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A SUBMISSIVE REVENGE


Chapter 1

It should have been my honeymoon.

We were to discover this paradise together. Drinking cocktails by the pool. Walk hand in hand on the beach. Spend the night in our luxurious sea-view suite. Sexy lingerie, and hopefully new pleasures to explore.

Yes. That was the plan. Until my fiancé decides to abandon me at the altar, leaving me alone and humiliated in front of our families. Now alone in our bridal suite in paradise, I could mope, and cry over my fate.

Instead, I preferred revenge.

Kneeling before these two strangers, I’m ready to forget all good morals. If they ask me to open my mouth for them, I will. And if they want me to spread my legs to ruin me all night, I will too.

Gone is little Olivia who does everything right. Who follows the rules. Who accepts everything without complaining. Now, I take my destiny in hand, and above all, my pleasure… And something tells me that these two men were the perfect choice for this.

I know what they are… Dominants. And if I don't really know what BDSM is, I'm more eager than ever to try it.

I don't have the slightest doubt about it. Whatever these men do to me, I will receive more pleasure than I’ve ever had in my life. So, even if they seem impressive and the nervousness takes my stomach, I’m ready to embark on this most debauched revenge.


Chapter 2

I grunt, trying to fit my suitcase into the tiny compartment above my seat. What was I thinking when I made it? It’s way too heavy.

I let out a small cry as it slips from my hands. But before it falls on me, a pair of strong arms catches it, saving me. If I had to end up in hospital with a concussion, that would have been the final touch to this hell weekend.

I turn back to my savior as he places the suitcase in the compartment for me. The first thing I notice is his height. He's almost two heads taller than me and has the broadest pair of shoulders I've ever seen in my life.

My heart skips a beat as his eyes dive into mine and a smirk forms on his lips. In addition to being well built, the man has an incredible smile. He’s very attractive.

I blush slightly, realizing I’m staring at him. It seems to amuse him. His smile widens a little more as I stammer to thank him.

“With pleasure, Miss. It would be a shame to damage such a pretty face.”

I blush a little more. It's ridiculous. I shouldn't react like that to such a simple compliment. And yet, it feels good to hear such things. My fiancé never said anything like that. I shake my head, before settling into my seat. I must not think of him. He doesn't even deserve my insults.

My mouth drops open in surprise as the man who just helped me sits down next to me. Even though the seats are large, his shoulders are so broad that he almost touches me. I can't help but smile a little. Surely that's what it feels like, to have a bodyguard.

I give him another embarrassed smile. These situations are always so strange, when we would like to say something without really knowing what to say. The man breaks up this awkward moment by extending his hand to me. I take it without hesitation, noticing how tiny my fingers feel against his palm.

“Arthur.”

“Olivia.”

I quietly bite the inside of my cheek. Maybe I'm dreaming, but it seems that he lets his gaze trail over the neckline of my little summer dress.

It’s with regret that our hands let go, each returning to its place. I don't know what's gotten into me, but I can't help but imagine what it would do to me if his huge hands were to land on other parts of my body. I'm sure they could swallow me whole. As for my generous breasts? They would totally disappear.

I clear my throat. I really can't think of that. I've never been one to get an eyeful of strangers. Even less to fantasize about what they would look like in my bed, while they stand less than a foot from me. Something must really be wrong with me.

I grab my phone to try to distract myself and forget the warmth that is starting to grow in the pit of my stomach. But I quickly stop, realizing that I have no desire to read all the messages people have been flooding me with for the past two days.

To my left, another man sits down. I give him a slight smile. He's not as tall as Arthur, but he's just as attractive, in a different way. He wears slightly wavy blonde hair that cascades over his shoulders. And on his muscular arms, covered in tattoos. Usually, ink doesn't do anything for me. But I must admit that the style suits this man perfectly.

The voice of my savior resounds.

“Vincent, this is Olivia.”

“Nice to meet you, Olivia.”

I don't have time to speak when he grabs my hand and gives it a light kiss. A trail of goosebumps runs through my body at this unusual gesture. I swallow hard, before turning to the other man, taken aback.

“You know each other?”

The two men laugh.

“We were friends before we even knew how to walk.”

“Oh, well, I can move so that you sit next to each other.”

“Are you kidding? I've been putting up with him for years, it'll finally give me some peace. Besides, it's not every day that we can have such a charming woman between the two of us.”

I look down, feeling my cheeks flush again. I really need to calm down. I can't put myself in such a state with each of his remarks. Especially since it seems to amuse him so much.

For a few minutes, neither of us speaks, preferring to settle down for the long hours of flight ahead of us. But soon, our tranquility is disturbed by a flight attendant.

“Mr. and Mrs. Johnson, on behalf of the entire crew, we congratulate you on your wedding. Can I get you anything?”

“No, it's fine. And it's Miss Clark. Just me.”

“Oh.”

The flight attendant's face breaks as she takes in the situation, glancing nervously at Arthur. Missed. It's not him, my husband. She stammers an apology before walking away, surely embarrassed.

I’m mortified. I certainly didn’t intend to display my private life like this in front of the first comers. But I think that's the risk when you go on your honeymoon after getting dumped at the altar.

I pray that none of my neighbors will comment. But it's a waste of time, their curiosity is far too strong. Arthur leans toward me first.

“I didn’t dream, we were married for like, thirty seconds there? I think we just broke a record, even for Hollywood.”

I can't help but smile, forgetting my embarrassment for a moment.

“So dear wife, are you going to tell me why this stewardess said that?”

“Because my husband was supposed to be sitting in your place.”

“I understand that, but where is he?”

“He dumped me. Ten minutes before the ceremony. So, I'm going on my honeymoon alone. Nothing better to fight the humiliation than to hide in a luxury hotel, right?”

“He’s the one who should be humiliated. He must be really crazy to dump a woman like you.”

I huff and shake my head in disbelief.

“You don't even know me.”

“No need to know you to know that he made a big mistake. But maybe it's better. He may have done you a favor. At least you're not going to spend your life with such an idiot.”

I can't help but smile and thank him in a whisper. The man may be a stranger, but he said more nice things to me than all my family put together.

I shiver as his hand lands on my knee. It only lasts a second, the time to pat it gently in a moment of sympathy. However, to see this hand against my body makes me shiver, and immediately plunges me into a world of fantasies, each more depraved than the other.

I quickly got out of it when his friend speaks up, drawing our attention.

“Maybe we could distract her when we get there. After all, that's what gentlemen would do, right?”

Arthur nods slowly. I keep my head down, feeling my cheeks burning more than ever. I'm sure he says that with all due respect. But now, I can't help but imagine myself between these two men.

Their powerful bodies taking possession of mine, crushing me with all their animal strength. I shake my head, trying to get out of my mind the images of me on my knees, taking turns taking them into my mouth desperate to taste them.

This kind of behavior will get me in trouble. So, to forget the fire burning in the pit of my stomach, I focus on the map of the journey in front of me. And pray that they won't notice my nipples sticking out against the light fabric of my dress.

◆◆◆

Slowly, I rearrange the blanket on my lap. We are only halfway through the flight, and silence has fallen in the cabin. Everyone is sleeping, or watching movies. My neighbors seem to have dozed off. But my fantasies about them are wide awake.

I tried everything to distract myself. Watch movies, eat. Trying to resume reading War and Peace for the sixtieth time. Nothing worked. So, taking advantage of the ambient calm, I grabbed my e-reader.

In recent years, I have become totally addicted to romance books. Especially those containing sexy scenes. I didn't really have a choice. Sex life with my fiancé was not the most satisfying.

Maybe that's why I fantasize so much about the two men next to me. The beast was bent on a mediocre sex life. Now it seems ready to explore all the possibilities available.

So, I decided to fight fire with fire. Calm my lustful thoughts by reading others. Maybe it's a ridiculous idea, but at the moment, I don't have any others.

Now, I am completely lost in my reading. The story of a nice girl who is seduced by a tough but protective, and terribly sexy, biker. Of course, I can't help but imagine him looking like my row-mate. The man fits the picture perfectly. I'm playing with fire, and I don't care.

My breathing quickens a little more as I arrive at a hotter passage. The characters find themselves in the workshop of a garage. Anyone could show up, but they don't care, preferring to indulge their overflowing libido than think about the consequences.

I squeeze my thighs, trying to bring some relief to my throbbing clit. My mouth becomes increasingly dry as the biker undresses his partner.

“Well, I wouldn't have mistaken you for a woman with such readings.”

I jump. Horrified, I turn to the right. Arthur wears a big, satisfied smile. I stammer, pathetically trying to find an excuse. But what could I possibly say? He caught me in the act, and his eyes continue to scan my book.

The man seems passionate about what he reads there. I should probably turn it off, make sure he can't see the extent of my depravity. But I stand completely still. I don’t even resist when the man grabs the object to read better.

I'm embarrassed to death, yet I can't stop staring at him. I feast on his seductive features, and observe the slightest of his reactions, without being able to really explain it to myself. He turns to me with a smile that sends electric shocks straight to my clit.

“You’d like that, huh? That a strong man presses you to the ground to make you see the stars? You want him to tell you what a good girl you are, while he makes you spread your legs?”

I lick my lips, and without thinking, I nod. The man smiles, leaning into my ear while keeping his eyes fixed on my e-reader.

“Tell me, does it make you wet to read all these things? If I put my hand under your blanket right now, would you be soaked?”

I'm ashamed but nod again. He laughs softly.

“I can't leave you in such suspense. I interrupted you, so let me make it up to you.”

I look up at him questioningly, not quite sure where he's coming from. I shiver as his hand lands on my neck, pushing aside a few strands of hair. Then he leans towards me, his mouth approaching my ear.

“You're going to slip your hand under your blanket. You’ll imagine that it’s me who’s touching you, while I’m reading to you.”

I shudder. His voice grew deeper, more authoritative. It only adds to my excitement, if that's possible. Never has a man spoken to me like that, so directly. Even less a man whose first name I barely know.

That he's a stranger should be reason enough to stop me. And being in a public place would be a perfect reason to tell him no. And yet, without even thinking, I slip my hand under my blanket.

As he asked me, I direct it to my panties. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked. More than I ever was, I think. It's not going to get better, with the man's breath against the bare skin of my neck, that simple trickle of air enough to make me lose all my means.

A satisfied smile forms on the lips of the stranger. I wonder if it happens often to him, to make strangers he meets do this kind of thing. I swallow hard as the man returns to his reading.

“The biker kneels between the thighs of the woman. He licks his lips seeing how soaked she is. He plunges his face between his mistress's thighs, drawing a long line over her soaked slit, harvesting her sweet honey nectar. Tell me Olivia, is that what you want too?”

I swallow with difficulty. I'm ashamed just to think about what I'm doing. And yet, I let him continue his game. It's far too good. The deep, warm voice of the man only makes things even more exciting. Quickly, he loses interest in the book.

“If it was me instead of this guy, I’d do much better. I’d lie down, and you’d come and sit on my face. I’d put my hands on your hips and make you ride me until you smother me with your little pussy. I’d keep licking you until you cum. I’d stick two fingers in your tight little pussy to make you moan even louder. Go ahead, do it.”

Without even thinking, I obey him, shoving my fingers inside me in a brisk motion. I’m so soaked that I don’t meet the slightest resistance. I bite my lip as I begin to move back and forth. My fingers aren't nearly as thick as his, but I'm settling for it, closing my eyes to better imagine all the things he whispers in my ear, in the darkness of the plane.

“You like it, huh? Riding me like a little slut. But just before you cum, I smack your ass and lift you up. I throw you on the bed and spread your thighs. Before you know it, my cock is inside you. You squeal. Every time you forget how huge my cock is. But you're gonna take it anyway, right?”

“Yes, please!”

I hear myself answering him in a voice I don't know. A desperate, excited voice. The voice of a slut. Because I must face the facts. That's what I am right now. A little thing controlled by her libido.

“Good girl. My cock plunges into you, inch after inch. It tears you apart completely and yet, you take it, like the good little submissive you are. Come on, press on your clit.”

I obey him again, not having the slightest bit of restraint. For a moment, I wonder what he meant by submissive. But the pleasure becomes too much for me to really care.

My lower abdomen is contracting more and more quickly, I can feel that my orgasm is not far away. I don't even know how this is possible, I who usually have the greatest difficulty in the world reaching ecstasy.

This man is a magician. Giving me so much pleasure without even having to touch me. I don't know how this is possible, but that’s what’s happening.

Soon, I have to bite my fist to contain my squeals of pleasure, remembering where I am, and who might hear us. It's already a miracle that his friend doesn't wake up to see the sordid spectacle we offer.

“Tell me Princess, you want to cum, right?”

I nod quickly, making him laugh softly.

“Good, very good. Keep on going. Show me what you are capable of. I take you faster and faster, my cock fills you completely, and you cream it with your excitement. Nobody ever fucked you like that. Come, come.”

I bite my fist almost until I bleed to stifle the powerful scream that comes from my insides. My limbs tense as a wave of intense heat runs through my entire body. My breathing is erratic. I can't believe I did this.

“Show me your hand.”

I turn to Arthur, totally stunned as I try to catch my breath. He smiles, gently stroking my hair in silent encouragement. Trembling, I comply without even thinking about the order he just gave me.

Slowly, I take my fingers out of my panties to present them to him. My cheeks are red with shame when I realize how soaked they are. He doesn't seem the least bit embarrassed. On the contrary.

He grabs my wrist, moving my hand towards him with mad sensuality. He tastes the excitement coating my skin, reveling in it as if it were the best of nectars.

“You’re delicious. What a good girl. Go to the bathroom now.”

“To… To the bathroom?

“You said you wanted to taste my cock, didn't you?”

I swallow with difficulty. yes, I said it. But that was in a moment of weakness, when I was caught in the mists of pleasure. I don't know if I can do it for real. In a plane moreover.

I should probably say no and apologize, even if it means putting up with his heavy gaze on me until the end of the flight. That's what a reasonable person would do. Yet… I’m incapable of being reasonable.

With a defiant look in my eyes, I rise, stepping over his imposing stature to walk to the aisle. While carefully avoiding eye contact with the people around me, I head for the bathroom.

It’s not a minute that I’m in here that, already, the man joins me. Immediately, his imposing stature takes up all the space in the tiny toilet cubicle. I find myself stuck to him, my head buried in his chest.

The man licks his lips as he looks down at me. Before I even have time to react, he picks me up and places me on the edge of the tiny sink. His face is only inches from mine, his breath caressing my face.

I dream of kissing him. To taste his full lips that taunt me with their ruby color. But I understood it well, he’s the master of the game. Only he can decide whether such a thing happens or not. And now, that doesn't seem to interest him in the least.

“Look at you. The perfect little submissive. Perfect for me. Spread your thighs. Show me how soaked you are.”

Without a moment's hesitation, I obey him, squealing pathetically when his hand comes to rest between my legs. He presses my clit, before grabbing the edges of my panties to slide them down my leg. Then, he puts the small piece of soaked cloth in his pocket, winking at me.

“My trophy. Damn, what you smell good. Normally, I’d take all my time with you. I’d make you cum several times before plunging my cock into your tight little pussy. But we don't have time. We can't risk getting caught. You’re ready?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. I don't really think anymore, to be honest. I just want to indulge in these perverted desires. Fucking with a stranger on a plane, I think I have my best revenge on my ex.

So, I spread my legs a little more while he pulls his cock out of his pants. My mouth opens in surprise, making him laugh softly. On this point, he didn’t lie to me. His cock is monstrous. Much longer and much bigger than any I have seen so far.

Although I'm relaxed after my recent orgasm, I wonder if I'll be able to take it. One thing is certain, I will feel it pass. However, not for a single moment do I think of stopping the man.

His mouth lands on mine, swallowing the squeal of discomfort that escapes me as his tip begins to thrust against my soaking-wet pussy. My fingers dig into his shoulders, I cling to them desperately, like a castaway to a buoy.

His tongue comes in search of mine, bringing me a distraction as his cock tears me apart. I don't even know how he manages to enter me like this. However, despite his imposing size, I manage to take him, my body opening little by little for him. It’s as if it recognizes this person who enters it, offering him all access.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he’s finally inside me. It makes him smile. Forcefully, he grabs my thighs, lifting me against him, pulling me even closer to his body, if that's possible.

Slowly, he moves me back and forth on his cock. With every movement, my clit rubs against his body in the most delicious way. I lay my head against his shoulder, nibbling it lightly to hide the moans. I can't risk anyone hearing us from the outside. What he's doing to me is far too good to stop now.

He seems in the same frenzied state as mine, his hip movements accelerating more and more. Breathing quickens as we meet erratically. Nothing we do makes sense anymore. There is only this frantic race to orgasm.

And when his hand slips between the two of us, I'm the first to cross the finish line. My whole body tenses around the man, clinging to him so as not to sink. My pussy contracts around him. He doesn’t need more to let go, emptying deep inside me.

My cheeks blush. I had never let anyone do this before. And I must admit… I love this idea.

Soon, we come back to reality. After a last kiss, he withdraws from me and closes his pants. Then, we go back to our seats under the disapproving eye of the flight attendant. Usually, I would have died of shame. But here, I don't care.

She can think whatever she wants. Never again will I apologize for going through with my fantasies. I don't know how this honeymoon will end up, but it started in the most delicious way.


Chapter 3

I readjust my sunglasses before lying down again on my deckchair. It's been two days since I arrived at my luxurious hotel, and I spent them basking in the sun by the pool. I turned off my phone, completely cutting myself off from the world. If this flight taught me anything, it's that I must take advantage of these moments away from my daily life.

I bite my lip, going back to looking around. Ever since I got off the plane, I've been haunted by the image of Arthur's hands on my body. Of his mouth. Of his cock. I only got a brief glimpse of what he was capable of. But his salacious words and every move he made are fixed in my mind.

It was fast, and yet, I had more pleasure in these few moments against his body than in three years of relationship with my ex. Now, I just want to do it again.

Especially since I did some research on the internet. The man called me Submissive several times. I had to find out what that meant, exactly. And the least I can say is that I wasn’t disappointed.

For hours, in the privacy of my honeymoon suite, I browsed dozens and dozens of sites. Read articles. Watched videos. I have seen women kneel there in front of men. They obeyed them without even thinking. They were tied by ropes, before undergoing the slightest desire of these dominants.

And I must admit… I loved everything I saw. I imagined myself in their place, trembling with pain and pleasure. Each time, a face appeared in my evil mind. Arthur's.

He was there, above me, as I touched myself again and again. I don’t know how many times I have reached orgasm since I arrived. All I know is that I'm still not satisfied.

My eyes roam tirelessly around the pool. The two friends told me that they were in the same hotel as me. But for now, I haven't met them yet. I heave a sigh. Maybe I'll have to fall back on someone else.

My cheeks flush slightly at the thought. I've never been one to sleep with the firstcomer. Now, it seems like the ultimate mission of this lonely honeymoon. I can't think of a better revenge than to focus only on me… And on my pleasure.

I straighten up on my recliner and grab my bottle of sunscreen. I want to look more gorgeous than ever when I get back to work. That everyone wonder how he could have dumped such an amazing woman like me. And that needs a perfect tan. No question of looking like a crayfish on my return.

So, I coat my body with a generous layer of cream, applying myself particularly to the curves of my rounded breasts.

“You need a hand?”

My body freezes hearing that voice. Before I even raise my head, I know who it belongs to. I hear him constantly, repeating these salacious words in the hollow of my ear.

My heart skips a beat when my eyes land on Arthur. He’s in a swimsuit, offering me the sexiest view. It should be forbidden to walk around with a chest like that. He's going to cause a riot. His friend is near him. And I must admit, he too is built like a god.

The two men sit on the deckchairs around me, surrounding me as they did on the plane. Their eyes roam my body barely covered by this microscopic bikini. The least we can say is that they are not discreet.

My stomach is inflamed. Am I dreaming? These two handsome men only seem to have eyes for me. I'm like the jackpot in the lottery. I have never felt so sexy and desired in my life. So, if I'm dreaming... I pray I never wake up.

I decide to play with them, lying back on my deckchair to give them an even more complete view of my body. Subtly, I arch my back, making my chest look even more appetizing.

I know, the men don’t miss a beat of the show that I offer them... And that makes me wet. Arthur decides to make small talk as if there wasn't this sexual tension clearly present between us.

“Have you had a good time since you arrived?”

“It was not bad. But a little lonely.”

“Good thing we found you then.”

I turn to the blonde, licking my inner lip, holding his gaze fixed on me. Behind me, Arthur resumes.

“Vincent has taken a good resolution.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“To never sleep on a plane again.”

My mouth drops in surprise at those words. He told him everything then? The way he made me touch myself, before taking me in the bathroom, making me come in just a few minutes?

My cheeks are flushed, yet I continue to stare at Vincent. He too is staring at me, his intense eyes sending electric shocks to my clit. Behind me, Arthur stands up and walks closer. I shiver as his voice whispers in my ear, his hands brushing my body.

“And if we offered him a catch-up session?”

My heart skips a beat. I can't believe he's so direct. We barely know each other. We could have had a drink first, learned a little more about each other. This is surely the most reasonable thing to do.

And yet, I don’t care about reason anymore. His words raced straight to my pussy. My thighs squeeze together, trying to calm my throbbing clit. In vain. The gaze of the two men on me is far too powerful. Only their hands on my body can relieve me.

However, before I give in to my most bestial impulses, there is something that I must clarify. I turn to Arthur.

“I have a question.”

“Sure.”

“A… Are you dominants?”

“What do you think?”

His voice deepened as his hand slid distractedly down my neck. My cheeks heat up, and I can't ignore my nipples sticking out against the thin fabric of my bikini. The man leans into my ear.

“Do you want to find out what it's like to be dominated, Submissive?”

My breathing stops. Images from the videos I watched jostle in my mind. I already imagine myself, tied up, begging as they punish me. I imagine their cocks inside me. I imagine myself totally surrendering to lust.

So, without even thinking, I hear myself asking them.

“You want to come to my suite?”


Chapter 4

More nervous than ever, I stand in the middle of my room. A few feet from me, the two men stand in front of the door, blocking my exit. Their eyes are on me, intense. Like two predators ready to eat.

And I’m their prey.

I concentrate on my breathing so as not to tremble. My position is the strangest. I would have thought they would jump on me. That they would kiss me, while their hands vigorously ran over my body offered to them.

But instead, they keep their distance, leaving me alone and vulnerable in the middle of this temple of marital love. Shame slowly creeps into me. I would like to close the curtains and hide in my bed. But I won’t do any of that.

By the pool, we discussed some ground rules. How far I was willing to go. Now I wonder if I can really do it. I want it though. And it shows on my body. My bikini leaves no room for doubt. My nipples point through the light fabric. As for my bottom, it’s wet by much more than the water of the swimming pool.

I shiver as Arthur sits up, his arms crossing over his chest. I can't believe that soon I'll be trapped in their embrace again. I will be tiny against them, protected from everything.

“So, you want to see what two dominants can do, right?”

“Yes.”

“You showed the potential to become a good submissive. You'll see. We will make you discover sensations that you don’t even imagine. You’ll be in pain sometimes, but it’ll only be to feel even more pleasure afterward. You remember the safe words I gave you?”

“Yellow to slow down, red to stop.”

“Good. Don't hesitate to use them. Until you say them, we won't stop. From now on, you belong to us.”

I swallow hard, nervous but terribly excited by the words he says. I don't know what's got into me. It's never been my style to be so docile. One-night stands are not part of my vocabulary either.

But with them, I forget all that. I have only one desire: to surrender myself completely to their law. Forget what is right or wrong and just disappear in a torrent of pleasure.

“Let us see your beautiful little body. Take off your swimsuit.”

I lick my lips, trying to control my heart beating faster and faster. Quickly, I silence the worried voice rising within me. I don't want to think anymore. Just act. So, I slide my fingers down my neck, undoing the tie of my jersey. I don't delay before tackling the next one.

The piece of fabric falls to the ground, freeing my chest. The two men remain perfectly impassive, as if they didn't care to see a woman undressing for them. However, in their eyes is born a glimmer of desire that they cannot hide.

“Keep going.”

I shudder. I can't believe I'm actually doing this. I've never done this sort of thing. Undress like this, in full light, far from a bed and the arms of a lover. And yet, without my being able to control myself, I slip my fingers under the elastic of my swimsuit, before letting it fall along my legs.

I stay perfectly still, my eyes staring at the ground. I dare not look at them anymore. Not now that they can see all of me. What if they were disappointed? If they realized that in the end, they don't want me that much?

My revenge would then turn into an unbearable humiliation. After the one I just went through at my aborted marriage, I don't think I could stand it.

So, despite my anxiety, I look up at them. I want to see what they think. And their reaction doesn’t disappoint me. On the contrary. I can feel my excitement sinking as predatory smiles form on their faces. Yes. They like it.

“On your knees, Submissive.”

I'm shivering. Vincent is the one who spoke. Until now, he stayed behind, letting his friend lead the game. It's over, it seems. I'm nervous to have to obey him. Even though I don't really know Arthur, I had some time to get used to him. A weak but very present bond has been created between us, helping me to hold on in this most improbable situation.

But now it’s to his friend that I must give myself. Not that it bothers me. On the contrary. He's incredibly hot. And while he doesn't have the stature of the other man, he exudes such an aura of power that it's impossible for me not to succumb.

So, slowly, I let myself slide to the ground. I try to stay elegant and sexy as much as possible. I've never had to do this before. Everything is new… And terribly exciting.

The man approaches me with calculated slowness. He seems to take pleasure in making this experience as theatrical as possible. When he gets close to my body, I look up at him, wanting more than anything to show him my docility.

A crooked smile forms on his lips. Gently, his hand rests on my head. He strokes my hair patiently. This gesture makes me blush, without knowing if it is pleasure or embarrassment.

The moment seems to last for hours. My emotions are mixed without my being able to draw anything logical from them. All I know is that I like to stand like this at a man's feet. It doesn't make the slightest sense. And I don't care. Soon it won't matter.

“You know, Arthur has been crazy since the other day. He tasted your body, but he couldn't really enjoy it. We should fix it, what do you say?”

I nod, ready to do anything to satisfy them. The man smiles, before wrapping my hair around his wrist. He pulls gently on it, making me understand that I have to get on all fours.

My heart beats faster, and yet I take the position he asks me without complaining. I keep my eyes fixed on Arthur, trying to calm my breathing as I focus on his now familiar face.

Vincent doesn't let go of my hair, tugging on it to make me walk over to his friend. I start crawling without thinking, following the movements of the man. The position is most shameful, and yet I find myself enjoying it. I roll my hips a little more, wanting to make myself irresistible. If I must do this, I might as well do it well.

Arriving near Arthur, I look up at him. Immediately, I notice the huge bump stretching his swimsuit. I lick my lips, remembering all too well how he felt inside me. More than anything, I can't wait to see this beautiful and terrifying cock again.

He kneels in front of me as his friend continues to hold me by the hair. Gently, he grabs my jaw in his huge hand. Then he leans towards me, tasting my lips again. I sigh into the kiss.

His tongue likes to force its way into my mouth, playing with mine in the most erotic of ways. I'm already soaked, when they barely touched me.

I moan as his fingers grab my nipples, pinching them firmly. The sensation is strange, new. The pain and the pleasure are mixed, without me being able to say which of the two prevails over the other. My nerves are raced with conflicting signals, all sent directly to my clit.

This one will remain unsatisfied for some time yet. Arthur has just broken the kiss. He gets up to get rid of his swimsuit. Within seconds, his wide cock is released. It stands proudly before my astonished eyes.

It's even bigger than I remember. I wonder how I was able to take it inside me, and with so little preparation. My fingers are nothing compared to such thickness.

His cock should scare me. But it's quite the opposite. I lick my lips. I want to take it in my mouth. To finally discover its taste. To see how much of that length I will be able to swallow before choking.

I can't help but smile. I can already imagine the newspaper headlines. “Dumped on her wedding day, she dies choking on a stranger's cock while on her solo honeymoon.”

With my gaze, I beg Arthur to give it to me. But instead, he pulls away to sit on the bed. He settles comfortably against my pillows, spreading his legs. Vincent tugs at my hair, encouraging me to climb onto the mattress as well.

I do so without thinking, far too focused on this taut stick waiting for one thing: my mouth. It’s only once I’m between his friend's thighs that Vincent lets go of me, walking away. I don't pay attention to him anymore.

My eyes are locked with Arthur's. I understand how it goes. I must wait for him to give me the order to be able to touch him. The wait seems cruel, endless. And yet, I submit to it without flinching.

I jump. I was so focused on one that I forgot the other. Vincent is back near me. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs one of my wrists and slides it behind my back. Then, he catches the other to cross it in turn against the other.

I let out a soft squeak as I tip over, losing my balance. My head is resting on Arthur's thigh, his huge cock inches from my eyes. I swallow hard, totally confused.

And it doesn’t get better when I feel a strip of fabric slipping on my arms. The ties of my bathrobe. This is what the man went looking for. Now he ties my wrists together, locking them completely in place.

This is the first time I've been tied down. I have never done anything like this, neither with handcuffs nor with restraints. Not even with the hands of a man holding me tight. No. This is all very new to me.

I close my eyes for a moment, trying to control my breathing. Without my hands, I don't really know how I'm going to manage to do it. I think I'm going to have to let myself go, and go with the flow. Abandon myself completely, as he had told me.

At that thought, something clicks inside me. I cannot explain it. Like an appeasement, followed by a burst of excitement. I’m about to become their little doll. And I can't wait for us to start playing.

When I open my eyes, I come face to face with this monstrous cock. I lick my lips, before looking at its owner. Arthur smiles softly at me, visibly pleased with my reaction.

He gently pats my cheek before grabbing my hair. He wraps them around his arm before pulling toward him. Behind me, Vincent grabs my hips. He helps me position myself so that my mouth is perfectly aligned with his friend's member, while making sure my butt is turned up, presented to him.

I swallow hard, wondering what he’s going to do with me. Even though I'm ready to play, I can't help but be nervous about not being up to it. But soon, I must let go of these thoughts. Arthur's voice echoes through the room, deep and sexy.

“Lick.”

I shiver at his authoritative tone. He doesn't plan to play anymore. So, obediently, I stick out my tongue, trying to ignore my precarious balance. If he wasn't holding me by my hair, I think I'd fall headfirst onto his massive cock.

I run my tongue along its length, experiencing its salty taste for the first time. Delicious. Never have I been so excited to put a man's cock in my mouth. But with him, everything is exciting, taboo.

In this position, I miss nothing of him and his body. I had only had a brief, too brief, glimpse of his cock on the plane. Now I can watch it and take care of it properly, even with my hands tied behind my back. Even with another man behind us.

Arthur squeezes my hair a little tighter, pulling me closer to his tip. He doesn't need to say anything for me to understand the message. However, I decide to play a little. The tip of my tongue, I play with his tip, collecting a few drops of his excitement pearling from his slit.

When his hand gets tougher against my head, I stop my little game. Without further ado, I open my mouth and pinch his swollen tip between my lips. He lets out a quiet sigh that makes me smile.

I hope to satisfy him even more with the next part. My tongue continues to wrap around his length, drawing unknown patterns. Then, I start to take him deeper, letting his hand in my hair do it for me.

He’s the guardian of my balance. He who helps me not to flow completely on his cock and risk suffocation. His thickness is even more impressive now that I try to make it enter completely intp me.

Still, I don't let that scare me. I want to prove to him that I'm worth it. That I can be a good sub, even though we've only just started playing together.

I shiver while, behind me, Vincent has just put his hand on my ass. He caresses it absentmindedly, making me nervous. Not knowing what he's going to do next makes the wait that much harder to bear.

Still, I must concentrate on my task. I cough a little as Arthur's cock hits the back of my throat. Both men laugh at my reaction, making me blush. I have never felt so open, so vulnerable. I’m at the mercy of their will and their desire. And for nothing in the world would I want it to be otherwise.

Forgotten the wise and reasonable girl, the one who was about to embark on a married life of the most banal and boring. I’m now a real slut under the hand of these dominants.

A scream escapes my throat. Behind me, Vincent has just slapped his hand on my ass with a loud and powerful slap. So powerful that I find myself propelled forward, spitting out Arthur's cock and falling onto his stomach.

The two men sneer at my reaction. I look up at my lover, lost. His fingers tug at my hair, pulling me to him as he lowers into me.

“You let two men take you like a little slut. Such behavior deserves punishment, don't you think?”

My mouth opens in surprise. I have never heard such depraved remarks. And yet, between my thighs, I can feel my excitement flowing. Yes. I want them to punish me. My eyes locked with Arthur's, I nod enthusiastically, making him smile.

“Good girl, you know your place. Suck my cock now.”

Without giving me time to answer, he pushes my head toward his cock again. I barely have time to open my mouth when it finds itself filled with this most imposing member. I cough but hold on.

Immediately, Vincent's large hand falls on my ass again, making me shudder. The man has such power that with each new slap, I find myself propelled forward, taking his friend even deeper at the same time.

Every time I think I've reached my limit, men make me go further, taking a few more inches of this monstrous cock.

Tears are starting to roll down my cheeks. Yet, I’m not afraid. I don't want to stop. I want to keep feeling this burn, in my throat and on my ass. Being in pain makes me feel better. It frees me from the weight of my shoulders.

There is only this moment that must be overcome. My breath to focus on. Trying to breathe, again and again, despite the assaults of these dominants who transform my body into their playground.

Without warning, Arthur starts pounding my mouth, holding me firmly in place with his strong grip on my hair. Behind me, Vincent doesn’t slow his spanking, quite the contrary. I feel like I'm going to pass out if this continues.

But soon, my lover freezes, his belly contracting as he empties himself entirely into my mouth. When he pulls back, he presses firmly against my jaw, forcing me to keep it closed.

“Swallow. Don’t you dare spill a single drop.”

This threat goes straight to my clit in an electric shock. Part of me wonders what he would do if I opened my mouth to let his seed run down the sheets and down his thighs.

But I hold back. The other man's slaps are already strong enough as it is. I don't know if I could take any more. So, I swallow everything he gave me, before opening my mouth to prove it to him. He pats my cheek.

“Good girl.”

These are only two words, and yet they are enough to make me wetter than ever. But my relief is only short-lived. Arthur lets go of my hair, causing me to fall heavily onto the bed.

Behind me, Vincent continues to knock. I'm shaking. Now that I don't have that cock to focus on anymore, I feel like that spanking is more painful, more intense.

A scream rips through the air as his hand crashes against my pussy. I collapse on the bed, rolling on my side with my wrists tied behind my back. My breathing is erratic, I dare not look at the dominants, too scared of what I might see in their eyes.

Immediately, a pair of hands clasp my hips, pulling me back into my previous position. I almost want to cry, thinking my punishment isn't over. I love this experience, but I don't know if I could endure this spanking for long.

A gasp escapes my throat as the man's fingers start toying with my slit, covering themselves with my excitement.

“Completely soaked. My little slut. Excited even by a spanking. You need a tougher treatment, right?”

I tense, wondering what he means by that. Is this going to hurt? Will I be able to bear it? Will I in turn receive pleasure?

My questions are quickly answered. Vincent has just plunged two fingers into me. He walks them back and forth in my pussy, preparing me for what's next. I don't know what his cock looks like, but from the glimpse I got of his swimsuit, I might feel it passing.

As if hearing my thoughts, he climbs onto the bed, the mattress sinking under his weight. In a few seconds, he finds himself against me. His cock is out, he pats it against my soaked pussy.

I let out a soft moan as he rocks it back and forth along my slit, covering himself in my arousal while teasing my clit in the sneakiest of ways.

My breath stops when suddenly he stops playing. His tip pushes against my entrance, forcing his way into me. I grit my teeth. His two fingers lazily playing inside me were far from enough to prepare me for his cock. I haven't seen it, but it feels as monstrous to me as Arthur's.

I raise my head to the latter, trying to find some comfort in this familiar face. The man doesn’t miss a beat of the show, his eyes fixed on the place where his friend’s cock disappears in me.

But every once in a while, he runs his hand through my hair. He caresses them distractedly, as if I were his little dog, congratulating me for being so docile for them.

I close my eyes again as the man behind me begins his long back and forth. Inch after inch, he takes possession of my body, marking me with his passage. I moan, indulging in this depraved and delicious experience.

“Damn, you were right. She's so tight it looks like she's going to swallow my cock.”

“Best pussy in the world.”

I open my eyes, my cheeks flushed with shame and pleasure. I can't believe they talk about me like that, like I'm a little toy, something that has no other purpose than to be a reel for them. It's degrading, humiliating. And I love that.

I look at Arthur who gives me a knowing wink. Between his legs, his cock is hard again. I lick my lips, making him laugh softly. It's not my fault it's so tasty. I want to have it in me, here, now.

I let out a disappointed sigh as Vincent pulls away from me and gets off the bed. His large cock filled me perfectly and brought me incomparable pleasure. But I got it. I have no say in this.

Arthur stands up too. But I don't have time to worry for long. His friend takes his place, his cock soaked in my excitement showing up in front of my face. And behind me, I feel the mattress sag. They just swapped places. For my greatest pleasure.

Vincent is the first to act, grabbing my hair to bring me closer to his cock. I take it without hesitation. I forget my shame as I feel my own taste along his length. The gesture is demeaning, and I can't believe I'm doing it.

But I no longer ask myself the slightest question when Arthur touches me, pushing without waiting his cock inside me. I sigh despite my full mouth. I can't explain it, but I missed his cock. It's strange to feel such a thing for someone you barely know. But I don't care.

The pleasure they bring me now is far too important to think about anything else. Behind me, the dominant is already starting his back and forth, tearing me apart like never before to force his way deep inside me.

In front of me, Vincent doesn’t hold back his hip movements, sinking ever further into my throat. I cough, I choke, but I hold on. I’m nothing more than their little toy, and I love it.

I gasp in surprise as Arthur's fingers slide against my pussy, covering themselves with my arousal, before rising much higher. I blush violently when I feel them approach my ass.

Without the slightest hesitation, the man presses a first finger against my crenelated entrance. He pushes it in, passing the resistance to sneak inside me. No one had ever touched me there. I had never even thought of it.

Good girls don't do that, do they? And yet, that’s what’s happening. Instead of a honeymoon with my husband, I end up with two strangers, letting them use every part of my body.

Naked and full as ever, I let these dominants destroy my body as they see fit. I’m their little thing, their little doll. And I love that. Arthur adds a second finger in my ass, making me feel many more new sensations. I'm torn like never before. And I love that.

I hold back a scream against the other man's cock as he slips his free hand between my legs, pressing down on my clit. My whole body is shaking now. I can't hold on anymore. I forget all logic, all reason.

It's just these electric shocks that are pouring through my nerves at a constant rate. They are getting stronger. And soon, without being able to control it, I find myself devastated by a powerful orgasm.

My whole body contracts around the two men as the waves of pleasure take over my body. My tight pussy leads Arthur in his fall. He pulls out just in time to squirt long spurts on my back.

It doesn’t take more for Vincent to withdraw from my mouth. Unceremoniously, he turns me around. Eyes misty with orgasm, I watch him jerk off on top of me until he covers my swollen breasts with his hot seed.

Panting, he leans towards me, catching my jaw between his fingers.

“Tell me Submissive. You came without our permission, right?”

“I… Yes. Sorry.”

“It’s ok. We have the whole night ahead of us. We’re going train you properly.”


Chapter 5

Quietly, I continue to swim in the warm water of the pool. I'm not quite sure how I achieve this. After that depraved night, it's a miracle I was even able to get out of my room.

It may not be very reasonable to exercise. I might have a cramp. But I really wanted to come and relax here. Besides, I have my knights in shining armor to get me out of the water if that ever happens.

I turn my head towards them. Vincent is lying on a deckchair, occasionally stopping his reading to look at me. Arthur meanwhile is sitting on the edge of the pool, his eyes never leaving me for a second.

I pretend to ignore him, resuming my laps. In fact, I can't help but smile as I feel his gaze on me. I have never felt so sexy. And powerful. I submitted to their law, and yet, I feel like I’m the one who has the cards in hand.

After a few minutes, I get tired of this little game. With a few kicks, I get closer to him. He spreads his legs and I come to between them, resting my wet hands on his bare skin.

I lick my lips feeling the power of his thighs under my fingers. I already imagine myself riding one of them, rubbing my clit against his impressive muscles until I reach orgasm.

Then my eyes drift to his cock. Even at rest, it forms a bump in his swimsuit. I took care of it all night, and even this morning, in the shower. Still, I'm already dying to see it again.

"See anything you're interested in, Princess?"

I purse my lips looking at him. His eyes may be hidden by sunglasses, I know they shine with mischief. I take an innocent pose, bringing my arms up around myself… And pushing my breasts together to make them look even bigger.

The man smiles before sliding into the water. Without even thinking, I put my hands on his muscular chest, desperate to feel his skin against mine again. His quickly find their way to my ass, squeezing it sensually.

I wrap my legs around his hips, sticking our crotch together. He smiles before capturing my lips, his tongue slipping into my mouth to play with mine. I moan, unable to stop myself. I think if I listened to myself, I would take his cock out of his swimsuit, right now, to impale myself on it.

“You really can't get enough of it, can you? When are you leaving here again?”

“Next Tuesday.”

“Perfect, that leaves us plenty of time to have a little fun.”

“For real?”

“Oh, Princess… We are far from finished with you.”

- To be continued -


A SUBMISSIVE PUNISHMENT


Chapter 1

“Let's go out.”

I lazily open my eyes, coming face to face with my dominant's naked body. I can't help but lick my lips looking at his cock. Even at rest, it sports a size that would make many women jealous of my position.

I couldn't blame them. It's only been a few days since I met Arthur, and yet, I'm completely under his spell. I’ve never experienced anything so intense before.

I shudder, thinking back to the orgasm he gave me not half an hour ago. The way he shoved his fingers into my mouth as he pounded me from behind, leaving me gasping and breathless.

I turn my head to the side. His best friend has just come out of the bathroom and is smiling at me, an amused glint in his eyes. He hasn't spared me the last few days either.

One thing is certain. This is not how I imagined my honeymoon. I should have spent this week in paradise with the man I was with for three years. But he preferred to dump me at our wedding, leaving me alone and humiliated in front of our families.

So, I flew on my own, getting away from my problems. I almost took my best friend with me, before deciding to come solo. Best. Idea. Ever.

If she had been there, I would never have found myself sitting between Arthur and Vincent on the plane. I would never have started to flirt with them, nor fucked in the toilets of the plane with the one who was still a complete stranger to me.

I have always been the wise girl type. But with these men, I turn out to be a real slut. Maybe it's the shock of the breakup, or maybe it's being away from home. But I forget all reason. Only this search for pleasure counts.

And pleasure, they give me. Never have I experienced anything like it. With my fiancé, I had resigned myself to a mediocre sex life. Never again.

Since these two men joined me in my bridal suite, I have experienced more orgasms than in my entire life. With them, I can completely let go. I know that whatever happens, they’ll make me reach ecstasy. They also made me discover who I really am.

A Submissive.

Day after day, they introduce me to the world of BDSM. They submit me to their law, making me push back each of my limits one after the other. There is nothing I deny them.

They want to tie me to the bed for hours?

They want to fuck me until I forget my name?

They want to spank me, slapping my skin until I scream?

They can. The greater the pain and nervousness, the greater the resulting ecstasy. I have never been so wet in my life.

So, as soon as I have the opportunity, I play with the limit of these men, seeing how far I can go in the provocations, until making them crack and get punished. I know it. It's a dangerous game I play. But I can't help it. And I see in the current situation the perfect opportunity to do so.

Vincent walks over to the bed. He’s not as massive as his friend, but remains just as attractive and charismatic.

“So, Doll, how about we finally get out of this room to party?”

I pout before stretching lazily. I'm glad I started working out before my wedding. Oh, of course, if I did it, it was to look hot in my dress. Not to better withstand the virile thrusts of these men.

But if I hadn't, I don't know what state I would be in. I’m already completely sore. So, without working out? I would have been unable to move. And it’s this argument that I decide to put forward, a sulky pout on my lips.

“It’s nice here. And I can't move.”

“You can’t?”

The man says in a tone that is both amused and seductive, as he climbs onto the bed next to me. I shiver but hold on. I won’t be distracted by his presence, nor by his intoxicating scent.

“No. You broke me. You fucked me too hard, I can’t get up.”

“Oh yeah, is that true?”

I nod quickly, giving him a fake innocent look. I hold my breath as he runs his hand over my stomach. A trail of goosebumps is drawn on my skin at this contact, however simple.

His fingers slowly move up my body until they grab one of my breasts. Forcefully, he pinches one of my nipples, making me squeal. My reaction makes him smile and encourages him to continue. My body arches, tempting to receive a little more of these delicious treatments.

“Are you sure you can't move? Sounds like a lie to me. You know it's wrong to lie to your dominant, right? That's not how good girls behave.”

I swallow hard, those simple words sending electric shocks straight to my clit. I arch my back a little more, desperate for more attention.

Arthur approaches in turn. A cry escapes my throat as his hand lands between my thighs, playing with my clit without the slightest delicacy. Still, I shiver, and move my hips to receive even more sensations.

But instead, it's a powerful slap that I receive between the legs. I squeal in pain, making them smile. Vincent slides his hand around my neck, forcing me to look at him.

“Don't think we didn't notice your little trick. We know you like being punished. So, we changed the rules. If you don't obey us, we'll stop touching you. I now repeat my question, are we going out tonight?”

Still a little stunned by this slap, I nod in agreement. The pain, I can bear it. I can even stand all those times when they make me go high in pleasure without ever allowing me to come. But that they don't touch me? No. I can’t bear it. So yes, I agree to go out. The man pats my cheek.

“Good girl. You'll see. We did a little shopping for you. I'm sure you'll love what we found.”


Chapter 2

My mouth opens in surprise. When he talked about shopping, it's not what I expected. I thought I’d see him coming with lingerie or something. Not that he would present me with this little silicone object.

Even though I've never used one, I know exactly what it's for. It's a plug, meant to go into my most taboo entry. Since the beginning of the week, men have often played with this part of my anatomy. But they never went further than inserting a finger or two inside me, as they pounded me hard.

I knew they would end up wanting more of me. After all, I've already offered them everything else, so why not this? Still, I can't help but feel nervous about the idea. No one has ever played with my ass before them. Will I be able to bear it?

A chill runs through my bare skin. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable, there, in this bathroom with the big mirrors. They're all over the room. Wherever I look, I can't avoid my reflection.

“Bend.”

I shiver as I hear Vincent's authoritative voice echo through the room. Without even thinking, I obey him, until my arms meet the cold marble of the sink. I take a deep breath, trying to focus on my breathing. Then I look up.

Arthur stands at the entrance to the room, his arms crossed over his chest. The two men got dressed, leaving me naked. I watch the man, his imposing stature made even more exciting by the shirt he's wearing.

I lift my gaze to his, finding comfort there. Ever since we started these lustful games, he's been like an anchor for me. A beacon in the storm. He’s much more delicate than his friend, always ensuring my comfort and well-being. He’s much more tender, too, taking me in his arms during our rare moments of rest.

So, it's only natural that he is the one I turn to when I feel the need. I focus on his peaceful smile, rather than the sound of lube dripping from the tube.

I close my eyes as I feel the other's finger wander between my ass cheeks, gently playing with my jagged edge. The man seems to want to take his time, exploring every corner of me, raising the tension. Whatever happens, he doesn’t give me the slightest indication of when he’ll take action.

My mouth drops open as he slides his first lubricated finger inside me. That, I can almost bear. Even though I’m incredibly tight, they have performed this gesture many times since the beginning of my stay. I got used to it.

The man must feel it, because immediately he dips a second finger in, making me squeal in discomfort. He plays for a few moments, scissoring me to gently pull me apart.

Given the size of the plug he showed me, I'm going to need it. Yet, I know it’s nothing compared to my lovers’ cocks. The friends were especially spoiled by nature. If they want to sink in my ass, I'm going to feel it.

My thoughts are quickly interrupted when he removes his fingers. I close my eyes, trying to get used to what's to come next. But a slap on my ass makes me open my eyes immediately.

“Look at yourself in the mirror. I want you to see what a little slut you are, taking a plug up your tight little ass like that.”

My cheeks are red with shame, and yet I obey him, watching him in the mirror make the little toy disappear into my most intimate entrance. I squeak again and grit my teeth.

The object feels so big, and yet the man continues to plunge it into me, only stopping once it’s perfectly installed. I breathe faster, gradually getting used to this unnatural presence.

My stomach twists in shame as the dominant pulls out his phone. It's not the first time he's done this. He likes to immortalize our games. And the more shameful my position, the more he makes sure to keep track of it.

I could stop him, but I don't want to. Under their hands, I become a real little sex toy, without the slightest will of my own.

I moan softly as he slaps my ass, before sliding his hand between my thighs. Without wasting a moment, he plunges two fingers into me, laughing at my excitement.

“Look at you. My little slut. You like it, huh, have something in your little ass? You’ll see. Soon you will have many more.”

I bite my lip at his words, unable to stop myself from shaking my head at hearing them. The men laugh, visibly amused by my perversion. Vincent puts a last slap on my ass before his voice echoes again.

“Get up. It's time to dress up our cute doll.”

Obediently, I let him take my hand and lead me to the bedroom. An outfit is spread out on the bed. A tiny golden dress, with a deep neckline and an open back. An outfit far away from what I'm used to wearing.

I’m usually more the type to hide my assets than to highlight them. But with those men, I don't really have a choice. I agreed to empower them. It's up to me now.

This time, it's Arthur who approaches me. His hand absently caresses my body. Then he slides the dress over my body. This one is even tighter and shorter than I imagined. Without a bra, my generous breasts are in danger of getting out with every movement. He doesn't make me wear panties either.

After making me put on a pair of heels, he takes one last accessory out of his pocket. A black and gold choker necklace, matching my dress. My heart beats a little faster as he slides it over my skin. I don't know why, but I find this gesture extremely erotic.

It's like he's branding me his property with that tight little collar. Just the idea sends electric shocks throughout my body.

Patiently, he grabs my hair, pulling it into a high ponytail. My eyes remain fixed on him as he performs his gestures with infinite patience.

The other dominant is right to call me doll. That's what I am right now. Their little thing that they’re about to expose to everyone's gaze. I shudder at the thought that soon I will go out in public like this. These are the rules and I must follow them.

The man leans over me, kissing me gently before pulling back, slipping an intensely colored lipstick between my fingers.

“Go put on your makeup. Then we'll go have fun.”

◆◆◆

My hand entwined in Arthur's, I let myself be guided through the crowd that populates this trendy club. The music is so loud that I can feel it in my veins.

Despite my light outfit, I feel safe. Avoiding the gaze of the curious on me, I focus only on the presence of the two dominants around me. Their presence offers me a sort of protection, a safe conduct through this dense crowd.

Quickly, we find ourselves in a VIP area that they have obviously reserved. I don't know much about these two men, but they must have some money to be able to afford such a place in a reputable club.

They make me sit on one of the comfortable couches, settling on either side of me. Soon, we are joined by other people. Friends, apparently. I find it hard to concentrate on presentations.

My mind is way too busy with the hidden plug inside me. With this most provocative dress, I'm afraid that at the slightest wrong move, I'll show everyone the extent of my perversity. So, I focus, making sure to always keep my thighs tight.

My dominants don't help me keep calm at all. Every moment, both of them have their hands on me. Almost innocently, they caress my thighs, coming up against my skin enough to make me shiver.

I pretend to listen to conversations, even if I don't care. Above all, I don't want to make eye contact with anyone. My two lovers are not discreet with their caresses. Anyone looking at me would see their little game and understand what I'm letting them do to me, every time they want it.

So, I focus on my breathing, praying that the dim club lights are enough to hide what's going on, and that no one sees my nipples poking through the light fabric of my dress.

Little by little, their friends leave us to go dancing. Arthur ignores those who remain to turn to me. His hand is placed higher than ever on my thighs, sliding under my skirt. He leans in towards me, his mouth kissing the bare skin of my shoulder, down my neck, all the way to my earlobe.

He nibbles it gently, eliciting a thinly veiled moan from me. He smiles, whispering in his deep voice in my ear.

“I can already feel how soaked you are. I'm sure your skirt is all stained. You like it, huh, to be exposed like that in front of everyone?”

I swallow hard, having more and more difficulty to contain myself in front of his fingers grazing my clit.

“It reminds me of what we did on the plane, remember? How about we do it again? This time, I'm the one touching you.”

My mouth opens. I remember all too well our games in the air. When, taking advantage that everyone was drowsy, he ordered me to touch myself under my blanket, while he said dirty things to my ear.

I had never done anything so depraved. He was just a stranger with whom I had exchanged a few sentences a few hours earlier, and yet I was already giving myself up to his lustful games.

I can't help but take a nervous look around. We are much more exposed here. It's much more dangerous. And yet, when I look back into Arthur's gaze, I no longer have the slightest hesitation. His presence reassures me. I believe that with him near me, I would be ready for anything.

It's strange to give so much confidence to someone you barely know. And yet, with him, it's easy. So, I nod, giving him free access to my body.

The man smiles before plunging his face into my neck. His teeth grip my skin. Slowly, he marks me with his passing, ensuring that anyone passing me will know that I belong to him.

This marking excites me much more than it should. Maybe even more than this hand playing with the thin skin on the inside of my thighs. I’m his little toy. I want to belong to him totally, even if it’s only for a few days.

I shiver when I feel a hand land on my opposite leg. Turning my head, I meet Vincent's vicious gaze. The man doesn’t want to be left out. Suddenly, he seizes my lips. Without wasting a moment, he plunges his tongue into my mouth, making me moan.

Arthur raises his hand higher and higher, flirting with my pussy before moving back down to my thigh. Each time, I squeal in frustration, making the men smile. Without being able to help myself, I move my hip forward, trying to obtain what he refuses me.

His reaction is immediate. A cry dies in the kiss I exchange with Vincent. Arthur just slammed hard the inside of my thigh. A way to remind me of what they told me earlier. If I push their limits too much, they will stop giving me pleasure.

However, this slap was delicious. I think if I weren't so busy with Vincent's mouth against mine, I'd be begging him to take me on his lap and give me the spanking I deserve.

I don't care anymore that we're in the middle of a club, and anyone could see us. Only their hands on my body matter. More than pleasure, and my desire to serve them.

I suddenly break the kiss. Vincent has just taken over from his friend. He doesn't have the same patience. His rough fingers are already on my clit, pressing down hard. I bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly as his fingers are already making quick circles over my nerve button, making me wet like never before.

Arthur takes my mouth in turn, playing with my tongue. I struggle to focus as his hand slowly moves up my thigh again. I scream against his lips as, without warning, he thrusts two fingers into my soaking pussy.

Despite everything they've done to me these past few days, I'm tight around him. Although I was soaked, the width of his fingers spread me apart in a sensation that was both familiar and delicious. I can't help but undulate my hips, trying to get more and more pleasure from these two men.

To my surprise, they don't stop me. On the contrary, they accelerate the movement. I break the kiss and bite down hard on my lip to keep from moaning too loudly. My head falls back and my eyes close in pleasure.

At least, in this position, I don’t risk meeting the gaze of a stranger. Even though the lights are dimmed, and the bodies of my lovers hunched over me offered some semblance of protection, it wouldn't take long for someone to notice our little game.

It only makes things more exciting. Another thing I didn't know before I started playing with them. I would never have imagined myself enjoying being exposed in this way.

However, that's what I feel. Especially when I feel a now familiar warmth building in the pit of my stomach. The men accelerate their gestures, as if they could sense that I’m on the edge of a precipice.

I moan louder and louder, my sounds of pleasure drowned out by the club music. Suddenly, I arch my back, my limbs tense as orgasm ripples through every inch of my body. Thousands of small electric shocks run through me, until I collapse against the seat, drained.

My eyes open, misty with pleasure. I never thought it was possible to feel something so strong, just by being fingered. But with these two men, anything is possible.

Arthur removes his fingers from my pussy, bringing them to our eyes to show us how soaked they are. Despite the darkness, I can't help but blush.

And it doesn't get any better when he puts his wet hand on my lips, forcing me to part them. Forgetting my disgust, I take his fingers into my mouth, sensually licking my own arousal.

Vincent doesn’t just watch, in turn inserting two fingers into my mouth. Obediently, I lick them, my eyes going from man to man, watching their every reaction.

I wonder if anyone can see me, sucking on the hands of these two dominants in the middle of the club, my legs still spread, my skirt pulled up. What a decadent vision I have to offer. And yet, I wouldn't change it for anything in the world.

“I don't think I allowed you to come, Princess.”

I shiver as I hear Arthur's voice ringing in my ear. I didn't realize I had to ask for permission. The rules are simple, but I always end up forgetting them, too lost in the mists of pleasure to think. And judging by the glint in his eyes, he's going to make me pay for it.

“Go to the bathroom.”

I swallow with difficulty. He adds nothing, leaving some doubt as to what will happen next. Will he punish me? Fuck me hard? Or will he leave me hanging around there for hours, until he orders me to get out again?

Legs still shaking from my orgasm, I get up, pulling on my skirt to readjust it. I must obey him, show him my goodwill. But as I head to the bathroom, one of the girls who were with us earlier grabs me by the arm, dragging me onto the dance floor.

I could refuse, leave. But another idea comes to mind. My dominant is already going to punish me, right? So, I want to see how far I can push his buttons. What a punishment I’ll receive for having so openly disobeyed him.

I decide to provoke him even more, going up on one of the small stages. Lasciviously, I sway my hips, my eyes looking straight at my dominants. They don’t lose a crumb of the show. If Vincent is relaxed, visibly amused by my little game, Arthur is much more tense. His fists are closed, his jaw clenched.

It doesn't get any better when I start going down on my legs. I'm not sure what others can see. But I’m on a stage, without panties. No doubt anyone could see my wet pussy, the plug stuck in my ass. But I don't care. Only my dominant's glare counts.

I don't stop when Arthur gets up, despite the anxiety twisting my stomach. I wanted to see how far I could push it, I think I got my answer.

I let out a cry as he walks over to me. Quickly, he grabs me and throws me over his shoulder. He slams my ass hard before driving me to the back of the club.

No doubt about it. My punishment is going to be terrible.


Chapter 3

I shiver as I feel the outside air caress my bare skin. The night is not so cool, however, but compared to the furnace of the club, the temperature of this deserted alley seems freezing.

Maybe it's my dominant's attitude that gives me this impression. He who used to always be gentle and considerate, he’s now as cold as a prison door.

He went through the whole club keeping me on his shoulder, not caring at all to appear like this in public. In this position, impossible for me to hold my skirt, to try to hide my ass, my pussy from everyone.

My cheeks are flushed with shame, even now that we're outside. The alley behind the club is deserted. Exactly what my dominant needs, it seems. Unceremoniously, he drops me on the floor.

Trembling, I look up at him. I asked for this. I pushed all his buttons, to see what the consequences would be. Now I have no choice but to face them. At his feet, I feel smaller than ever.

He kneels in front of me, making me shiver. His eau-de-Cologne invades my nostrils and unconsciously, I tighten my thighs. This man has a fascinating aura. I’m hypnotized by the slightest of his actions.

He catches my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. I lick my lips, imagining what it would do to me if he were to slip his hand down my neck and squeeze it. Soon, his voice brings me back to reality.

“We offer you a party, some fun, and that's how you behave? You come without permission, and you play the lil’ slut, showing what belongs to us to everyone?”

“I'm sorry.”

“Oh, you will be soon yes, don't worry about that. You deserve a good punishment, to teach you your place.”

I shiver as he stands up, bigger than ever. My mouth drops open as he unbuckles his belt. Immediately, I get up on my knees, getting into position. He smiles, surely amused that I have such a reflex.

Never have I enjoyed sucking a man so much as since I discovered his cock. Wide. Long. Delicious. Maybe it's because he gives me so much pleasure that I like to reciprocate.

My brow furrows slightly as he completely removes his belt. Is he going to spank me with it? Here? In the middle of the alley? This idea frightens me as much as it excites me. But my dominant has another idea in mind.

“Give me your hands.”

Without even thinking, I obey him. He makes me put my wrists together, before wrapping his belt on my skin. My heart races as he locks my arms down for good with his leather strap.

It's not the first time he's trying me up. Each time, I feel the same nervousness tinged with excitement. There is something extremely satisfying about being deprived of my movements in this way, even if it puts me at the complete mercy of this man's desires.

Finally, he undoes the opening of his pants, not taking long to get his cock out. It’s already tense, a few drops of excitement dripping from its end. I lick my lips, dreaming of tasting them.

But the dominant doesn’t give it to me immediately. He prefers to stroke his length just a few inches from my face, taunting me without giving me what I crave. I hold back a frustrated squeal. I understand well. I’m going to be punished for my actions. And the more I fight, the more I’ll be punished. So, I must be patient.

I look up at him, giving him a pleading pout, to show him how much I want him. This makes him smile and react. He brings his cock closer to my face, patting it gently against my lips. I open my mouth, but he doesn't slide it inside me yet.

“Look at you. Desperate for my cock when you're almost naked, in the middle of the street. What a little slut. And to think that you were going to ruin it by getting married. Go ahead, open your mouth. Show me how sorry you are.”

I don't hesitate for a moment, opening my mouth a little more. The dominant approaches and slides his tip against my tongue. I sigh in pleasure, happy to have his taste back, as if I hadn't already sucked him just a few hours ago.

The man continues his dive, thrusting his cock ever deeper into me. His hand grips my hair, squeezing it tightly to keep me in place. Soon, he makes me go back and forth along his length.

Muffled sounds escape my throat every time he slaps it. He doesn't care about my comfort in the least. I’m his little thing. His toy. I'm only here to satisfy his desires. And he doesn’t hesitate to show it to me.

I tense as I hear the door to the club open again. Who’s here? Who can see the spectacle of my depravity?

I relax a little when I realize it's Vincent. But my relief is only short-lived. His phone in hand, he films everything from my degrading position.

On my knees in this dark and dirty alley, my dress hiding almost nothing of my body, my hands tied as I choke on this giant's monstrous cock. A perfect video for porn lovers.

However, I let him. It would be easy for me to spit this cock and say my safe word. But I don't. I like my position way too much for that.

The man doesn’t take long to join us. Without ever stopping filming, he opens his pants, taking out his cock, just as impressive as that of his friend.

I find myself moving from one cock to another, choking on their lengths, trying to move my head as best I can. An illusory attempt to gain control. They're the ones running the show, grabbing my hair to rock me back and forth on their cocks. More than ever, I’m their little doll. And I love that.

Despite my degrading position, I think I've never been so wet as I am right now. My excitement only increases when they leave my mouth to jerk off on me. I keep my mouth open, my tongue sticking out, to show them my submission.

Without the slightest embarrassment, they come one after the other on my face, on my breasts. The ultimate proof of my sex toy status.

After tucking his cock into his pants, Arthur pats my cheek, still gasping from his recent orgasm.

“Let's go back to the hotel. It's time for you to receive your punishment.”


Chapter 4

Stubbornly, I keep my eyes on the floor as the two men lead me through the hotel lobby. Fortunately, it looks deserted at this late hour of the night. But a single exchange of glances with a stranger would be enough to make me die of shame.

They didn't untie me. I still have this belt around my wrists. As for my chest, it’s still covered with their seeds.

I have never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. And yet, they are serene, advancing quietly as if it were the most natural of things. It's as if they didn't feel the slightest shame, not the slightest embarrassment, walking around with their little sex toy on their arm.

When we get in the elevator, I breathe a sigh of relief. Then, I finally dare to raise my head, looking at myself in the mirror. I offer a pathetic vision. My hair is falling out of my ponytail, destroyed by their hands holding it tight.

My makeup is also messed up. My lipstick was smeared on my cheeks, my chin. As for my mascara, it ran with my tears snatched away by their cock tapping the back of my throat. Here and there, traces of their ecstasy paint the skin of my face, my neck, and my breasts.

Yes. I offer the image of a porn actress after a gangbang. And when I see that... I can't help but smile. I don't know why, but I even feel proud to look this way. I bear the proof of my docility towards my dominants. Of their satisfaction, too.

Arthur slips behind me. I look so small against him. If he put his arms around me, I know I would completely disappear against his body.

Slowly, his hand slides down my inner thigh, making me shiver. The orgasm they gave me at the club was not enough to satisfy me. I know it though. I’ll have to be punished before they give me another taste of pleasure. And I have no idea what ordeal they're going to want to put me through before that.

My mouth drops open in surprise as he lifts the bottom of my dress, pulling it up over my hips. I’m totally exposed. My ass and the plug stuck in, my pubis shaved by Vincent in the shower this morning… Everything is visible.

I close my eyes, taking a deep breath as we arrive on my floor. Soon I will be safe. I just have to pray that no one is present in the hallway. But as I'm about to get out of the elevator, Vincent's voice rings out.

“On your knees.”

I look at him, confused, but comply anyway. The man walks up to me and grabs my ponytail. He pulls on it, knocking me to my hands and knees. It doesn't take me long to get the message.

My cheeks red with shame, I start to crawl, matching my rhythm to that of the man. He laughs softly, visibly satisfied with my docility. I don't have to look up to know he's filming me. Maybe Arthur does too. They would not miss an opportunity to immortalize such a depraved and unusual scene.

I shiver slightly but keep going. I wince, the carpet burning my knees already battered by the asphalt of the dark driveway. Still, I must hold on. I know, it's nothing compared to what awaits me.

Finally, we arrive in the room. I relax slightly. At least I wouldn't have to worry about bumping into anyone anymore.

Vincent doesn't let go of my ponytail, leading me to the office in the corner of the room. When I first got to my room, I wondered why they put a desk in a suite for newlyweds. I have my answer now.

The man tugs at my hair before wrapping his arm around my waist. Unceremoniously, he picks me up before throwing me against the desk. He presses down hard on my upper back, bending me against the wood.

Then, with the tip of his shoe, he spreads my legs as far apart as possible. My breathing quickens as I feel their eyes on me. I feel like prey about to be devoured.

A squeal escapes my throat as suddenly Vincent slaps his hand on my ass. It was to be expected. And yet the pain radiates throughout my body. It doesn't get better when he strikes again, two quick slaps this time.

Then his hand slips between my thighs. Without the slightest delicacy, he plunges two fingers inside me.

“Look at this. Completely soaked as we try to teach her a lesson. She needs it the hard way.”

A shiver runs through me at those words, spoken in a voice so low it sounded dangerous. He pulls away from me, leaving me more alone and vulnerable than ever. I can't say what awaits me now. All I know is it's gonna hurt.

I dare to look back to try to see what is going on. The two men seem to have disappeared. Yet I hear them rummaging through their belongings. Have they made more purchases than that plug and that provocative dress?

My eyes widen as I see Arthur approaching me, a crop in hand. My heart beats faster. I had never even been spanked before I met them. So, being punished with something as scary as this? I don't know if I will be able to handle it.

However, I’ll have to if I want to continue playing with them. And then, I have my safe word to stop everything, if I really needed it. I must trust them. So far, it's worked out pretty well for me.

“Open the mouth.”

Arthur orders me, now beside me. I comply without hesitation, letting him slide the leather end of his crop between my lips.

“Suck it.”

Looking up at him, I push the object deeper into my mouth. I let my tongue run over the leather, covering it with my saliva as carefully as if it were my dominant's cock. Above all, I want to satisfy him. And forget that soon, this dangerous object will fall on my body.

From a glance to the side, I can see that Vincent is not missing anything from the show… And neither is his phone. While I was busy with Arthur, I didn't notice that the dominant other had pulled out a new accessory. A tripod, on which he placed a camera. Nothing will be lost from my perversion tonight.

I should be revolted at this idea. Ask that they not film me. This is what reason commands me to do. But my libido is much stronger. I want to do it. I want the whole world to see what a good little submissive I am to them.

Soon, the camera is no longer my main concern. Arthur is behind me, caressing my ass with the tip of his crop, spreading my own saliva on my skin. I'm shivering. Anticipation only makes things more difficult. I almost wish he would begin his punishment immediately. That he puts an end to these little games that only make me more nervous.

A high-pitched cry dies in my mouth. The crop just hit me for the first time. And makes me regret my previous thoughts. Finally, he could have continued to caress me. This pain. It’s intense. So intense that I don't know if I can handle it.

If I'm already in so much pain after just one hit, how will I be able to take the full punishment? Yet I have to. This is my only solution to satisfy my dominants, and to hope to receive a little pleasure in my turn.

I bite my lip as the man resumes his slaps. The sensation is sharp, like an intense sting on my skin. My fingers curl around the edge of the desk as best they can despite the belt still firmly wrapped around my wrists.

I shiver as Arthur pauses in his thrusts to stroke my pussy with the tip of his crop. I can't hold back a moan as he rubs the piece of leather against my clit. Despite the pain, it’s tense as ever. Throbbing, hoping to get some attention.

But it's not for now. A scream escapes my throat as Arthur resumes his hits, harder this time. The impacts are closer and closer, leaving me no time to catch my breath.

I moan and dig my fingernails into the wood of the desk with all my might. Tears start to well up in my eyes. Yet I still can't stop it. I want to take his punishment to the end.

My cries get even higher as his crop now falls on the sensitive skin of my thighs. I'm shaking, trying to regain control over my breathing, failing to be able to control the situation.

Despite the pain, my libido is not extinguished. On the contrary. My excitement has never been greater. I don't know what's wrong with me. But the more the blows fall, the wetter I am. Maybe it's the stimulation, or the idea of being totally at the mercy of this powerful man. But I totally liquefy, ready to open up for him and obey his every wish.

A squeal of surprise escapes me as the crop begins to caress my wet pussy. Then, he starts tapping my clit with it, just enough to keep me on that fine line between pleasure and pain.

My legs are shaking. If it hadn't been for the desk under me, I think I would have collapsed. Especially with this pair of heels that are way too high, giving me a more than unstable balance.

I moan as he continues to play with my clit, turning me on even more if that was possible. Suddenly, he slaps his crop, causing me to cry out in pain. Then he puts it on the desk next to me.

“Look at you. No matter how we punish you, you wet like a slut. I see no other solution.”

My cheeks are red with shame. His words are degrading but terribly true. I swallow as I hear him unzip his zipper. In an instant, his tip is already pushing against my soaked pussy.

A scream dies in my throat as he penetrates me in one thrust. I may have taken him in me countless times this week, it’s as if it were the first time. His cock is so long, so thick. He tears me in half in his path.

I gasp and writhe, trying in every way to come to terms with this imposing presence within me. Arthur isn't helping me at all. On the contrary. His hand forcefully grips my hair, pushing down on my head to press it against the desk.

Positioned like this, with my legs apart, my hands tied, and my chest locked against the table, there is absolutely nothing I can't do. I’m totally at the mercy of his will. And he takes advantage of it.

Slowly, he pulls out of me, before entering me again with one powerful hip movement. I scream, unsure if I feel pleasure or pain.

Soon Arthur starts pounding me mercilessly. I no longer know what I feel, so overwhelmed I am by events. I’m his little doll, and I let myself be done obediently. My moans of discomfort gradually turn into pleasure.

I like this new facet of him that he presents to me. Usually, although he’s authoritative and all-mighty, he’s also delicate and considerate, taking into account his imposing size. But today, he proves to me that he can also be rough if I push him too much.

That suits me perfectly. With each of his thrusts, my hips bang against the desk. I’ll surely keep some bruises. I can already see myself proudly displaying them at the pool, wearing only my microscopic bikini.

Well, if I can walk again. Nothing is sure, given the vigor he puts into his thrusts. With each movement, I scream louder and louder. I'm sure the whole floor can hear us, but I don't care. The pleasure is far too strong for that.

But my dominant has another opinion. Remaining completely buried in me, he grabs his crop again before leaning on me. With a firm gesture, he presses my jaw to make me open my mouth.

“You’re going to make the whole hotel come running here if you keep screaming like that. Is that what you want? That they all come to fuck you?”

I don't have time to answer him as he slips his crop between my teeth, making me bite it. I close my eyes for a few moments as he resumes thrusting into me. With my mouth full, I must concentrate all the more on my breathing.

When I open my eyes, I come face to face with Vincent. The man approached, filming my face so as not to miss any of my depravity. A few tears of discomfort start rolling down my cheeks.

However, the pleasure has never been stronger than in this moment. If it were up to me, I would stay in this position forever, to suffer the manly assaults of my lover. I have never felt so alive. It doesn't matter if he makes me come or not. Every second spent under him is as delicious as the best of orgasms.

But nothing ever lasts. With a quick gesture, Arthur withdraws to come on my back, marking me again with his seed. I breathe a slight sigh of relief, enjoying this moment of respite.

I wait impatiently for him to pick up his crop, so that I can breathe easier again. But he does nothing, walking away to sit on one of the armchairs in the room.

Instead, Vincent takes over. I grit my teeth on the crop, expecting the man to plunge inside me to destroy me in turn with his cock as impressive as his friend's.

But he doesn't. Gently, he helps me up from the desk. My head is spinning and my legs wobble on my high heels. His support is much needed. He waits a few moments before letting go. Slowly he peels off my dress, revealing what little of my skin was still hidden.

“Bend over. Grab your ankles.”

My mouth drops open in surprise, and I don't respond immediately. The position doesn’t seem very comfortable, nor very easy to maintain. And yet, when he presses on my upper back, I drop forward.

With my hands still cuffed by Arthur's belt, I grab my ankles. I'm doubled over, head upside down, wondering how long I could endure this position. But soon, Vincent cuts my thoughts.

One of his arms wraps around my waist, surely to help me stay in place. The other ventures between my legs, tracing the contours of my slit, swollen with my excitement. I moan as he plunges two fingers inside me, moving slowly back and forth.

Then he retires to grab the plug still in me. I stiffen. I almost forgot its presence, so focused I was on everything that was happening to me. Looks like it's for now.

I had imagined that my first time in anal would be more peaceful. On the comfortable bed, surrounded by the two men who would have gently caressed my body. Not that I'd be like this, bent over in the middle of the room. Naked and vulnerable, totally submissive to their most perverse ideas.

I moan softly as he plunges his fingers covered in my arousal into me. They’re about the same size as the plug but plunge deeper. I know, soon he will put something much bigger in me.

“Look at you, a real pro. I'm sure you'll take our cocks very well in your little hole.”

I swallow, responding only with a moan as his other hand slips between my legs, caressing my clit gently. My legs are shaking again. If he were to give me an orgasm right now, I'm sure I'd fall straight to the floor.

But the man decides otherwise. He pulls away from me, leaving me alone in my uncomfortable position. When he returns, he runs a large dose of lubricant on my ass. My whole body tenses. So that's it, it’s going to happen now? Even though I'm excited to try this taboo thing, I can't help but be nervous.

“Relax. We're going to start small.”

I frown, trying to figure out what he means. My response is not long in coming, as he thrusts a dildo inside me. I let out a gasp of surprise, I didn't expect it. His free arm wraps around me again, keeping me upright as the toy slides into me seamlessly.

It’s not very thick, but much longer than the dominant's plug or fingers. I let out a small squeal of discomfort as he continues his progress, tearing up previously untouched areas of my anatomy. Still, it doesn't hurt. On the contrary. If it’s difficult for me to describe this feeling, I want to continue to explore it. And I'm sure I'll end up enjoying it.

I still sigh with relief when finally, the toy is fully inside me. We all stand still for a few moments. Me upside down, trying to get used to this position and this presence. Vincent, stroking my ass absently. Arthur, still seated in his chair, watching us as the camera continues to capture nothing of the spectacle.

And then, the bubble bursts and Vincent goes on. He walks around me to stand behind me. Quickly, I can hear his belt coming undone, and see his pants fall to his ankles. He doesn't even take the time to get rid of it.

Instead, he prefers to slide his taut cock down my drenched slit, causing me to sigh softly in pleasure.

A scream dies in my throat as he finally begins to sink into me. I don't know if it's my position, the presence of the dildo, or both, but his cock seems even bigger to me. It's like he’s never done coming in. Every time I think he's at the end, a new inch comes inside me, thicker than ever.

If he didn't hold me by the hips, I think I would capsize forward. But with his hands so firmly clinging to me, I have no choice but to suffer his cock sinking into me. Until finally, he’s totally inside me.

Without wasting a moment more, he begins to slide me along his length, exerting on me a rocking motion. Never have I felt more used than in this moment. I have no freedom of movement, no possibility of finding a more comfortable angle. I’m his little thing that he plays with.

He makes me go faster and faster on him, tearing me cries and moans in a voice that I don’t recognize myself. I no longer feel like a human. And I don't care.

One of his hands slides between my legs to play with my clit, as his hip movements quicken. Every moment, I feel like I'm going to collapse on the ground, propelled by his powerful pounding.

And yet, I hold on. My cries soon fill the room as heat rises in my stomach. I can't think anymore, only these waves are starting to break inside me, threatening to break the dam. Not forgetting what got me into this situation, I beg the dominant with a gasp.

“Please, can I come?”

A smack hits my ass, making me squeal in surprise and pain. His hand quickens on my clit as he continues to fuck me. My limbs are shaking, I can't take it anymore. If he doesn't speak fast, I'll go crazy.

“Go ahead, come on my cock.”

I could almost cry with relief, if I wasn't so focused on my pleasure. A few additional movements are enough to make me completely lose my footing.

My orgasm is so powerful that the man closes his hands even tighter on me, so that I don't fall. I barely feel him emptying inside me, as the waves of pleasure continue to surge through my body.

Slowly, the man removes the dildo from my ass, before undoing the belt, freeing my wrists. Then he helps me up, making sure I don't collapse.

“How about you go sit down, huh Doll?”

I nod, still stunned by my orgasm and this uncomfortable position. It's like I'm out of my body. I'm so in the mists that I don't immediately realize where the man is taking me.

It's not until he sits me on top of Arthur, and I feel his cock slapping against my ass, that I realize what's going to happen to me now.

This realization has the effect of a bucket of ice water on my body. So, it’s Arthur who will take my anal virginity. So much the better. Even though he was rough with me today, I know he will take good care of me.

Despite my shaky legs, I do my best to help him as he lifts my hips to align me with him. I tilt my head back, wanting to find the comfort of his mouth against mine. He offers it to me, kissing me gently as his lubricated tip begins to push against my crenelated entrance.

I moan into the kiss. His cock is much larger than the dildo. I even wonder how he manages to get it inside me. I feel torn in two and have to quickly break the kiss to be able to focus on my breathing.

I smile as Vincent approaches us, gently stroking my hair. I’m grateful to him for giving me such an orgasm. Otherwise, I would have been way too tense to take that monstrous cock into my tightest hole.

Inch by inch, I welcome Arthur's length within me. He lets me go at my own pace, helping me stay still when I feel the need. The feeling of tearing is intense, and yet, I’m unable to stop.

I want to have it totally in me. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. I want to belong to him until the end. Let him mark me with his possession.

So, when I finally manage to take it all in, I can't help but laugh softly, I'm so happy. The two men smile, whispering compliments to me, stroking my raw skin, my hair.

I have never felt so good, so connected with myself. It doesn't matter that the feeling is still uncomfortable. I don't want this moment to ever end.

When I finally feel ready, I begin to undulate my hips, making him move inside me. The man growls behind me, making me smile. He who usually is totally in control of his emotions, it seems that I have found his limits.

Proud of the effect that I have on him, I make more and more ample movements. He grabs my hips, helping me back and forth on his cock. In front of me, Vincent kneels, a perverse gleam in his eyes.

Without wasting a moment, he slides three fingers into my soaked pussy. His thumb rests on my clit, already beginning to draw hard circles. His movements mirror ours. I’m filled like never before.

My head falls back, resting against Arthur's muscular shoulder. I can't control anything anymore, can't think about anything. My body takes complete control, dancing in harmony with those of the two men.

No words are spoken, just my moans and the dominant's grunts fill the room. Vincent looks at us, fascinated, as he pushes me further and further into pleasure. Arthur leans into my ear.

“Come on. I want to feel you come as my cock destroys your little ass. Do this for me, Submissive.”

I respond with a scream as Vincent just picks up the pace inside me. I close my eyes. I feel like I'm running out of air. That I'm going to faint. Still, I must hold on. My dominant is counting on me.

So, when the first crackle is felt in the pit of my stomach, I let myself go to orgasm. My screams fill the room as both men quicken their movements, using my body as they see fit.

My limbs spasm as Arthur destroys me, no longer holding back to pound me. I think I'm screaming, although I'm not sure, too dazed by my orgasm.

And when he finally empties into me deep inside me, I totally collapse against him, a beaming smile on my lips.

That's it.

I belong to him.


Chapter 5

I breathe a slight sigh of relief as I sit down in the departure lounge. I don't even know how I managed to get here without anyone's help. After being fucked for a week at all hours of the day and night by these two gods of sex, it's a miracle I can even get up.

I'm not going to lie, my whole body is stiff, from my hair to my toes. In places, my skin still bears the mark of their passage. Painful but delicious memories that I will never tire of looking at in the mirror.

I’m disappointed that the two men are not flying with me. They’re staying here for another week. I almost extended my stay to be with them. But reason prevailed. I can't hide forever. I must face my real life.

Sighing, I grab my phone, turning it back on for the first time since arriving in this heaven. Immediately, I find myself facing hundreds of messages. Ads, emails from work, text messages from my family and friends, worried about me.

I sigh again, tempted to turn off the phone for good. But I must face it. So, I skim through the notifications, mostly ignoring them. My blood freezes as I check the list of missed calls.

My ex-fiancé is the first name to appear on the list. He's tried to reach me every day since he dumped me at the altar. And he left me messages. I hesitate for a moment, before nervously calling my answering machine.

One after another, I listen to the pathetic pleas he left me. He regrets. He lost his mind. He just panicked. He wants a second chance. I can't just ignore him. We’re made for each other. I must answer him, and many more messages of the same kind.

I play nervously with my phone, not knowing what to do. Maybe I should call him back. I don't really want to. But that's the right thing to do. Talking about it as adults.

But as I'm about to call him back, my phone rings. My heart skips a beat. The name that appears is unknown to me, and yet I guess who’s hiding behind this “My Master.”

“Hello?”

“Hey Princess. I wanted to check if you made it to your plane.”

I smile stupidly when I hear Arthur's voice on the other end of the line. I didn't expect so much thoughtfulness from him. I didn't even know he had stolen my phone to save his number.

“Yes, we’ll be boarding soon.”

“Perfect. I hope you're not too sore.”

“A bit, but that's okay. I really enjoyed this week with you two.”

“Good. But you know, that was just a taste of what we can do. If you want, when I come back to town, I could offer you proper training.”

My mouth drops open at those words. Immediately, my lower abdomen warms up. I had never imagined seeing him again. I thought he would soon forget me, busying himself with other girls without thinking about me anymore.

And now he’s giving me so much more. Oh, I know it will probably just be a lustful relationship. A matter of bodies meeting and merging in pain and pleasure. An outlet for all sorrows.

And that's exactly what I need. I don't think about my ex-fiancé and his tearful messages anymore. It's amazing how much you can change in a week. I’m no longer the same. The new Olivia doesn't want to do things the right way anymore.

No. I just want to continue this quest for pleasure. So, without taking the time to think about it more, I answer the dominant on the other end of the line.

“As soon as you come back to town, you can do whatever you want to me. I’m ready. I’m yours.”

- To be continued -


A SUBMISSIVE TRAINING


Chapter 1

< My Master: I’m gonna eat you until your legs are shaking. You remember how I made you come four times with my tongue? It's nothing compared to what I’m gonna do to you when we meet again. I’m gonna tie you to the bed. Only your safe word can save you. But trust me, you won't want to use it. >

I hold back a gasp of surprise, holding my phone to my chest to hide this message. Nervous, I look around. Fortunately, none of my colleagues pay attention to me. They’re all way too interested in their work.

Good. I don't need to see myself in a mirror to know that my cheeks are flushed with shame and excitement. I should have known when I saw his name pop up on my screen. A man doesn't save his number on your phone as “my master” to text you about the weather.

I'm taking risks, and yet, I can't help but look at the message again. For a moment, I close my eyes. Immediately, the image of Arthur settled between my thighs reappears.

I never would have believed that such pleasure was possible. Yet in one week, this man gave me more orgasms than all the others before him combined.

This is definitely not what I had planned for my honeymoon. But after being dumped at my wedding by my fiancé, it was a much-needed break. I can now say it. Going alone to this paradise island was the best decision of my life.

I lick my lips. Arthur is no longer alone in this memory. His best friend joined us, pushing his impressive cock in my mouth, smothering my moans with his thrusts.

I open my eyes abruptly. I can't think of such things, not while I’m at work. It doesn't matter how good these two men were.

I still can't believe I gave myself to them like this. A whole week, legs wide open for these dominants, letting them take whatever they wanted from me.

I blush as I feel my phone vibrate again. Unable to help myself, I take a look.

< My Master: Tell me where do you want me to put my cock first? You won't dare say it, but I'm sure it's your little ass. Remember how you liked it when I filled your lil’ hole with my big cock. >

My mouth goes dry, immediately remembering what it felt like to have him deep in that taboo part of my body. I never thought I would do this one day. And I had even less imagined that I would love it. Playful, I decide to answer him.

< Olivia: What if I don't want it anywhere? >

Immediately, the man answers. I shiver reading his message. I should stop this. I can already feel my nipples pointing against my blouse. And yet, I can't stop reading it again and again.

< My Master: I’d throw you on my knees and give you the spanking you deserve. A good submissive never lies to her master. And you know it as well as I do. You are desperate for my cock. >

I bite my lip. He’s right. Ever since I got home, I’ve had nothing else on my mind. I'm obsessed with the idea of seeing him again, thinking of all the things we could do, if we could find ourselves in a bedroom.

It's like he's put a spell on me with his cock. I became his little thing. And now I don't even know if we'll ever see each other again. Of course, he sends me messages. But I know he's been back in town for a few days. And nothing has happened yet.

Maybe these lustful messages are just a way to pass the time for him. A fun thing to do, without consequence, which will eventually pass. Still, I cling to the idea of seeing him again. That's all I have.

The return to reality was tough. Wherever I go, people look at me apologetically. I’m the poor girl who got dumped at her wedding, and who finds herself living with a friend. All because the apartment where she lived belonged to the family of her ex-fiancé.

Oh, he did try to reconnect. But now, I know I'm better than that. I know the care and attention a man can give you. Pleasure, too. So, if it's not with Arthur, it will be a shame, but that’s ok. I'll find myself another dominant.

< My Master: What are you doing now, Submissive? >

< Olivia: I'm at work. But I can’t focus. >

< My Master: Really, why? >

<Olivia: I'm wet… >

< My Master: Prove it. >

I gasp in surprise. I didn't expect such a reaction. My mind is racing. I'm at work, I shouldn't do such a thing. But as often, my desire to please this man prevails.

So, trying to look as natural as possible, I rush to the toilet. My heart is pounding as I lock myself in one of the stalls. I can't believe I'm going to do this. I’ve never sent a dirty pic to a man before. I don't even know how to do it. Which angle is the best, the sexiest?

I take a deep breath and decide to take the plunge. Slowly, I slide my panties down my thighs before lifting my skirt over my hips. Then, I slide my phone between my legs, taking several photos.

Without thinking any more, I send him the one I find the best, hoping that he’ll like it too. His answer doesn't take long to arrive.

< My Master: Look at you, my little slut. You’re really desperate. Now, be a good girl, get back to work. Talk to you later. >

I can’t hold back a disappointed pout reading his message. I hoped that he’d continue the game. That he’d ask me to touch myself, while sending me messages each dirtier than the other. I believe I would have been able to do it, no matter the risk of being surprised.

But now I have to get back to the reality of my job. Obey him, even if it’s for a most boring task.

The rest of the day passes with unbearable slowness. I count the minutes until I can go back to my room and touch myself while thinking of him.

When the time to leave finally arrives, I don’t waste a single moment. I barely respond to the “good weekend” thrown around by my colleagues. All I care about is getting away from here.

But as I stride out of the building, I find myself stopped short. Leaning against a car on the sidewalk opposite is a man.

Arthur.

And from the gleam in his eye, I understand that it was me he was waiting for.

I shudder. Looks like all my wishes are about to be granted.


Chapter 2

My heart pounds as I cross the street, my eyes fixed on the man. He wears an elegant suit, which seems to have been tailor-made in an overpriced fabric. It’s so different from the outfits he wore on the island. Even if it must be admitted, I’ve seen him more often naked than dressed.

Trembling with nervousness, I observe him from every angle. I almost forgot how big he is. He's almost two heads taller than me, even with my heels on. As for his shoulders, they’re so broad that they could make me disappear with a single gesture.

And when the scent of his cologne hits me, I feel completely overwhelmed. My body reacts to his in an incomprehensible way. It's as if they were made for each other, and they answered each other, even before touching.

I stop in front of him, my eyes getting lost in his. He smiles at me, and I feel myself totally melting. If I listened to myself, I would throw myself around his neck and kiss him without any restraint.

But who knows who might see us? I'm supposed to be devastated by my recent breakup. Not show myself with a man. People wouldn't understand. They would judge me. I really don't need this.

And then, even though I'm still new to BDSM, I understood a few things. It's up to my dominant to decide what we should do.

With the back of his hand, he delicately caresses my face, making me sigh with relief. Then he opens the back door of the car for me, inviting me to enter without a word. I don't need to think. I'm so charmed by this man that I could follow him wherever he wants.

My mouth drops as I realize I'm not alone in this car. He has a driver. Shit. He’s much richer than I had imagined.

I can't help but stare at him as he enters the car. With a wave of his hand, he signals to his driver to roll up the window separating us from him to give us a little more privacy. I shiver, suddenly excited. You don't have to be a genius to figure out why he wants intimacy.

My fingers play nervously with the sides of my skirt. I wonder if my wetness can show, if I'm staining the leather seats below me. If I listened to myself, I would already be on the man's lap, straddling him and kissing him passionately.

I've only been sitting here for a few minutes, and yet I'm as desperate as if he's been making me languish for hours.

My body is on fire as the man approaches me, sliding his hand up my inner thigh. With an unbearable slowness, he goes up on my skin, until reaching my clit. I can't suppress a soft moan as he touches it through the fabric of my panties.

He smiles, leaning towards me. Without ever ceasing to press my button of nerves, the dominant nibbles the lobe of my ear, knowing full well the reaction that it will cause me.

I can't help but arch my back, trying to receive even more sensations. The man laughs, without changing his pace. His mouth slides down my neck, kissing it lightly and making me moan more and more.

“I missed you, Princess. I haven't stopped thinking about you since you left. I haven't jerked off like this since I was a teen. You drive me crazy. I need you. Do you still want me to train you? To make you the perfect little submissive?”

My response dies in my moan as his hand quickens. I can't control myself. The sensations are far too powerful for that. It's crazy to react with such force, when he only touches me lightly. But it just shows how much I missed him too.

A scream suddenly escapes my throat. The man just crushed his hand on my thigh.

“When your dominant speaks to you, you answer him.”

I bite my lip as the pain radiates up my leg. Something must be wrong with me. I shouldn't feel so much pleasure. Yet that's always what happens when he decides to show me his strength.

“Sorry. Yes. I want to be trained. Please. I’ll do whatever you want.”

A crazy smile stretches the dominant's lips. I let out a frustrated squeal as he jerks his hand away. But soon, he drew my attention to something else.

He rummages in his pocket, and I can't help wondering what will come out of it. With him, I know that anything is possible. It could be a vibrating egg, or a huge plug to hide in my ass.

But it’s something quite different that he’s now waving in front of my eyes. A leather collar, with a metal ring to decorate it. My mouth opens with excitement and nervousness. The serious things are about to begin.

What we did at this hotel was just a taste of what he can do. Now, I think I'm going to get a proper view of his dominant role. And I can’t wait for it. That's what I want. Abandon myself totally to his law. To see how far I’m able to push things, under the hands of this attractive man.

I shiver as he slides the piece of leather down my neck, his fingers caressing my thin skin in an excruciatingly sensual gesture.

“Here’s your first rule. As soon as I put this collar on you, you become my submissive. I can do whatever I want with you. The only thing that will stop me is your safe word. I count on you to use it whenever you feel the need. But if you stay silent, I’ll keep going. From now on, you call me Master. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man gently pats my cheek in a condescending gesture. All my senses are on alert. I don't know what's going to happen now, lots of scenarios are swirling around in my head. All I know is that the pleasure and the pain will be intense.

Slowly, he strokes my face, tucking a few strands of my hair behind my ear. I let myself go to this sudden outburst of tenderness, surely the last for a long time.

It's one of the things I like the most about him. The way he takes care of me like I'm the most precious thing on earth. He sends me to extremes, subjecting my body and my soul to the harshest torments. But he always ends up surrounding me with his warmth and gentleness.

“You look nervous. Want me to help you relax?”

I nod, before remembering his rule. I can't afford to disobey him before we even begin.

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl. I’ve a special method for that. You trust me, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man smiles before pulling me to him, rocking me onto his lap. I find myself upside down, my ass facing him.

I shudder as his hand slowly pulls up my skirt. Then he pulls my panties down my legs, without bothering to take them off. He's far more interested in my bare skin than in my comfort.

My mouth opens as his hand gently caresses my ass. I don't know what he's going to do to me yet, but for now, I love it. Maybe he'll finger me, give me an orgasm to relax me.

Maybe his fingers will even end up venturing in my ass. Deep down, I hope so. I don't know where these dark desires come from. But he has already proven it to me. I can come when he touches me in this place so taboo.

I let out a high-pitched squeal. Instead of fingering me or playing with my clit, the dominant chooses a completely different route. He just slammed hard on my ass, pain radiating throughout my body.

I fidget slightly, surprised by this sudden behavior. His hand lands forcefully on my hip, forcing me to be still.

“Stay calm. You know, a spanking isn't just for punishment. It’s a tool to make you let go. To help you anchor yourself in the moment. You understand, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.”

Again, a slap falls on me, echoing throughout the car. I bite my lip, reminding myself that we’re not alone in this car.

I wonder if the man driving can hear us. I'm not sure this pane is enough to hide the squeals of pain that escape my mouth every time my dominant's large hand slams down on my ass.

What does the driver think? Is he used to this kind of behavior from his boss? I know I shouldn't be thinking about it, and yet, I suddenly feel jealous of all those submissives who've been there before me. Were they more beautiful than me, more gifted? They were probably more experienced.

I bite my lip, trying not to think about it. I’m the one he decided to spend the night with. I didn't have to beg him. So, he must really want me.

The blows are getting stronger, closer together. It's as if he could hear me thinking. As if he wanted to make me disconnect for good. It works. There is only this pain that radiates throughout my body.

His hand never stops, alternating on my buttocks, and sometimes even on my thighs with incomparable strength. My whole body is shaking. I think tears are starting to fall from my eyes.

However, I don’t stop him. No. Because these sobs are not of sadness or pain, but of relief. All the pressure, the worries… They fly away to make room only for this feeling of total emptiness.

I no longer have any strength in my body when, finally, he stops. He caresses the damaged skin on my ass, whispering compliments I barely hear. There is only the warmth of his hand, soothing this intense burn on my skin.

However, the man doesn’t let me rest for very long. His hand grips my ass, squeezing it tightly until I squeal in discomfort. My skin is hypersensitive, but he doesn't seem to care in the least. All he cares about is touching me.

I hold my breath as his fingers glide along my globes. With controlled slowness, he reaches my wet pussy. I bite my lip lightly before letting out a moan of pleasure.

His movements are slow. But everything seems to put me in a state of incomparable excitement. Especially when he starts plunging his fingers inside me. He goes slowly. So slowly it almost feels like torture. But I have to bear it. Only then will I get the long-awaited pleasure.

The man dives further and further, without ever hurrying. I can't help pushing my hips back, hoping to receive even a drop of pleasure.

Surprisingly, the man lets me do it. He even presses his thumb against my clit, making me moan even louder. I don't have to look at him to know he's smiling, pleased with the reaction he's causing in me.

Gradually, he speeds up his movements, making me moan louder and louder. They’re only slow comings and goings, and yet they invade me and make me vibrate like never before.

I bite my lip to hold back my cries of pleasure. I don't know what the driver may have heard so far. A shiver runs through me at the thought that I might catch his eye once we get out of this car.

But my dominant doesn't have the same thoughtfulness. Firmly, he slams my ass again, making me squeal.

“Your moans belong to me. Don't you dare hide them from me, understood Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

I stammer back, as his fingers resume their thrusts inside me. Despite the shame that twists my stomach and makes my cheeks redden, I start to moan loudly, letting myself go to my dominant's good treatments.

My eyes are closing, my breathing is more jerky. I won't be able to keep up this pace for very long. So, in a voice made higher by pleasure, I hear myself begging him.

“Please Master. Can I come?”

The man doesn’t answer me, having fun to make me languish. However, I feel that my excitement is coming at its paroxysm. If he doesn’t let me come, I don't know what I'll do. I don't think I can hold myself back. And if I disobey him... Then I will be punished again.

“Come on slut, come on my fingers. Come on. Now.”

A long moan escapes my throat. I never would have thought it possible, to come on command. I thought this thing only happened in books. And yet, as soon as I hear these words, I feel a long wave of heat flow through me.

I tremble against my dominant, trying to regain control over my breathing as his fingers still move inside me, accompanying me to the end of this delicious orgasm.

My eyes open again when he takes them away. That was one of the most delicious appetizers. Now I wonder what he has in store for me for the rest of the evening.

“On your knees.”

I don't react immediately, still too hazy from my orgasm to really register the words he speaks. So, my dominant abandons all patience, taking care of repositioning me.

One move, and I find myself on the floor, wedged between his legs. I lick my lips, my eyes resting on the zipper of the man's pants. The bump that stretches the fabric doesn’t leave much to the imagination. I look up at him, silently pleading. But he has another idea in mind.

“Open the mouth.”

I don't hesitate, sticking my tongue out as he approaches his fingers drenched in my excitement. He engulfs them in my mouth, making me discover my own taste.

A few weeks ago, such a gesture would have repelled me. But now it excites me. It urges me to lick his fingers cheerfully, reminding him of what my tongue could feel around his cock.

The man looks at me, a satisfied gleam in his eyes. He adds a third finger in my mouth, like that, just for fun. I take it without the slightest hesitation, knowing full well that his cock will be much bigger than that.

Every once in a while, I glance down at his cock still hard against the fabric of his pants. I wonder what he's waiting for to let me taste it. I dream of having it in my mouth again. To go down his length. To revisit each vein, each hollow.

But when the man removes his fingers, he doesn’t undo his belt. Instead, he gestures outward.

“We’re here, Princess. The game is on.”


Chapter 3

My mouth drops open as the man ushers me into his apartment. I should have expected that. When you're dressed like that and you have a driver, you can only live in a penthouse.

And yet, I can't help but be amazed as I observe the luxurious decoration, and the lights of the city stretching out before our eyes. Everything here smells of money. Of power. And I’ve only one desire: to see how far this dominant full of surprises will take me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I gasp in surprise. Not a "Do you want to visit", nor a "Do you want a glass of water?" No. Take off your clothes. The man doesn't seem to want to waste a single moment. I lick my lips, trying to hide my nervousness. Then I carry out his order.

Slowly, my fingers find my blouse. One by one, I undo my buttons, my eyes intently fixed on those of my dominant. I will do everything to seduce him. To make him think he's dealing with the sexiest woman he's ever met.

My bra is the next to slip off my body, exposing my generous breasts that he has played with so much. My nervousness kicks up a notch when I tackle my skirt. It's ridiculous. He saw me naked for a whole week.

So, focusing on my breathing, I let the piece of fabric fall to my feet. And then it's my panties' turn to follow it on the floor.

I swallow hard as I look up at the man. That's it. He can see everything about me. There is nothing left to hide. Does he still like me as much as when we were locked up in that hotel room?

But as my eyes drop on his body to see if his erection is still there, the man turns around, disappearing into one of the rooms in his apartment.

My heart is beating faster and faster. I’m alone, naked. Only my heels and the collar he put on my neck earlier adorn my body. I don’t know what to do. Must I follow him? No. He would have given me the order.

But he didn't order me to stay there either. Yet, I believe that is what I must do. He must surely be testing my docility. So, I close my eyes for a moment, trying to calm my racing heart.

My position is uncomfortable. I need him back, and fast. I want to feel him close to me again. That he takes me against him, that he strokes my hair while telling me that everything will be fine. But I remain desperately alone.

So, I open my eyes and begin to observe my surroundings. I admire the city lights, and then I observe the decor, trying to imagine how my dominant lives here. I notice a painting.

A woman, naked, kneeling in front of a man who holds her on a leash. I lick my lips, imagining that I’m in her place. Even if it's depraved, I hope that's what awaits me today.

My breath catches as the man finally reappears in the room. He took off his jacket and unbuttoned the top of his shirt. Now he rolls up his sleeves without looking at me. I bite my lip as his forearms appear, muscular and appetizing.

Soon I hope he will touch me again, and I get to lose myself against his body. But right now, the man doesn't seem to be the least bit interested in me. It's not until he settles into his couch that he finally looks up at me.

My mouth opens. I want him right now. Let him take me on the floor, if that's what he wants. I will let him do it without the slightest opposition. My heart beats a little faster as I desperately wait for a gesture, a word.

“On your knees.”

I'm so relieved to hear it that I comply without even thinking about it. I go down on my legs until my skin touches the cold marble of his entryway. I shiver, but I don't care. Nothing matters anymore.

Because my dominant has just taken his cock out of his pants. It’s tense, desperate to be taken care of. If it were up to me, I'd already be on it, surrounding it with the warmth of my pussy.

The man has much more self-control than me. He acts like he's not the least bit excited. This is surely why he is the dominant one, and I’m the submissive.

“Crawl.”

A big smile tugs at my lips as I drop to my hands. This is an order I have no trouble carrying out. I should be ashamed to walk in front of a man like that, to let him do whatever he wants with me. And yet, this feeling of humiliation brings me incomparable excitement.

As I get closer to him, I gain confidence. I roll my hips, trying to look as attractive as possible. I want him to forget his program. Drive him so mad with lust that he'll just want to take me there, immediately, not thinking of anything but his cock stroking back and forth inside me.

His legs spread when I finally get close to him, inviting me to sit there. I don’t hesitate for a moment, approaching closer to his taut cock. He gently pats my face, making me shiver.

I don't know where to lay my eyes. I want to meet his gaze, but also admire this cock that makes me want. A shiver runs through me as my dominant slides his hand through my hair, arranging it into a makeshift ponytail.

Then comes what I've been waiting for. He tugs on it. It doesn't take much for me to move my head towards him. I open my mouth. His tip is only one inch from my tongue. I could taste him, catch those pearls of his excitement already coming out of his slit. But I don't.

I understood the rules of the game. I must wait for his order, clear and precise. So, to convince him to finally let me do it, I look up at him pleadingly. He smiles at my depravity, and decides to make me wait a few more moments, before finally speaking.

‘Go ahead. Show me again how good you are.”

It doesn't take much for me to move my face forward and close my lips around his large cock. We both breathe a sigh of satisfaction. I dreamed of this moment for days. Now I savor that cock throbbing in my mouth.

I wrap my tongue around it, rediscovering each of its delicious curves. I take my time, a little too much for my dominant's taste. He presses down on my head, forcing me to take him even deeper. I groan in discomfort but let it go.

Even though his cock is huge, I know I can take it. So, I look up at my dominant, encouraging him to continue thrusting into me. Muffled sounds escape my body as he slaps the back of my throat mercilessly.

The exercise is difficult, and yet, I take it without flinching. Otherwise, how could I prove my docility to my dominant? And then, I want to go all the way.

Feeling his hot seed line the back of my throat until choking. Swallow every drop and stick my tongue out to show what a good submissive I am. He would pat my cheek and call me his good girl. There's nothing else I want.

Suddenly, the man pulls on my ponytail, forcing me to let go of his cock. I look at him with a disappointed pout as a smile tugs at his lips. He captures my jaw between his fingers before leaning towards me.

His free hand grabs one of my nipples, making me moan unnecessarily. He leans into my ear without ever ceasing to touch me.

“Tell me Submissive. Which of your little holes do you want me to take you in tonight?”

“All! Please, Master. I want to feel your cock.”

The man has a dark laugh that makes me shiver. He lets go of my nipple, causing me to squeal disappointedly. I no longer have any control. No more patience. I need him now or I think I'm going to die.

“You are too impatient, Submissive. I'll teach you how to control it. I’m gonna fuck you now. You can come or not, I don't really care.”

I bite my lip, trying to calm my racing heart. I should be happy, I guess. At least he's not forcing me to hold back my orgasm. He’s not going to send me very high to prevent me from falling into the ultimate pleasure. Still, I can't help but feel a tinge of disappointment.

Without looking at me, the man gets up, abandoning me again in the middle of the room. When he returns, he holds objects in his hands that I recognize only too well. Leather handcuffs, connected by long chains.

Without a word, he grabs my ponytail. Within seconds, I find myself lying on his coffee table, my breasts crushed against the glass. My dominant grabs a first wrist, enclosing it in a handcuff that he attaches to one of the table legs.

He repeats the operation with my other arm, stretching me to the maximum while my ass is up in the air. He comes back to position himself behind me, forcing me to spread my legs.

I swallow hard, not knowing what is waiting for me now. His hand slides down my thighs, collecting my excitement before joining my slit. He walks over it, having fun making me moan as he presses my clit.

Then he plunges two fingers inside me again. I arch my back, unintentionally tugging on my handcuffs. His scissoring movements inside me make me squeal. Yet, that's nothing compared to what he's going to do to me soon.

But I'm so hypnotized by his presence that the slightest of his gestures drives me crazy. I’m a little thing controlled only by her darkest desires. He withdraws his fingers, and soon I feel his body towering over me.

I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable. Tiny and defenseless against the big bad wolf. Tied like this, there's nothing I can do. I’m totally dependent on his will. I should be scared. And yet, I blindly trust this man I barely know.

With his fingertips, he traces a path down my spine, making me shiver. It's just a simple caress, but it intoxicates me, giving me the same sensations as if he were playing with my breasts, with my clit. I don't know why, but everything this man does is incredibly sexy.

I look up and come face to face with a mirror I hadn't noticed. It’s huge, reflecting the lights of the city… And reflecting the image of my body. This view is so depraved. I, tied to the table, totally open for my dominant.

I look up at him, realizing he's looking at me too. His eyes bore into mine, making me shiver. He seems to enjoy every second of this little game.

He grabs his cock, jerking off slowly while looking at me. I can't hold back a frustrated pout. This cock, I want it inside me. No matter where. I just want to feel it. I’m here, completely at his disposal. And yet, he prefers the company of his hand rather than that of my warm pussy. A smile parts his lips.

“Maybe I should just cum on your back, and leave you tied there all night. I’ll wake you up by plunging my big cock inside you. Go ahead. Tell me you wouldn't like it.”

I let out a long, frustrated moan. I don't want to wait until tomorrow to feel him. Yet, I can feel the excitement flowing between my legs. This is completely crazy. I want him to do all these things to me. To be treated like his little object, just there to satisfy him.

But I don't want to tell him that. He would be able to do it for real. So, I just look up pleadingly at him hoping that will be enough.

Finally, the man lets go of his cock. Forcefully, he lifts my hips, bringing me to my knees on his coffee table. Then, he kneels behind me. I cry out as his hand slams down hard on my ass, reminding me of the spanking he gave me earlier.

Then he plays some more, patting his cock against my soaking wet pussy, making me moan in frustration. It's far from enough to give me the slightest satisfaction.

Fortunately, my suffering is coming to an end. With painful slowness, the man pushes his tip against my soaked pussy. I clench my fists, clinking the chains against the glass of the table.

Despite my excitement and the first orgasm he gave me in the car, I feel him entering me. His cock is so long and so thick that it’s always a challenge to take it.

I look up at the mirror again. The man is so huge against me. So powerful. I look tiny as his body covers mine, and he sinks ever deeper into me. I focus on my breathing.

I know I can do it. Soon, this feeling of tightness will give way to intense pleasure. So, I have to hold on.

My breath hitches as he comes all the way out of me, before sinking back in one powerful thrust. He repeats the operation several times, opening me in two along his length. I gasp, trying to regain control of my emotions.

He stays buried deep inside me, his hand stroking my back, as if trying to help me get used to him. But I quickly realize that this sudden proof of sweetness hides another purpose.

His hand slides lower and lower until it reaches my ass. After covering his fingers with my excitement, he draws my crenelated outline with the tip of his thumb.

My heart skips a beat as he rams it into me. I grit my teeth. It’s not the first time that he plays with this part of me. But between his cock deep inside me, and that big thumb, I feel full like never before.

A long moan escapes my throat as he begins to move his hips, rocking his cock inside me. I can't really think anymore, so many contradictory feelings are jostling inside me. Shame, discomfort, pleasure… Nothing really makes sense anymore.

So, I stop thinking, surrendering myself totally to his law. That's what he wanted, right? That I forget everything to anchor myself in the present moment. It’s working.

His thrusts are precise and deep. And his thumb tracks the rhythm with crazy precision. Moans escape my mouth, and I can't stop them. Soon, he speeds up his movements.

He leans over me, his hand pressing on my head. My face is stuck against the cold glass. I can't move, and I don't care. His cock pounding me is far too delicious to care about my comfort.

I let out a disappointed squeal as he takes his thumb off my ass, making him laugh.

“Don't worry Princess. Soon, I’ll take care of your little ass. I'm going to destroy it so hard with my big cock that you won't be able to move for a week.”

I let out a long squeal at these words, both terrifying and terribly exciting. I don't care what he wants to do to me. I will take everything, absolutely everything.

With both hands, he grips my hips, pounding me with incomparable force. A continuous scream escapes from my throat, so much I can no longer contain myself. I don't know how the glass table under us still manages to withstand all these assaults.

But it could break, I don't care. There’s only this warmth growing in the pit of my stomach. I bite my lip before begging him.

“Please Master, can I come?”

“My little slut. Go ahead. Come on my cock.”

I don't need more to sink. In a scream loud enough to wake up any building, I let myself go to the waves of pleasure that come over me. The man continues to pound me, until he freezes, releasing his seed deep inside me.

My legs are shaking, and I collapse on the table when he withdraws. I barely react when he takes my handcuffs off and picks me up. Without the slightest difficulty, he carries me to his room for even more pleasure.


Chapter 4

I moan softly as I feel kisses being placed on my temple, on my cheek. Lazily, I open one eye, then the other. My lover didn't let me sleep much last night. Still, I don't mind that he’s already waking me up.

But when my eyes land on the man, a cry escapes me. He clasps his hand over my mouth to muffle my sound of surprise.

“Hush Doll. You wouldn't want to wake Arthur, right?”

I nod slowly, my eyes still wide in surprise. All evening, I wondered if Vincent would end up joining us, without daring to ask my dominant. I didn't want him to think his presence wasn't enough for me, when it is.

But I liked being surrounded by these two men at the hotel, being their little toy that they used without ever getting tired.

I certainly did not expect to see this handsome man arrive here in the early morning, as if he were the owner of the place. A devilish smile stretches his lips. Obviously, he’s proud of his effect on me.

Without ever removing his hand from my mouth, he slides his lips to my neck, kissing it so gently it makes me shiver. I close my eyes, already feeling the heat wash over me. I think he could wake me up like this every morning if he wanted to.

I've only just opened my eyes, and yet I'm ready to spread my legs for him. His free hand moves down my body, pinching one of my nipples. They're already taut through the T-shirt Arthur lent me.

I glance to the side to look at him. He’s still sleeping soundly, unaware of what is happening next to him. I wonder what he’ll say. After all, at no time did he give me permission to have sex with his friend. What if he punished me? Or worse… What if he kicked me out of his house, never wanting me to be his submissive again?

"Don't worry Doll. I'm sure he'll find it very exciting to wake up like this. It's not the first time we've played together, right?”

I nod slowly, looking him in the eyes. I arch my back as he pinches my nipples harder. This man has no delicacy. He is the opposite of Arthur.

If my dominant knows how to show strength, there is always gentleness in his gestures, in his words. But Vincent? It's just brutality. And I'm not going to deny it... I love it. They’re the good cop, bad cop, always sending me high in pleasure.

I bite my lip as his free hand leaves my breast and descends lower and lower until it reaches my crotch. Yesterday, Arthur made me put on one of his boxer shorts. It was the least he could do, after his caresses destroyed my panties.

His friend seems to be amused by this clothing choice, snapping the rubber band on my skin. Then, his fingers dive under the fabric, causing me to stifle a cry. Slowly, he presses my clit, making me sigh against his hand.

Despite his brutality, the man has undeniable expertise. No matter how much pain he creates, it’s always accompanied by at least equal pleasure.

I close my eyes, letting myself go with his gestures. Every once in a while, his hand slides lower, playing with my slit, having fun making me think he's going to stick them inside me, but never does. I give him a pleading look as I shift my hips. He smiles before leaning into my ear.

“What a naughty girl you are. Arthur didn't fuck you properly last night? You should tell him you need it harder.”

I can't help but smile. However, this is incorrect. Arthur took good care of me. He fucked me so hard that I still feel him between my legs. And yet, despite this tugging, I have only one desire: for Vincent to fuck me.

So, coming out of my torpor, I let my hands slide over his chest. I don’t waste a moment to unbutton his belt, or to open his pants. The man lets me do it, an amused glint in his eyes. I dip my hand to grab hold of his cock. A gasp of surprise takes me.

I know it though. I've played with it enough times, taking it in my mouth or between my thighs countless times. And yet, I can't help but find it huge against my hand.

Slowly, I start to caress him. Nothing that’s enough to relieve him. I enjoy making him languish, even though I know it will have consequences.

My breath hitches as he plunges two fingers inside me. I feel torn, yet I can't help but move my hips to accompany his movements. The man smiles, slowing down to frustrate me.

I look at him pleadingly as he removes his fingers. But soon, he spreads my thighs and removes my boxers. Feverishly, I grab his T-shirt. I want to see him naked. To feel his skin against mine as he thrusts into me.

He lets me do it, although I forget my submissive position. Guess he wants it as much as I do.

Barely taking the time to pull his pants down to his thighs, he lines up his cock to my entrance, thrusting into me without ever stopping. I squeal against his hand, my pussy still aching after Arthur's powerful thrusts last night.

However, I don’t intend to stop the man. I don't know when I turned into this insatiable little thing. Maybe it's always been there, deep inside me. These men set the beast free, I sure hope they never put it back to sleep.

The man begins his slow back-and-forth movements, making me moan. My hands grip his muscular shoulders, my fingernails digging into his skin as he moves inside me. I can't think anymore, I'm so obsessed with this large cock.

So obsessed that I don't notice the movement next to me. It's not until his deep voice rings out that I realize my Dominant is awake.

“What are you doing, Submissive?”

“I'm fixing your mess. Looks like you weren't hard enough last night. You know that she likes to be fucked hard. Right Doll?”

“No! Well yes… But yesterday was hard too!”

I stammer, trying to convince my dominant that his cock was perfect, while his friend's makes me lose my train of thought with its power. The two men laugh softly.

“So what, you're just desperate, an insatiable little slut?”

“Yes! Please, I need to feel you both.”

My dominant smiles, leaning into me as his friend sits up, gripping my hips to pull me even deeper onto his cock. Arthur nibbles on my earlobe, pinching my nipples through my T-shirt.

“Very well my little slut. We’re gonna take care of you as you deserve. But don't think you're going to get away with it that easily. This kind of behavior demands punishment.”

My mouth opens in pleasure as I nod, showing him that I understand. He pinches my breasts harder and harder, making me arch my back. It's far too good, and I feel my lower abdomen contract more and more under the effort of these men.

But just as I feel my orgasm about to arrive, Vincent freezes with a gasp, emptying himself into me. I let out a desperate squeal as he pulls away from me, and Arthur lets go of my breasts. Vincent leans towards me, capturing my jaw between his fingers.

“You didn’t really think it would be so easy? Your dominant told you. Your behavior deserves punishment.”

I shiver, all my senses on alert. Unhurriedly, he removes his leather belt from his pants, handing it to his friend before getting out of bed. It's just me and my master now. I stare into his eyes, anxiously awaiting what happens next.

“Take off your T-shirt.”

With trembling fingers, I obey him as he forms a loop with the belt. Slowly, he slides it over my breasts, lightly patting my tense nipples. I can't help moaning, unsure if I'm feeling pleasure or pain.

The sensation is acute as he lowers his hand, patting my clit repeatedly. Then he lifts the belt to my face, pressing it against my lips.

“Lick.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I stick my tongue out, carefully cleaning the leather covered in my arousal. I would never have believed myself capable of such depravity. To taste my own fluids. But there is nothing that I refuse to my master.

“Turn around.”

I freeze for a moment, knowing all too well what is going to happen once I lay on my stomach. However, a single click of the tongue from my dominant is enough to make me react.

Slowly, I change position. My dominant doesn't have the same patience. He grabs a pillow and slides it over my hips to elevate my ass, positioning me the way he wants. Then, without even announcing it, he hits.

A sharp scream escapes my throat. The pain is intense, piercing. It has nothing to do with that of his hand. And the rhythm he imposes on me does nothing to help me focus on my breathing.

It connects the blows at an unbearable speed, making redden the skin of my ass. I'm on fire, and pathetic squeals escape my throat.

Unable to help myself, I lower my hands to my ass in a futile attempt at protection. The man clicks his tongue.

“You better take your hands off if you don't want me to tie them up and start over.”

I swallow hard, hesitating for a moment before finally moving them. As much as I love being tied, I wouldn't be able to take this punishment all over again. Instead, I put my arms at my sides, my fingers digging into the sheets as he resumes his punches.

I’m drained. I barely feel the pain anymore. There is nothing that matters anymore, nothing makes sense. I feel like a lifeless puddle sprawled on his bed. A disarticulated doll who no longer has the slightest control over anything.

Tears well up at the corner of my eyes as he finally stops, throwing the belt at the foot of the bed. For a few moments, he doesn't move me, caressing my ass absently, bringing me comfort.

Then he wraps around my waist and lifts me up, turning me around to hug me. I bury my face in his shoulder as my fingers rest on his chest. With one hand, he continues to caress my ass, while his mouth rests on my cheeks, erasing the traces of my tears. I smile and push out a breath.

“Thank you Master.”

“You’re welcome, Princess. It felt good, didn't it?”

“Yes Master.”

The man gently kisses my hair. He seems happy with my docility. I too feel proud to have achieved this. All I care about is satisfying him, by any means at my disposal.

And if that means letting him hit me and then thanking him for it, then I'm willing to do it. Especially when these punishments put me in such states of excitement.

“How about we move on?”

I turn my head to the side to respond to Vincent. But my words die in my throat as I watch him, finding out what he did while my master punished me. The man smiles, visibly pleased with his surprise.

“Arthur has toys that are far too interesting to stay in a bed. What do you say Doll, do you want to play on the swing with us?”

I nod, too surprised to answer. I hadn't noticed the hook on Arthur's ceiling last night. Vincent has hung what he calls a swing on it, although it looks more like a harness attached to a long chain.

I lick my lips, before looking at my dominant. He smiles at me and slaps my ass to encourage me to stand up. I let out a high-pitched squeal as I jump to my feet, joining Vincent.

The man grabs my cheeks in his hands. Then he kisses me, his tongue immediately pushing against my lips. I open them, giving him free passage. For kissing too, he’s an expert. Each time he leaves me shaking, a little thing addicted to him.

Suddenly he picks me up. Arthur is behind us, holding the swing so his friend can put me down. Quickly, my thighs find themselves enclosed in straps, and my feet placed in stirrups. I’m suspended, open, totally at the mercy of these two men. And I love that.

They switch places, Arthur coming to settle between my thighs. For a few moments, he says nothing, contenting himself with roaming my body with his burning gaze. I lick my lips, desperately waiting for him to finally touch me.

His hand rests on my chest, caressing my thin skin without ever descending on my breasts. I hold back a frustrated sigh. I can't afford to upset him again. I won't be able to take another punishment.

“Go ahead. Lean back.”

My eyes widen in surprise and confusion. I'm not quite sure what I should do. If I lean back, I'll be totally suspended in the air, my head hanging down. But I decide to obey him blindly, trusting him once more. It doesn’t take long for me to understand what is expected of me.

Vincent stands there, his half-hard cock in his hand. I lick my lips, understanding well the sequence of events. The man approaches, repositioning me.

In an instant, I find myself with his cock in my mouth. It’s still wet, covered with our mixed fluids. I lick them patiently, knowing my treatments will get him hard again in an instant.

The least I can say is that these men have energy. No matter how hard they come. They always seem ready to do it again after a limited time of rest, for my greatest pleasure.

I growl against the cock as my dominant settles between my legs. His arms wrap around my thighs as he pulls me to him, impaling me on his massive cock.

Vincent may have been there not so long ago, but I still feel him entering. Each time, I feel the same tugging when one of them penetrates me.

Slowly, the man begins to move back and forth, and the swing begins to move. I go from one to the other, sinking into their cocks one after the other, without my having any control over my movements.

I’m just an object. A doll with which they play without the slightest shame. And I love that. I moan louder as Vincent places his hands on my breasts. He massages them gently, before pinching my nipples. I groan, my moans vibrating against his now hard cock.

I gasp in surprise as Arthur shoves two lubricated fingers between my ass. I hadn't even felt him cover them with my excitement, so lost was I in their movements.

I'm struggling to breathe, trying to get used to all these sensations going through my body. I can barely breathe, and yet I don't let go of Vincent's cock. I want to show them that I can do it. Whatever they want to do to me, I'll take it. So, even if I feel more torn than ever, I let myself go to their treatment.

When I finally get used to all these movements, they stop them. Vincent pulls his cock out of my mouth, as Arthur removes his fingers from me. Without ever leaving my soaked pussy, he helps me straighten up. Slowly, so my head doesn't spin too much.

He pulls me completely to him, wrapping my arms around his neck. It's not until Vincent presses himself against my back, his lube-covered cock poking against my ass, that I realize what's about to happen to me.

I'm shivering. I've already taken them both in my most taboo entry. But never when the other was between my thighs. Their cocks are so huge, I don't think it will be possible. And yet, I don't really have a choice.

Oh, I could say my safe word, stop everything now. But my libido forbids it. A dark desire comes over me. I want to do it, even if it's terrifying.

I dunk my head against my dominant’s shoulder as Vincent is already pushing against my jagged entrance. Although I've been prepared, I can't hold back a groan of discomfort. The man is so thick. I feel like I'm split open.

My fingernails dig into my master's back, who whispers in my ear.

“Breathe, Princess. You’re doing well. What a good girl. So docile for us. The best little submissive.”

I take a deep breath, listening to my master continue to encourage me. I focus on his voice, not even hearing the words. He’s my beacon in the storm. The one who helps me to endure this ordeal.

I whisper a surprised 'O' when, finally, Vincent is deep inside me. I didn't think it would happen so quickly. It seems my body is starting to get used to it. My dominant smiles and kisses me, as if congratulating me.

Behind me, his friend begins his long movements back and forth, not wasting a moment to visit every corner of my anatomy. My head falls back, resting on his shoulder as Arthur begins to move as well.

The two men go slow, but so deep that I feel like they're all over my body at once. They alternate their thrusts, making sure I'm always full. Feeling that I relax, they speed up their movement.

My sighs of discomfort turn into real cries of pleasure. My whole body is on fire, just waiting for one thing: for them to finally let me come. A louder cry escapes my throat as Vincent slides his hand in front of me, resting it on my clit.

He presses hard on it, matching his movements to those of his cock which is pounding me now. I can barely breathe. My lower abdomen contracts more and more, and incoherent words come out of my mouth. But they get the message very well.

They continue their thrusts, never faltering. Vincent leans into my ear, his deep voice finishing me off.

“Come on doll. Come. Show us how much you love being filled with our cocks.”

I squeal, trying to answer him. But the words are replaced by a deafening cry. My entire body spasms as waves of electricity rush through me. I’ve never felt such a powerful orgasm in my life.

I clench so hard that I drag Vincent down with me. He growls a loud "Shit" before emptying himself, filling me up for the second time in this short morning. He doesn’t withdraw immediately, waiting for his friend to come too.

Arthur pounds me, his hands holding so hard on my hips I think I'll get marks. It doesn't matter. All I care about is his pleasure. And it finally arrives. In a long rattle, he releases his seed in me, his head resting on my shoulder.

The three of us are motionless, panting, trying to come to our senses. Arthur pats my thigh and congratulates me.

“My perfect little Submissive. Come on. You deserved a good shower.”


Chapter 5

I let out a surprised squeak. Too lost in my contemplation of the city, I hadn’t seen Arthur bring the croissant to my mouth. I open it without complaining. These pastries are the best I have ever eaten. The advantage of having plenty of money, I guess.

The man gently caresses my lower back while watching me eat with relish. He left me no choice. As soon as we settled down to have breakfast, he made me sit on his lap. No matter how much I protested, he wouldn't listen. He said he wanted to have me against him as much as possible.

Those words made me shiver. Never before had a man taken so much interest in me. He did the most degrading things to me. He used my body in every possible way, sharing me with his best friend. And yet, he takes care of me with incomparable attention.

I sigh, leaning closer to him. The shower they made me take was not enough to relax my exhausted muscles. But how could that be, when Vincent made me get on my knees to use my mouth? And when Arthur took over, lifting me up against the tiled floor to ram his big cock inside me?

Yes, I had no chance to rest. It doesn't matter. I'd rather be stiff for a few more days than go without a morning like this.

I smile softly as Arthur continues to stroke my back, as if he can't help but touch me, even for the time of a meal.

I return to my observation. His penthouse is just as impressive in daylight. Light floods the premises, the large bay windows offering a breathtaking view of the city. I heave a sigh.

And to think that I'm going to have to go back to this shabby apartment that I must share with a friend. Oh, she was kind to welcome me, after I lost everything in this breakup. But it lacks privacy and comfort. Especially after spending the night in such a place. And in such good company.

Yes, between the microscopic dark apartment with my vibrator, or this huge penthouse with this dominant I'm crazy about... My choice is quickly made.

“I don't want to go back to Sofia.”

I press my hand over my mouth. I thought out loud, unable to stop myself. Both men smile, and Arthur lifts a lock of my hair to kiss my neck. I shiver as he slowly creeps up to my ear.

“You think I'm going to let you go? You're mine for the whole weekend. And then…”

“Then?”

“Then it will be my turn to welcome you.”

I turn to Vincent, my mouth open in surprise. I didn't expect him to say that. Even though he seems to be having great fun with me, I didn't think he would want me that much. Arthur leans against my ear again.

“We'll see. Maybe I'll keep you all to myself. But one thing is certain… You’re far from done with us, Submissive.”

- To be continued -


A SUBMISSIVE HUMILIATION


Chapter 1

This is not how I imagined spending my day off. In the offices of a company I don't even work for. It’s the first time I even come to this place. Oh, but I'm not here for a job interview. Far from it.

I shiver as Arthur's hand moves up my thigh, playfully snapping the elastic of my garter against my skin. I refrain from moving. My dominant was clear when he made me bend over his desk. I must remain still. Let him take care of me without asking any questions.

In general, I’m never disappointed when I obey him like this. But in general, we are not in offices in the middle of the afternoon, with the risk that someone shows up and catches us. No. Usually, we play in the confines of his luxurious apartment.

I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less during what should have been my honeymoon. In the end, I think I am grateful to my ex for dumping me at the altar like this.

I would never have discovered that such pleasures are possible without him. And I would never have discovered my true nature: that of a submissive.

I didn't know anything about BDSM... Now I'm addicted to it. It doesn't matter what my dominant decides to do to me. I obey him blindly. I have absolute confidence in him and his decisions.

Oh, he can show tremendous force, spanking me for what seems like hours. He makes my skin blush with his intensity, making me feel it every time I sit down for the rest of the day. But I love it. I don't know where these dark desires come from. It's as if the pain only makes the pleasure more intense afterward.

So that's why I agreed to come here. I didn't even have to think twice about it. What my dominant asks, I give him.

I put on stockings and tied them to a garter belt, before covering them with a skirt suit embracing my curves to perfection. As for my generous chest, it’s imprisoned in a tight blouse, with a few too many loose buttons.

Yes. My outfit is the perfect combination of professional and slutty. I didn't miss the looks on me as I walked into those offices, my stiletto clicking on the floor. Women hated me. The men wanted me. And yet, I didn't care. Only the opinion of one man matters to me... Or rather, two men.

Because ever since my dominant and I started playing these lustful games, we've rarely been alone. His best friend is often there. He's a dominant too, but in a very different style. He doesn't have Arthur's tenderness and patience. No.

Vincent is more of a straight-to-the-point type, to make the submissive suffer under his fingers, to push her to her limits, before giving her the most powerful of orgasms. And even if Arthur is the one with whom I prefer to spend most of my time, I must admit that I like Vincent's darkness just as much.

These two men are the perfect duo. After my failed wedding, many parts of my life turned upside down. But thanks to them, my life has never been so delicious.

I shiver as Arthur's hand reaches higher, sliding over my slit, barely touching it through my panties. I bite my lip, eager for him to get started. Yet, I know that I’ll have to be patient. Pleasure doesn’t come so easily. Just because I've satisfied him so far doesn't mean I deserve a reward.

I stand still as my master caresses me absentmindedly, as if he doesn't really care that I'm there. Fortunately, the blinds in his office are closed. Otherwise, his employees could have seen us. I wonder if they have any knowledge of what goes on in their bosses' offices.

I turn my head to the side, to the next office. Vincent's. These two men do everything together, it seems. Running a company, going on vacation… Sharing a woman. I wonder what they have in store for me today. No matter the trials. I’m ready to take them.

“So, Miss Olivia, do you like being a consultant in our company?”

I can't hold back a giggle. This is what’s written on the badge I was given when I arrived. Oh, I offer very special consultations. I wonder how many other consultants they received like this before me. How many of them were dressed sexy? How many of them have been bent over this desk?

I don't know, and I don't care. Because for weeks, I have been my dominant's only obsession. So much so that I practically live with Arthur now. I let out a squeal as he suddenly hits my butt.

“Have you forgotten the rule?”

“No, sorry. Yes. I love that, Master.”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth as he continues to stroke my ass. Then he grabs the sides of my skirt, making them go up higher and higher, until the piece of fabric is stuck on my hips.

Then he attacks my panties, bringing them down on my spread thighs. It gets stuck there, like an improvised rope. I bite my lip, remembering how he tied me down just a few days ago.

I love it when he does that. It doesn't matter if he uses handcuffs or his belt. It always puts me in a state of incomparable excitement. But also, in a strange state of calm. It's as if he was giving me permission to surrender completely. I don't have to think anymore. No more worrying about what to do. All that remains is to submit to his law.

I squeal as his fingers land on my clit, pressing down with controlled slowness. Every move he makes drives me crazy. He has undeniable expertise. As if he knew my body better than I knew it. Slowly, he slips two fingers inside me, clicking his tongue.

“Look at you. You've just arrived, and you're already completely soaked. What am I gonna do with a slut like you? You are truly insatiable. Is that right, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master!”

I stammer, shivering already as he barely begins. I have never been so responsive in the past. But one look from this powerful man is enough for me to sink and turn into a little thing guided by her libido.

The man continues his comings and goings, before retiring. But his hand doesn’t go very far. No. It goes up between my buttocks, its soaked fingers tracing the outline of my crenelated entrance.

I hold my breath as he drives one inside me. This is not the first time he has played with this most taboo place in my anatomy. Far from it. It has almost become a mandatory part of our sessions.

Fingers, dildo, and even his big cock. I took it all in. And no matter the size or the discomfort… The resulting pleasure is always incredibly powerful. I bite my lip as he thrusts it deeper and deeper.

I can't stop my mind from wandering, remembering how he and Vincent took me both at once, filling me up, tearing me apart. I would never have believed myself capable of something so depraved. Nor that my body could have welcomed them at the same time.

But for them, it seems to know no bounds. And never have I come so hard. Now I can only hope they do it to me again today.

I lick my lips as a second finger enters me. They're nowhere near as big as his cock, but it already feels good… So good that soon I moan in disappointment as he leaves me empty again.

The man laughs, before opening one of the drawers of his desk. He places three objects in front of me, and I can't help but smile excitedly. A plug, a vibrating egg, and a tube of lube.

He starts with the plug, which he generously coats with the liquid. Then, he approaches my ass again, spreading it with his free hand before pushing the silicone toy inside me. I bite my lip to hold back my moan.

It doesn't matter how delicious it is. I can't risk being heard. The man gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me. Then he grabs the vibrating egg, coating it in turn with lube before pushing it inside me.

I'm so wet he didn't really need to. I even wonder how the object will stay in me. I think I'll have to pay attention to it.

The man doesn’t move for a few moments, admiring his work. When he finally comes out of his contemplation, he pulls up my panties, before gently straightening me up. He turns me around, dipping his hand into the back of my neck to bring my face closer to his.

He kisses me with tenderness and passion mixed. A feeling that makes me melt and makes me want to fall on my knees in front of him to serve him. The man breaks the kiss, a voracious smile on his lips.

“Let the game begin.”


Chapter 2

“On your knees.”

Without even having to think about it, I let myself slide on the ground. I don't want to play with his limits. No. Today I want to be the servile little thing he loves so much.

Slowly, he strokes my hair, making me sigh in pleasure. Then he rummages in his pocket, pulling out a small remote control. I lick my lips, knowing full well what it is for. One push from him, and I'm already heaving a sigh.

The vibrations have turned on in me. They’re only at the minimum level, which is far from enough to bring me any relief.

And yet, I can't help but give him a disappointed look when he stops them moments later. A smile forms on his lips as he gently pats my cheek.

“You're going to have to be patient, Submissive. Your day is going to be very, very long.”

I stand still, my eyes locked on his, waiting patiently for what's next.

“Oh, I almost forgot.”

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a small object that I recognize well. My submissive collar.

“We can't play without it, right, Princess?”

I nod quickly, making him laugh. There's nothing I love more than this proof of possession he's sliding down my neck. It's just a simple object, but it marks my position. My duty of obedience.

Just the idea makes my lower abdomen ignite as he tightens the buckle behind my head. I wonder if he'll hang a leash on it today too. I shouldn't want this stuff. It's degrading. Humiliating. A grown woman shouldn't allow herself to be controlled like that. But when these two men are around, I no longer have any control over my desires. My libido takes over.

“You're going to crawl to Vincent's office. He’s going to take care of you for now. But I'll keep the remote. You’d better be very docile with him too. Otherwise, you know what the consequences will be.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shiver as I breathe those words. Yes. I know very well what awaits me. A punishment. It could be of any kind. It could be a spanking, like something much more twisted.

They could deprive me of pleasure, using me as they please as if I were just a reel for their seed. Or they could have fun pleasuring me, bringing me ever closer to orgasm without ever letting me have it. Of all the punishments, I believe this is the most difficult to bear. So, yes. I’m going to behave.

My dominant nods at me, and immediately I fall to my hands. Without waiting a moment longer, I start crawling towards the door. Thank goodness their offices are interconnected. I would never have been able to move like this in the hallway, and risk being surprised by strangers.

I lick my lips as I walk, ignoring the slight burn of the carpet under my knees. I can't wait to see Vincent again, even though I know he won't spare me. The man is the type to push things far. I barely have time to walk through the door when his voice rings out.

“Stop, Submissive.”

Immediately, I obey, before rising to my knees, keeping my hands on the floor in a submission position. I don't dare raise my head to the man, waiting for him to give me permission.

“Look at me.”

A chill runs through me as our eyes meet. While the man is nowhere near as tall and muscular as Arthur, he exudes an incredibly alluring charismatic aura. Something that attracts me, and makes me want to succumb to him, no matter how dark his ideas are.

“Take off your blouse.”

My mouth drops open in surprise as the man focuses on his computer again. He wants me to undress in front of him, but doesn't seem to care. Yet I know I must obey his order.

So, I undo one by one the buttons of my blouse. Even though he's not looking at me, I try to do it sensually, just in case he looks up. I want to remind him how sexy a woman I am. How much he wants me.

The shirt falls unceremoniously to the floor. I put my hands on my knees, looking at him expectantly.

“Your bra.”

I bite my lip. The man didn't even bother to look at me, his computer seemingly far more exciting than my body revealing itself to him. However, I must continue.

So, I run my hands behind my back, attacking the hooks of my bra. I undo it without difficulty, my imposing boobs falling heavily under its own weight.

I stand perfectly still now, waiting for a look, a word from the man. For what seems like hours, the man types on his computer keyboard. It's as if he didn't care about having a half-naked woman offered to him like this.

I sigh in relief as he finally stands up. He starts rummaging through a drawer in his desk, pulling out something he keeps hidden in the palm of his hand. I lick my parched lips, curious to know what it will be like.

I wonder if their assistants know about the impressive collection of toys they keep in their offices. Who knows, maybe they tried it on them.

I gently shake my head. I can't indulge in those kinds of jealous thoughts. Not when the man finally approaches me, his vicious smile on his lips.

He pats my cheek firmly, before his fingers grab one of my breasts. He doesn’t put the slightest delicacy in his gestures, pinching my nipple with force, making me meow with pleasure. He starts again with the opposite nipple.

I have to bite my lip to make sure I stay quiet. The man smiles, before showing me what he has in his hand. Nipple clamps.

“I want to play with you, Doll. But you know, I'm a very important man. I don’t have a lot of time.”

I make a sulky pout as the man hooks a first clip on my breast. I wanted him to take care of me anyway. I was ready for him.

I bite my lip. This isn’t the first time he’s using such an object on me. I can’t describe the feeling. It's like a little bite, taking me to that fine line between pleasure and pain.

My breathing is faster when my opposite breast is captured in turn. I stare at him, as if I could find the rest of the events in his eyes. But the man remains unmoved, absently stroking my hair.

“I have a meeting now. So, you're going to stay there, and you're going to be a very good girl. Got it, Doll?”

“Yes Sir.”

The man pats my cheek again before turning on his heels to sit at his computer. I let out a quiet sigh. Between these nipple clamps, this plug, and this egg that threatens to turn on at any moment, my senses are stimulated like never before.

My body wants to express itself. To move. To go on this quest for crazy pleasure to which he has been accustomed. But instead, I have to stay as still as possible. Not move, not complain. Be perfect for the dominant.

If I was listening to myself, I would glance over my shoulder, just to see what Arthur is doing. Is he watching me, imagining ripping off that skirt his friend let me wear?

I know I'm not allowed to watch him. Even if seeing him would reassure me, I’m under Vincent's orders at this moment. So, I have to deal with it. And then, I know that I’m not in danger.

Even though I can't see him, I know Arthur's watching me. He makes sure I'm okay. And deep down, I think these men know my limits better than I do. They know how to push them, making me do things I thought were impossible.

But they also know when to stop, even though I didn't know I needed to. Yes. With these men, I’m safe.

I bite my lip, feeling how soaked my panties are. Another pair I'm going to ruin with their games. I think I'll end up asking them to buy me lingerie. Soon, I’ll have nothing left to wear.

But maybe that's their goal. That I remain forever without panties, walking around with my ass naked, at their complete disposal. I smile at this idea. I don't think that would bother me.

Since I've been with them, I've become insatiable. So, if they want to use me twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, I'm definitely not going to stop them.

I barely hold back a squeal as suddenly the vibrations start inside me. They are low, but I was so lost in thought that I forgot they existed.

Vincent turns to me, raising an eyebrow at my flinch. I clear my throat, looking down shyly as he focuses on his work again. I want to prove to him that I can do it. That I know how to behave.

Even if the vibrations are a little stronger in me. I will hold on. I must. Especially now that his meeting has just started, and other people can hear what's going on in the room.

I try to focus on what they’re saying. Just to find a distraction from this wave of heat growing slowly but surely in the pit of my stomach. But soon, I find it difficult to follow what they say. And not just because their meeting is boring.

The vibrations are getting stronger, pressing at the same time on the plug nestled in my most taboo entrance. I swallow. Only now do I realize how difficult it’s going to be for me to remain silent.

Waves of pleasure are already running through me, tingling my nerves. My fingernails dig into the skin of my thighs as I try to stay calm. I can't crack. Not now. The two dominants have trained me well enough for this. I can’t disappoint them.

Still, I can't help fidgeting as the egg picks up speed inside me. Vincent immediately turns his head toward me, glaring at me. I swallow with difficulty. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. The pleasure is too intense for me to remain still and silent.

A wave of shame washes over me at the thought that those people on the other side of their screen could hear me. What would he think of the dominant? His reputation could be ruined, all because I can't obey a simple command.

So, in a final effort to contain myself, I sit up. However, I feel that I will not succeed. The vibrations increased further. I fight with my body, but I know who’s going to win.

I collapse on the floor, biting my lip until it bleeds to keep from making a sound. I’m surely going to be punished for not remaining still. But at least no one can hear me as my teeth sink into my clenched fist, muffling the screams of pleasure that escape my throat.

I hope Arthur enjoys the show, behind me. Before him, I have never been so sensitive. It took me forever to come, when it happened. But thanks to him and his games, I now only need a few stimulations to reach that supreme pleasure. Many women would be jealous of me and this ability to come. But right now, I'd rather not have it.

I breathe heavily as I straighten up, not really daring to look at the dominant. A snap of my fingers forces me to raise my head. Vincent stares at me, a dark look on his face. I know I displeased him. It's up to me to face the consequences now.

He snaps his fingers again, before motioning to his feet. I stay still for a moment, unsure of what he expects of me. Then suddenly I understand. My legs still shaking from my orgasm, I get back on all fours, before crawling over to him.

I roll my hips, hoping to give him an appetizing sight. Oh, I know it will take a lot more to appease him. But I'm so desperate that I'm ready to try anything.

I sigh in relief as I glance at his screen. He didn't turn on the camera. This man may push things to the extreme, he’s not totally oblivious.

Arrived near him, I go back to my submissive position. On my knees, sitting on my heels, my hands resting on my thighs and my head bent slightly. I know I disobeyed him. Now I don't know what to expect.

The vibrations in me ceased. It's as if Arthur left me to my fate. I take a deep breath. Are my dominants disappointed in me? Maybe I could have done better. But how, with all these sensations they offered me? I was destined to fail. Now, I just have to wait to see what punishment they will choose to make me pay.

I gasp in surprise as the man slowly strokes my hair. I hadn't expected a gentle gesture, especially after what just happened. The man is not the cuddly type. He doesn't spend hours hugging me or complimenting me. What interests him are our sessions.

Arthur is the one who handles the after cares. Arthur who gives me baths, who feeds me, who ensures my well-being. Vincent is just an addition to our games. A delicious addition… And a terrifying one, too.

As he speaks to give his employees his opinion, his hand slips to his crotch. Slowly, he undoes the buckle of his belt, before lowering his zipper. While keeping his focus on his meeting, he slides his pants over his thighs, revealing his cock.

I lick my lips. He has been spoiled by nature, like his friend. Both men have the two most beautiful cocks I have ever seen. Thick, long… And delicious.

If I could, I'd spend half my days with one or the other in my mouth. I'm sure I could even fall asleep like this, using their cocks to calm myself down.

The man swivels his chair to face me. With another snap of his fingers, he tells me to come between his thighs. I comply immediately, keeping my eyes fixed on him, desperately waiting for him to give me permission to take him in my mouth.

As if he knows how desperate I’m to taste him, he keeps me waiting. His cock is just inches from my face, looking bigger than ever. A few pearls of his excitement taste at his tip, shiny and appetizing.

When he finally gives me permission, I throw myself on it, like a thirsty woman finding water in the desert. My hand curls around his base, as my tongue slowly slides from his base to his tip.

I may want to engulf him all inside me, but I also want to satisfy him. Show all my skills. So, I lick through his veins and hollows until I reach his tip. I taste his excitement, looking up at him as my mouth closes around his beautiful cock.

He looks down at me, his eyes misty with pleasure. Without ever breaking our gaze, I push him deep into my mouth. His stomach contracts as I stop at nothing to satisfy him.

I pray the others don't hear us as I begin to move slowly back and forth along his length. It's hard to stay completely silent when his cock is sinking deep inside me. Yet, I must do it.

So, I focus while accelerating my movements, taking him faster, further, if possible. He taps the back of my throat repeatedly. But I hold on.

His fingers tangle in my hair, imposing his rhythm on me. I no longer have any control. He shows me that he’s the master. That he can do whatever he wants with me, without hesitation. Turn me into his little sexual object in a snap of the fingers. This idea turns me on again, maybe even more than the toys still inside me.

He makes me go faster and faster on his cock, pressing a button on his keyboard. Hopefully, to mute the sound. But he's the one in control. So, if the others hear me, it will be his fault.

Me, all I have to do is focus on my breathing and raise my eyes, watery with discomfort, to him. He smiles, his teeth clenched slightly as his pleasure grows stronger.

Soon, he no longer holds back, and releases his seed deep in my throat. I take a deep breath to not choke. Then, I swallow without him having to ask me. I even go so far as to slowly lick his flaccid cock, cleaning it up in a final gesture of submission.

On the other side of their screens, people seem to have noticed nothing. They say goodbye to each other, ending the meeting, unaware that, all along, their boss was indulging in dark pleasure. Vincent gets dressed, before leaning over me.

“You were very naughty, Doll. It's time to punish you.”


Chapter 3

I shiver as the man begins to rummage through his drawer. Who knows what he has in mind? With him, everything is possible. I almost sigh in relief when I see him pull out a pair of handcuffs.

This is one of the things that I particularly appreciate. I'm not afraid of being handcuffed, far from it. Still, I'm careful not to show it to him, keeping a worried expression on my face. Without paying attention to me, he growls.

“Hold out your arms.”

I comply immediately, presenting my wrists with docility. He locks them up without wasting a moment. I lick my lips as the cold feel of metal grips my skin. I think I even prefer these handcuffs to those covered in fur or leather. They are less comfortable and yet, it seems that it’s exactly what I needed.

I let out a squeal as the dominant's arms wrap around me and forcefully lift me up. Before I even have time to realize it, I find myself thrown on his desk. My breasts are crushed against the table.

The position is most uncomfortable. Especially while I still have those nipple clamps on me. The little metal toys sink into my skin, even more powerful and painful. Yet, I say nothing. I want to prove to him that I can withstand his ordeal. It doesn't matter if it's painful, or uncomfortable. I will achieve it. I know it.

The man takes his time, knowing very well how much this waiting makes me suffer. There is nothing I can do. I just have to wait. Try not to panic imagining the pain he’s going to put me through in a few moments. Oh, it will all be worth it, I know it. And yet, I'm incredibly nervous.

I shudder as his hand lands on my ass, still covered in the thin fabric of my skirt. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but sigh with pleasure at this unexpected caress. I know it's only meant to make me lower my guard, to better come and hit me later.

But as I expect to be spanked, he pulls his hand away and walks away. I swallow with difficulty. I dream of turning around, seeing where he’s going, what he’s doing. But I must stay still. Very docile. I must not make my punishment harder than it already will be.

So, I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. I must stop thinking. Forget that soon, I will be in pain. I can't imagine what it would be like if one of his employees suddenly walked into the office and found me there, breasts exposed, handcuffed and ready to be spanked.

Discreetly, I glance to the side at Arthur's office. The connecting door is still open. I can see him at his desk. To my great disappointment, he doesn't look at me. It's as if he had no idea what was going on there, a few feet away from him. Yet I know it. He can’t remain indifferent.

I hold my breath as I feel Vincent come back to me. Who knows what he found, in the closet where he seemed to be searching for a few minutes. I don't know how much storage they have in these offices. But it looks like they have a whole array of toys at their disposal. As if these places were their dungeon, their second home.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through me. The man just hit me through my skirt. I believe he used a paddle. I don't turn to check. I don’t need to. Because immediately, a new blow falls on my ass, as hard as the previous one.

I take a deep breath. The pain is not as acute as with a crop, but it’s still very present, more intense and less personal than that provided by a hand. The paddle puts a distance between us, making the punishment much more difficult to bear.

At least, with their hands, the dominants offer me their warmth, a connection with them. A semblance of comfort in difficulty. But the paddle? It's cold and brutal, giving me nothing but discomfort.

I squeal as another blow lands, louder than the last. The man clicks his tongue.

“Watch out, Submissive. You make way too much noise. You don't want everyone to know what a little slut you are, do you?”

I shake my head forcefully. No. That's the last thing I want. Even though we did things in public before, it was late, in a nightclub. The lights were so dim no one could see us.

Here, the office lights are on. I dare not even imagine the repercussions on my lovers if their perverse games were to be discovered. Still, a squeal escapes my throat as he hits again.

“Beware Submissive. You are already on a fine line. Don't make your punishment more complicated. I didn’t hear. Do you want others to discover you?”

“No! I’m sorry, Sir. I’ll be discreet.”

“Good girl.”

My whole stomach ignites at these two little words. There must be something wrong with me to like receiving compliments so much when I stoop to doing the most depraved things.

And yet, I take enormous pride in satisfying my dominants. To obey them no matter what they ask of me. So, I bite my lip, trying again to hold back my sounds of pain tinged with pleasure as the paddle lands on my ass.

I hold out for a hit, two hits. But soon, my dominant decides to increase the difficulty of my test. He puts the paddle on the table next to me, before attacking my skirt. He pulls it up to my hips, exposing my ass to the fresh air.

I chew on my lip as he grabs the butt plug, pushing it in and out of me, enjoying the movements his cock will soon be making there. At least, I hope so. Arthur wouldn't have put it on me if he hadn't had an idea in mind, right?

But it's not for now. Because the man takes the paddle in hand. I shiver, knowing full well that without the fabric of my skirt to protect me, the blows will feel much stronger and much more painful.

I take a deep breath, now ready. But despite this, I can't hold back a cry when the paddle falls on me again. The man clicks his tongue, saying nothing. Yet, I know that he’s not satisfied with me. How could it be, when I indulge in such loud sounds?

I must shut up. But no matter how much I know it, I can't contain myself anymore. The pain is way too much. It feels like he hits much more vigorously than before. My skin is raw as he continues the blows. Despite all my good will, I moan, even my teeth biting my lip until it bleeds isn't enough to silence me.

The man puts his paddle on the desk again, this time with force. He’s clearly not happy with me. I feel tears welling up in my eyes. I don't want to disappoint him.

I feel so ashamed of not being able to respond to a simple order. Usually, I do this pretty well. But today, I don't know why, everything seems much more difficult.

I hear a drawer open, not knowing what he’s preparing. It's not until he approaches my face that my eyes widen. Between his fingers, he holds a gag, adorned with a red ball. He's used that on me once before. I remember, the feeling was rather unpleasant.

But I have no choice. If I want to prove my docility to him, I must take it. So, I open my mouth, letting him settle his toy between my teeth. I focus on my breathing as he tightens the object behind my head. Then, he leans towards me, grabbing my jaw in his hand.

“Now you better have a perfect behavior. I'm very unhappy, Submissive. Show me that you can obey me.”

I nod quickly, hoping the tears welling up in my eyes are enough to convince him of my good will. He gently strokes my hair. It only lasts two seconds, but it’s enough to restore my strength and confidence.

I take a deep breath as the man resumes his position behind me. A powerful blow lands on my ass, and I clench my teeth against the ball with all my might. At least it does its job. It stifles my cries perfectly.

The man doesn’t stop. One hit. Two hits. Three hits. He strings them together without ever getting tired. I know my ass must be red. My skin hurts me too much to be otherwise. I hope to reach the end of this punishment without having to pronounce my safe word. Or rather to mime it.

When my mouth is busy, I must give three quick movements of my foot or my hand, to signal to my dominant that I can't take it anymore. But I don't want to come to that. Because despite the pain, I can also feel the pleasure that contracts my stomach.

And it seems that he too notices my state of arousal. He pauses, and with the end of his paddle, he taps on my pussy. I moan, not really knowing how I feel. Pain, pleasure, but also shame realizing how soaked I am.

I feel it, as he slaps his paddle on my ass again. My skin gets wet from my own excitement that has covered the object. My cheeks are flushed with shame, a color that probably matches my ass. It must please the man, because he makes things worst.

“What a little slut you are. You know you're not supposed to enjoy your punishment, right, Submissive? What am I going to do with you? Maybe I should start over, just to teach you.”

A cry of protest escapes my mouth, powerful despite the gag. My dominant doesn’t let this pass. Immediately, he reacts, bringing the paddle down on my skin with force.

“You're not contradicting your master, are you? You wouldn't do that?”

I freeze, trying to regain my composure before shaking my head no, denying my desire to challenge him. The man adds nothing, only dropping his paddle again on my ass.

I focus on my breathing, trying to regain what little control I have over the situation. It's the only thing I can handle. For everything else, I’m totally dependent on the dominant. Submitted to his total will. If he wants to spank me again, I'll have no choice but to accept it, no matter the pain.

My whole body is shaking as I try to stay as still as possible. The pain is intense, and yet, I believe that his blows are finally weakening.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief when he places the paddle next to me. That's it. The punishment is over. I managed to take it, despite all the difficulty it represented.

I moan as the man gently slaps my ass with his hand, before grabbing it forcefully. Again, he's not showing any kindness to me. But I don’t care. That's how I appreciate him. Strong, harsh.

I tense as he lifts me to the ground. My limbs tremble from this severe punishment, and yet, I must submit to his will. So, I get down on all fours, trying to keep my position, waiting for more.

He sits down in his chair, his eyes meeting mine. I shiver, both nervous and excited by this intense gaze on me.

“Go see Arthur. I believe you disobeyed him, too.”

If my mouth wasn't filled with that gag, it would open wide. Does that mean Arthur is going to punish me too now? How could I bear it?

The idea terrifies me, but despite it, I turn around. With difficulty, I crawl over to my dominant's office, my handcuffs rattling with each step forward. My ass burns me, I even wonder if I would be able to sit down again, so strong is the pain. And to say that it might not be finished?

I try not to think about it, keeping my head down as I get to the man's feet. I dare not look at him, too terrified to see the expression on his face. He doesn't give me the order, preferring to lift me up and throw me on his lap.

I take a deep breath, expecting to feel his hand fall hard on my ass any second. But instead, I gasp in surprise. His fingers caress my damaged skin, their warmth both painful and comforting.

I don't really know what to think anymore. I don’t care. I just want my dominant to continue like this. That he comforts me, even though I failed to obey his order to be docile for his friend.

Slowly, his fingers slide lower, grabbing the string of the egg inside me to pull it out. I can't suppress a relieved sigh when he removes it, replacing it with his fingers. Two of them come and go inside me, bringing me intense pleasure.

I shouldn't react so strongly. But after this harsh punishment, all my senses are on alert, my nerves on edge. The man speaks in his deep voice:

“I'm not sure you deserve this, Submissive. You didn't behave very well with Vincent. But you're gonna change that, right?”

Quickly, I nod, doing my best to express my goodwill to him. He clicks his tongue and withdraws his fingers from my pussy. I hold back a disappointed squeal. His hand brought me pleasure, but above all, an incomparable comfort. Slowly, the man undoes my gag, giving me back the use of speech.

“I didn’t understand very well. You're gonna behave now, right, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes, Master. I promise. I’ll do better.”

“Good girl. Well, let’s check it out. It's time for you to get fucked hard.”


Chapter 4

Softly, I moan against my lover's mouth. He talked about fucking me, but right now he seems way more interested in kissing me. It suits me perfectly.

I lean against him, my cuffed hands resting on his muscular chest. I caress him through his shirt, gently tracing the curves of his pecs. The kiss deepens as his tongue slips into my mouth, dragging mine into a most erotic dance.

I don't have to put my hand on it to know my pussy is soaked. A single look, a single caress, and my whole body surrenders to this man. If my wrists weren't tied, I'd loop them behind his neck, digging my fingernails into the skin of his back to try to get even closer to him, if that's possible.

I pout when he breaks the kiss. I could have stayed like that for hours. Ignore the burning desire in my loins, just to share those moments of intense tenderness. The man smiles, visibly amused. I know it, soon, he’s going to make me forget this disappointment.

I turn my head to the side. Vincent has just joined us. He approaches us with a determined gait, before leaning towards me. That I'm sitting on his friend's lap doesn't matter to him. He grabs my jaw in his hands, his warm breath caressing my face.

“So, I heard you wanted to get fucked? Is that true, Doll?”

“Yes Sir! Please. I’m ready. I'll be good, I promise.”

“And where do you want to get fucked, huh? In your little pussy, or in your tight ass?”

“Bo… Both, Sir. Please. I need it.”

The two men laugh at my perversity. Yet it’s the same gleam of desire that shines in their eyes as in mine.

Without wasting a moment, Vincent places his hands on my hips and lifts me up, pulling me away from the comforting warmth of my dominant. Too bad, I would have stayed against him. But I know it. If I want to get this long-awaited pleasure, I have no choice but to go with the flow.

I squeal in discomfort as the man sets me down on the glass desk. My ass still burns, and the hard surface doesn't make it comfortable. Despite everything, the coldness that emerges somewhat soothes the fire on my skin.

Before he even needs to ask me, I spread my legs, inviting him to sit there. The man watches me, a smile plastered on his lips. Yet he doesn’t move. He enjoys watching me instead, feasting on the depraved image I offer him.

“Lay down.”

Immediately, I obey him. It doesn’t matter that it is not as pleasant as in a bed. They can take me wherever they want. My body will adapt.

I prop myself up on my elbows as I feel his fingers grapple up my skirt. A click of the tongue corrects me.

“I said, lay down. Look at the ceiling.”

It doesn't take much for me to lay back and keep my eyes fixed on the endless white above me. Not being able to see him makes things more difficult. I really don't know why. I know what they intend to do to me.

But now that he's sliding my skirt down my legs, stripping me completely bare, I'm nervous. I can't stop imagining what would happen if someone were to come in and surprise us.

If it was a man, would my dominants invite him to join us? I lick my lips. We have already talked about going to a club, so that I can be touched by other men. But I don't know if I could really do it.

I let out a squeal, suddenly snapping out of my thoughts. Without my noticing it, Vincent knelt between my thighs. Now he lets his tongue run over my slit, collecting all the excitement they have caused there.

Despite the order he gave me a few minutes ago, I can't help but straighten up to see him at work. His reaction is immediate. His hand slams down hard on my inner thigh, making me jump and squeal in pain. With a grunt, he turns to his friend.

“She is really difficult today. I think she needs a little help... Or some more punishment. You’re her dominant, I let you decide.”

I shiver, giving Arthur a desperate look. I know I'm not the best submissive today. But I can't be punished again. I won't be able to bear it.

The man sighs, before getting up from his seat. He walks around the desk, approaching my head. In this position, he seems even taller than usual. More dangerous. And he does nothing to change it.

His fingers brush my throat in silent menace, before moving up to my mouth. I wonder if Vincent can see the new excitement caused by these gestures which should frighten me. But with these men, nothing scares me. I trust them blindly.

Arthur continues his tour of my face, his thumb coming to rest on my lips. Slowly, he pushes it into my mouth. I let him do it without the slightest hesitation, even sliding my tongue along his finger, just to prove my docility to him, and remind him of what I’m capable of. And hopefully, spare me a punishment I know I can't bear.

He seems to be thinking about it intensely. Finally, he reacts, undoing the knot of his tie. He withdraws his thumb to catch the piece of fabric. My breath catches as he brings it to my eyes. It's just thick enough to deprive me of my sight.

I swallow hard, and my heart rate quickens. Not being able to see them suddenly makes things much more complicated for me. Despite my nervousness, I let him tie it behind my head. Now I’m completely in the dark. I have no choice but to trust them blindly.

I arch my back as Vincent goes back to licking me. He doesn't hold back, drawing long lines across my slit. Then he attacks my clit, trapping my button of nerves between his lips. He sucks it, pinches it. Everything is good to make me scream with pleasure.

Yet, I must not forget where we are. We’re not in the safety of one of their apartments, nor in a luxurious hotel room. We are in their office. And even if at this hour, most of their employees already left, others could still be present.

So, before they punish me for being too loud, I take the lead. I bite my lip, concentrating on keeping my screams to a minimum. But soon, I feel a thumb land on my lip, pulling it gently to stop me from biting it.

“Don’t ruin your pretty mouth. It’s my job.”

I shiver at Arthur's words. Immediately, he accompanies them with a gesture. He sticks his thumb in my mouth. I lick it vigorously, focusing on these movements to ignore the heat building in the pit of my stomach.

My limbs are starting to contract. I feel it. My orgasm is not far away. But before I have time to free my mouth to ask their permission to come, Vincent pulls out.

I arch my back, a desperate and futile attempt to receive some pleasure again. It's a slap on my thighs that answers me instead.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, Submissive? I shouldn’t even touch you. All you deserve is punishment, don't forget that.”

I swallow with difficulty. Arthur also removed his finger from my mouth. Here I am, naked and lying on this cold desk, with no idea what these two men are doing.

They move around me, changing positions, maybe even having fun doing this only to make me lose my senses. I focus on my breathing, the only thing I have in my power right now.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly I'm turned around. My breasts find themselves again crushed against the cold glass of the office. I shiver, suddenly nervous. My ass is pointed toward them, perfectly positioned to receive new slaps.

But it's a whole other thing that comes. My mouth parted as I felt a cock push against my wet pussy. I bite my lip as his tip works its way into me, clearing the way for the rest of that impressive length.

I believe it’s Vincent. I should surely recognize them better than that, but the two men were both spoiled by nature, with thick and long cocks, making it harder for me to recognize them. It doesn’t matter. They can both use me however they want. I will welcome them without hesitation.

The man sinks deeper and deeper, filling me completely. I sigh as finally, his hips meet my ass. I thought he would never stop. Without waiting a moment, he pulls out entirely, only to thrust inside me with a powerful push.

I bite my lip barely to keep from letting out a cry of discomfort. Yes. It's Vincent. Even when he shows strength, Arthur isn't that rough.

The man resumes his little game several times, slapping ever deeper inside me, making me squeal uncontrollably. A hand slips into my hair, both tender and firm. A way to bring me comfort, while reminding me of where I am. Who could hear me.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying again to stifle my cries of pleasure. Because even if Vincent is going hard on me, my body loves it.

I gasp in surprise as I feel the man tug on my plug, removing it from my body. Moments later, lubricant is flowing between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip, trying to prepare for what's next.

Vincent starts slow, pushing a single finger inside me. It's not as thick as the plug I still had inside me a few moments ago, but it dips deeper, making me moan slightly.

The man begins to move slowly back and forth, his cock motionless, fully pressed into my pussy. I lick my parched lips, savoring every sensation he gives me. Very quickly, a second finger invites itself, tearing me apart a little more.

My sighs are getting louder. My cheeks are red with shame, and yet, I surrender to this intense and taboo pleasure. The man doesn’t weaken, his fingers making scissor movements. I feel torn, open. And yet, I know it’s nothing compared to their cocks inside me.

I can't hold back a moan as he begins to move his hips again, adopting a slow but deep movement. I feel it in every part of my body, the heat rising inside me much stronger now.

He speeds up the rhythm, both with his imposing member and his fingers. Shameful drenched sounds echo through the room. Even if I manage to remain as discreet as possible, anyone passing in the corridor could understand what is happening here. He doesn't seem to care anymore, preferring to devastate my body.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly lips land on mine. Arthur probably crouched in front of me to come up to my height. Now his mouth explores mine greedily. It only adds to this insane pleasure.

Chills run through me, I'm shaking. I know it. My orgasm is not far away. But again, the man doesn’t let me reach ecstasy.

Vincent withdraws from me and walks away, without a gesture, without a word. Arthur also broke the kiss. I have absolutely no idea what's going on. If I listened to my heart beating wildly, I would raise my hands to my improvised blindfold and remove it, just to understand what is happening.

But I don't. I patiently wait. And soon, I’m rewarded. I shiver when I hear Arthur's voice in my ear.

“How about we play for real now, Princess?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man kisses my hair before lifting me up by the waist like I weigh nothing. I’m his disjointed little doll, letting myself go to his law, without really understanding where he’s taking me.

I gasp in surprise as he directs me to the ground. Soon, I meet Vincent’s body. He seems to be lying on the floor, his cock still hard and ready to plunge back into me.

My cuffed hands come to rest on his chest as Arthur presses down on my back to make me bend over. A few more directions given by the two men, and I feel that huge cock knocking against my pussy.

Immediately, I sink on it, sighing in pleasure as I take it back without the slightest difficulty. My body is opening up for this man. No matter his size. I take it all.

He wraps one of his arms around my shoulders, forcing me closer to him. My head rests on his shoulder, and I let out a long moan as he begins to move back and forth inside me.

His fingers don't take long to resume their position in my most taboo entrance. They move in rhythm for a few more moments.

His hand only withdraws when I feel a second presence behind me. Arthur is there. I can't see anything. I don't know what strange position we find ourselves in. And that excites me.

Tied up and deprived of my sight, I have to blindly trust the two men. Forget all my fears, to abandon myself to them.

My breath catches as I feel Arthur position himself. His lubricated cock slaps against my ass, making me shudder with mixed excitement and nervousness.

“Breathe, Submissive. You know you can do it. It's not the first time, right?”

I smile and nod at Vincent's words. It's rare that he encourages me like that. His mouth presses against mine, pulling me into a powerful kiss, smothering my cry as Arthur begins his dive inside me.

Despite their preparation and the good layer of lubricant with which he coated his length, I feel him going through me with incomparable force. Soon, I must break the kiss to focus on my breathing.

Vincent lets me do it, whispering naughty things in my ear. But I can barely hear his "little slut" as I’m focused on welcoming these two monster cocks inside me.

Each time, I wonder how I will achieve this. It seems so impossible. And yet, my body opens up for them, welcoming them as if it was designed specifically for this.

Arthur begins to move slowly back and forth, always sinking a little deeper into me with each of his thrusts. My breathing is erratic, and I'm glad to be lying on Vincent like this. To take advantage of the warmth of his body to anchor myself in the present. This one still remains motionless, letting his friend open me little by little.

It's only when my squeals and grunts turn into moans that he moves. My breath catches. It's not the first time we've done this, and yet, it's just like it.

They split me open, filling me like I've never been filled. I'm just a small, will-less thing, moaning loudly as they pound me in a perfectly controlled rhythm.

None of us care about the noises we make anymore. Who can hear us no longer matters. Not when the pleasure is so strong. Their grunts mingle with my moans.

I have never felt so much pleasure. I would like them to continue fucking me like this for hours, if that were possible. Too bad if I can't walk for a week because of it. It's only when I'm in their arms that I really feel alive.

In a rattle more powerful than the others, Vincent empties inside me, filling me with his seed. His arm stays tight around my body. The man doesn't move, letting Arthur continue pounding my ass hard.

I can't think anymore. There is only this large cock that comes and goes in me. And when a hand slips on my clit, I can't control anything anymore. An electric shock runs through my entire body as I'm ravaged by a powerful orgasm.

My whole body trembles, convulses, curling up on Vincent's. Arthur grabs my hips with both hands, speeding up the movement even more if possible. A few more thrusts, and he empties into me, making me blush as he fills the most taboo area of my anatomy with his seed.

I struggle to catch my breath as the two men gently slide out of me, whispering compliments and stroking my skin to help me come down from this most intense experience.


Chapter 5

I sigh, stretching slowly. Arthur chuckles as he finishes buttoning the clean shirt he pulled from a hidden closet. This is no longer an office, it's a second home. Discreetly, I breathe in the scent of the one I'm wearing. The one he's had on him all day. I insisted on taking it, rather than putting my blouse back on.

To wear his shirt is to be surrounded by his perfume. It's like I'm in his arms all the time. It's comfortable, reassuring. Exactly what I need after all they’ve done to me.

I don't know how I'm going to get up from this comfortable couch he’s put me on, after he came one last time inside me. Where does he get all that energy from? It seems that at any moment, he can start again. A true stallion.

Vincent is already gone, giving me a quick kiss on the forehead before leaving me in Arthur's care. He always does that. Even if he likes to play with us, he’s not my dominant. He knows his friend will take good care of me. And I think I prefer it that way. If I love playing with these two men at the same time, when it's over, I prefer the intimacy of one man.

I turn to the side to watch Arthur. My mouth drops open as I admire his perfect body through his clothes. I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less that he wanted me. And that he still wants me. While in addition, he is so tender, so attentive to me? It seems like a dream. And I hope never to wake up from it.

He approaches me, my skirt in his hand. I wince. That's right, it's time to get dressed. But I'm fine on this sofa, I don't know if I have the strength. Still, one look from my dominant is enough for me to sit down.

The man kneels in front of me, sliding the piece of fabric over my legs, before helping me lift my hips. Then he puts my shoes back on my feet. I let myself go, as if I were his little doll.

Gently, he caresses my cheek before kissing me. It's soft, tender. Like a gesture that we would be doing for years, when we have only known each other for a few weeks. Yet, there is this connection between us. An inexplicable bond, which seems to grow stronger day after day.

So much so that I practically live with him now. I should find myself an apartment, after having shared a flat with a friend. But instead, he makes me stay at his place, making me bring more and more of my belongings. Soon, I’ll have moved in for real. It might be completely insane. But I don't care.

I'm tired of being reasonable. I've figured it out with them. Nothing else matters in life but pleasure. So, I will continue on this path for as long as he wants me.

I snap out of my thoughts when suddenly he runs his hands under my thighs and up my back, lifting me up like I weigh nothing.

“Come on, I'll take you home. You need to rest. There are so many things I want to do to your little body. You have no idea, Princess. You’re far away from being done with us.”

- To be continued -


A SUBMISSIVE SHARING


Chapter 1

My fingers close with a little more force around Arthur's. I'm suddenly nervous. To say I’m the one who wanted to come here.

We've been talking about it for weeks, this idea becoming part of all our fantasies, of all our games. Whenever he pounds me, he describes in stark detail everything that's going to happen to me here.

Now that it's getting real, I can feel the nervousness twisting in my stomach. What if I wasn't up to it? What if those men didn't want me? Worse… What if I disappointed my dominant? Nothing would shame me more than failing one of his tests.

Months have passed since we met on my solo honeymoon. He brought me back to life, after the humiliation I experienced by being left at the altar. He made me discover a pleasure that I didn’t know was possible. He revealed me to myself. Now he’s about to give me the ultimate test.

Oh, he already shared me. With Vincent, his best friend. Another dominant. But this is the first time he’s offering me to other people. It makes me nervous. And terribly excited. The idea of being the center of attention for these men inflates my ego.

For an evening, they’ll only have eyes for me. I’ll be their little thing. The toy that they can take as they please. What they ask of me, I will give. My legs will be spread apart for them, as will my mouth.

No matter how many they are. I’m ready to give myself to them, despite my nervousness. I know that as long as Arthur is by my side, nothing bad can happen to me. Oh, there will be pain, I'm sure. I hope so, even. No game seems complete without a good spanking. It doesn't matter if he gives it to me with his hands or with a whip. I'm ready to take it all.

I shiver as Arthur opens the door to the private club, his hand on the small of my back inviting me in. I bite my lip, taking in my surroundings. The places are of a hushed elegance. Everything exudes luxury here, from the marble floor to the red silk tapestries.

I barely react when Arthur takes off my coat, revealing the outfit he made me wear. A tight black dress, emphasizing each of my assets. My generous breasts, my slender waist, and my wide hips that he likes to grab every time he pounds me from behind. That is, almost every day.

I don't really know how it happened. One day, I was newly single, crashing at my best friend's place. The next, I found myself sharing a bed with this extraordinary man.

I thought it would just be a one-night stand. Now, the dominant can't seem to get enough of me. Much to my delight...

Day after day, he makes me discover his universe, transforming me into the perfect submissive surrendering under his expert hand. There is nothing I deny him. I have never regretted letting him use me as he pleases.

There is nothing I deny him. Not even the use of my most taboo entry. Before him, I had never even thought about anal. For me, it was a practice reserved for porn stars. Not to everyday people.

But with him, nothing is taboo. He can use me when he wants, how he wants. And even make me wear a plug all day, like the one that is now hidden in my ass.

My cheeks flush at the thought, and yet I can't help but hope he'll take me there tonight too. That he will invite one of these strangers that I’m about to meet to settle between my thighs to accompany him.

Be taken everywhere at once. To be nothing more than a doll submitted to their desire. This is what I want.

I jump as a man enters the room, dragging a woman on a leash behind him. She keeps her eyes lowered in submission. Her red dress is just as sexy as mine. My dominant doesn’t hesitate to look at her.

I should feel jealous that I'm not the only woman here. But on the contrary, it reassures me. It's like having a friend in the test. We share a smile as she looks up at me. This exchange is brief, her dominant starting to talk.

“Well, what a beautiful creature you bring to us tonight. I brought my sub too, I hope you don't mind. But there are many of us. I figured it wouldn't hurt to have an extra pair of hands.”

“Sure. It’s their hands that interest us the most.”

The men laugh and I blush violently. Still, I can't hide my excitement. I should feel humiliated, want to leave. But my nipples pointing against the thin fabric of my dress hide nothing of my feelings.

My dominant turns to me, pulling a leash out of his jacket. A shiver runs through me as the click of his leash closes on my collar. Then, it’s a piece of fabric that he takes out of his pocket.

“You remember the rule, right? You are not allowed to see club members. You're going to keep this blindfold on your eyes all along. I will be near you every moment. They all know your safe word. If you say it, everything will stop. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

My voice quivers a little more than I would have liked, squeezing a smile out of him. He gently pats my cheek before plunging me into darkness. My stomach tightens with nervousness and excitement. That's it. It's about to begin.

“You are perfect. Let's go. My friends are eager to discover your little body.”


Chapter 2

I'd never have believed it could be so difficult to walk blindfolded. My heels click on the floor as my master leads me into another room. Immediately, the atmosphere changes.

I don't need to see them to know this room is full of men. The sexual tension escaping from them is far too strong to ignore. Subconsciously, I move closer to my dominant, hoping to find some comfort against him.

He lets me go, continuing to push me forward, surely parading with pride. He likes to expose me. Show everyone that I belong to him. And me too, I love it. Despite the nervousness, I’m excited as ever.

Especially when gritty comments and whistles start flying all over the room. Apparently, they are happy with what is brought to them. So much the better. I’m ready to give them everything, as long as they give me the opportunity.

“It's a nice little thing you bring us here, Arthur.”

“She's the best submissive I've ever had. She’s very precious to me, so you better look after her.”

“Hey, you know us. We’ll take very good care of her.”

New bursts of laughter escape from the men. But it's my dominant's words that make me vibrate. Hearing him compliment me so naturally, in front of all his friends, thrills me.

The man tugs gently on my leash, encouraging me to move forward again. I try to focus on my breathing, rather than the anxiety building up in my stomach. I don't know anything about this room.

Is it big, small? Is it filled with torture objects, or just comfy sofas? I have no way of knowing. No way to find me. Only my leash gives me an anchor point, a link with my master. If he were to drop it, I would be completely lost.

My heart beats faster as we finally come to a stop. I can feel a piece of furniture near me, without knowing what it is. My dominant clicks his tongue.

“Bend over.”

Without even thinking, I do so, stretching my hands out in front of me until they come into contact with a fluffy surface. I think... I think it's a pool table.

I bite my lip. He hadn't lied about it being a gentlemen's club. But I didn't think it would go as far as getting fucked on a play table.

A shiver runs through me as he slowly lifts the bottom of my dress, bringing it up to my hips. A few whistles are heard at the sight of my ass. I blush violently, not believing that I let him do that.

A few months ago, I was a completely normal girl, with the most banal sex life, even vanilla. And now I get dragged around on a leash and show all of myself to strangers. I died of shame. And yet, the excitement flowing down my thighs hides nothing of my depravity.

Slowly, my dominant strokes my ass, making me squeal when he hits them for the first time. A few laughs are heard, but I can only focus on my dominant. On his hand that runs through me lightly, offering a show to his friends while reassuring me with his comforting presence. He relaxes me, reminds me that he’s there no matter what.

I can't hold back a squeal as he hits my ass again. Then, he slides his hand under the elastic of my thong, snapping it repeatedly against my skin, making me moan. I gasp in surprise when he yanks it, tearing it apart.

I bite my lip. Okay, that little piece of fabric didn't hide much. Yet, it gave me a semblance of protection. Now I’m completely exposed to their gaze. There is nothing left to hide.

In this position, I know they can plug it into me, and the extent of my perversion. My cheeks blush heavily when someone notices it out loud. My master wastes no time giving them a demonstration.

He grabs the toy, pushing it back and forth in my most taboo entrance. I can't help but growl loudly, causing the room to murmur approval. I'm sure everyone can already imagine taking me in this shameful place.

But no one will be allowed to do it. It’s a place that I reserve for my dominant, no matter the insistence of others. And even if my blindfold prevents me from seeing what is happening, I know that he will respect my choice.

I bite my lip as he stops playing with the plug and descends lower, until I reach my clit. He gently presses on it. Far too gently. Still, I can't help but sigh with pleasure. My nerves are so raw, each of his caresses seems more intense than the last.

Suddenly, he plunges two fingers into me, causing me to cry out in surprise. I bite my lip when already, a wet sound echoes in the room. If they had any doubts, now they can all hear how horny I am.

“I told you. My submissive is a real little slut. There won't be too many of you to take care of her. There will be something for everyone, right, Soumise?”

“Y… Yes, Master. Ah!”

His hand crashes hard on my ass to accompany my response. The moan that follows is of pain, but also of pleasure. I shouldn't feel such things. And yet that's how I feel every time he spanks me. I shiver as the man leans over me. His mouth so close to my skin gives me a trail of goosebumps.

“I believe it’s time for the game to begin. What do you say, Submissive? Are you going to be nice to my friends?”

I nod greedily, unable to answer. Ordinarily, that would have earned me a call to order. I'm supposed to use words when he talks to me. But today, it doesn’t seem to matter.

His arms wrap around my body then lift me up. Before I even have time to realize what he's doing, he has me on my feet. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs my dress, undoing the zipper before dropping the piece of fabric on the floor.

I bite my lip. I’m now completely naked in front of all these men. My dominant didn't allow me to wear a bra. I understand better why now. It would have been a waste of time.

I swallow hard as he lifts me up to sit on the pool table. With authority, he spreads my legs. He doesn't need to speak to make me understand that I must keep them in this position.

I jump in surprise as his lips meet mine. It's soft, light. A gesture that contrasts with the brutality that awaits me. He whispers one last time in my ear.

“Let the game begin, Princess.”

I can't help but smile at this tender nickname he gives me. It's ridiculous, but these few words, these few gestures, are enough to give me confidence. And I'm going to need it.

Because no sooner does he move away than I feel new presences near me. I take a deep breath, trying not to panic. Hands land on my body. They glide over my skin, numerous and unknown.

At first, it remains almost chaste. They run through my sides, my arms, my legs. But soon, they are more reckless, sliding on the inside of my thighs, going up always higher. A hand embraces one of my breasts, palpating it forcefully, testing its softness, its firmness.

I squeal as fingers land on my clit. They are rough, abrupt. Light years away from the gentleness my dominant was showing moments ago. Still, I can't help but moan in response to the circles drawn on my nerve button.

My nipples find themselves captured in turn. Pinched, gently at first. Then, with a force that almost makes me scream. All my senses are awake. I no longer know where to turn, so many hands are resting on my body.

I'm just a doll they can play with all they want. I shiver when I feel someone climb on the pool table next to me. Soon, they grab my hand. I let myself go, not the least surprised when my fingers come into contact with a taut cock.

It’s clear that these men don’t have the patience of my dominant. He's the type to drag things out. No matter how hard his cock is. He always takes the time to play with me first. To push me to the limit, to the point where I couldn't take it anymore, starting to beg him to take me.

No, here, none of that. These men are impatient, eager to discover my body. To use it. So, I comply with their wishes. My hand closes on the outstretched cock, starting to give it a slow back and forth without even having to think about it.

With my eyes blindfolded, it’s impossible to know if the man likes what I do to him. I can only apply myself hoping to do well. Another man climbs in turn, putting my other hand to work.

I lick my lips, hoping my master doesn't miss a single crumb of this depraved spectacle. I moan as two fingers enter me. They’re not as wide as my master's, but longer, and with the same expertise.

I can't help moaning as they trace the outlines of my interior walls. The man knows exactly what to do to drive a woman crazy. My head falls back, I try to control my emotions as these men attack my body in new ways.

I let out a startled squeal as I feel metallic pressure on one of my breasts. A nipple clamp. I lick my lips as she closes in on my skin, cold and dangerous.

My dominant often used such objects on me. And yet, the pinch has never seemed so strong to me. Maybe it's being deprived of my sight that intensifies everything. I sigh as a second clamp is added to my opposite nipple.

I smile. The clip seems to be connected by a chain that falls on my stomach, and to which is hung a small bell. It chimes with every move I make, adding extra stimulation.

I let out a disappointed sigh as the fingers slip away from me, robbing me of their delicious simulation. My surprise is total when I feel them land against my lips. A single pressure is enough to make me understand that I must open my mouth.

I obey, welcoming those fingers, licking them greedily. I should be horrified to taste my own excitement like this. But I don't care. All I care about is cleaning those fingers that brought me pleasure. Show how good a submissive I am, ready to obey them at all costs.

Soon, the fingers withdraw from my mouth. For a few moments, nothing happens, except for the few hands that get lost on my skin. Suddenly, my breath stops. One of these men knelt in front of the pool table, his head now between my thighs.

For endless seconds, his warm breath caresses my pussy, never doing anything. I restrain myself with all my strength from advancing my hips to make him meet me. I know it, I will be punished if I show such impertinence.

Soon, I see myself rewarded. His tongue rests on my soaked skin. He draws a long line across my slit, capturing every drop of my arousal that lies there.

My breathing quickens. I find it difficult to keep up with the cocks stretched out in my hands, as my pleasure takes over. So, the two men help me, moving their pelvis in rhythm. Trying to forget about this man between my thighs, I focus on them, speeding up the movement.

Soon, the first no longer holds. His seed spreads over my hand, on my sides. I bite my lip. I’m far from disgusted by this gesture. On the contrary, it excites me. I like being degraded like this. His companion doesn’t take long to follow him in ecstasy, covering my other side with his seed.

Between my thighs, the man is active. No more shy little licks. He eats me now. His mouth traps my clit, sucking it hard. From time to time, his teeth gnaw at my skin, causing me to squeal uncontrollably. And then his tongue takes over, playing with my clit before descending, penetrating me quickly.

My fingers close around the edge of the pool table. My whole body is shaking. I can't believe I'm already about to come. And yet, the stimulation they all gave me, combined with the excitement that kept me going all day, seemed like enough to push me ever further.

I moan louder and louder, no longer holding back. Before I have time to stop it, an orgasm shoots through my body, devastating everything in its path. All my limbs convulse, my cry of pleasure dies in my throat, and I need all the restraint in the world not to grab the man's hair to force him to stay in place.

I slowly come back to myself, regaining control of my breathing. As I regain my composure, I realize that no one is touching me. They all moved away from me. Still, I can feel their heavy stares on my body.

I bite my lip, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. What is going on? I expected them to pounce on me. To find myself assailed by their powerful cocks. But instead, I am alone.

“I don't remember allowing you to come, Submissive. You train them better than that usually, Arthur.”

“She knows the rule though. If you want to punish her for it, be my guest.”

My heart is pounding. It's true. Usually, I ask permission before indulging in pleasure. But tonight, I forgot everything, far too absorbed by all these new sensations.

I jump as a hand crashes into my inner thigh, burning me with its intensity. Then, one of the strangers grabs my hips. I find myself turned around with force. He presses on my upper back, forcing me to bend over on the pool table.

With the tip of his shoe, he pushes on my heels, making me spread my legs for him. My ass is pointed towards him, totally offered. I’m sure of it. This is going to hurt.

The man slides his fingers down my back, tracing inch by inch down the line of my spine. I tense as he presses my plug without hesitation. He plays with it for a few moments, before withdrawing. I sigh in relief. But it doesn't last.

A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as his hand crashes down hard on my ass. The least we can say is that he doesn’t hold back. If he starts off this strong, what will it be like next?

My body shakes as he hits me again, sending me crashing into the hard wood of the pool table. He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my ear. I feel incredibly small compared to him.

“Now you’re going to count. Be careful. If you are wrong, I’ll start from the beginning. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Sir.”

My response is greeted with another powerful slap. I grit my teeth, holding back a cry, before counting out loud. The man starts again. Once. Twice. Thrice. The intensity of his blows doesn’t weaken.

Painful squeals escape my throat, but I continue to obey him. I wonder if he can see how soaked I am. I certainly shouldn't feel that way about being punished. And yet, I’m excited as ever.

Every spanking brings pleasure at least equal to pain. So, despite my tired body, I continue to count tirelessly… Until the moment I lose track.

I panic, fidgeting on the pool table. A moment of distraction, and I forget everything. My body is sweating, my breathing quickens. The gazes on me grow more intense, as the screams of the other woman fill the room. She seems to be having a better time than me.

“So, Submissive, I wait. Don't make me start over.”

My stomach contracts with worry. Was it eighteen? Or twenty-three? I don’t have the faintest idea. My heart is racing, my mouth is dry as I stammer.

“I…I forgot. I’m sorry, Sir.”

The man clicks his tongue, his hand running dangerously over my damaged skin. I moan as he slides his fingers over my slit, no doubt covering himself in my excitement. Then he leans towards me.

“I'll leave the choice to you, Submissive. Either I start all over again. Either I move on to a more muscular treatment. Ten crop hits.”

I try to concentrate despite my nervousness. I don't know how many hand spanks he intended to give me… So, start over? It seems like a lot. But the crop? I know the pain will be much greater. However, it’s the one I hear myself choosing.

“The… The crop, Sir.”

“Alright.”

For long moments, nothing happens. He makes this moment last, my anxiety increasing every second. Being deprived of my sight does not help matters.

Finally, the first blow lands. A scream dies in my throat. The man puts as much force as with his hand.

“One. Thank you, Sir.”

The man lets out an amused sigh. He didn't ask me to thank him, but he seems to appreciate the gesture. He drops his crop again with force, making me squeal. The blows follow one another, neither he nor I weakening.

When the ninth hit comes, I'm just a trembling, desperate little thing. But no matter what, I'm holding on. Impatiently waiting for the last shot. But this one doesn't happen.

I wait, I wait. The man plays with my nerves, sliding the crop over my thighs without ever dropping it. When I least expect it, he attacks. But not on my ass like before. No. It’s on my soaked clit that he decides to land his final blow.

An overpowering cry escapes from my throat, almost inhuman as the pain is strong. I collapse completely on the pool table, ringing my nipple clamps bell as I fall. I’m a mess, sweaty and flabby, like a disjointed doll. It’s only when he leans towards me that I come back a little countenance.

“Good girl. You took your punishment well. Now you are going to show us how well you take care of us. Prove to your dominant that you have learned the lesson.”


Chapter 3

In an instant, I find myself on the ground. My knees rub against the rough carpet that covers the floor. It will leave marks on me, but I don't care. On the contrary. It excites me. I want to remember this evening for as long as possible. And what better way for that than with marks on my body?

For a moment, nothing happens. All remain perfectly still, as if waiting for a sign. I lick my lips, waiting for something to happen. Finally, there is movement. Even without seeing them, I can feel these men surrounding me.

I bite my lip sexily. I can't wait to satisfy them with my mouth and my hands, or in any way that suits them.

Suddenly, I feel someone approach me. His hand glides authoritatively through my hair. Without even thinking, I open my mouth. He doesn't need to be asked. Immediately, he engulfs his cock in me, not depriving himself to push it without stopping.

It's not as long or thick as my dominant. Far from there. And yet, I must concentrate to take it. Because he compensates for his size with sudden movements.

With his hand blocking the back of my head, there's nothing I can do. I can only suffer his onslaught, accept his pace hoping for a quick deliverance. I know it. When he’s finished, others will take his place. All as strong and excited as him.

Muffled sounds escape my throat as he uses me for his pleasure. I wonder what my dominant thinks, seeing me being used like this by another. I hope he’s happy with me. If I do this for my pleasure, I also do it for him. To make him proud.

Soon, the man in my mouth can't take it anymore. His hand tightens more and more in my hair, sternly holding my head in place. A few more back and forth, and he empties into me with a loud rattle. Looks like he's been waiting for this for weeks.

It's silly, but I take great pride in it. The men in this room are important, real influencers in the city. Businessmen, lawyers, politicians… Lots of famous people, which is why I'm not allowed to see their faces.

These men could have whoever they wanted. Spend the night with the most gifted of prostitutes, or with top models. And yet I’m the one satisfying them. I who brings them all this pleasure. And that, thanks to my dominant and his crazy ideas.

The man withdraws from me, before closing to press my jaw to keep it closed. The message is clear. So, obediently, I swallow the seed he has just offered me, accepting it as the most delicious of gifts.

No sooner does he let go of me than another man positions himself. I start this little game again, pushing it into my mouth without the slightest hesitation. After a few moments, I feel another man approaching. My hair is pulled, forcing me to let go of the first cock to grab the other.

It doesn't take much to understand what is expected of me. Carefully, I move from man to man, grabbing their cocks in my hands to better stabilize them and get on with my task. I apply myself, drawing compliments from these two men.

From across the room, I can hear the other submissive. If I believe the deaf noises that resonate, she is being spanked in turn. With a paddle, I believe. I lick my lips, imagining myself in the woman's shoes.

Sure, I have just received a severe punishment. And yet, I can't help but want more. Too bad if I can't sit down for a week because my skin burns me too much.

The cries of the submissive excite me much more than they should. I never would have thought that hearing another woman could put me in such a state. I feel like I'm in the middle of the hottest porn movie. Secretly, I wish that were the case. Let them film me, to keep an eternal memory of this new and exciting experience.

I apply myself to suck the two men, giving them as much attention as I can, passing from one to the other. One of them slides his hand through my hair, blocking me so he can better use my mouth. The other withdraws from my hand, seeming to lose interest in me.

But a few seconds later, I hear the very recognizable sound of a hand jerking a cock. And if I had any doubts about what he was doing, the liquid I feel falling on my sides moments later gives me answers. He empties into a rattle, covering me with his seed, painting me with his excitement.

I continue to play my tongue on the first man. I'm everywhere at once, exploring the least of its hollows and veins. And my work is paying off. A few more back and forth and he explodes in my mouth. As with the man earlier, I swallow without asking myself the slightest question.

I catch my breath, enjoying the rest they give me. I know it, soon, I will surely have new men to satisfy. But it's not a cock that lands against my lips. No. It's a straw.

I open my mouth to take it. Slowly, I suck in the liquid until I feel a few drops of orange juice fall on my tongue. A hand settles in my hair, stroking it gently. My Master, without a doubt. He offers me a little respite, ensuring my well-being as usual, before sending me into new intense experiences.

As soon as they take the glass away from me, a new cock plunges into my mouth. Its taste is hidden by the acidity of the fruit juice. It doesn’t matter. I adapt to everything. Nothing really makes sense. Obediently, I move my head over this length. My jaw is tired, but I'm not weakening.

Suddenly, I’m lifted, depriving me of this tense member for me. Then, a hand presses on my shoulders, making me fall on all fours. My bell rings at this movement, my nipples still firmly gripped in the clamps.

I bite my lip, expecting anything. I feel a presence in front of me, a man kneels. Soon, a cock taps against my mouth, silently ordering me to let it in. I obey, unable to tell if it’s the one I already received a few moments ago, or a new one. Surely that doesn't make a big difference.

I shiver when I feel someone behind me. A hand rests on my ass, caressing my skin damaged by the crop. It hurts, and yet, I stay perfectly still. Because soon, he heads lower, joining my soaked slit. The man clicks his tongue.

“She’s completely soaked. A real little slut, this submissive.”

“You have no idea.”

I shudder at the sound of my dominant's voice. He's only a few steps away from me, it seems. I had been wondering where he was. If he was having fun with the other submissive or chatting with his friends. But no. He was there. Watching me. To take care of me. He would never leave me alone. Even though I'm not in danger, he watches my every reaction, ready to intervene.

My cheeks flush with pleasure at the thought. Never has a man taken more care of me than he. And this even as he degrades my body in every way imaginable, day after day. He humiliates me, makes me suffer the worst things... And I want more. Because after hardships come pleasure and comfort. For him, I endure everything.

Even this cock plunging deep in my throat, threatening to choke me for good. My fists clench against the ground, seeking some semblance of control over the situation. The skin on my knees burns from rubbing against the floor. But I hold on.

Behind me, the fingers continue to explore me, lifting my lower lips before lazily joining my clit. They barely press on it, making me sigh in frustration against the cock in my mouth.

Without realizing it, I push my hips back, hoping for a little more friction. The man's response is immediate. He hits my ass hard, propelling me forward with a high-pitched squeal. I nearly choke as in that same motion, the other's cock sinks deeper into me.

I cough, tears come to my eyes in response. My mascara is probably running down my cheeks. As for my crimson lipstick, I'm sure it's smeared all over my lower face at the moment. A depraved image, the perfect description of a slut who lets herself be used without the slightest shame.

This idea excites me. I can feel my pussy throbbing. I need to be filled, and fast. Fingers, cock, dildo... I don't care. I'll take whatever they want to give me. As long as they put something in me.

I sigh against the man's cock. My wish has been heard. Two fingers dig into me. Wide. Rough. They expertly tear me apart, plunging so deep inside me that I feel like they'll never stop.

The stranger begins to perform scissor movements, gradually opening me up for him. The feeling is delicious. My nerves are so raw that the slightest caress seems enough to send me into the most powerful of pleasures.

Still, I want more, much more. I would like him to enter me. That I find myself being pushed from one cock to another, choking me on one length while another smashes me from behind. But I have to make do with what I have.

I gasp in surprise as the man in my mouth jerks away. A few seconds later, he lets loose on my face without warning me. My mouth hangs open as I try to catch my breath. This is the first time a man has done this to me. It's so degrading. And yet… I loved it.

My pussy contracts on the fingers which continue their dance. I focus on my breathing, trying to bring it back to normal. It's the only thing I can control in this situation. I’m there, on all fours, totally at the mercy of these men. My chest, my sides, and my face covered with their seeds.

The other woman is screaming now. Judging from the wet sounds that come to me, someone is forcefully entering her. I feel a pang of jealousy. I too want to be taken. To be used with such intensity that I can't move for days. But I must defer to the will of the dominants around me.

I jump as a wet cloth lands on my face. I hadn't felt a man kneel in front of me. And not just any. My teacher. I will recognize this cologne among a thousand. When it mixes with his natural scent, it becomes an explosive cocktail that excites me and reassures me at the same time.

Slowly, he cleans me, removing the traces of his friend's passage. Then he comes even closer, caressing my cheek absent-mindedly before whispering in my ear in his deep voice.

“How about we fill in your little holes now?”

My breath hitches, and I nod greedily, making him laugh. He knows it. For him, I’m a real slut. Since the beginning of the evening, I have only been waiting for this. So, I respond appropriately, too afraid of being punished rather than rewarded.

“Yes Master. Please. I need it.”

“My little slut… Let’s get settled properly.”


Chapter 4

Ignoring my legs, aching from being on all fours, I follow my dominant. I concentrate on my steps so as not to fall despite my heels. Fortunately, we don't go far.

My mouth opens as my body encounters a piece of furniture. I don't need to see it to know what it is. The leather speaks for itself. It's a BDSM bench. I lick my lips. He has already attached me to such an object. And I can't wait to do it again.

I put my hands on the object, finding support there while my dominant wraps my body in his arms. In an instant, I find myself uplifted. My knees rest on promontories made especially for them.

Soon, my dominant is closing a loop of leather on my thigh, immobilizing me. The next one is quickly trapped in the same way. My heart beats a little faster as he grabs my arms, tying them in turn. Finally, he completely secures my position by closing a last strap around my waist.

I absolutely can't move. My spread thighs offer a royal road to my pussy, for whoever wants to settle there. And given the leaning position of the bench, it doesn't take long for me to realize that my mouth is as free to access as the rest.

So much the better. I’m ready to be used again and again. They can keep me there all weekend if they want. I will not oppose it.

Distractedly, Arthur caresses my ass, before playing with the plug in me. I don't tense up. I trust him completely to take good care of that part of me. He’s the first who took it. I have absolute confidence in him.

I squeal as he digs two fingers into me, moving them back and forth lazily. If I listened to myself, I would beg him to take me. To show them all why he is my master. No man thrills me like him.

They can all get over me. He’s the one who can bring me the strongest pleasure. My body responds to him instinctively, as if it recognizes him no matter what. I completely belong to him.

I feel him go around me. I don't need to see him to guess he's squatting in front of me. I frown as a wet sound escapes his mouth. A few moments later, he answers my question.

“You are delicious, Submissive.”

I feel myself blushing at these words. He tasted my excitement on his fingers. Moments later, his lips meet mine. His tongue makes its way into his mouth. I groan as I taste my own taste on his tongue. It is depraved, degrading, and terribly exciting at the same time.

I let myself into the kiss, moaning in disappointment when he parted our lips. I was ready to kiss him for the rest of the night. But his friends are waiting. I can't let this happen.

My mouth drops open as I feel one of them sticking to me. That's it. They will finally take me. I can feel my clit throbbing at the thought. It's like I can never be satisfied. I don't care how many men fuck me. I'm desperate for more.

I almost moan as the man starts thrusting his tip into me. I shouldn't be so reactive like that. But I can't help it. This is what my master made me with after weeks of training. I became his perfect submissive. Docile and insatiable.

The man sinks slowly, but never stops. He’s not very thick, but endowed with an unusual length. Every time I think he's going to make it to the end, he finds new inches to shove into me.

I can help but sigh when finally, his hips meet my ass. If he had taken his time until then, this is no longer the case. Because immediately, he starts pounding me quickly.

I growl, as much for pleasure as for the roughness of his rhythm. Each time he thrusts in, he forcefully encounters the damaged skin of my ass, reminding me at every moment of the harshness of my punishment.

But soon, my grunts turn into moans of pleasure. The rhythm may be insane, but it suits me perfectly. Each thrust of his thrusts hits me deeper, threatening to send me into another orgasm.

Quickly, another man comes to stand in front of me. My cries of pleasure are muffled by this cock that sinks into my mouth. Thus attached, I can do nothing but suffer their comings and goings. I’m their prisoner. And I love that.

It doesn't matter how many men want to use me tonight. I have energy for all of them. The other woman seems in the same mood, as her cries echo loudly through the room.

I hope the building is well soundproofed. The whole neighborhood could hear her, if she continues to scream like that. That doesn’t bother me. Despite the shame twisting my stomach, a dark part of me secretly longs to be caught.

I imagine the gaze of these strangers discovering what is happening here. Will it be neighbors, coming to complain about the noise? Police coming to put an end to this disorder? Maybe they could join us. Fuck me to teach all the men in this room a lesson. Show them what happens when you play with the law.

I smile to myself at the idea, failing to be able to do it for real. The man in my mouth is not going easy. He uses every available square inch of my warm cavity. I'm sure my jaw will be sore all week. But the pain is worth it, when I hear his moans of pleasure.

I frown when I hear a very recognizable sound. Someone is standing there, very close to me. A man jerking off looking at me. I feel both embarrassed and terribly excited hearing this noise.

The man is so impatient that he doesn’t take the time to wait his turn, preferring to touch himself while looking at me. Does he imagine himself using my mouth or my wet pussy? Maybe both. Perhaps he is even more depraved. Maybe he imagines using my little ass offered to his gaze.

His eyes are the only thing that will be allowed to use that part of me. Only two men have been there. Arthur, and his best friend, Vincent. A dominant who has shared our games from the very beginning. Since that solo honeymoon on a paradise island.

If Arthur is my real dominant, I also like to play with his friend. He’s often rough and impatient, taking me forcefully without being the least bit interested in my feelings. That doesn’t bother me. Arthur is always there to give me aftercare.

I'm almost disappointed that the man is not here tonight. Arthur told me he was on a business trip when I asked him. It doesn't matter. There are plenty of men here to satisfy all my desires.

I squeal against the man's cock in my mouth as the one behind me eagerly withdraws. Moments later, he empties on me, his seed splashing my ass, my back. I can't help but smile. He marks me, to remind everyone that he has been there.

The primary attitude of these dominants will always amuse me. It's as if they were driven by their darkest instincts, no longer thinking about anything but their pleasure and their power.

Immediately, someone comes to take his place. I can barely focus on his cock sinking inside me. I'm far too distracted by the one emptying into my mouth with a long, satisfied groan. How many did that tonight? I lost count.

He gives way to another in a perfectly choreographed dance. I wonder if they do this every week. Maybe even every night. That would not surprise me. They all seem perfectly insatiable. Like me.

I moan louder as the man behind me speeds up his movements. I try to move my hips to go at his pace. But I have too many straps on my body to really have any control over my movements.

My lover is accelerating on his own. A sound of pleasure comes to me from the side, quickly accompanied by a wet feeling on my back. The jerking man just unleashed himself on me. I no longer have the slightest shame, this depraved gesture exciting me to the highest degree. The dominant in me notices.

“She really likes it, the slut. Her little pussy contracts on my cock. I think she needs us to go even harder.”

I lick my lips as the man in front of me pulls away from my mouth. I wonder what those words mean, now that I find myself completely empty. Several hands rest on my body. Soon, I’m detached again.

I'm not free though. My arms are crossed behind my back. A rope slips over my skin, trapping my wrists. The position is not very comfortable and yet I love the feeling of these links on me.

A few moments later, I find myself lifted and again placed on the ground. I'm lying on the carpet, my ass pressing against my cuffed hands. The position is not comfortable, but I don't care.

I'm way too busy with the strong hands that land on my inner thighs, spreading them wide. A man slips between them. With the same vigor, he grabs my hips lifting them so that I align myself better with his body.

A scream dies in my throat as he impales me on his cock in a single motion. I may have already welcomed several cocks in me, I feel open in two. If Arthur is well endowed, this stranger is simply monstrous.

I focus on my breathing as he begins to move slowly inside me, pulling me apart like never before. Luckily, I'm wetter than ever. I don't think I could have endured it any other way.

In this precise moment, the thrill of pain mixes with that of pleasure in a delicious cocktail. Despite my hisses of embarrassment, I can't help but move my hips to find a better angle, to feel it a little more.

The man doesn’t waste a moment. He grabs my leg to put it on his shoulder. Then he leans over me until my knee touches my chest. I let out a long squeal. I feel full like never before.

His monstrous cock makes the presence of the plug in me even more imposing. My head jerks back as he begins powerful hip thrusts. He doesn't go particularly fast, but his size makes everything that much more intense.

This time, no one comes to occupy my mouth. He leaves me all alone. Probably more to savor my pathetic squeaks better than out of kindness. But that doesn't matter. Whatever the reason, I appreciate this short respite.

High-pitched screams escape my throat as he pounds me again and again without seeming to tire. I don't know how, he keeps up. Me, I'm just exhausted. Still, I hold on.

When a hand slips between my thighs, I know that my deliverance won’t take long to arrive. This time, I learned my lesson. Between two uncontrolled moans, I hear myself begging him.

“Please! Can I come?”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock splitting you in half.”

To accompany his words, the man bends me over even more, pushing himself even deeper inside me if that's possible. I scream now, unable to control myself as an orgasm shoots through me.

It's barely if I feel the stranger emptying in me a few moments later, as I tremble at the intensity of my orgasm. It's not until I hear my dominant's voice in my ear that I snap back to reality.

“How about we show them what you're capable of with your little ass, huh, Submissive?”

Breathless, I nod. I'm exhausted, but I don't want to stop there. Not until he takes me into that taboo area of my anatomy. This evening wouldn't be complete without it.

He gently strokes my hair before lifting me up. I shiver as his voice still whispers in my ear.

“You're not going to settle for just me, are you?”

I swallow with difficulty. Really? He wants to take me right away with someone else? Usually, he gives me time to get used to him. And yet, I decide to trust him. Again, I nod.

It doesn't take much for him to lower me back to the ground. I let out a surprised cry as I find myself sitting on top of a man, his cock taut against my clit.

I move my hips slightly to find out a little more about the man. With my hands still tied behind my back, I owe my balance only to my master who holds me by the shoulders.

It doesn’t take more than a few moments for the two men to position me and slide me on the big cock of the one lying on the ground. Gently, my master lays me down on the man's chest. His scent seems vaguely familiar to me, without my being able to put a name to it. It's only when he whispers in my ear that I recognize him.

“Are you having fun, Doll?”

“Vincent?!”

“You didn't think I’d let you enter this world without witnessing it.”

A big smile stretches my lips. I now feel much more relaxed. I know Vincent. I've done this with him many times before. I’m perfectly confident, despite the difficult ordeal that awaits me. I just want to slide on his cock again.

Behind me, Arthur settles in, slowly removing my plug. Then I hear the very distinctive sound of lubricant flowing from the tube. He even makes some fall between my buttocks, for good measure.

He pushes his tip against my crenelated entrance. I groan as he begins to push his way inside me. Even though I'm used to it, his cock still seems huge and impossible to take.

Yet, I must do it. I've held on so far. I wouldn't want to fail being so close to the goal. One last time, I must make him proud.

So, I let him sink into me, always further. My forehead rests against Vincent's shoulder. This one remains perfectly still, patient while his friend enters me. From time to time, he strokes my hair, whispering salacious words to me that I barely hear, so focused on my breathing. I have to hold on.

Finally, my dominant is deep inside me. He doesn't move immediately, so in turn stroking my bare skin to help me relax. Vincent is the first to move, surely impatient to taste me again.

I can't hold back a satisfied sigh as his cock thrusts back and forth inside me with a wet sound. I had missed it. I feel full as ever, opened by these two men who know me so well now.

I find myself moving my hips, inviting my dominant to move. He doesn't need to be told twice. In turn, he begins to visit me with his cock. For a moment, my breath hitches as he pulls out and sinks fully inside me again.

Soon, I get used to these feelings. The two men move in rhythm as they know how to do so well. They seem to take pleasure in alternating their movements to disturb me, to keep me from getting too used to their actions. That doesn’t bother me. On the contrary.

This constant friction only makes things even more delicious. My clit is throbbing. I’m in the perfect angle for him to be constantly stimulated. My screams fill the room. I don't know if the others are watching us. If they tune in to the show we offer them.

And frankly, I don't care. We might as well be at my dominant's, just the three of us. It wouldn't make the slightest difference to me. My pleasure would be the same.

My body contracts, my pussy tightens around Vincent's cock. Soon, he no longer holds, emptying into me. He chuckles softly, as if surprised he didn't last longer than that.

His hand pulls on the chain attached to my nipple clamps. I meow at the delicious tugging sensation.

“Come on doll. Come for us. Show them all how good you are for your master.”

I nod, moving my hips faster, going in a frantic race for the ultimate pleasure.

A few more movements, and suddenly, I feel myself leaving. The orgasm surges through me like a tsunami taking everything in its path. I collapse on Vincent's chest like a rag doll. This evening was so emotional that I can't even stand up straight.

This doesn't seem to bother my master in the least. He grips my hips with both hands, pounding me frantically before coming too, emptying himself deep inside me.

I let out a satisfied sigh against Vincent's shoulder. I know it. I successfully entered their world.


Chapter 5

I sigh, laying my head on Arthur's shoulder. He lets me do it, his arm wrapping around me, bringing me a little closer to him.

I stare absently out of the taxi window. The lights of the city parade before our eyes. Soon they turn into shapeless little dots as my eyes cloud with fatigue.

This evening was intense, and having been in the dark probably doesn’t help me to see better. It doesn’t matter. My dominant is near me, he will guide me to our destination. His apartment.

I could almost say ours. Even though most of my stuff is still at my best friend’s, I spend most of my time at his place. At first it was just a practical thing. A simple way to satisfy our darkest and most perverse needs, whenever we wanted.

But now I find myself naturally going there after work. We cook, we dine together. We watch TV, or we go out. Of course, these outings are often accompanied by perverted games, such as the use of remote-controlled vibrating toys.

But despite everything, our relationship seems to be growing stronger. Sometimes I even find it more real than the one I had with my fiancé.

I never thought it would come to this the day I let this stranger drag me into the plane bathroom to fuck me. And yet, here we seem to have a real relationship, without either of us ever really addressing the issue.

I know I probably should, to avoid getting heartbroken again. But not tonight. No. Tonight, I just want that sweet intimacy between us.

I sigh in relief as he caresses my arm. I will never tire of his tender gestures, so contrasting with the harshness of his actions when we play. I almost fall asleep, feeling completely safe.

I jump when he softly says my name. We have arrived. The taxi parked in front of his house.

I wince as I get out of the car. Now that the adrenaline from the evening has subsided, my body relaxes, and I feel each of these men passing through every nook and cranny of my body.

I can barely walk. My dominant notices it immediately. Without even giving me time to react, he wraps his arms around me and picks me up, ignoring the amused gaze of the doorman of his luxury building.

The man must just think that Arthur is gallant, that my feet hurt from a night out in too high heels. He must be light years away from imagining the depraved things these men did to me tonight.

After giving me a long hot shower, Arthur covers my body with one of his T-shirts, far too big for me. He kisses me tenderly before looking at me, an amused glint in his eyes.

“It's about time you brought some stuff in here, don't you think?”

“I like your T-shirts, they're comfortable.”

“You've been practically living here for weeks. You might as well move in.”

“You… are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more certain of a thing. I know we haven't been dating that long. Still, the feeling of knowing you. I have never had such a connection with a submissive. I want more. Much more. Of course, we don't have to. If it's too fast for you-”

“Let’s do it!”

I cut it with fervor. My dominant laughs at my enthusiasm, before wrapping his arms around me and kissing my forehead tenderly. I snuggle against him, breathing in his reassuring scent as he picks me up and leads me to his bed. Our bed.

I feel like I'm dreaming. But the painful aches I feel are far too powerful not to be real. It's truly my life. He lays me against him, kissing my lips softly, before whispering in my ear as I fall asleep.

“I love you, Princess.”

Lying in his arms, I smile softly before sinking into sleep. It’s certain now, I found the man of my life.

- THE END -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Servicing my Dominant


[image: ]

“Oh, Doll... When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your name.”

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Filthy Training

22 short stories, in just one book!

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Dirty Office Series

Liked this book? Find the whole series in just one book!
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“What a good little Submissive. I’d never have believed that of you, Valentina.”

I’ve always hated my colleague, Benjamin. And yet, when he orders, I obey. I kneel in front of him. I agree to use a vibrating egg at work. I can’t help it. He made me discover BDSM, and the intense pleasure that comes with it. Even if it's risky, I accept his most depraved games.

And when an older Dominant joins us, my training reaches another level.

With a crop or a flogger, the punishments are powerful. No more limits. In his personal dungeon or in the courtroom’s bathrooms, there's nowhere he doesn't use me. No part of my body is spared. My safe word is useless. Pleasure or pain, I take it all with enthusiasm.

They can share me with whoever they want. I'm ready to spread my legs and become the office’s dirty submissive.
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