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You want more?


Chapter 1

“Good girl.”

I shiver as my master's hand gently strokes my hair. I don’t think I can live without that kind of gesture anymore. Many would find it humiliating to kneel at a man's feet.

But me? I love it.

All I want is to obediently wait for him to take care of me, as if I were a toy or a pet.

It hasn't been that long since I discovered BDSM. I who have always been a strong and determined woman, I discovered a side of me that I didn’t suspect. Now, every opportunity is good to submit to the will of a man. Become his little sexual thing.

I look up at Eric, once again struck by how handsome he is. The man is older than me and exudes crazy charisma. I’ve always been attracted by him, but I never thought I would find myself in such a position with him.

The most influential lawyer on the West Coast. A hot and powerful man. He surely has no trouble finding company. But it’s me he chose to spend the night with.

This isn't the first time I'm submitting to him. But usually, we are not alone. We are accompanied by Benjamin, my colleague and rival. The lawyer to beat.

I frown and gently shake my head. I don't want to think about him anymore. Even if he helped me to discover my sexual inclinations, becoming my very first dominant, I don't want to think about him anymore. He is the past, and his mentor is much better than him.

My mouth opens as Eric delicately places his thumb there. Playfully, I pinch it between my lips, reminding him of what I can do with my tongue. He smiles, making the moment last a few more moments before turning away from me again.

I stay alone, on my knees in the middle of his bedroom. Like the rest of his house, the place is modern. The caricature of the Hollywood villa. And yet, I feel very comfortable here.

Maybe because his scent is floating in the air all around me. Maybe because he's there, a few feet away from me, his eyes intently on mine. When he looks at me like that, I feel like the most beautiful woman on earth. It's what makes me accept everything, even this leather collar imprisoning my neck.

This is the first time I've worn such a toy. I certainly should feel humiliated, or at least embarrassed. But I find it particularly sexy. With this lustful jewel, I feel like I belong entirely to him. I’m his little plaything. And there's nothing more I want right now.

Nothing, except maybe his fingers on my body. Because I don't have to slip my hand between my legs to discover I'm soaked like never before, even though he barely touched me. And I’ve played these games enough to know that only he can bring me relief.

If I want this to happen, I must behave. Respond to the least of his desires. I know I can do it. So, even if I want to move to take a more comfortable position, I don't.

It's my thong that bothers me the most. I would like him to take it off me, and that in the process, he shoves his cock inside me. But I know that's not going to happen any time soon. The man has way too many games to put me through first.

So, I close my eyes for a moment to take a deep breath, and try to forget the feeling of tightness I feel. Because under the taut string of my thong is the plug he installed in me a few minutes ago.

He never gave me such a big one. I feel like I'm split in half. Yet I know it. His cock will be even more imposing in me.

I lick my lips thinking that, soon, he’s going to take me in this taboo part of my anatomy. A few months ago, I wouldn't even have thought of trying anal. Now I can't get over it.

I can't stop myself from moving to settle down more comfortably. It may have happened hours ago, but I still feel the passage of his paddle on my ass, intense as ever. Secretly, I can't help but hope that he punishes me again.

I’m probably not normal. A grown woman shouldn't want to be spanked like that. And yet, I can't help but shudder when I think back to what he did to me in his office.

But as I indulge in my fantasies, I'm interrupted by the doorbell. I open my eyes again, gazing into the dominant's for some comfort. He smiles, visibly pleased. His deep and sexy voice makes me shiver.

“Let's go, Submissive. Our guests are here.”


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

With a sudden gesture, I close the screen of my laptop. I know that's not very professional behavior, but I don't care. I worked so hard, all so that Benjamin could get the promotion to junior associate?

I’ve done so much. Accepted everything. I'm even here, on the other side of the country, to help our Californian branch on a thorny issue. And they don't even bother to wait until I'm back in New York to tell me that.

Angrily, I get up, determined to get to the bottom of this. With a determined step, I head for Eric's office. Maybe he’ll have some answers for me. I know it's a bad idea, that I should calm down first.

Even if he’s not my boss, he is still an influential person in the business. I can't screw up my whole career just because of a failed promotion. Before knocking on his office door, I take a deep breath, trying to pull myself together.

His deep voice makes me shudder. I haven't forgotten what we did the last time I came to Los Angeles. The way he touched me. Spanked me. Took me in every part of my body.

This time, we haven't done anything yet. It wasn’t the desire that was lacking, if I’m to believe the heavy looks that we’ve been throwing at each other for a week.

As soon as the door is opened, the same heat spreads through my body. It's like a punch in the stomach every time I see him. My body reacts to his, as if they were connected in the most powerful way.

And yet, I don’t forget the reason for my visit. The anger and frustration are far too strong for my libido to take over. Forgetting all my beautiful resolutions, I almost lose my temper, slamming the door behind me.

“Benjamin! They gave the job to Benjamin!”

“Sit down, Valentina.”

“I work more hours; I bring back more contracts. I can't believe it. It's complete bullshit.”

I pace around his office, ruminating aloud on all the thoughts that have been twisting my stomach since the announcement of my defeat. I barely pay attention to the man, using him as a reel of my anger.

And he doesn’t like that. His voice is heard again. Strong. Severe. Enough to make me stop short and turn to him.

“I said. Sit down.”

I swallow. He looks more menacing than ever. And instead of scaring me, it excites me. I can feel my nipples starting to poke against the fabric of my bra. Wetness forming between my thighs.

I can't control it. The man exudes such power that my submissive nature returns immediately. How can I forget the pleasure I felt each time I followed his orders? Obediently, I sit across from him while praying not to stain my skirt with my excitement.

“If they gave the job to Benjamin, it's because I asked them.”

I open my mouth, puzzled. I can't believe he sabotaged my career like that. The blood throbs in my veins. I want to yell at him. But I can't do that. So instead, I stand up, ready to leave. His voice stops me dead.

“Sit down.”

My legs no longer obey me, bending to settle me back into the seat despite my desire to flee. The man stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. I feel myself melting when his bewitching scent reaches me. Despite the hatred bubbling inside me, I want him.

“I told them to promote Benjamin because I want you here.”

“Are you telling me that you ruined my career just to be able to fuck me?”

I’m furious. What a stupid reason. My anger only grows as he bursts out laughing at this question.

“No. Even if you are a good submissive, it’s for your qualities as a lawyer that I need you. New York is great, but it's in LA that you can get your career off the ground.”

I say nothing, confused by all this information. He had never spoken to me about this possibility, and I had certainly not thought of it.

I can't think anymore as the ideas are mixed up in my head. And his presence near me does not help matters. My breathing quickens as all the consequences of such a choice begin to flash before my eyes.

If I stay in New York, I'll have to put up with Benjamin's victorious air. He will become my boss. This idea is unbearable to me. Letting him dominate me is one thing. Owing him respect in the professional setting is quite another.

But coming here... It's across the country. Totally different clients, no one I really know except Eric…

I don't know what to think, what to feel. I'm angry, confused, and relieved all at the same time. My breathing is erratic, making it even harder for me.

Gently, he puts his hand on mine, bringing me immediate comfort. I don't know why, but he has the gift of calming me down. The man smiles, before speaking softly.

“You don't need to answer me right away. I just wanted you to know that it's part of your options. Breathe. You really don't have to worry about your future. Whatever you choose, I know you will succeed.”

I smile weakly, still tormented. My leg taps the ground nervously without my being able to control it. He can't help but smile again.

“Looks like you could use a pick-me-up. I can get you a drink if you want. But I have something even more effective to relax you.”

I look up to check if I understood the implication in his voice. He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my face.

“A good spanking would help you relax, I'm sure. Besides, technically, I'm not your boss yet. So I guess we can have a little fun.”

My breathing quickens immediately. I know I shouldn't accept. My career is at stake, and sleeping with the man who offers me a job is probably not the best thing to do.

But after all, he already made me the offer, and I know him well enough now. No matter what we do, he wouldn’t withdraw his offer. And I have to admit it. A session with him right now seems to be exactly what I need.

Without daring to speak, I nod my head to give him my answer. A smile forms on his lips. Slowly, he lets his hand slide down my neck. This touch is light, but enough to make me feel incredibly good.

This man always creates conflicting feelings in me, soothing and exciting at the same time. Because this simple gesture is enough to ignite me whole. Immediately, it makes me want to kneel for the man. To be there, fully open and available for the least of his desires.

I close my eyes as his lips brush mine. I'm more ready than ever for him to kiss me. But the man is playful and withdraws without giving me the long-awaited kiss. My sigh of frustration makes him smile without stopping his plans. With a gesture of a simple nod of his head, he points me to his office.

“Lean over there.”

I shiver at this order, almost surprised that it's already happening. I probably shouldn't allow it to happen like this, in the office, where we can be surprised by anyone. But I don't want to think anymore. I just want to feel better. And that's his promise to me right now.

So, I get up and obey him. I surrender completely, presenting him with my ass still covered by my tight skirt. Patiently, I wait for the man to begin his lustful game. But as usual, he takes his time, not touching me when I'm dying to.

I can't help a small squeal coming out of my mouth when finally, his hand lands on my ass. It's light, I can barely feel its warmth through the fabric. But it’s definitely there, making small circular movements while observing me.

My heart beats faster as his fingers move down, grabbing my skirt and pulling it up my hips. He stops again when my bare skin offers itself to him. Distractedly, he plays with the elastic of my thong, without taking it off me.

I shudder as I feel his hand creep dangerously close to my pussy. Subtly, I push my ass back, hoping he decides to venture under my underwear to touch me.

The man can't help but laugh softly at my impatience. But of course, he doesn’t act accordingly. I don't know why I keep hoping. He's the one leading the way, and the more desperate I get, the longer he'll keep me waiting. Just like that, to show me his power.

I moan softly as his hand firmly grips my ass, kneading my skin without the slightest delicacy. It's not very comfortable, and yet, I love it.

I'm disappointed when he walks away from me. His warmth against my skin was too short-lived. I want more. Much more. Even though I know it, he's definitely not going to hold back.

I stay still, resisting the urge to look up when I hear him rummaging through his things, wondering what will come of it. Crazy ideas cross my mind.

Maybe it will be handcuffs, to tie me to the legs of his desk. That's something that wouldn't bother me in the least. Along with spanking, I think being tied up is one of the things I love the most about BDSM.

Unless it’s to satisfy a man and to be rewarded in return. In the end, there's not much that I don't like. Except perhaps this interminable wait. I know it only makes things more intense later on. And yet, I would like these little games to be over already and for him to be near me again.

My breath hitches as a loud sound escapes behind me. He went to get a toy, and I don't know what to expect. A crop? A flogger?

Suddenly, I feel something hard caressing my ass. I think I know what it is. A paddle. My breathing quickens. Never before have I experienced this impact toy. But my research on the Internet allows me to know perfectly the power released by this instrument of torture.

I swallow hard, wondering if I would be able to handle it. During this time, the man passes the object on my ass in a caress of an unbearable slowness. At any moment, I know that the blow may fall. Hard, inflexible.

I concentrate on my breathing, the only thing in my power. I can't hold back a cry when suddenly the paddle crashes down on me. The pain is much more intense than I had imagined.

I'm suddenly scared. Will I be able to bear this punishment? To satisfy my dominant? I need to. I certainly don't want this impromptu session to end too soon. I need it to relax.

The man leans into my ear, his raspy voice making me shiver.

“Watch out for your screams, Submissive. You don't want the whole office to know what we're doing here, do you?”

I shake my head no, suddenly horrified. If these people are my future colleagues, they can't find out that I'm sleeping with Eric. And even less the kind of games we indulge in there, on his desk. If everyone were to find out that I'm a submissive for him, my career would be over.

Despite this terrifying thought, I can't help but feel excited. The thrill of danger is something I have learned to love, and even seek out.

I bite my lip as a second, equally powerful blow lands on my ass. We may be in a public place, but he obviously doesn’t intend to hold back. It's up to me to prove to him that I can hold on and follow his orders.

“Well? You no longer thank your Master?”

“Sorry! Thank you, Master!”

A satisfied sound escapes from the man's mouth before another blow falls, even more powerful than the previous ones.

It's only been three hits, and yet I feel like my ass is already on fire. I swallow with difficulty. If he's going to go into twenties, I really don't know how I could handle it.

I take a deep breath, trying not to worry about it. After all, we're doing this to help me relax. Not to make me more anxious. And then, I have my safe word. At any time, I can stop it if I need to.

I relax a little, taking advantage of the few moments of respite that the dominant offers me. Of course, it doesn't last. Soon, a new blow falls on me, making me squeal despite myself. Quietly, I thank the man, trying to ignore the intense burn on my skin.

I grit my teeth, already preparing for what's next. The paddle collapses against my skin once more with a thud. I wonder if people passing by his office can hear it. If they can understand.

I swallow hard, imagining that any minute someone is going to come in, looking outraged, to hold us accountable. My master doesn’t seem the least bit worried about this prospect. He keeps hitting me again and again.

Now I bite my lip until I bleed. All of this is really far too intense for just one person. He continues, knowing perfectly how to observe the signs of my body. Each time, he knows how to take me on this fine line, pushing me to my limits without ever exceeding them.

Finally, I allow myself to let go. I don't worry about anything anymore. Even my breathing seems to regulate itself without me having to think about it. There is only the hand of my master directing this object on me, making me heave little sighs barely stifled.

I'm grateful that this time he didn't make me count. No doubt he would have made me start over several times, I’m so incapable of thinking.

A small sigh of relief escapes my throat as he puts the paddle on the desk next to me. That's it, the punishment is over, and I feel more relaxed than ever. All the tension in my body evaporated. I no longer have any worries. There is only this suspended moment between him and me.

Gently, he begins to massage my ass, as if trying to erase the traces of his misdeeds. I let myself go, my body sagging slightly on the desk as it relaxes. A shiver runs through me as he leans over me, whispering in my ear.

“So, you look to feel better?”

I nod enthusiastically, making him laugh softly.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Whenever you need me, Submissive.”

I laugh softly, imagining myself coming into his office whenever an annoyance shows up in my work. An unpleasant client, a lost lawsuit... And here I am on his desk to be spanked. I sit up to look at him, suddenly realizing something.

“You keep a paddle in your office?!”

“Only for emergencies. Lie down. I'm not done with you.”

I lick my lips and obey him, pressing my generous chest against the cold surface of his desk again. I'm sure I’m going to wrinkle my blouse, but I don't care. I'm ready for what's next, whatever it is.

Maybe he's not going to do anything special, just admiring my exposed ass without the slightest shame in his eyes. Or maybe that little punishment turned him on. I'd like to turn around to see the condition of his pants. Is it deformed by a large erection?

The idea is appealing. But I know that if I straighten up, changing my position without his permission, that would be an excuse for him to punish me again. And that, I don’t want.

Even though his blows made me wet like never before, I don't think my body can take any more right now. So, I stay quietly lying against his desk, waiting for the next event.

A cry of surprise dies in my throat. I expected to hear him undo the belt of his pants. That he plunges his cock deep inside me, tearing me apart from his thick length without even taking the time to prepare me. But no. It is with his fingers that the man decides to play now.

Slowly, he slips them down my thong, playing with the piece of fabric. I can't hold back my contented sighs. I want him so much that the slightest of his caresses seems to me the most delicious in the world.

He catches my underwear, bringing it down my thighs. One by one, he pats my legs, making me lift them to completely remove this black lace thong that must now be completely soaked.

Nonchalantly, he places it on the desk next to me. He doesn't seem the least bit bothered by the idea of my wetness touching the surface where he works every day. For me, it's the opposite. My cheeks blush at the idea of leaving such an indecent trace of my passage.

But these considerations are quickly forgotten. Slowly, the man traces the contours of my lower lips, covering himself in my natural lubricant. Then he reaches my clit. With an expert gesture, he begins to press on it, making me moan.

I probably shouldn't be this excited already, when the man barely touched me, didn't even bother to kiss me, or caress the rest of my body. And yet, that is who I am. A little thing completely submitted by her body and her libido, spreading her legs to give him better access.

I bite my lip to hold back a moan. His fingers just slide into me, long, delicious. All of my energy is dedicated to remaining silent, as the man begins his back and forth inside me.

No matter how intense the pleasure, I must not forget that there are people outside, who can hear us at any moment. I have to control myself. Even though the man's thumb rests on my clit, pressing just enough to make my body shake.

His fingers accelerate into me, bringing me ever more pleasure. Mine close in on the edge of the desk, trying to find some semblance of support and control over the situation.

All of this is illusory, however. Nothing can prepare me for what my master has in mind. He alone knows my fate. There is no point in trying to anticipate it or having any control over the situation. I just must let myself go to the moment, take what he wants to give me and thank him for it.

I can't help but moan in frustration as he removes his fingers from me, leaving me excruciatingly empty. My disappointment is only short-lived. I shiver as his hand moves up, sliding between my ass.

With his fingertips, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance, soaking it in my own excitement. I moan a little louder, more excited than ever. I can’t hide it. I love being caught up in this part of me. Just as he likes to take me there, as he proves to me again.

One of his fingers begins to slide inside me, opening me up to him. I bite my lip, pushing my ass back, as if to encourage him to go further. He laughs softly at my lack of modesty before adding a second finger.

I bite my lip, trying to stay quiet. But how could I, as his other hand slides up my pussy, pressing down hard on my clit. In the pit of my stomach, I feel a very recognizable heat rising.

I blush thinking about my position. Here I am, lying on the desk of the man who may become my boss, my skirt pulled up over my hips as he fingers my ass. I don't know if I can go any lower than that.

And yet, even if I were offered it, I wouldn't change my position for the world. Too bad if that makes me a slut, a depraved. I’m ready to give myself entirely to this man, as long as I can continue to feel this intense pleasure.

Soon all my limbs are shaking, my legs struggling to support my weight, wobbling with pleasure. My master is not weakening, quite the contrary. He keeps thrusting into me and playing with my nerve button, doing everything to rock me into pleasure.

A few more seconds, and he succeeds. In a muffled squeal, I let myself go to orgasm, waves of intense heat engulfing me, taking everything in their path.

The man accompanies my orgasm for a few seconds, before moving away from me, leaving me empty and panting.

“You can get up.”

He walks away from me without a look, leaving me alone to wash my hands in the bathroom adjoining his office. As best I can, I get to my feet, rearranging my skirt, hoping not to look too scruffy.

The man returns to sit at his desk. Looking at me, he spreads his thighs. Then he gestures for me to come closer. I do it without hesitation, just as I don't hesitate to drop to my knees in front of him when he asks me to.

Thus installed between his legs, I look up at him, waiting for his next order. The man is dragging things out, looking at his computer. Absorbed in his work, he distractedly undoes his belt and the opening of his pants to pull his cock out.

I lick my lips seeing it, long, thick, and above all stretched to the extreme. A few drops of excitement are already beading at its end. I only want one thing: to collect them with my tongue.

“Go ahead. Show me you're grateful.”

It doesn't take much for me to move forward, my hand curling at his base as my mouth approaches his silky skin. Slowly, I let my tongue run his length, enjoying its ribbed contours.

Then I open my mouth, letting my lips cover his erection. I had forgotten how delicious it is. I don't know why, but the submissive position makes me love blowjobs.

With enthusiasm, I try to satisfy my dominant, to offer him everything I can to give him back some of the pleasure and serenity he brought me earlier.

I look up at him, wanting to watch his every reaction. Of course, he enjoys playing with my patience. This time he completely ignores me, focusing on his screen, visibly more passionate about his contracts than the woman sucking him off.

It makes me want to fight a little more. To do everything to succeed in diverting him from his work. To be the best.

I put more spirit into my comings and goings, taking him ever further, going so far as to hit the back of my throat with his imposing length. From time to time, his hand gets lost in my hair, caressing it absently, as if to encourage me in my mission.

He may try to concentrate, but I can see that little by little his mask of indifference is cracking, that the pleasure is starting to be too strong for him to control. So, he finally let go, turning away from his screen to focus only on me.

Sitting a little more comfortably in his chair, he lets his fingers tighten around the back of my head. Firmly, he forces me to take him ever further, feasting on my muffled little sounds.

Soon, he no longer holds back, emptying himself in the back of my throat without warning me. He leans toward me, jaw clenched in an attempt to hide his ragged breathing.

“Swallow.”

Despite the surprise of having received his seed so brutally, I obey him without hesitation. What he offers me, I gladly accept. Once this is done, I stick out my tongue to prove my obedience to him. Eyes still misty with pleasure, the man pats my head proudly.

“I could have you at my feet all day. This position looks great on you. But you're far too good a lawyer for that. And if they're too stupid to fight to keep you, lucky for me. »

The man pushes his seat back before reaching out his hand to help me up. I wince. My legs are sore from having been used like this for so long. The man gets up in turn, gently rubbing my chin, probably to remove the traces of my lipstick that must have run there.

“Come to my house tonight. I could show you what your life would be like here. I know people who would be happy to take care of you as well as I do.”

I shudder when I realize what he means. I should surely refuse such an indecent proposal. But I don't want it. After my disappointment today, I have only one desire: to forget reason and give in to my darkest desires.


Chapter 3

After a long hesitation, I finally ring the doorbell. The man's home is even more impressive than I remember. I don't know why, but being here makes me nervous.

I've been here before, and I know Eric well now. Maybe it's because I’m about to meet strangers. I understood that the purpose of this meeting is clearly not to build a network in this unknown city.

So far, I have only known two dominants. I have no idea if I can handle to have more, and at the same time. But it's too late to worry about that now. Eric has just opened the door, a carnivorous smile on his lips as his eyes scan my body.

I shiver, as every time I realize how much he wants me. I know he could have anyone. Women all more beautiful than each other. And yet, it looks like I'm the only one he wants to subject to his perverted games.

I grab the hand he extends to me, letting him guide me inside his huge villa. I know the path he takes me. We’re already heading to his bedroom. I swallow. He doesn't waste a moment, I see.

“I bought a little something for you. I’d like you to try it now.”

My mouth opens in surprise, and my cheeks turn pink as I see the outfit he has spread out on his bed. I don't need to get closer to see it better. It’s a sexy maid dress.

I've never played role-playing games in the bedroom before. But with him, I’m ready to experience everything.

“I have no one to do the service tonight. I thought it would look good on you, what do you say?”

I remain silent for a few moments. I should probably refuse that. It means having to serve his guests, in this far too-sexy outfit. It seems embarrassing. Humiliating.

My reason tells me to refuse. But my libido begs me to accept. The man approaches me, slipping his hand on my neck, his hot breath caressing my lips, making me want to kiss him without the slightest restraint.

“You'll be so pretty, sucking my cock while they're watching us. They’ll all want to be in my place, I’m sure of that.”

I smile, excited by this image. The man sees the change in my attitude, smiling victoriously. With a nod, he shows me the outfit, before sitting down on the bed.

Slowly, I shed all my clothes, dropping them to the floor. The man has his gaze fixed on me, not losing the slightest crumb of the spectacle that I offer him. I feel myself grow wings, intoxicated by the attention he gives me.

His face may be impassive as I stand there, completely naked in front of him. But the flame in his eyes reveals all the desire that consumes him. It’s with the same intensity that he watches me put on the outfit he has specially selected for me.

It fits me perfectly, as if it had been made to measure. I feel incredibly sexy, being devoured by this imposing man's gaze.

He pats his thigh, beckoning me to join him. Rolling my hips, I approach him, playing with his nerves until I find myself at his level. He places his hands on my hips, looking up at me.

For a moment that seems like an eternity, we stare at each other silently. Then he pulls me to sit on his lap. I shiver at the touch of my bare skin on his precious fabric pants. More than ever, the demarcation between us is displayed. He has the power; I am the submissive.

His hand slides to the back of my neck, squeezing it tightly as his lips land on mine. Without missing a beat, he begins to kiss me hard, his tongue digging into my mouth in the sexiest way.

I moan into the kiss, unconsciously moving my hips in hopes of finding some friction. Our little game has only just begun, and yet I already feel ready to explode.

If he wanted to slide his cock inside me, I wouldn't object to him. I want to feel myself disappear. That he melts into me, that he takes me again and again. But I know it won't be like that.

Without the slightest delicacy, he picks me up and throws me on his bed. I find myself with my ass in the air, pointing in his direction. I squeal as he smacks it with his large hand, more for fun than real punishment.

A shiver runs through me as he towers over me, dripping lube in my ass. Without wasting another moment, he pushes a plug against my most taboo entrance.

I grit my teeth. The object is imposing, especially without more preparation to help me to welcome it. And yet, it ends up entering me. I remain motionless, trying to get used to this thick presence.

I look up in surprise as I feel the dominant pull the thong I left on the floor up my legs.

“You wouldn't want our guests to see all of you, would you?”

I bite my lip, my cheeks red with shame. I was already ready to offer myself to them, this light dress for all the protection of my naked body. My dominant has understood it, and he plays with it, having fun making me feel ashamed.

He knows it, it’s by taking me to extremes that he will make me come in the strongest possible way.

“On your knees.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I let myself slide to the ground. My face is turned to him, waiting to see what he wants to do with me now. He doesn't seem ready to give me that information. His eyes are on me, carefully studying the curves of my breasts barely hidden by the deep neckline of this dress.

My eyes widen as he pulls out of his pocket something I've never experienced before. A leather collar. I bite my lip looking at it, unable to know how I feel about wearing such a thing.

Eric leans over me, gently stroking my hair in a reassuring gesture. I close my eyes, letting myself go in this fit of tenderness which, I know, will be too short.

But when I open my eyes again, falling on those of the dominant, I forget my concern. It doesn't matter what he wants to do with me tonight.

I will take up his challenge.


Chapter 4

Nervous, I stay hidden in the kitchen. From there, I hear everything going on in the living room. Two unknown voices join that of my dominant. Two men.

My dominant told me to come here, and take the tray he had prepared before joining them in the living room. I don't know if I can. Showing myself to strangers like this, in this depraved outfit, while a plug is tearing me apart.

Of all the crazy things I've done since I discovered BDSM, none has reached this level of stupidity. What if the two guests are also lawyers? I should work with them every day, knowing that they saw me in such a degrading position. I would lose all credibility.

And yet, I know I’m going to do it. To please my master, of course. But mostly to satisfy my own depraved cravings. Because I recognize the excitement in the pit of my stomach as soon as I think of the way other men look at me.

My dominant wants to expose me, make me a trophy to show off. I’m ready to let it be without asking myself any questions.

So, taking a deep breath, I grab the tray and put all my worries aside. Without losing my composure, I enter the room, sure of myself. Fake it ‘til you make it, right?

The passionate conversation the men have is immediately interrupted. Three pairs of eyes are now on me. I keep moving forward, as if it doesn't affect me. However, I can clearly see the smiles forming on their lips, a mixture of amusement and desire.

Yes, I’m definitely the attraction of the evening. And that pleases me. I find the same adrenaline as when I plead in court and all the attention is on me. Of course, usually it is for my intelligence and my ability to speak that people admire me. But it doesn't bother me that for once, people are more interested in my shapes.

So, I decide to play the game thoroughly. Sensually, I bend down to put the tray on the coffee table, making sure to highlight my generous chest at the same time. I take more time than necessary, letting them observe my sexy curves at their leisure.

Then I straighten up, biting my lower lip almost innocently as I cross my arms behind my back, arching slightly to emphasize my boobs. I look at my dominant and take my most innocent voice.

“Is there anything else I can do, Sir?”

He can't help but lick his lips, a slight amused smile lighting up his face. Apparently, he didn't expect me to show off so much. With his usual assurance, he answers me.

“There is a bottle in the fridge. Go get it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Immediately, I turn around in the most sensual way possible. Head held high, I go back to the kitchen, rolling my hips excessively, fluttering the little skirt of my dress.

I'm sure that way they can get a glimpse of the top of my thighs, the line of my ass. Maybe they even imagine what those hips could do, if I were to straddle them.

My stomach is inflamed at the thought. I didn't have time to observe them, but from what I saw, these men are attractive. I can totally imagine myself losing myself in their arms, as long as Eric is there too.

Staying in my role, I come back to them, setting everything up on the coffee table, worrying as much about what we offer them as about the sensuality of my gestures.

When everything is ready, I stand in front of them again, waiting for my next mission with mixed excitement and nervousness.

With a nod, Eric tells me to approach him. Still ignoring the other men so as not to be intimidated, I comply. With a snap of his fingers, he makes me understand what he wants. So, I bend my legs, settling on my knees at his feet.

I stare at the ground, my cheeks flushed with shame. I obeyed his order far too quickly, proving to them all that I'm used to this sort of thing. That I'm a real little slut, desperate and ready for anything when a man shows authority.

I put my hands on my knees as Eric begins to serve his guests. I stay focused on the movement of my hands, finding the distraction necessary to support this humiliating position.

Around me, the men resume their discussion, sharing news that I don’t understand much. I don't really try either. All I care about is fighting the shame in my stomach.

He didn't introduce us. I’m indeed his little thing, his object. I'm not his equal, so I'm not worth having my name said or knowing theirs.

As if sensing my nervousness, my master puts his hand on my hair, stroking it gently. The contact is light, distracted, as he continues to talk with his guests. But it is enough to relax me little by little.

Thus kneeling at his feet, with my collar and his caresses on my head, I look more like a dog than a woman. And yet, it leaves me indifferent. I should probably be furious, humiliated that he treats me like this.

But the opposite is happening. I feel incredibly good. As if with this simple contact, he proved the unbreakable bond that binds us. That of submissive and dominant.

Oh, I'm not fooling myself. We have no special relationship. For all I know, he might have a sub for every day of the week. But tonight, I'm the one who benefits from his attention. And that fills me with joy.

I take courage, no longer feeling the need to hide. So, I venture to observe his guests, discreetly, out of the corner of my eye. One thing is certain, they both have money. I don't recognize any of them. I don't believe they work at the firm. So much the better. It would have made things more difficult.

I tense as one of them turns to me, surely feeling watched. However, I can't look away, hypnotized by his two steel blue balls staring at me intently.

The man wears a very particular look. His dirty blond hair is long and wavy, sporting a messy look that looks carefully studied. Around the thin lips of the man, an impressive mustache falls into an unshaven beard.

The man gives himself a false air of neglect, and it suits him perfectly. It gives him a rough edge. I'm sure he's the kind of person to change his attitude in the blink of an eye. The kind to slam a woman against a wall to take her wildly.

I lick my lips imagining myself in this situation. Then my mind wanders. I wonder what it would be like to have his thick mustache between my legs, while he’d devour me.

I look away, suddenly embarrassed to have had such thoughts. I feel my cheeks flush with shame, and I'm sure the man could see it. However, he says nothing.

A few minutes pass, and as I regain my senses, I tense up again. The voice of the other man resounds.

“That's a good little submissive you've there. She looks pretty docile to me. And this body… I'm jealous Eric. You always find the best one.”

My dominant chuckles softly, patting my head proudly. My cheeks are red from hearing such words used to describe me. Oh, it happens that I get hit on. But it's the first time I've heard words spoken like that while I'm here.

These words are worthy of a gym locker room. I don't even feel ashamed of being treated like I'm a mere object. Like a work of art or a car. No. It makes me proud.

“Valentina, I think my friend is sad to be alone. Would you mind helping me cheer him up?”

I raise my face to my dominant, waiting for more precision. Gently, he pats the sofa, silently inviting me to sit between him and his friend.

Trembling slightly, I straighten up and comply. Despite my desire to obey him, I stay against him rather than get too close to his guest. But he doesn't seem to care too much. He approaches on his own.

My breathing quickens as his heady cologne reaches my nostrils. When his hand lands on my thigh, I feel ready to faint. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. I couldn't be more delighted. Even though I'm nervous, I want to embark on this new experience.

The tension in the room just escalated. Everyone understood that the niceties were over. The whole time, we pretended to ignore the elephant in the room, as if it was normal to have a woman in a sexy maid outfit sitting at the foot of the host.

By now, all bets are off. Yet, I stand still. This is all new to me, and I don't know what I should do. Should I throw myself into the arms of the man? That I enthusiastically show him my desire to satisfy him? Or should I stay perfectly still, and let him lead the way?

I know that in any case, I can find myself punished if I don't make the right choice. I didn't have a clear order, other than to sit on this sofa. So, I decide to wait, my eyes glued to this hand that rises with crazy slowness on my thigh, flirting with the limits of my skirt without ever exceeding them.

My mouth opens. I'm already running out of air from this sensual massage. Yet I know it will be nothing compared to what awaits me later, when the three men use my body.

My breath catches as the man places his free hand on my jaw, spinning me towards him. Unlike the other guest, this man is brown, and not a single hair on his face is unkempt. All are perfectly cut, styled.

I shudder, wondering if he'll take the same care controlling me as he does controlling his look. I close my eyes as he leans over me, pressing his lips to mine. I can feel that, against the fabric of my dress, my nipples are sticking out in arousal.

The man knows how to do it with his tongue, dragging mine one way and then the other, titillating me to better take control of the situation.

I can't help but think of the miracles that mouth would do if it were placed between my thighs. I'm sure the man wouldn't hesitate to devour me, licking me over and over, making me cum until I cried out for mercy.

His hand slides from my jaw to my neck, applying light pressure there for a few seconds before continuing its descent further south. Through the fabric of my dress, he grips my breast, feeling it in a gesture that makes me moan against his lips. I don’t know the name of this man, and yet, I am already ready to give myself to him.

I can't help but tense as I feel my master rise. Even though I know he will stay in the room, not having his comforting warmth directly against me anymore makes me nervous.

Especially when, moments later, I feel the couch slump next to me again, and a hand land on my inner thigh. I don't have the slightest doubt. Those fingers that greedily run over me don't belong to Eric, but to the blond man from earlier.

As I had imagined, he shows no delicacy. What he wants, he takes. This idea makes me shiver, as much concern as excitement.

The man to my right breaks the kiss, leaving me gasping. But I barely have time to catch my breath when it's the blond who pulls me to him and captures my lips.

For this as for the rest, the man does not show the slightest delicacy. His mouth takes possession of mine with force, leaving me not the slightest bit of control. I let myself go, ignoring the discomfort and worry inside me. I know, I have to let myself go right now.

I moan as hands move up my body, lifting the light petticoat of my maid dress to give themselves better access. A hand slips under my thong, pressing my clit with delicious force.

“She is already completely soaked.”

“I told you she's a good submissive.”

I ignore these degrading remarks, far too busy concentrating on the fingers that plunge into me with force. I moan, pulling my head back so I could breathe better. The blond man's eyes light up, he seems amused by my reactions.

He doesn't kiss me immediately, preferring to slide his lips down my neck. I moan again as he nibbles on my thin skin, marking me in turn.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as suddenly I find myself lifted. The coffee table is cleared of everything. I'm on it and hands are attacking my dress. In a snap of my fingers, I find myself completely naked, exposed to their gaze like a Greek statue.

My discomfort doesn’t last long. Immediately, the strangers grab me again, laying me down on the coffee table. I stay nervous until my dominant appears above me.

My relief is only short-lived, as immediately I see what he is holding in his hands. Some ropes. My breathing quickens a little more when I know very well what he intends to do with it.

Still, I let him obediently grab my arms and bring them above my head. Without rushing, the man makes complicated knots around my wrists, before tying them to the legs of the coffee table.

A few moments later, he takes care of my legs, repeating his gestures. I’m now completely immobilized, my thighs apart. Offered without the slightest shame in the eyes of these two men whose names I don't even know.

My breathing quickens. I'm more nervous than ever. And yet, I can't look away. I bite my lip, watching these men stare at me. They have all the power here, and yet I am not afraid. I am ready to give myself to them.

My dominant is the first to react. For a few moments, he disappears from my field of vision, before returning, two leather floggers in hand.

I swallow with difficulty. I have never been punished by two men at the same time. The flogger is already a difficult thing to bear. So, two?

A smile lights up the faces of the men who seem to see my torment. That doesn't stop them though. The dark-haired man grabs the flogger my dominant hands him, not wasting a moment before sliding it over my skin.

I shiver and close my eyes for a moment. Sometimes I think it is more difficult for me to deal with these kinds of caresses than with the blows that follow them. The wait is always unbearable. Not knowing when the pain will come makes it much harder. But that's part of the game, I have to comply.

I open my eyes again as I feel the second flogger begin to caress me. This one is held by my dominant. I’m relieved. I'm sure the blond man is very talented, but his power scares me a little. I don't think I could handle any of his punishments.

Slowly, the two dominants embark on an infernal dance. The leather straps roam my body, sliding over my bare skin, exploring it without giving me the slightest respite. My thighs, my stomach... Nothing is spared.

I don't have to look down to know that my nipples are pointing, that my pussy is soaking wet. This whole situation excites me to the highest degree, and I only want one thing, to surrender myself completely to them.

It doesn't matter if it means receiving a new punishment today, feeling the greatest pain. I’m ready to bear anything, if it allows me to receive such great pleasure in return.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly his guest drops his flogger onto the thicker skin of my inner thighs. The pain is sharp, and yet the sensation is much more pleasant than it seems.

It is with delight that I welcome his next blow, while my dominant remains motionless, observing the dark hair man’s exploits. His other guest doesn’t lose a crumb of the show either.

A vicious smile spreads his mouth, making me shiver. Everything about this man screams danger. And I think that's what makes me want to succumb to his charm the most.

Slowly, my dominant begins to caress my body with his flogger, letting him trace the curves of my breasts. It's slow, delicate. So much so that I forget the purpose of this object. It only makes the pain worse when suddenly it hits my chest.

My breath hitches for a moment. It wasn't as hard as if it had hit my ass, but the surprise mixed with the delicacy of my skin makes me feel this blow as the most violent I ever received.

He smiles, visibly proud of his effect. Then he goes back to caressing me, resuming his vicious little game. On my thighs, the blows resume slowly. The man seems to like to take his time. I'm beginning to believe that's a characteristic of all dominants.

For a time that seems endless to me, the two men have fun with me, alternating between caresses and blows, in a dance that seems perfectly synchronized.

The blond seems tired of waiting, motionless. He comes to stand next to my head, putting his hand in my hair. His caresses may seem innocent, almost kind, but I can't help but shiver. I don't think he's the type to be soft.

He proves me right a few moments later. My heart beats a little faster as slowly the man undoes his belt, showing his taut cock. Despite the concern that takes me, I can’t help but feel a touch of excitement and pride at the sight of this erection that I caused.

With an evil smile on his lips, he kneels down, positioning himself so that his cock lines up with my mouth. I know this is going to be difficult. My head is upside down, and although they seem to be slowing down, the men continue to play their floggers on my skin.

Obediently, I open my mouth for the man who immediately thrusts his length inside. He is neither as long nor as wide as Eric. And yet, in this position, I find myself coughing like a newbie as he pushes himself into me.

The man laughs seeing me in trouble like this, but he doesn't stop, making sure to enter me fully. He can't help but let out a curse when this is done.

“Damn, she knows what she's doing.”

“She's the best, so you better take good care of her.”

I can't help but blush when I hear this compliment coming out of my dominant's mouth. Oh, I probably shouldn't feel so proud of such words.

But I can't help it. I enjoy pleasing this man far too much not to get fired up when he gives me evidence of his approval.

Soon, the three men are back to their game. I do my best to satisfy them, focusing on my breathing as they use my body, hit me, own me.

I squeal in surprise, my throat vibrating around the man's cock. One of the floggers comes to rest on my pussy, without hitting me. Slowly the straps caress my taut clit, making me moan.

Fingers venture in its place, having fun tickling my entrance before sliding towards the plug, pressing it without the slightest shame. I don't know where to turn, especially since one of the floggers starts caressing my breasts.

My whole body is stimulated. In my mouth, the man goes faster and faster, making me cough. I'm good though. Even when he lets himself go, squirting all his seed into my mouth without warning me.

Without being asked, I swallow everything, as much for docility as to find my breath more quickly. The man laughs, patting my cheek before turning to the other stranger.

“We switch places?”

The other man nods without hesitation, letting go of the flogger to unzip his pants, grabbing his cock before he's even near me. My eyes stay on the blond, wondering if he's going to hit me now.

But he's not the least bit interested in the flogger on the floor. No. When he gets near me, he immediately drops to his knees between my legs held apart. My mouth drops open as I wonder what he's going to do.

Immediately, the man plunges his face between my thighs, letting his tongue trace a long line down my slit. I can't hold back a moan, quickly stifled by the other stranger’s cock sinking into me.

I close my eyes to better focus on these sensations. I’m nothing more than a toy that they can use as they please. And that excites me more than ever. Between my legs, the man is busy, more gifted than most of my lovers of the past.

I who imagined him as a caveman, taking everything for his sole pleasure, I discover that this is not the case. The man obviously has experience. He knows how to satisfy a woman.

Gradually, the heat in my belly grows. I can no longer focus on anything, letting myself be carried away by the movement without trying to control it. I let the other man use my mouth as he pleases, just concentrating on my reflexes as he slaps the back of my throat.

My limbs are tense, it’s more and more difficult for me to keep up the hellish pace that the man between my legs imposes on me. When he adds his fingers to the combination, I lose all control.

The dark hair man removes his still taut length from my mouth, letting me scream at the top of my lungs. I moan louder and louder, my fingers closing against the rope holding them down to find some control.

A few more tongue movements, and the stranger makes me come against his mouth and his fingers. He accompanies my orgasm for long moments, continuing his gestures until they become almost uncomfortable.

When he stops, he’s quickly replaced by the other stranger. He’s stroking himself, looking at my pussy shining with my excitement. He in turn lowers himself, settling between my open legs.

But it's not his mouth that meets my clit. No. It's his hard cock that he slides against me before shoving it into my soaking-wet entrance. I bite my lip, keeping my eyes fixed on his. I'm still sensitive from my recent orgasm, but I welcome it with unhidden pleasure.

I moan even louder as the blond places his hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples intensely, making me feel as much pleasure as pain.

My dominant remains on the side, a simple spectator of their actions. I smile at him as he winks at me. Then, I refocus on the man in me.

Thus attached to the table, I can do nothing but suffer the onslaught of his delicious cock. With each thrust, I find myself a little more pressed against the hard surface, feeling each of his thrusts with intensity.

The man is going faster and faster, his moans are getting louder. His orgasm is near. I moan more and more myself, the pleasure reborn in the pit of my stomach. And yet, the man doesn’t help me at all, leaving my clit untouched.

He climaxes alone, emptying himself into me with a gasp. I can't help biting my lip, disappointed and frustrated that I couldn't share this moment with another orgasm. But my disappointment is only short-lived.

As soon as the man has removed himself from me, the other two approach. Without waiting a moment longer, they undo the ropes that hold me. Taking advantage of the moment of respite they offer me, I move my aching limbs.

Then, I observe them, patiently waiting for them to decide on my fate. My dominant is the first to move, finally laying his hands on me. I can't help but sigh in relief. I hadn't realized how much I missed his touch on my skin.

He turns me around, giving him and his friends a perfect view of my ass, and the plug inside. He grabs it, having fun playing with it for a few moments before removing it completely from me.

My mouth opens. I knew this moment was coming, but now that it's here, I can't help but feel nervous. Only two men took me there and saw how enthusiastically I let them.

Still, I relax. After running a large dose of lubricant on his cock, he lifts me by the thighs, installing us in the most comfortable position possible. My back against his chest, I find myself totally exposed to the gaze of the other two men.

And yet, I'm unable to close my eyes as my dominant plunges his large cock into my most taboo entrance. I want to see the approval in their eyes. Their desire. Their jealousy too. Because there is no doubt that they dream of being there, in the place of my dominant. But only he can do it.

I end up closing my eyes as he goes deeper and deeper inside me. His cock is thick, and even though I've taken it there before, I feel just like the first time. I feel like I'm split in two. And this feeling is not about to go away.

Because no sooner has he impaled me completely on his length than the blond man approaches us. His cock is hard again. He slides it into his hand, his eyes fixed on where my dominant disappears.

In this position, I’m perfectly open to welcome him. He doesn’t hesitate to come and visit me. Without the slightest hesitation, he pushes his rounded tip against my soaking wet-entrance.

Without the slightest effort, he manages to slide inside me. My body welcomes him entirely, opening up completely to his passage. My breathing quickens. I’m ready to receive all the pleasure they want to give me.

Without even thinking about it, my arms wrap around the stranger's neck. I can't believe I'm letting myself be so taken by someone whose name I don't know as my dominant begins to take possession of my ass.

My fingernails dig into the man's skin, as I turn my head in search of my dominant's mouth. This one doesn’t play, immediately offering me his lips, kissing me with passion.

Gradually, the men find their rhythm, pounding me rhythmically, not giving me a second of respite. At every moment, I’m completely full, subject to their law. I can't do anything but take their cock strokes and moan. Moan again and again.

On an armchair, the third man is seated, his hand firmly holding his cock. He is already hard when he has just come, the spectacle that we offer him rekindling the desire in him.

I give him a sexy wink, before plunging my head into the blond's neck. When a hand slips between us, I completely lose my footing. My screams are getting louder. I can no longer think, no longer breathe.

There is only this orgasm that I hunt, letting myself be invaded by the increasingly violent waves of heat in the pit of my stomach. And then there is the explosion.

All of my limbs tense, my holes contracting uncontrollably around the men's cocks as a most violent orgasm shoots through every square inch of my body.

It doesn’t take more to push the men to abandon themselves in turn, emptying themselves one after the other deep inside me.

When I finally come back to reality, they have already withdrawn from my body and placed me on the sofa. After giving me a glass of water, my dominant approaches me, a smile that I know well on his face.

“How about we go to the bedroom?”

At the prospect of finding myself again in his dungeon, my brain doesn’t take long to give him an answer. Without saying a word, I grab the hand he offers me, ready to follow him on new lustful adventures.


Chapter 5

“You want bacon with your scrambled eggs?”

I nod, a bit absent-minded. Sitting at the island in the man's huge kitchen, I let my fingers tap against the luxurious marble counter. I hadn't imagined him to be the type to cook, let alone for a woman he spent the night with.

And yet, here he is, busy preparing us a gigantic breakfast. I really need it after this intense night. I don’t know how many times I came. How many times I took them, in all parts of my body.

All I know is that it all helped me to relax. To see more clearly. When Éric sits in turn, placing a plate in front of me, my decision is made.

“I agree to work for you. But on one condition.”

“I'm listening.”

“I don't know if you intend to continue playing like that with me. But if that's the case, nothing can happen at work. It's too risky. I don't want to ruin my career by being the office slut.”

“That sounds reasonable. I have a request too.”

I freeze, trying to prepare for all eventualities. The man keeps the suspense going, taking a bite of his meal before revealing his idea.

“If I can't touch you in the office, I expect you to spend many, many overtime hours here. I’m a very busy man. And I have plenty of plans for your pretty mouth and your little pussy.”

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a smile. The idea that he still wants me makes me even more excited than the prospect of a new life. He doesn't seem to get tired of my body, and the things he does to it. For my greatest pleasure.

“I think that can be done.”

“Good. We'll see the details of your salary at the office.”

I nod, suddenly relieved of a weight. It really is the right decision. I know that my future here is going to be most amazing, both professionally and personally. I turn my head towards him, feeling his heavy gaze on me.

“Well, aren't you going to thank me? On your knees, Submissive.”

I lick my lips, putting my fork down enthusiastically. As I drop to the ground, I can't help but smile.

Yes. My life in Los Angeles is going to be the most exciting.

- To be continued -
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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.




If you like shorts better, here is the next book in the Series: Shared at the Office.  Want to read first part? Click here:  Used at the Office
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Initiated by my Dominant
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I know nothing about this man. Except what I must call him:

Master.

For weeks, I’ve had only one goal in mind: to discover BDSM. And this older man seems perfect for the job. So perfect that when he invites me to join him in a gym, I jump at the chance. I follow all his instructions, forgetting the people around me and the shame that twists my stomach. In the heat of the sauna, I can finally discover his perfect body.

Without hesitating for a moment, I surrender to this dominant’s rule.

And when my actions displease him, my initiation continues in his luxurious apartment. On a leash, I must crawl at his feet. My first spanking makes me scream in pain...and pleasure. My senses are on fire from the novelty. And as soon as he starts playing with the most shameful part of my body, I let my libido take control.

To be initiated by this dominant, I’m ready to accept everything.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

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

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

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

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

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve. Even if it means spreading their legs for other men.

They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.
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