pleasure room, I feel incredibly tiny, surrounded by these men with perfect bodies. They are all much taller than me, and so muscular. I can't believe that in a few minutes I'll be lost in their arms.

I feel myself melting as Charles places his large hand on my lower back, inviting me into the room Daniel has just opened. I shudder to find myself back in this now so familiar room. Everything has been arranged to satisfy the pleasures of the flesh.

A bed. A shelf full of toys I didn't know existed a month ago. A large cross that hangs on the wall, while a bench stands in one corner of the room, ready to receive me. I lick my lip, remembering the day he tied me to this piece of furniture. I wonder what their plan is for tonight.

As we walk into the room, my dominant reminds us of the rules of the game. I have a safe word, and the second I use it, everyone has to stop, no matter how excited they are. Both men nod, looking serious.

They must know all of this by heart, yet I appreciate my Master taking the time to make sure we are all aligned. After all, I am about to offer myself to three men. It is neither trivial nor easy. And yet, I quickly forget my concern, waiting for only one thing: that we begin.

Arthur is the first to take the lead, as I expected. A smile on his face, he stops a few inches from me, his mouth brushing mine. His hands slide down my neck, making me shiver.

A wave of heat takes me as his mouth joins mine. Slowly, his tongue meets my lips, making me open them gently. I comply without hesitation, sighing as our tongues begin to discover each other, playing with each other.

I barely realize what's going on, this kiss making me melt. I forget where we are, who we are. It's not until I feel Charles' broad chest stick to my back that I snap back into reality.

His hands rest delicately on my hips, as if he wanted to give me time to get used to his presence near me. I can't help leaning against him, seeking some support against his muscles. He lets me do it, gently stroking my skin through the light fabric of my robe.

I sigh with relief against Arthur's lips, enjoying the calm that I know will only be short-lived. I don't have to wait long for proof. Slowly, Charles's hands move up my body, making me shiver. No need to be a diviner to understand where he is heading like this.

A few more moments, and his fingers land on my back, catching the zipper of my dress. Slowly he zips it down, making the gesture almost theatrical. I shudder as he whispers in my ear.

“Let's see what you're hiding under there.”

His fingers slip under the straps of my dress to slide them down my body. It doesn't take much for the fabric to spread out at my feet. Arthur breaks the kiss, taking two steps back to admire the spectacle his sidekick has just given him.

His lips curl into a huge smile as he takes in my outfit. If my bra highlighting my generous breasts is still there, my panties have disappeared, leaving my privacy completely revealed to the eyes of the men in the room.

Without violence, Charles places his imposing hands on my hips so that I turn around and face him. His eyes slid over my body, lingering on my perfectly shaved pussy. He seems to like it, if I believe the big smile on his lips.

Slowly, he puts his finger over my mouth, sliding it in a perfect line down my throat, between my breasts, down to my lower stomach. I shiver as his thumb meets my clit pointing between my lower lips.

It doesn't take much for me to feel a wave of heat going through my body. I can't believe I'm really here, stuck half-naked in the same room with three men who have only one thing in mind: to take my body.

Arthur walks away from us, responding to my master's invitation to come and select toys to spice up our session. Charles doesn't seem to care, his hands sliding down my back and neck to press me closer to his powerful body.

I inhale deeply, intoxicating myself with his scent. A mixture of leather and forest, tinged with a light touch of cigarettes. Finally, his lips capture mine. It's warm, passionate, and at the same time amazingly sweet. This man could break me in half in one move, if he wanted to. And yet, he is incredibly gentle.

I feel myself melt as his tongue traces the contours of my mouth, inviting me to let him in. I agree immediately, my moan muffled. His hands are more pressing, descending on my buttocks to squeeze them firmly and bring me a little closer to his body, if possible.

I shudder as his mouth withdraws, preferring to meet my ear, nibbling gently on my earlobe. I shiver, discovering this new sensitive area of my anatomy. As I hear Arthur and Daniel talk about differences between two pairs of handcuffs, as if they were golf clubs, I question Charles.

“Don't you want to go pick out a toy?”

“You’re my toy.”

I squeal at the statement, my cheeks flushing with pleasure and embarrassment mixed together. I never thought I would ever hear a man speak to me so bluntly. I let out a slight gasp of surprise as his hands slide to the back of my thighs, lifting me up like I weigh no more than a feather.

Immediately, my legs wrap around his waist. With passion, he takes over my lips, making me lose my mind. I press my hips closer to his, starting to hump him, using him like a sex toy as his mouth devours me.

He growls against my lips as I grind harder and harder against him. He may still be dressed, but I feel the bump stretching his pants. As I had imagined, he’s huge. My whole body is on fire at the thought that, soon, he will be naked and ready to take my body in the wildest of ways.

I forget that the others are in the room, so intoxicating are the sensations. My clit almost burns from being rubbed bare against the man's jeans. But this burn is delicious, igniting every nerve in my body, driving me crazy.

I break the kiss as a hand lands on my back. Daniel is there, a big smile on his face. He no doubt appreciates seeing me so devoted to the task he has entrusted to me. If I take good care of his friends, then they too will take good care of me.

Still in the giant's arms, I turn my head to meet my dominant, capturing his lips as his fingers lazily caress my spine, until they come up my neck, which he holds firmly.

Slowly, Charles lets me fall back to the ground. As he pulls back, Arthur notices aloud the stain that now adorns his friend's pants.

“Shit. She really wants it. Why don't you show us your tits now, princess?”

Cheeks flushed, I run my fingers over my bra, meticulously undoing the metal clasp before dropping the fabric to the floor. I want to bring my hand to my chest, to hide it, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed.

Arthur is the first to come out of his contemplation, approaching me. Without the slightest embarrassment, he places his hands on my breasts, weighing them to appreciate the shape and texture, before placing his thumbs on my already tense points.

His gaze is burning, I find it hard to support it. He barely blinks, feasting on my every reaction, on every little moan that escapes my lips. The other two men are in the background, observing the scene.

I let out a slight yelp as he begins to pinch my tips, twisting them just enough to get me to the point of pain, without it being unbearable. I bite my lip as I watch him pull out the toy he severed from my master's shelves.

Nipple clamps, connected by a chain. Without wasting a moment, he places them on me, adorning my body with these lustful jewels. A smirk on his lips, he pulls back, admiring his work, tugging lightly on the chain to make me grunt. The sensation is indescribable, deliciously painful.

Daniel is the next to approach my body. As his lips land in light kisses on my neck, one of his hands traces a line down my spine again, until it reaches between my buttocks.

Gently, he grabs the plug between my buttocks, pushing it in and out, mimicking the effect of his cock inside me. Small moans come out of my mouth. I do everything to avoid the gaze of our two visitors, my red cheeks to show how much I like my master to take care of this part of me.

I let out a soft sigh as the plug leaves me for good. I don't stay empty for long. His fingers quickly replace the toy, making me shudder. He muffles my sounds with a kiss, before showing me what he picked out of his shelves. Another plug, much larger than the one that just left me.

I open my mouth without resisting, letting him slip the silicone object between my lips. Obediently, I begin to suck it, my eyes glued to my master's face. His expression is impassive, but I know from the intensity of his gaze that he is proud of me.

Did he imagine when we started, that one day I would accept to do such depraved things? Between my legs, my clit throbs, begging for someone to give it some attention. But that's not on anyone's agenda.

For several more minutes, my master lets his fingers and the plug slide on each side of my extremities, imposing a steady rhythm on me. I'm sure if he put his hand between my legs, I'd be coming in no time.

Suddenly, he removes the plug from my mouth, a thin thread of saliva connecting me to the object. His mouth brushes mine without ever taking it. I know why he does this. He doesn't want to deprive himself and others of my pathetic squeak as the plug worms its way inside me, tearing apart my jagged edge.

My breathing quickens as I try to get used to this presence within me. I know, my master's cock is bigger than that. He places a quick kiss on my lips, then presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel in front of him.

I look up, my doe eyes completing the submissive position I'm in. He caresses my cheek in a gesture of approval before walking away. With a nod, he allows his guests to approach.

I swallow as they come up to me, looking bigger than ever. I can't ignore the bumps that distort their pants. I know only too well what is about to happen here. I've seen it in movies before. I never would have thought that one day I would be the one doing it.

I shiver as their belts come undone in unison, the click of the buckles sending a weird excitement through me. It's what I've been wanting all night, after all. Seeing them naked, finding myself face to face with their cocks. And yet, I can't suppress a gasp of astonishment at seeing their outstretched members just inches from my face.

Unsurprisingly, Arthur is the first to take control, his fingers sliding limply through my hair, simply encouraging me to get to work. With a shaking hand, I grab the base of his member, starting to slide it down his length, almost timidly. Then I approach my face, sticking my tongue out to lick his tip already beading with pre-cum.

The man lets out a sigh, his fingers closing a little tighter against my skull. I understand the message, and open my mouth to let it slip into my wet cavity. For the moment, he leaves me in control, allowing me to go at my own pace, without rushing me.

He’s neither as long nor as wide as Daniel, but his shape more than compensates for that detail. His member is slightly bent, escaping with each coming and going to caress my palate. My intimacy contracts, imagining what this curve could do inside it.

I snap back to reality as a slight clearing of the throat is heard. Pulling Arthur's member out of my mouth, I turn to his sidekick. There he is, his member stretched out in his hands.

Keeping my fingers tight around my first lover, I turn my head to offer Charles attention. I swallow, seeing his size. He’s long, but above all thick. One thing is for sure, they will all have to prepare me for a long time before I can slide this member inside me.

With the tip of my tongue, I play on the outline of his ribbed lines, following each vein, each hollow, snatching light sighs from him. His hand rests on my head, without imposing a rhythm on me. He just reminds me what he expects of me. As if I could stop, when his cock tastes as delicious as his body.

I go back and forth a few more times before letting go of him to give Arthur some attention. I take his cock a little further, never forcing it down my throat. Meanwhile, I force myself to continue my movements back and forth with my hand on the giant's cock. No matter what, I want these one-night stands to be happy with my work.

As I prepare to change partners again, my gaze meets that of my master. He stands aside, a satisfied smile on his lips. I give him a knowing wink before getting back to work. Seeing myself like this, who would believe that barely a month ago, I had never even given a man a blowjob?

I continue like this for long moments, going from one queue to another without ever going all the way, fearing that I can’t take them without gagging. It seems to suit them.

I give Arthur a big smile as he pulls his cock out of my mouth, forcing me to look up at him. He pats my cheek in a condescending gesture before announcing in a most erotic voice.

“You like it huh? Sucking our cocks like a little slut? What about we punish you, huh? We could give you a good spanking before destroying your little pussy.”

My cheeks flush intensely. Despite the shame I feel hearing such crude words, I can’t help but nod, confirming his words. A carnivorous smile forms on his lips.

“Very well Princess. On all fours. Show us this pretty ass.”

After taking a quick look at my dominant for permission, I comply. I shiver when a breath of fresh air caresses my intimacy, as my hands meet the cold floor of the dungeon.

I shiver as I feel the presence of the three men next to me. I can’t see them, but I don’t really need to. Their aura is strong enough to make me tremble. They are all Dominants. Men who fantasize about owning a woman. Making her suffer absolutely everything they want, without asking for accounts. I know it, I’m not in danger with them. And yet, the prospect of what we are about to do makes me shudder.

I tense as a recognizable sensation washes over me. No one has hit me yet, and yet I know what object they have chosen. A flogger. I shudder as those straps almost innocently caress my skin, sliding from my arched back to my ass, before exploring my thighs.

I know it. The person in charge is going to drag this little game out for a while, just to get my guard down. And when I least expect it, I will find myself violently impacted by this object with a thousand straps.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nervousness. Daniel has used this item on me before. And each time, I loved it. There's no reason for it to be any different this time around.

I let out a squeal as finally, a first blow lands. After my punishment in the office, my skin is already on fire. I grit my teeth, knowing that I have to be brave. I have no doubt that each of them will want their turn in this little game. I have not been given any instructions, nor ordered to count. I have no way of knowing how long this punishment will last.

I grit my teeth as the blows continue to rain down. Not knowing how long this will last, or who is holding this painful object, makes it more difficult for me. I take a deep breath, trying to get some control over the situation.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes me as the swift strikes the soft skin of my thighs. This part of me had been spared until then, but I understand now that they will deny themselves nothing during this session.

A pause, then the beating resumes. This could be another dominant. Or it could be the same, playing with my nerves. I have no way of knowing. So, I decide to let go and stop trying to find out. It doesn't matter who holds the flogger, if in the end, the sensations are there.

I have to admit, as painful as this punishment is, I greatly appreciate it. And, my master is there. Often he knows my limits better than I do. As long as he's by my side, I know I'm safe.

Still, I feel incredibly vulnerable as Arthur remarks aloud how wet I am. I suddenly feel humiliated. I shouldn't feel this. It is not normal. But from this humiliation is born an indescribable excitement.

A loud moan escapes me as the flogger begins to slide over my lower lips, tracing its way from my slit to my throbbing clit. In my field of vision, I see a pair of men's shoes appear.

Images come to mind. I saw him in an adult film once when Daniel's absence became too much to bear. A woman was kneeling in front of her boss, completely naked. While sucking him, she rubbed on his shoe, polishing it with her arousal. I imagine myself doing the same, my intimacy contracting at this idea.

I look up, meeting Charles' calm expression. He caresses my cheek before lowering to point to his crotch with a gesture of his chin. Without violence, he helps me straighten up, my face arriving in front of his member.

I look up at him again, waiting for his approval. He moves his head almost imperceptibly, urging me to go. Still shaking from the punishment I just received, my hand wraps around his cock, holding him firmly in position. Then I let my tongue run his length again, almost sighing to find back his taste.

Without playing with him any longer, I open my mouth and let his first few inches enter me. I do my best to take it, never daring to go very far. I'm scared by his thickness and length. I'm not sure I can let him sink as deep as I let my master.

So I put my whole heart into it, hoping to satisfy him enough. He lets me do it for a few moments, letting out a low growl here and there. But as I speed up my movements, I feel a hand slip into my hair.

Without ever letting go of the man's cock, I look sideways, discovering Arthur's blond curls. His steely blue gaze challenges me. That of letting him take control of the situation. To decide how fast and how deep I take his friend.

I meet his gaze, a wave of pride washing over me. Surely, I shouldn't be so proud. I know he won't spare me anything. Arthur proved to me that he is not the delicate type. But tonight, it’s exactly what I want.

He presses down on my head, pushing a few more inches into me. My hands automatically land on Charles's thighs, trying to find some support in this unusual situation. Slowly, the blond rocks me back and forth, forcing me to take the other one deeper each time. I let myself go, intoxicated by the taste and the sounds my one-night lover makes.

The pace picks up, and obscene sounds escape me as Charles' massive cock presses against the back of my throat. I can't do anything but focus on my breathing, pushing my body's reflexes to their limits.

Beneath my fingertips, I feel the man's muscles twitch in a steady rhythm. He is not far from orgasm. Arthur noticed it too, making me move back and forth even faster.

But before the other can come, he tugs my hair harder, causing me to pull back. He keeps his hands firmly gripped in my hair, holding me in this position. I'm confused, wondering what he expects of me.

“Make him cum with your hands.”

I gulp but comply. Trying to replicate the speed at which my mouth moved back and forth on his cock, I squeeze the man's member between my fingers. I look up at him, an innocent expression plastered to my face.

It doesn't take much for him to let himself go, his seed coming to paint the pale skin of my breasts. His body slowly relaxes. Arthur pushes on my head, asking me to clean the other's cock, slowly becoming limp again in my mouth.

Then the two men help me up. I wince in pain, my body aching. But I quickly forget this feeling when I discover what Daniel has installed while his two guests take care of me.

Suspended from the ceiling, is a swing. I bite my lip, already excited at the thought of finding myself suspended, my body encircled by its straps. Gently, Charles grabs my hand and guides me to the object. With ease, he lifts me up and settles me on this still unknown toy.

My hands wrap around the cords as, one by one, he installs my feet in the fabric stirrups. I wince, the still raw skin of my buttocks burning from the straps under it. But I quickly forget that unpleasant feeling.

Without ever leaving my gaze, the giant kneels before me. Slowly, he slides his lips up my thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his path. A louder moan escapes me as his tongue enters the equation, licking my already swollen slit.

My fingers cling a little tighter to the straps as his movements become faster, more precise. If I dared, I would run my hands through his dark hair, just to make him feel how crazy what he's doing to me is driving me.

He probably doesn't need that to know. Not when his fingers enter me in a sound so wet it's obscene. If anyone still doubted it, here's the reassurance that I'm perfectly excited about everything that's happened between us.

Between my swollen breasts, I can watch him activate with passion on my intimacy. Often, he looks up at me, his two black marbles adding even more excitement. I feel like it's going to eat me whole. I'm certainly not going to stop him.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, wrapping around my clit before moving down and joining his fingers in my drenched pussy. I don't even try to control my sounds anymore, moaning loudly as my limbs start shaking in pleasure.

Feeling like I'm about to sink, I turn my head, looking desperately for Daniel. My master is not far away, a smile on his lips. I could never have believed that he would like it so much to see his submissive being devoured by a different man than him. In a last ditch effort, I remember my place.

“Can I cum, Master? Please.”

A soft laugh escapes Arthur, obviously the type to like seeing a woman lose control of herself completely, while Charles growls against my clit, apparently excited to hear me pleading in this way under the effect of his tongue.

Slowly, my master nods, and it doesn't take much for me to completely surrender to this warmth in my belly, letting it invade me completely. Charles doesn't give up on me right away, continuing to lick me gently until my breathing returns to normal. Before getting up, he places a quick kiss on the inside of my thigh, making me shiver.

No sooner does he move away than Arthur takes his place between my legs, his eternal smirk on his lips. With his fingertips, he grabs the chain connecting the clamps hooked to my nipple, gently tugging on it. I groan, not entirely sure what I'm feeling. All I know is that I don't want him to stop.

I open my thighs a little wider, inviting him to come a little closer. He whispers a low good girl, before sticking his hips to mine. Slowly, he slides his cock down my slit, squeezing frustrated little moans from me as he pats it against my taut clit.

His hand slides through my hair, gripping the back of my head to pull me into a passionate kiss. As his tongue gives me no respite, he takes the opportunity to insert himself inside me, making me sigh against his lips. I'm so soaked that he enters his full length inside me in one motion.

“Damn, you’re so tight princess. What a treat you have here, Daniel.”

“And you don’t know it all. You're only the second one to visit this place.”

My cheeks blush strongly at this revelation of my dominant. I had forgotten it myself. Who could believe, seeing me in the middle of these three men, that I was still a virgin a month ago? And now… I look like a real porn star.

Soon, Arthur's thrusts make me forget these scandalous thoughts. This swing is driving me absolutely crazy. Thus harnessed, I’m pretty much trapped. I can do nothing but spread my legs and let myself be pounded eagerly by this experienced man. Because there is no doubt about it, the man with blond curls knows how to use a woman's body perfectly.

Soon, I find myself again moaning and panting, forgetting all countenance and behaving like a dog in heat. But I understand that a new orgasm is not for now, as Charles approaches us, his hand sliding lazily over my body.

“What about we take this number to three?”

His friend nods, catching my lips between his teeth in an excruciatingly erotic gesture before stepping back and making way for the giant. I swallow, my eyes moving down to his tense member. It's so thick, and so long. I managed to take it in my mouth, but can I have it between my legs?

“You can take it.”

It wasn't a question, but I nod vigorously anyway. The way he said it. Authoritarian. Until then, the man had shown patience and gentleness. What he shows now is another facet of him. And I must say that I find it particularly exciting.

Firmly, he presses my thighs to spread them wide apart, pushing through for his wide hips. My eyes locked with his. I try to focus on my breathing, hoping to make the ordeal easier that way.

But when his tense member begins to sink into me, I grit my teeth, realizing that there would be nothing easy about this task. How can a man be so built? Behind me, Arthur comes to settle, sticking his chest to me to give me a little support.

His arms wrap around my stomach, comforting me while keeping me still. I try to forget the parasitic thoughts that take me. He would only have to remove the plug for me to insert himself there, and quarter me in the most intense way. Even though I like what they do to me, I don't think I'm ready to welcome anyone other than my dominant in this place.

But before I can worry anymore, Charles's cock snaps me back into reality. His tip finally entered me, clearing the way for the rest of his length. I turn my head in search of Arthur's lips, smothering my moans in a slow kiss.

Before being completely pushed into me, the giant stops, and goes back. His movements are slow, and little by little, I relax and get used to his imposing member.

Feeling that I'm relaxing, Arthur develops the rest of his plan. Detaching himself from me, he presses gently on my shoulders, making me rock back. I now find myself completely lying down, my head suspended in the air.

He caresses my lips with the tip of his thumb before forcing me to open my mouth. Without the slightest hesitation, he slips his cock into my offered cavity. I don't even notice my own taste on his damp skin, too focused on not closing my jaw around him as Charles increases the speed of his thrusts.

With each push, I groan, feeling every inch of my inner walls electrify as he passes. The presence of the plug inside me only makes me feel even fuller, the man's member pressing down on it. I no longer control anything. And when Charles comes to put his thumb on my clit, I completely lose my footing, a violent flash crossing my body, making it tense around my lovers.

Moments later, Arthur empties into me, letting his seed invade my mouth and throat in a delicious burn. I swallow it entirely, even agreeing with joy to lick his finger having recovered a few drops having escaped from my mouth.

That's when I realize my master is next to me, his cock visibly aching with arousal. Slowly, his finger traces the contours of my mouth, before plunging into it. Obediently, I lick his thumb.

“Is that what you want, Baby Girl? That I take your mouth?”

“No, Master.”

“What do you want then?”

“Please. Fuck my ass.”

A broad smile lights up his face. He seems both proud and pleased to hear me suggest something so decadent. However, I’m already almost filled by Charles. How could I bear them both? I push that idea away. The recent orgasm makes me lose all common sense. I just want to be treated like their little plaything.

Daniel wastes no time in straightening me up and removing my plug, his friend still inside me as he does so. My hands leave the swing posts to cling to Charles's shoulders. I know it, I'm going to need all the comfort necessary to support this intrusion. And what better than the warmth of a man's skin for that?

After copiously spraying himself with lubricant, my dominant lines up at my entrance. Unconsciously, I tense up. The other man gently caresses the inside of my thigh to reassure me.

I take a deep breath, welcoming my master's cock inside me. He slides his mouth against my ear, whispering encouragement that helps me relax. Once his swollen tip passes my jagged edge, everything becomes easier.

I lay my head on his shoulder, letting myself go with the feeling. I feel torn in half, I know that tomorrow I will have trouble walking. But for now, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world. Once he's in fully me, the two men gently caress my skin, whispering belly-warming compliments. I'm proud to have made it. And even more proud to succeed in satisfying these men.

Slowly, Charles undid my nipple clamps, grabbing my aching breasts between his lips, making me moan as my dominant began to move inside me. The sounds die in my throat as the two men begin to move, alternating their movements so that I'm never left empty.

My fingernails dig deeper into Charles's skin, as my head spins to seek out Daniel's lips. I can't believe this is happening to me. Pathetic squeals escape me as the pace picks up even more. My dominant growls in my ear, driving me crazy.

“You’re going to cum one more time for us, Baby Girl?”

“I don't think I can.”

“It wasn’t a question.”

Before I can protest, his hand slides down my stomach, landing authoritatively on my clit. With an expert gesture, he pinches it between two fingers, bringing just enough strength to make me dive into orgasm.

I don't even have the strength to scream anymore, my body convulsing uncontrollably as my entries contract around my lovers’ cocks. My vision blurs. Lightning flashes through me, bathing me in incomparable warmth.

Charles is the first to follow me in the ecstasy, grabbing my hips to empty deep inside me. He doesn’t come out of me right away, enjoying my comfortable presence around his member until the last moment. After a few more thrusts, my master empties in turn, muttering a slew of curses between two grunts.

I'm on cloud nine, my mind totally fogged after this indescribable experience. As they undo the swing straps, I can't even get control of my legs.

Gently, Daniel takes me in his arms, carrying me to the big bed in the middle of the room. He lays me down carefully, before laying down next to me and pulling me against his chest to help me recover from my emotions. Without worrying about the seed of the two men now flowing on my thighs, I sink, my head full of dreams.


Chapter 5

I groan as I shift my position in bed. These men really didn’t go easy on me. I don't think there's a single part of my body that isn't sore right now. But if I had to do it again... I would do it all over without the slightest hesitation.

I have absolutely no regrets. And I don't care if I have to walk strangely for a few days. The pleasure and intensity of these sensations were far too great to complain about the painful counterpart that I have to accept.

For the thousandth time, I grab my phone to look at the photo Daniel sent me. Arthur took it, I believe, showing more thoughtfulness than I would have imagined. Once our games were over, they got dressed and left us alone, giving me the necessary space to recover from these thrills, safe in my master’s arms.

This is what is shown in the photo. Still naked and covered with the marks of the passage of the three men, I’m curled up against my dominant, his arms surrounding my body in a protective embrace. The tenderness that emanates from this shot stands in stark contrast to the actions that took place moments before it was taken.

I sigh with joy, remembering all the compliments Daniel gave me as he held me in his arms, lovingly stroking my hair. But above all, I remember our conversation the next morning.

That's it, my four tests have taken place. Even if I have not always had the best behavior, I have always been able to make up for it, knowing how to take my punishments with obedience. Until the last moment, I doubted my master's decision, fearing that he still did not find me good enough, preferring to find a more experienced or more docile submissive.

I had tears in my eyes when he told me he wanted to continue with me. Of course, the road is still long, and I still have a lot to learn. But he wants to do it. He wants to continue to guide me in this unconventional way of life.

I would already like to pack my bags and move in with him. Welcome him every night, naked and ready to serve him in any way he wants. But I have to be patient. This week, he is on a business trip. But he promised me. As soon as he returns, he will have me come to his house for a final test. A kind of graduation ceremony, if I want.

In the meantime, I will do everything to prepare for this new session. I know it, my master will spare me nothing.

Perfect.

I have only one desire : to experience intense emotions again.


5. DOMINATING HER


Chapter 1

I purr with pleasure as Daniel's hand absently strokes my hair. I love these moments of intimacy with my master, even if they are still rare. It's the first time I've seen him since our last session. Last Saturday, when a simple social evening turned into a wild sex party, with two of his friends as special guests.

I still can't believe I've done this with other men. Even less to have managed to take two at a time, my most intimate entrances visited by their cocks eager to possess my body. This evening also marked the end of my probation.

A month ago, when I learned that he was looking for a companion, I rushed to this neighbor who has always made me fantasize. It doesn't matter that he’s already in his forties, when I only have twenty-two springs on the clock. I want him. Even if for that, I have to become a submissive.

He wasn't sure I could do it, forcing me to come to his house every weekend for a month to put me to the test. No need to mention it… I passed my exams with flying colors. Oh sure, sometimes he had to punish me, when I misbehaved. But that only made our bond stronger, and my desire for more.

Today, we finally meet again. And to celebrate that, he decided to take me on a trip. Sun, swimming pool, good restaurants... I don't know if we're going to see any of this, or if we'll be too busy being naked, our hungry bodies feeding on each other.

I shiver, wondering if he's packed a few toys. Forgotten my fears at the sight of a plug or a paddle. Now I couldn't do without them. Even if it means acting like a bad girl to taste these strong feelings again.

My dominant's hand slides into the back of my neck, bringing me back to reality. He finally left his phone to give me some attention. With authority, he brings my face close to his, his breath caressing my lips in the most erotic of ways. He plays with my nerves for a few moments, leaving me languishing without ever giving me what I want.

If I was listening to myself, I would jump on him, kissing him passionately as I framed him with my legs, rubbing my pussy against him to free myself from the excitement I’m already beginning to feel. With him, anything is enough to push my buttons and turn me into a little thing desperate for her master's cock. He knows it, and he plays with it.

Finally, he shows mercy, kissing me softly. I moan against his lips, opening my mouth when his tongue asks me to, letting him take me in the most erotic dance. Slowly, his hand slides down my thigh, slowly pulling my skirt up over my skin.

I widen my eyes. We are not alone in this car heading to the airport. A driver is there, within arm's reach. And yet, I don’t say anything, letting my dominant rise my skirt higher and higher, until he comes into contact with the lace fabric of my panties.

Against my lips, I feel him smile. I blush, embarrassed that he’s already discovering how turned on I’m by his mere presence near me. I cannot explain it. There's something about him… His smell. His square shoulders… Which drives me absolutely crazy when he's around me.

I barely stifle a squeal as his fingers slip through the folds of my underwear, landing on my wet skin. The kiss deepens, and I already feel my nipples poke against the light fabric of my bra.

I can't hold back any longer as his thumb slides over my clit, giving me just the right amount of pressure to make me feel pleasure, but not enough to really make me climax.

To add to my pain, he stops his kiss, giving me no chance to hide my pleasurable noises. I bite my lip, my breathing rapid as two of his fingers plunge into my tight pussy.

I dare not look up for fear of meeting the driver's gaze in the rearview mirror. It is a humiliation that I would find difficult to bear, even if it is not the first time that my dominant exposes me in this way. I can't believe I was still a virgin a few weeks ago. Here I’m now, as slutty as the most enthusiastic of pornstars.

“Look how soaked you are already, Baby Girl. Just for me, right?”

“Yes Master, just for you.”

“I don’t think I told you to put on panties. Give them to me.”

I blush violently at these words. I know how much he likes to decide what I wear. After all, the first rule when I'm at his house is to undress. But the idea of getting rid of this layer of protection, while another man is with us in the car, makes me shiver.

However, when my dominant reaches out to me, I don't hesitate and comply, my hands sliding where his was just a moment ago. I barely dare look at Daniel, already feeling the pride radiating from his body.

Lazily, he wipes his fingers on my inner thigh, marking me with my own excitement, before grabbing my panties. With his fingertip, he twirls it around, enjoying the situation more than I'd like, before slipping the soaked piece of cloth into his pocket.

Before I have time to feel the fresh air caress my intimacy, my attention is attracted by something. In the windshield, the airport appears.

Let our lustful vacation begin.


Chapter 2

I can't control myself, fidgeting like a little girl on Christmas Day as my eyes dart around, not knowing what to look at first. When he told me we were going to take a plane, I had expected first class from the best company in the country, not a private jet. I guess I have no idea how rich Daniel is. That's not what attracted me, but I'm sure I'm not going to say no to this way of life.

My dominant keeps an amused eye on me while asking our flight attendant to pour us drinks. After letting me rave for a few moments, the man approaches me, sliding his hands on my hips to help me calm down and come back to reality.

I wrap my arms around his neck, nuzzling my nose to inhale his comforting scent. Soon, our drinks are served, and before I have time to finish mine, we are already in the air.

It’s only after a good thirty minutes of flight, spent for my part with my nose glued to the window, that my dominant decides to remind me of his presence. It's just us now. When he asked the stewardess to give us privacy, she nodded with a big smile, stepping aside gracefully.

Immediately, I leave my contemplation to return to my role of submissive. It does not take me more to remind me of my past excitement, still clearly visible between my legs. I blush slightly, wondering if I stained my skirt without realizing it.

I don't have time to worry about it. My master extends his hand to me, inviting me to come closer to him. Obediently, I sit on his lap, waiting for an indication. For now, he's just stroking my lower back with the tip of his thumb. I relax, letting myself go to this intimate gesture. But despite this welcome tenderness, the man does not forget his true nature.

“There’s a few more hours before we arrive. Why don't you get comfortable?”

To illustrate his point, his fingers slide under the strap of my top, making it fall along my shoulder. I'm shivering. He really wants me to undress? Okay, the stewardess retreated to the front of the cabin, leaving us alone. But this thin curtain won’t cut the sound of our activities.

And yet, I don’t try to negotiate with my master. I know he always gets what he wants. So why resist? Without rushing, I lift my top, revealing my pale pink bra bought especially for this trip.

“Keep going.”

I hesitate for a moment. I don’t know what to remove first. My skirt, and thus reveal my already bare crotch? Or my bra, releasing my generous breasts? My dominant decides for me, his hand sliding down my back to expertly undo the hook of the underwear.

I close my eyes and push my head back slightly as his fingers grab my already taut tips, rolling them around. To my regret, he tires quickly, his hand patting my thigh to encourage me to continue.

I stand up, turning my back to him. I lasciviously move my hips, giving him a show I want sexy before giving him what he asked for. Slowly, my hands undo my zipper, and the skirt comes to spread out at my feet still enclosed in a pair of heels. These I keep. I know he likes to see me like this. Naked and in stilettos.

I continue to dance without music, turning to face him. But as I'm about to get on his lap to offer him an even more sensual dance, he stops me with a click of his tongue.

“I still have some work to do. You know your place.”

I swallow, remembering that afternoon spent in his office, a butterfly vibrating between my thighs, keeping me close to orgasm without ever letting myself sink into it. I hope he doesn't make me wait so long today.

Slowly, I drop to my knees, obediently settling next to him. He strokes my hair for a few moments, whispering a good girl. Then he turns on his computer, concentrating on some important file.

I bite my lip. I forgot how annoying it can be to be stuck like this. Although I find the position terribly exciting, enjoying being my master's little thing and placing myself under his protection with this simple gesture, I can only regret it too. I'm on a jet after all. I could be sitting in my seat munching on a snack and watching a movie while sipping champagne. It would be much more comfortable.

But my master wants me that way. Exposed and vulnerable, submissive to his every whim, even if he doesn't take advantage of me right away. I know he’s incredibly patient. It's part of his power game. Slowly build desire and excitement. Restrain himself as long as possible, to feel everything stronger once he allows himself to surrender.

I look up, my gaze falling on the curtain separating us from the front of the cabin, where the hostess is. And further, I know, the pilots.

I've been exposed before, with my dominant filming me to broadcast my exploits on the internet, going so far as to let viewers control the speed of the machine that was pounding me in the most intense of ways. And what about last week, when two other men invited themselves into our dungeon to use my body as they pleased?

But this was different. We were at his home, in a familiar place made for it. Here we are in a public place, with people who have nothing. Oh sure, we don't have to be the first to do this in a luxury jet. However, I don't know if I would be able to sustain the gaze of the flight attendant for long if she were to discover the position in which I currently find myself.

Suddenly, my whole body freezes. As if he had heard my concerns, Daniel decides to play, and to call his employee. I can't help but look up at her, wanting to see her reaction. If a glimmer of surprise first crosses her eyes, the woman immediately becomes professional again, focusing on her client.

Impassive, she notes the order, hastening to get what my dominant asked her. I don't have to look at him to know that a smirk tugs his lips. I know him only too well.

The woman returns, placing a tray near my master. Without the slightest hesitation, he grabs the bowl he had asked for, opening a bottle of water to empty it into the container. Then, most naturally in the world, he places it at my feet.

My cheeks are red with shame. He's already put collars around my neck, as tight as those you put on dogs. But he has never pushed the game as far as in this moment. I keep my eyes fixed on the floor, not daring to look at the woman anymore. What a relief she must feel, when my master allows her to retire.

I can't help but wonder what she thinks. Is she disgusted? Revolted by these degrading treatments? Or on the contrary, is she excited, imagining herself in my place? I know that I’m.

There is no rational explanation. I never could have imagined myself doing this one day. I didn't even know it existed until I met Daniel. But now, I couldn’t do without it. All I want is to keep exploring those sensations.

Because I know it. This feeling of shame will only bring me even greater pleasure. The only question is when my dominant will decide to end my wait. Unsurprisingly, it's not for now.

“Drink, Baby Girl. You must be thirsty.”

I swallow. He's not wrong. But am I ready to stoop to that? I shudder as his hand slides through my hair. I don't really have a choice it seems. Forgetting my shame, I drop to my elbows, my face coming dangerously close to the floor to lap up the water in the bowl.

In this position, I offer a plain view of my posterior to my dominant. There is no doubt about it, he can see all of my intimacy shining with excitement. Is it hard seeing me like this?

When I straighten up, I’m greeted by a very recognizable sound. That of a belt that is undone. Slowly, I turn around, my eyes boring into my dominant’s before sliding down his linen shirt-covered chest. I know it, under it hides a most perfect body.

I continue my descent, licking my lips as I finally land on what interests me most. In his hand, my dominant holds his tense member. Lazily, he caresses himself, his eyes trailing over my body before settling on my mouth.

“You must be hungry too, right Baby?”

I nod my head eagerly. I never could have believed that I liked giving blowjobs. When I saw these acts in porn movies, I was always disgusted. But now I know how it is... That I know the power to drive him crazy just with my mouth... I couldn't live without it.

No sooner does he nod than I hurry to slip between his spread legs, my hand replacing his to catch that cock that's driving me crazy. Slowly, I let my tongue discover his member, tracing a long line along his length, from his base to his tip, which is already pearling with excitement.

I play with his rounded tip, drawing imaginary lines just to drive it crazy. His hand slides through my hair, not moving for the moment. I know his way of doing. He will leave me in control for a while, before losing patience and imposing his rhythm on me. It looks fine to me. I like to be treated like his little toy.

I open my mouth, finally taking his member. He can't suppress a slight sigh of relief, making me smile. Dominant as he is, he’s only a man after all. I take it deeper and deeper, suddenly having no desire to play anymore. I just want to satisfy him, so that in turn, he takes care of me. It doesn't matter how. I know what he will do to me, I will lose all common sense.

His fingers hook into my hair, forcing me to hold him deeper inside me. I choke on an obscene sound. Despite my struggles, this position only adds to my excitement.

“Touch yourself.”

Without taking my eyes off him, I slide my free hand up my chest, playing with my breasts for a few moments before lowering my hand between my thighs, letting out a soft squeak as my fingers capture my taut clit.

Slowly, I reproduce the gestures made by my master in the car a few hours earlier. My fingers aren't nearly as satisfying as his, but under his gaze I ignite, a recognizable warmth rising in the pit of my stomach.

I wonder if the flight attendant is listening to us. If she found a way to look at us. Does she imagine herself in my place, kneeling before this man so beautiful and so powerful? Because attractive, Daniel is. Wherever he goes, all eyes turn to him.

Never mind his hair, which is starting to thin out white, or the few lines that grow in the corners of his eyes when he smiles. This man would be worthy of parading for fashion designers. No one wears the suit as well as he does. I don't know how the women in his company can focus on their jobs when he's around. I know I couldn't, too obsessed with the fantasies that his mere presence would spark in my mind.

I let out a disappointed little moan as he tugs at my hair, removing his cock from my mouth. Immediately, I stop my movements on my pussy. I know, if he stops, I have to stop too. Still, I wished I could have continued like this, feeling his seed scatter in my mouth and down my throat as I climaxed with quick strokes on my hungry clit.

I remain motionless, my eyes fixed on those of my master. No matter how hard he tries to appear completely impassive, his cock still taut between his legs, and his belly heaving rapidly under his shirt, betray his excitement. That's what he likes. Have control. On me as on himself.

I moan as his fingers land on my breasts, twisting them in delicious pain. I bite my lip, trying to calm my excitement. If I listened to myself, I would lie on the ground and spread my legs, inviting him without the slightest shame to slip in there to plunge his cock deep inside me.

Without a word, he pulls on his belt, fully detaching it from his pants. I'm shivering. What will he do with it? Although there is something terribly exciting about being punished in such an incongruous place, I'm not sure I want to do that. I don't believe I deserved it. I behaved well, obeying all his orders.

“Turn around.”

I swallow hard but obey anyway. But just as I'm about to get on all fours, and present my ass to him for my punishment, he stops me. Without rushing, he crosses my wrists over each other, before starting to wrap his belt around them.

I can't suppress a smile. I don't know why, but being tied up gives me a strange sense of comfort. To be thus deprived of my movements, I am deprived of the power to make my choices. And I love that. I don't need to think anymore. Just to let myself go and follow what my master wants me to do.

My breathing quickens as he slides his hand down my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my skin. Then his fingers wrap around my throat, but don't squeeze it. It's not a threat, just a reminder of his omnipotence over my body.

I gasp in surprise as his arm crosses my body, gripping my waist tightly to lift me up. Without being able to understand the movement of his arms, I find myself straddling him, my face a few inches from his.

Forcefully, his hand digs into my hair, holding my head as his lips press forcefully against mine. I barely have time to catch my breath when his tongue slips inside, enjoying my surprise. Without waiting, he leads me in a frenzied dance.

I'm more soaked than ever, and I'm sure I'm staining his nice pants. He doesn't seem to care. I think he likes it, to receive proof of my excitement.

I squeal as he balances me on one of his legs. It's unstable, and if he didn't have his hands on my hips, I think I'd roll over to the side. But he holds them firmly, and I quickly understand why. A scream dies in my throat as he straightens his leg, and his hands force me back and forth on his thigh.

With my wrists locked behind my back, all I can find for support is his shoulder, on which I rest my forehead, moaning louder and louder. My clit throbs like never before from being treated like this, the friction of the fabric making it all the more delicious.

My dominant straightens me up, and without ever stopping his movements, he grabs one of my breasts in his mouth, starting to suck on it like a treat, his tongue curling around my tip to make me lose a little more head.

I gasp in surprise as he lets go of my tip to look at my other breast. After placing a light kiss on the soft skin, he attacks me with his teeth, tearing me a cry of pain and pleasure mixed. My senses are disturbed by the contrary sensations he brings to me with his leg and with his mouth.

I bite my lip as he sucks on my skin, working carefully to leave his mark on me. I blush, thinking that at this location, none of my swimsuits will be able to hide this trace of possession. The idea drives me even crazier.

In a pathetic moan, I start begging my master, asking him almost crying to let me cum. Immediately, his mouth leaves my sore breast to approach my ear.

“Come little slut. Show me how much you want me.”

If his deep voice whispered in my ear would have been enough to make me lose my footing, his teeth attacking my earlobe throw me into ecstasy for good. My whole body is shaking, and if he wasn't holding me tight, I know my orgasm would be interrupted by a painful fall to the floor.

But he doesn't let me go. Worse, he continues to rock me on his leg for long minutes after my orgasm is over, over-stimulating me to an almost painful point.

When he finally slows his movements, I feel all my energy leaving me. I had never imagined getting laid on a plane, let alone getting so much pleasure out of it. I could stop there and snuggle up in my master's arms until we got to our destination. I know he wouldn't mind.

On the contrary, he would wrap his arms around me to shower me with compliments. Maybe he would play innocently with my body, having fun noting my every reaction without pushing anything further, all to make me just a little crazier about him. Hungrier.

But his hard cock tapping against my thigh reminds me that we are not done. I lick my lips, seeing it so desperate to obtain deliverance in turn. This vision is enough to rekindle the flame in me. My master sees it, and he laughs softly, surely proud to be the one who turned me into this little thing always ready to spread my legs for him.

He picks me up again, turning me so that my back makes contact with his chest. My legs are installed on either side of his, forcing me to spread them as much as possible when he himself opens his thighs wider.

In this position, I feel more exposed than ever. But I soon forget my vulnerability as he guides his cock against my intimacy, quickly patting my clit before plunging into me.

Despite my excitement, I can't help but grit my teeth as he passes. He’s wide and long, the perfect size to drive me crazy, even if first I have to put up with that slight tearing sensation I've come to love.

I squeal as his hand lands on my clit, stroking it lazily as his cock finds itself nestled deep inside me. My breathing is heavy, and my balance more unstable than ever.

With each movement of his cock, I feel like I'm going to fall into the void. It would have been done already if his hand weren't holding my shoulder so firmly. I moan as obscene sounds begin to fill the cabin. His thrusts are precise and deep, leaving nothing to chance.

Suddenly, I feel myself falling, as he presses my shoulders so that I lean forward, his hand holding me by my trapped wrists. No more sound comes out of my mouth as I discover this new angle, my gaze locked on the carpet and on my master's feet.

I hold my breath as his hand holding the belt on my arms moves away, approaching my intimacy to collect my excitement. If it weren't for his cock deep inside me, and that hand firmly planted on my clitoris, the slightest jerk would send me far ahead of us.

But I don't have time to worry about that. Because already, his thumb changes position, caressing the crenellated contour of my most taboo entrance. I gasp as he pushes it inside, bringing me even more sensations.

My breathing quickens as I try to get used to this imposing presence. I should be used to it though. My master played with this part of me long before he went through the traditional route of my vagina. But it's always the same feeling of surprise that I feel when he invites himself there. As if I forgot every time I was able to take it.

My moans get louder as the palm of his hand quickens its movements over my clit, in time with his thrusts. I know he's not far away. But he won't let go until another orgasm takes me. Fortunately, it arrives sooner than expected.

A scream dies in my throat as my whole body begins to shake, waves of heat sweeping over me beyond my control. I know I should have asked permission, but my master doesn't seem to care. Not when his grunts are getting louder too. If he wants, he can always punish me later. I would gladly accept his judgment.

In the mists of orgasm, I can't help but think of the flight attendants. Can the pilot hear me from his cabin? Does he want to join us? It would be worthy of the scenario of a bad porn movie, but why not…

This idea no longer matters. My master empties deep inside me, marking me with his possession. Slowly, he frees my wrists from his belt, before lifting me up to settle on his lap in a more comfortable position. We stay like this for a few moments, before a voice startles me, reminding me of where we are.

“Hmm. Excuse me, but we'll be landing soon. You need to put on your seat belts now.”

We exchange a mischievous smile when we hear the voice of the flight attendant, slightly higher than normal. Slowly, my master helps me up on my feet. Of course, he's not going to give me back my panties. So, I put on my skirt again, knowing full well that my master's seed will run down my thigh, giving me the most obscene of tattoos.


Chapter 3

A big smile on my face, I turn around, arms raised in victory. Short of breath, I watch Daniel join me near the gate of the beautiful house. He smiles too, apparently unhurt in his pride at having been beaten.

I lick my lips, admiring his bare chest, his bulging abs made even more appetizing now that they're covered in that thin film of sweat. How could I manage to attract such a sexy man? Arrived near me, he gently puts his hand on my waist, placing a kiss on my lips before smiling at me mischievously.

“You know I let you win just to look at your pretty ass, right?”

I let out a mocking sound before turning around, ready to enter our vacation home. But before I have time to perform this theatrical gesture, Daniel grabs me, throwing me on his shoulder and letting his hand fall on my buttocks in a loud slap.

I struggle, laughing, but his grip is too strong on me. So I let myself be tossed about, my eyes sliding over his body, and more particularly over his muscular ass. I want to bite into it, taste this delicious bit of him. The consequences would surely be terrible...

With a confident step, he leads us to our room, only letting me down once he has put me in the huge shower. I don't have time to catch my breath before my lover slips his hands under the little shorts I've worn to show off my ass and my long legs.

It doesn't take him long to undress me entirely, taking off his own clothes in stride. As his mouth crashes into mine in a passionate movement, his hand gropes to turn on the shower.

Immediately, the water starts flowing over our bodies, with the same delicacy as if we were under a waterfall. This atmosphere only adds to the sensuality of our gestures. Our hands greedily roam each other's bodies, never seeming to be sated.

Who would have thought that a running session could have been such foreplay? Along the way, we kept giving each other fiery looks, flirting heavily while thinking ourselves particularly subtle. I even believe that at one point, we almost gave up all reason to take a lustful break behind a bush.

I've never done this outside before. I wonder what it would be like, to feel all the chills my master usually brings me, as the cool air caresses my inflamed skin. For now, I have to settle for this bathroom. It’s alright. Whatever the place, when you have a lover as gifted as him.

His mouth slides down my neck, probably to leave new marks there. Then he goes down, grabbing my breasts between his lips, sucking on them like little mints, feasting on my sighs of satisfaction.

I hold my breath as he descends lower and lower, dropping to his knees in front of me. It's not really a position that my dominant is used to taking. But I'm not going to complain about it. Not when his hot breath caresses my pussy. I'm soaked, and not just from the shower. If he had wanted to, he could have already penetrated me without any difficulty.

I gasp in surprise as he grips my leg tightly, swinging it over his shoulder so that it lands there. I feel myself melt as his eyes look into mine, intently. I have only one desire, to move my hips forward to force him to start. But it's not for me to choose. He may be on his knees in front of me, he remains the dominant in this relationship. And for nothing in the world would I want it to be otherwise.

He decides to make me languish a little more, his lips brushing against me without ever landing. My body is covered with goosebumps despite the hot water running over our inflamed skin. He chuckles softly as I can't hold back a frustrated groan. He likes to drive me crazy, and does it perfectly.

Finally, he decides to end this painful wait, starting by putting his lips on my uncovered button. It's good, but light. Way too light for the level of excitement I'm in right now.

He repeats this movement several times, never going further than too light kisses. It's all about control with him. And the more I try to fight him and let him know I'm unhappy, the more he will make things harder for me.

So, I decide to let go for now, and accept that I have no control whatsoever. I have to take what he gives me and be grateful. Finally, he starts sucking my clitoris, sending electric shocks all over my body.

Without my being able to control myself, I start to move my hips, trying as best I can to straddle him. His response is immediate. His fingers grip my hips, immobilizing them with authority. I shiver, and bite my lip in an attempt to coax him. He’s surely not fooled, but doesn’t punish me, resuming his movements on my soaked pussy.

His movements are faster, tearing me moans that I stifle in my hand. I feel a familiar warmth rising within me. He must feel it because immediately, he slows his movements, causing me to moan in frustration.

For unbearable minutes, he does nothing but make me languish, innocently kissing my thighs, sometimes coming up on my belly, making me hope he'll stop along the way where it interests me the most. I hold back my frustrated moans, for fear that he makes this go on even longer.

A sigh of relief escapes my throat when, again, he takes my clit between his lips. This time he's not holding back, using all of his techniques to get me off the ground. I barely have time to ask him permission when I already feel myself leaving, my hands digging into his hair to keep myself from collapsing.

My breathing is erratic under the influence of this flash orgasm. But before I can catch my breath, my master is already on his feet, his hands reaching under my thighs to lift me effortlessly.

A scream dies in my throat as he slams me hard against the shower. I just came, and yet, I’m already ready to go, turned on by the authoritarian gestures of my dominant. His mouth traps mine, pinning me passionately against the wall behind me.

My legs wrap around him, pressing his member closer to me. I begin to slowly move my hips, bringing both of us a friction that makes us groan.

He doesn't let me play for long. Without ever letting go of my lips, he pushes his cock into my soaked pussy, my moans muffled by his tongue playing with mine. Without the slightest patience, he engulfs himself entirely in me, only stopping once completely at the bottom, my intimacy throbbing in an attempt to get used to this new presence.

He doesn't move immediately, seeming to enjoy the warm environment I'm giving him, keeping himself busy by giving me the sexiest of kisses. I could stay like this for hours, just hugging, disappearing into him as he disappears into me.

But his program isn't unpleasant either, as he begins to move his hips lasciviously, his tip rubbing every inch of my inner walls. My fingers close forcefully on his shoulders as his cock pulls out of me and back in again with frustrating slowness.

It's all just a game for him. He never gives me what I want right away. No, he prefers to make me languish. Playing with my nerves until I come apart in front of him, every part of me tearing apart until he decides to put each of these pieces back together into a perfect whole, totally subject to his discipline, ready to welcome all the pleasure he can give.

I bite my lip, trying to catch my breath as his thrusts intensify, throwing me with each new thrust against the shower wall. I know that these assaults will leave marks on my back, so much my skin is found pushed against the cold tiles.

I don't think I'll be the only one with marks. My nails dig harder and harder into my lover's shoulders, until I feel his skin crack under them. His hands are no slouch, squeezing my hips so hard to pound me I think it's going to bruise me.

But I don't care. Because with each coming and going, his body rubs on my clit, bringing me this friction so necessary for my orgasm. I'm almost crying now, these feelings are so intense. My voice interrupted by my moans and my gasps of pleasure, I slide my mouth against his ear to beg him.

“Please Master, I want to cum.”

“Go on, little girl. Show me how you cum on my cock. You like it huh, when I fuck you like a little slut?”

My response is interrupted by my screams as he proves to me that he can go even harder, his cock forcefully thrusting deep inside me. My head resting on his shoulder, I no longer control anything. Out of my mouth comes a litany of meaningless words, interspersed with moans that sound more animal than human.

One last blow, and I feel my body convulse in my lover's arms, electric tingles running through my nerves. It does not take more to come in turn, emptying deep inside me.

We stay like that for a few moments, our lips meeting again. The kiss is calmer now. More tender. Like a gentle way to come back down to earth after this intense climb to heaven. Then, slowly, he pulls away from me and puts me back on the floor.

We finish washing up, before returning to the room. I put on my bathing suit before pulling my hair into a high, tight ponytail. Then I sit at the dressing table by the window, pulling out my best lipstick to apply it. Sure, we'll just get by the pool, I don't really need it.

But a woman must always be ready, especially with such an impulsive dominant. If he decides he craves my mouth around his cock, I'd hate not to have that makeup on me, to smear it all over his member in the most obscene way.

I take my time, and laze looking at the bed, remembering what we did there when we arrived yesterday. After a week of absence, the intense session of the plane was not enough to satiate him. He barely let me admire the house lent by his friend before he lifted me up to bring me to the bedroom and throw me on the bed.

He spared me nothing. His hands vigorously slapping my ass. His fingers visiting every part of me as my mouth worked around him to get him hard. Every time I thought we were done for the night, my lover proved me wrong, always finding a way to rekindle the flame in him and me.

I lick my lips, knowing full well that the rest of this weekend will be as orgasmic as these first twenty-four hours…


Chapter 4

I bite my lip as my dominant’s fingers continue to work inside me. How long did he let me swim before joining me and pressing me against the edge of this luxurious pool? Five minutes? Who would believe seeing him that this man has the libido of a teenager touching a girl for the first time?

My pussy contracts around him, my moans growing louder. I think he's going to make me cum again. I frown, trying to calculate how many orgasms he already gave me be since we left. I lost count. Is it possible to have too much pleasure?

These futile thoughts stop short as he removes his fingers from my privacy with a quick gesture, before grabbing the bottom of my bikini, frantically pulling on the thin fabric of the garment. Without the slightest difficulty, he rips it apart, letting it float in the water around us as he turns me firmly.

My elbows rest on the edge of the pool, my hands seeking to sink into the natural stone for some support, as his cock enters me in a powerful thrust. I remain silent for a few moments, my mouth wide open at this impulse.

I squeal as he is already pounding me. A quickie is all he cares about. And it suits me perfectly. My body is on fire, responding perfectly to his. But as I feel an orgasm approaching, my whole body freezes. An unknown voice is heard.

“I'll charge you for cleaning the pool.”

“Charge the whole house.”

My master responds to the newcomer, an amused tone in his voice. His interlocutor laughs, before approaching a little closer to us. I keep my eyes fixed on my hands, feeling my cheeks redder than ever. Daniel, on the other hand, doesn't seem to care about our unsuitable position, even occasionally continuing to move his hips lazily.

It’s only when the man comes to our level, sitting next to me, that my master withdraws. I finally dare to look at the man who lets us use this heavenly place. We knew he was coming. But too busy with our lustful activities, we forgot. Or at least, I forgot.

Maybe it was all planned in my master's head. It's not the first time he likes to expose me like this. I bite the inside of my cheek as I watch the man. If he intends to share me with him, I will see no objection.

The man he’s somewhere between 35 and 45, maybe. Unlike my dominant, his hair is still perfectly black. His jaw is square, and his thin lips give me ideas that make me blush.

A smile forms on his face as our eyes meet. Then, his gaze slides over my body, staring a little more intently at my breasts and the marks of possession that my master has posed there. I knew these would be visible. Even though I'm blushing, I don't feel the need to hide my body, even appreciating that such a good-looking man takes so much interest in watching me.

“I'm sorry I interrupted you. Maybe I can help you have a little fun?”

My mouth opens in a perfect O. I didn't expect the man to be so straightforward. Of course, I had already imagined myself doing things with him. I know my dominant. But I thought we were going to get to know each other first, and that it wouldn't be until after dinner, and a good dose of flirting, that we'd get down to business.

My dominant's hand rests on my back, making me sigh quietly. With my eyes, I follow the man to a chest placed against the wall. A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as he pulls two pairs of handcuffs and a long chain out of the trunk. He really wastes no time.

I turn to my master, looking a little uncertain. He gives me a reassuring smile, gently stroking my lower back. I know I am under no obligation. And yet, in the pit of my stomach, I feel a now very familiar feeling. That of excitement, tinged with a slight worry. That of having pain. That of not being able to bear the things they’ll push me through.

But I know my master. He would never put me in a dangerous situation. And I have to admit, being tied up is one of my favorite things about these lewd games. I bite my lip, suddenly excited by the images that assail me.

My master must sense my change in attitude, for the kiss that follows is passionate, rekindling the flame of desire within me. After all, I was about to cum before we were interrupted. Grabbing my hand, Daniel leads me to the pool steps.

I blush violently as the water descends to my waist, suddenly reminding me that I’m out of panties. Modestly, I put my hand in front of my sex, snatching mocking laughter from the two men. I know it's ridiculous to hide like this, considering what they're about to do to me.

I take a deep breath as Daniel then guides me to the pole supporting the roof bringing shade to the patio. The other man approaches with his equipment. I can't help but tense up in front of the presence so close of this stranger.

The last time my dominant shared me, I had time to chat with the men before. Here, it all feels so rushed, worthy of a bad porn movie script. And yet, that only excites me all the more, although I'm a little tense. My dominant feels it and tries to lighten the mood.

“By the way, this is Joe, he is the one who so kindly lends us this house.”

I can't suppress a slight laugh. What funny ways we have here. Exchange our names only after we pull out a pair of handcuffs. I don't know if it's a common practice in BDSM, but it amuses me greatly.

A satisfied smile on his face, Daniel kisses me with a little more intensity, one of his hands wrapping around my body to bring me final comfort before the start of our session.

The other man approaches in turn, his hand resting first quietly in the hollow of my waist, as if to give me time to get used to his presence. I part my lips slightly, inviting him to kiss me back.

The man does not need to be asked twice, grabbing my mouth in a gentle but firm gesture. He doesn't need his accessories to tell me he's a dominant. Everything about him exudes an aura, an authority, that cannot be disputed. Discreetly, I inhale his perfume. It's not as intoxicating as my master's, but the hints of amber in his cologne are enough to electrify me.

Seeing me relaxed, the two men grab the handcuffs and chains that go with it. Before starting, my master reminds that I have a safe word, and that both will stop the moment I say it. I smile. I know all of that, but hearing him repeat it again is something I particularly appreciate.

My breath quickens as I watch Joe wrap a chain around the pole, before gently grabbing my wrists. One after another, he puts them in handcuffs. Here I am, stuck against this pillar, unable to move. At my feet, my master does the same, closing the leather restraints around my ankles, attaching them to a longer chain, to allow me more positions. Up to them to decide which.

For the moment, I remain standing, almost shaking with impatience. The men say nothing, content to admire what they have at their disposal. My almost naked body. Joe notices it.

“I find her overdressed. Can I?”

Immediately, my master gives him permission with a nod. I feel a slight shiver inside me. I love when it happens like this. At no time is my opinion asked. That's for my dominant to decide, and no one else. The touch of humiliation I feel is just enough to turn me on in the weirdest way.

In an almost theatrical gesture, Joe pulls on the ribbons closing the top of my swimsuit, getting rid of the piece of fabric in no time. A crooked smile stretches his mouth as he admires my generous breasts and my pointed nipples.

Slowly, he brings his thumb to my mouth, moistening it slightly before lowering it to play with one of my tips. I react immediately, a sigh of satisfaction escaping from me.

Suddenly, he twists the tip of my breast, harder than my dominant is used to. The latter does not react, his arms nonchalantly crossed on his chest. My breathing quickens as the man resumes softer caresses. Then, without warning, he pinches again, making my legs shake.

I try to regain control over my breathing as Joe seems to appreciate my reactions. He turns to my dominant.

“She can handle pain. I've had submissives screaming for less.”

“Me too.”

I blush with mixed embarrassment and pride. It's a little humiliating to be compared like this. But I win. I do better than some of my master's ex-lovers. I who was worried about being so inexperienced, here again, he proves to me that this is not what matters most to him.

“How about we check that out.”

My eyes widen as I hear the sound of a belt being undone. I can't believe this is really happening to me. Not ten minutes ago, I was about to reach orgasm, lost in the arms of my lover. And now I find myself tied to a pillar, ready to receive punishment from a man whom I only know the name.

And yet, I remain silent. But not out of fear. No, I must admit, the idea of being punished by another dominant intrigues me. Will his technique be different from that of my master? Will I feel the same excitement, or will it be much harder to bear? A gasp of surprise escapes me as a first blow lands on my ass.

“You’re going to count for me, Doll. If you forget, we'll have to start over.”

I'm shivering. And without delay, I announce the number one. My voice trembles a little. Yet I know we are just getting started. Who knows how many blows he will give me like this? A squeal escapes me as successive blows crash against my skin.

“Two three.”

I barely have time to pronounce these words than three knocks greet my answer. Teeth clenched, I quickly declaim the numbers, trying to control my breathing. I raise my head, staring at the water in front of me. To be punished with such a sea view is a real luxury.

“Bend over and spread your legs.”

I swallow, following his command. I know, thus positioned, it’s not only my reddened ass that he sees, but all my intimacy. A snap of the tongue echoes behind me.

“Looks like you really like it, huh Doll?”

I lower my head, my cheeks sore with redness. This is the first time that I have been punished like this in front of a spectator. The first time anyone other than my dominant realizes how much I love these depraved games.

I shiver as the man approaches. Slowly, he slides the leather strap along my pussy, giving me a feeling of mingled excitement and fear. Suddenly, a scream pierces the air as his belt crashes in a wet noise on my most private parts.

I can hardly find my breath, so surprised was I by this unusual blow. My master never hit me like that in this place. Tears well up in my eyes. I still manage to stutter a seven.

A satisfied murmur greets my word, causing a strange pride in me. I don't think he expected me to obey so quickly. Maybe he was already imagining himself back to zero, having fun watching me whine and beg for his mercy.

I look up. My master is near me. My smile turns to an expression of surprise as he brings a plug to my mouth, forcing me to take it without question. Oh, not that I need answers. I know very well what will happen tonight. They are two. I have everything it takes to welcome them at the same time.

I feel my pussy contract at this thought, the images of last week already coming back to me in mind. Behind me, the beatings on my ass resume. I try to keep counting, despite the small silicone object still present between my lips.

Men make fun of my difficulties. A few tears escape my eyes as even stronger blows fall on my ass. However, I don’t say my safe word. No, I love what he's doing to me too much to stop him. It’s my master who puts an end to this game, knowing my own limits better than I do.

However, he doesn’t let me rest, placing his hand firmly on my buttocks on fire. Without delicacy, he spreads them and slides the plug soaked in my saliva inside me. I grit my teeth at this intrusion. Usually, he prepares me better than that, and adds a good layer of lube on the object.

But tonight, it looks like he's not going to take any precautions with me. Perhaps it is the fact of being thus surrounded by another dominant that pushes him to behave this way. Whatever his reason, I decide to accept it, taking a deep breath as the widest part of the object finally passes my jagged outline. That's it. It’s in me.

I can't hold back a moan as his hand moves down to play with my other entrance. His fingers plunge into me, moving back and forth fast enough for a soaking sound to echo around us. I bite my lip, feeling humiliated to have my excitement revealed to the world.

The other man approaches, suddenly making me nervous. I still have a hard time getting used to his foreign presence. Yet, the man is more than attractive. Shoulder-length hair frames his face, showcasing his deep black gaze. And his hands... They're so huge he could make me disappear entirely. I take a deep breath as his fingers land on my cheek in an incredibly soft gesture.

“Do you want me to help you relax, Doll?”

I look up at him, puzzled, before nodding, too curious to find out what this man has in mind. I let out a small sigh of surprise when the man waves a silk ribbon in front of my face. He wants to deprive me of my sight.

I swallow as the silk blindfold slides over my eyes. I could have stopped him. Say my safe word. But again, curiosity took over. There will always be time to stop them afterwards, if things really aren't going well.

I remain tense as two pairs of hands begin to run over my naked body. But little by little, I let myself go, suddenly understanding the interest of this object on my eyes. Thus deprived of one of my senses, everything becomes more intense. The slightest caress, the slightest breath, becomes an experience on its own, making me shiver and moan.

I don't even try to figure out who's who anymore, just surrendering to the primal sensations of my body. Fingers grab my breasts, tracing unknown patterns on my soft skin, before grabbing my already stretched tips.

I almost groan as they see themselves twisted, pinched, pulled. I can't even tell if I feel pleasure or pain. My master played with my limits so much that now these feelings are mixed, intertwined in my mind. All I know is my body loves it. So much that I can feel my excitement already flowing down my thighs.

Hands land on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel down. The chains binding me slam on the ground, awakening a strange excitement in me. I don't know why, but being so attached pleases me particularly.

The idea of being totally submissive, of being forced to satisfy them because I can't run away, drives me crazy. It's just a game, I know it. The minute I want to, all I have to do is say red, and I'll be free. But for now, I'm discovering just how much the prisoner fantasy affects me. I'm hornier than ever, and I'm almost about to beg them to take me. I don’t care if that makes me a slut. I want to be filled, and fast.

I lick my lips, my mouth suddenly dry. This doesn’t escape my dominants. Without my asking, one of them brings a glass of orange juice to my lips. After this welcome break, the man replaces the glass with something much more licentious. His cock. His salty taste mixes with the tangy taste of fruit juice.

With my hands tied to the pillar, I can’t choose my position, and must rely on the goodwill of the man. He runs his hand through my hair, helping me keep my balance.

As his member visits my mouth, I groan in surprise. Between my legs, the other man decided to have fun in turn. But not with his cock. No. I don't have the slightest doubt. The hard object that begins to insinuate itself into me is a dildo.

I try not to clench my jaw as the toy sinks endlessly. I feel like I've never had anything so big inside of me. Maybe it's being deprived from my sight that makes me feel it so intensely.

The man begins lazy back and forth, pulling the object out almost entirely before plunging it back deep inside me, making me feel every part of my intimacy. The movements are accelerating, and soon, I no longer know where to turn. Here I am, properly pounded on both sides of my body.

I'm just a toy, a doll to play with without worrying about how she feels. The idea only reinforces the warmth I feel in the pit of my stomach. Quickly, my intimacy begins to throb around the silicone object.

My breathing becomes increasingly difficult as the man's cock invites itself deep into my throat. But when a hand lands on my clit, rubbing it in one perfect motion, I can't hold back any longer, my cries greeted with satisfaction by our host.

“That's it, Doll. Show us how you cum like a little slut.”

It doesn't take much for me to let go completely, my lower abdomen contracting forcefully as waves of pleasure pour through my entire body. The men continue their movements for a few more moments, leaving me no respite.

Then my mouth is freed. The man did not cum, preferring to preserve himself a little longer. The toy in turn pulls away from me, as a hand slowly wipes away the tears that have welled up in my eyes from the harsh treatment.

I barely have time to recover from this orgasm that I’m turned around. I swallow as they lay me on my back. With these chains, my position is most uncomfortable. My legs are bent in such a way that I can't help but spread them, my pussy exposed to anyone who will watch.

I shiver as one of the men slips between my offered thighs. I think it's Joe, but can't be completely sure. A good submissive should surely be able to recognize her master, even with her eyes closed. But I must admit that this experience is so unexpected that I can not even think properly. It's ok. I have to learn to let go. That's why they blindfolded me, right?

I don't have time to think anymore. Because suddenly his cock lines up at my entrance. If the dildo already seemed imposing to me, it was nothing compared to the thickness that is insinuating itself into me. The feeling is so intense that my breathing hitches. For long seconds, I remain in apnea, only realizing it when the man starts talking.

“Breathe, Doll. You're gonna take it all like a good girl, right?”

I nod quickly, eliciting satisfied chuckles from the men. Inch by inch, he takes possession of my body. I have the feeling that he will never stop entering me.

Finally, his hips meet mine, and I can't suppress a sigh of relief that I'm sure makes them both smile. He gives me little time to get used to him before he withdraws and begins to move inside me.

Beneath my back, I feel my chains digging into my skin, sending shocks along my nerves with each thrust. The man puts his huge hands on my thighs, forcing me to open them a little wider.

I feel like I'm torn apart. I had never felt the power of a man so strongly. Surely, he could twist me over with a single move. My intimacy throbs against the man's cock at the thought. But soon, Daniel reminds me who really has power over me.

My mouth opens in a perfect O as his hand slides around my neck. At first, it’s only a light caress, a presence on my skin. Then he squeezes harder. It's not enough to choke me, but enough to slightly limit the air that enters me. Enough to show that he is in control.

My breathing hitches with both fear and excitement. With every move, these men have a choice. They can push me into the most perfect orgasm… Or destroy me. This feeling of being on edge. My master's mighty hand around me. Joe’s lower abdomen rubbing against my clit every time he burrows further from me... All this is becoming too much to bear.

In a stream of incoherent words, I manage to beg my master to let me cum. He doesn't answer me right away, sliding his free hand over one of my breasts to twist my nipple hard, making me howl like a rabid animal. I almost cry, begging him again and again.

The tears begin to flow as he finally gives me permission to come. My whole body begins to shake, surrendering to the spasms created by the most powerful orgasm I have ever experienced. It feels like it goes on for hours, as the man in me doesn't stop, continuing his powerful thrusts. I barely emerge when my dominant whispers in my ear.

“Let’s show Joe how well you take me in your little ass.”

Still weakened, I can no longer speak. But the movement I make with my head leaves no doubt about what I want. Maybe I've lost my mind for good. I already feel ripped in two with only one of these men in me, and now I want to add another? It's probably crazy. But my reason is muzzled by my libido.

The man withdraws from me, and slowly my two lovers release me from my shackles. However, I am not completely free of my movements. No, because one of them ties my wrists together with a much shorter chain.

I smile as I am picked up. I recognize the smell of my lover hugging me. In his arms, I relax, basking in his reassuring presence as he carries me to an unknown destination. My blindfold has not been removed, for my greatest pleasure.

We are not going very far. Slowly, he places me on the other man, lying on one of the deckchairs. My hands rest on his chest. Soon, I feel his member knock again at my soaked entrance.

Slowly, I let myself slide on this member so thick. My mouth is hanging open as I try to get used to this imposing presence again. The man is patient, letting me manage my own pace.

When at last he's all me, I decide to play around a bit, lasciviously moving my hips to bring both of us a delicious thrill. The man growls, visibly excited by my gestures. My dominant lets me do it too.

But before my moans get too loud again, he puts his hand on my back, stroking my spine until it comes between my ass. With an expert gesture, he removes the plug still stuck in me before copiously spraying the area with lubricant.

My hands tighten on the man's chest as my master gets into position. I groan in discomfort as he pushes his way inside me. I can barely breathe, I feel so torn.

The two men gently caress my back, my shoulders, my thighs, while whispering words of encouragement to me. Despite my few hisses of pain, my master only stops once fully inside me. I don't know what to think anymore. I feel like my brain has been totally disconnected.

Little by little, my body relaxes, leaving free access to the two dominants and their wildest impulses. I end up loving it myself. The grunts turning into moans, then high-pitched screams as a hand lands on my clit.

I didn't think I could cum again. And yet, when my host empties into me with an animal grunt, I lose my mind in turn, an orgasm manifesting itself without having announced itself.

I contract all the more around my dominant who can no longer hold back his own sounds of pleasure. After a last ditch effort to delay his orgasm, he too finally let go, emptying himself deep inside me the way I love him so much.

We all take time to emerge. I barely feel my master wrap his arms around me and carry me a little further. It is only when our two bodies find themselves submerged in the swimming pool that I finally come to myself, sighing with relief. My whole body is on fire, and the water brings me unparalleled comfort.

Slowly, my master removes the blindfold from my eyes. I welcome this gesture with a big smile on my lips, my gaze immersing in his. He kisses me tenderly, his body wrapping mine a little more in soft protection. So tight against him, time stops.


Chapter 5

I let out a sigh of satisfaction, my head resting on my dominant's shoulder. He smiles softly, caressing my face before pressing his lips tenderly to my hair. We are not very far from our neighborhood now.

Usually, at the end of our weekends, I leave his house to go to the one next door, to my parents’. But now my probation is over. Nothing forces me to. I suddenly realize that we haven't really talked about the aftermath.

During this month of testing, I knew the rules, the framework of our relationship was clear. Twenty-four hours together, letting him do whatever he wants with me. But now... I'm completely lost. Are we going to start a normal relationship, with dates and whatever goes with it? I have absolutely no experience. He was my first in everything.

I suddenly feel nervous in the face of the unknown, realizing how having a well-defined frame has helped me relax and enjoy these experiences.

As if sensing my sudden anxiety, Daniel grabs my chin, probing me before offering me a delicate kiss. It works, giving me the comfort I need to calm down for a moment. I give him a shy smile as our lips part.

“Come home with me. I want to keep you just for me a little longer.”

I nod. Every minute I can have in his company, I take it without asking myself the slightest question. My mouth opens slightly as I realize something. I've never been to his bedroom before.

Until now, we used his dungeon, or a guest room. Having access to his bedroom, to this place so intimate for him, was something I had to earn. It is now done. I blush, lustful thoughts already assailing me. I can't wait to try out his bed, and all the other surfaces available. In his bedroom, and in the rest of his house.

I shiver as his hand closes on my knee, and the look on his face suddenly turns serious. I tense, afraid he'll tell me that it’s over. I recover quickly. Why would he ask to come home with him, if it was to throw me away a few moments later?

“I’ve been thinking about something. I thought I’d tell you about it at dinner. I want you to come live with me.”

“People will talk in the neighborhood…”

I curse myself. He just said the words I wanted to hear, and I'm worried about our reputation? But after all, I grew up in this neighborhood. The age difference between us is significant. Not everyone will understand it. We will surely be judged. Him to chase after a girl who could almost be his daughter. Me, because this man is rich. It's such a cliche.

But that doesn't matter to me. He could become poor tomorrow, as long as he continues to be my dominant, that's enough for me. And apparently, he thinks the same.

“I don’t care. I want to have you near me all the time. Knowing that when I come home in the evening, you will be there, happy to see me and ready to welcome me. I will help you with your career. A smart girl like you… They will fight for you. And they will be right.”

I blush, touched by these words so meaningful. Daniel is not the type to shower people with compliments, and neither am I. So, in response, I press my lips against his, my shy kiss soon turning into a heated exchange. Yes, I'm sure of it. We’re made for each other. At his side, I’m ready to face whatever life throws my way.

I never imagined when I rang at his door a few weeks ago that I would live all these extreme experiences. But now I know. All my life, I'll be a submissive.

HIS submissive.


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 her other works?

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.

◆◆◆

Blind Submission

Emily Colter's first BDSM novella
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I am his. Body and soul.

And yet, I don't even know his face.

I've always been a good girl, doing everything right. But when I arrive in this new city, alone and bored to death, I can't resist the call of vice.

I never thought that signing up on a BDSM dating app would have such consequences. I just wanted to have fun, pass the time. But now…

I find myself in the hands of the most dominant man I have ever met.

It doesn't matter that he requires me to wear a blindfold, depriving me of his identity. How can that matter when he’s turning my fantasies into reality?

In a hotel room or at the opera, in a bed or behind a webcam, there is no place where I do not let this dominant use me. And if he wants to tie me up and use toys on me, I'm definitely not going to stop him.

Deprived of my sight, I have no choice but to surrender to blind submission.

◆◆◆

The Dirty Submissive Series Bundle
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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…
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