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You want more?


Chapter 1

“Please, Master.”

I let out a pathetic squeak as the man's lips land with unbearable lightness on my neck. Without giving me the slightest attention, he continues to place his treacherous kisses on my wet skin. The water from the shower streams over our bodies, making the atmosphere even hotter.

The man presses me against the cold tiled wall, having fun making me languish. His fingers are between my legs, motionless. Who knows how many minutes have passed since he slipped them inside me?

My pussy contracts around him, trying to receive even a crumb of stimulation. But nothing is enough. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. With each of my breaths, my hard nipples rub against my lover's bare chest.

Right now, I would give anything for him to bite them. To take me hard. Spank me, even. Any of his gestures will be better than this relentless slowness.

Subconsciously, I move my hips, too eager to feel some pleasure. The human reaction is immediate. Quickly, he pulls his fingers away, making me squeal in despair.

With crazy slowness, he brings his hand to his lips to lick my excitement. I bite my lip, excited as ever hearing him moan with pleasure as if he was tasting the best food. His hand slides to my neck, stroking it absently.

“You are delicious, Submissive. I wonder how you'd taste after a few days without being touched.”

My eyes widen in horror. He doesn't really mean that, does he? Since we've been living together, there hasn't been a single day without my dominant taking care of me. Sometimes even several times a day.

His creativity seems to know no bounds when it comes to playing with me. Punishment or reward, he administers them without difference. Anything is good to make me scream in pain or pleasure.

We have been playing together for months without ever getting tired of each other. I have never experienced anything so powerful with a man. And now that he has to go on a business trip for a few days, I wonder how I will survive his absence.

How I wish he had taken me with him. I would have stayed there, hiding in his hotel room all day. I would have laid naked on his bed for hours, my legs spread open to welcome him properly.

I lick my lips nervously. I’m really not looking forward to be separated from my Dominant. And now he wants to deprive me of one last orgasm before he leaves? It seems impossible to bear. So, I give him a desperate look, hoping to appease him. He smiles and pats my cheek.

“Turn around.”

I comply without even thinking. Seconds later, I feel his tip pushing against my wet pussy. I let out a long sigh of relief as he thrusts himself fully inside me.

Each time, it’s the same emotion I feel as I welcome him. It's like I'm reliving over and over again that time he took me on all fours on the floor of his luxurious gym. I still can't believe I agreed to do this with an older man, a stranger. And that this hot silver fox now shares my life.

My fingers curl up against the tiled wall as my dominant moves faster. His hand rests between my legs, pressing hard on my clit.

Soon my cries grew louder, drowning out the sound of water running against us. A few more moments, and we both come. Legs shaking, I let him finish cleaning me.

Once we are dry, he makes me get on all fours. I don't even think when he gives me this order. I obey him blindly, following him into the bedroom in this degrading position.

I join him on the bed. As usual, he grabs a comb, taking the time to meticulously brush my hair. I’m his toy, his little doll. If he plays with me as much as he wants, he also takes care of me as if I were the most precious of things.

I should surely die of shame at the idea of being treated like an object. And yet, with him, nothing scares me. He takes such good care of me that I’m ready to explore anything with him. Even this crazy idea.

Nervously, I glance around the corner of the room, where he installed one of the cameras. For the duration of his trip, he wants to be able to keep an eye on me. So, he filled the apartment with these small objects, connecting them directly to his computer and his phone. Wherever he is, he can watch me eat, sleep, or take a shower.

I bite my lip, imagining all the games that these cameras will offer us. I intend to spend hours wandering around the apartment naked, as if it was the most natural of things. I can already imagine him, taking out his phone in the middle of a meeting to see me eating my breakfast completely naked.

Maybe I'll even drop some honey on my breast, forcing me to lift it up to lick it off. I'm sure that would drive him crazy. And maybe that will make him pick up his phone to call me and play with me.

Because he warned me. He's not going to be much available to me. In other words, he intends to do everything possible to make me languish. I know I should behave well, accept his rules, be a good girl to him, to make him proud.

And yet, I want to push him to the limit, as a way to punish him for leaving me alone.

Yes, regardless of the consequences, I intend to play with my dominant's patience.


Chapter 2

I let out a long sigh, closing the fridge door without taking anything out. There’s no denying it. A weekend without my dominant is the most boring thing ever. Since last night, I've read, I've watched my favorite series... And yet, I'm bored like never before.

I can't help daydreaming as I stare at the counter. What would he have done to me if he had been there? Maybe he would have made me breakfast. Or maybe he would have found an excuse to punish me.

He would then have me bent over the counter, pushing my head against the cold marble. I would have shivered, anticipating the pain. Maybe he would have made me like that time, when he grabbed a wooden spatula and slammed it hard on my ass.

I would have moaned, maybe even screamed… But I would also have been wet like never before. I would have been so turned on that I would have begged him to take me. Never mind the pain felt as his hips pounded the skin of my ass damaged by his blows. I would have screamed with pleasure. He would have devastated me with one of those powerful orgasms that only he has the secret to.

I lick my lips. I feel like he's been gone for months. It's ridiculous to be so deprived for only a few days. I’m pathetic. A little thing at the complete mercy of her libido.

I had expected to hear more from him. That he calls me several times a day, that he plays with his cameras. But he didn't. No, he remained excruciatingly silent. With the jet lag, we barely manage to talk to each other. So, play together? I don't think that will happen until he returns.

I sigh again. I shouldn't be so dependent on a man. And yet, I miss him terribly. No matter how much I try to distract myself, to take time for myself… All my thoughts come back to one thing. Him.

I look at the camera again. I know he’s filming. But is he watching what I do? Nothing is less sure. And yet, I want to give it a try. My eyes fixed on the lens, I take off my T-shirt with exaggerated slowness, revealing my breasts. I didn't bother to put on a bra this morning. They are there, exposed to the gaze of anyone who wishes to view these images.

I chew my lip innocently, before grabbing my nipples between my fingers, pinching them just enough to elicit a satisfied moan. Then I reluctantly leave my chest to slide my hands down my body.

With a single gesture, I get rid of my shorts and my panties, revealing my pussy. I bite my lip again, giving the camera another innocent look before turning around. Exaggeratedly, I leave the room rolling my hips, hoping to put on a most sensual spectacle for this camera, and hopefully, my master.

I go through the whole apartment like this, until I reach our room. I know, it's the room with the most cameras. I lay nonchalantly on the bed, as if I just wanted to rest. However, everything is calculated. The angle of my body shows off my curves perfectly, presenting me completely to the camera.

After a few minutes of lounging on the silk sheets, I decide my body deserves some care. After all, I haven't touched myself once since he left, following his recommendations to the letter. That deserves a reward, right?

Slowly, I let my hand run over my body, imagining it's my dominant's. I focus first on my breasts, rediscovering the silky skin of my imposing globes. Between my fingers, I roll my nipples, pinching them just enough to send electric shocks straight to my clit.

I lick my lips, little high-pitched sighs already coming out of my mouth. Then I continue my descent, sliding a hand between my legs. With two fingers, I make circles on my clit, trying to reproduce the expert gestures of my dominant.

It’s to no use. I don't have his strength, nor the thickness of his fingers. However, I do get wet. My eyes close to better imagine him by my side. One after another, I see all the things he did to me.

I think of all those times he tied my body in ropes, depriving me of all my movements to pound me for hours and hours without ever getting tired. How many times has he destroyed me, all to make me reborn better?

Dozens, hundreds of times perhaps. And yet, I’m still not satisfied. I want more. Always more. I wonder if one day I will have had enough of my master's caresses. Probably not. How could one get tired of such pleasure?

I groan as I try to insert three fingers inside me. The burning is intense, and yet I only stop when they are fully embedded in me. The tug is delicious, reminding me of the effect of my master's fingers. They're thick, two of his equal at least three of mine.

And what about his cock? It’s thick and long, splitting me in two each time it passes through me. The tugging is still powerful, giving me the impression of being split open, and yet, I wouldn't do without it for the world.

I bring one of my hands up to my breasts again, playing with my nipples as I begin to slowly move my fingers inside me. None of this is as satisfying as being with my dominant, and yet, I'm happy with it.

But as I feel a warmth growing more and more in the pit of my stomach, my phone rings. I jump up, using my free hand to grab it. My heart skips a beat when I see the name displayed. My Master.

I glance nervously at the camera, wondering if he's seen everything I've been doing for the past few minutes. I shake my head. At this hour, he must be in a meeting, negotiating a juicy contract, something like that.

I take a deep breath, hoping to calm my breathing and sound as natural as possible. Then I pick up, a smile on my face.

“Hello Doll.”

“Hello Master.”

I answer him with a shudder. It was just two words, and yet his deep, sultry voice sent electric shocks through my body, straight to my clit. I think he could make me come just with his voice, as it excites me so much.

I know I shouldn't, and yet I start moving my fingers again, touching myself as he tells me about his day. After a few minutes, he changes the conversation.

“Tell me Doll, what are you doing now?”

I bite my lip, suspending my gesture for a moment. I think I detect a touch of amusement in the back of his voice. Nervously, I glance at the camera. Is he looking at me? If so, he already knows I misbehaved. So, just keep going. I want to see how far I can push things.

“Not much, I'm resting.”

“Oh yes, really, you’re resting?”

“Yes. I had a long week.”

“I'm sure of it. And that's all you do? You lay there doing nothing?”

“Yes, that's it.”

“Submissive, you know I have cameras in the bedroom, right? If I turned them on now, I wouldn't see you naked on the bed, touching yourself?”

I bite my lip, hesitating for a moment. I don't know whether to tell him the truth or not. I know what I risk by behaving badly. But I wanted to play. Might as well go all the way now.

“… No?”

A click of the tongue echoes in the phone, and immediately I know I'm screwed. He did watch me. Now it's up to me to face the consequences.

“I’m very disappointed, Submissive. I thought I had trained you better than that.”

“I'm sorry, Master. But I couldn't take it anymore. I'm so soaked thinking of you.”

To back up my words, I spread my thighs wider and pull my fingers back, clearly showing the camera how dripping wet I am.

On the other end of the line, I hear my master's breathing become choppier. It's almost imperceptible, but I know him well enough to know he's excited. I learned to spot all those little signs of his excitement that he tries to hide in the name of his power games.

Sensually, I slide a hand over my body, trying to distract him from his anger. I roam my breasts, pinching my nipples, perhaps reminding him of the taste of my soft skin under his tongue. For long moments, the man says nothing. Then his deep voice echoes in the phone.

“You realize that the longer you keep this little game going, the more you will be punished, right?”

“But Master, I'm really very, very excited. And I miss you.”

“And you think that gives you permission to take control? I bought you a present, but I don't think you deserved it.”

“Yes, Master. Please. Tell me what I can do to be forgiven.”

“Taste yourself.”

Immediately, I obey him, forgetting my own disgust to satisfy him. I bring my fingers to my mouth to thoroughly clean them, only stopping when he tells me to.

“Do you taste good?”

“Not as good as your cock.”

“My little slut. Maybe if you act like a good girl now, I'll shove my big cock in your mouth when I get home.”

I should be shocked by such comments, and yet, I can't help but fidget on the bed, more excited than ever.

“Go get the dildo. You know which one.”

Immediately, I jump to my feet and head for the toy closet. Yes, I know perfectly well which one he wants me to play with. The one that was cast on his cock. In an instant, I'm back on the bed, the toy and a tube of lube in my hand.

“Put it inside you. No lubricant. You're wet enough as it is.”

I stand still for a moment, my mouth open in surprise as I stare at the camera. It's true that I'm wet, but the dildo is impressive. I will feel it pass. Still, I obey him, already lining up the silicone cock at my entrance.

Slowly, I slide it inside me, wincing in discomfort. I wish I had prepared myself more. And yet, despite the tugging that I feel, I’m excited as ever. Soon the object is completely inside me. My breathing is erratic as I try to get used to the feel of that wide cock splitting me open.

“Go ahead, fuck yourself.”

I can't help but smile as I move the object inside me back and forth faster and faster, my moans of discomfort mixing with small squeaks of pleasure. On the other side of the phone, I hear a very recognizable sound.

My dominant is jerking off looking at me. Without being able to explain it, this idea fills me with pride. I try to give him a most exciting show, hoping to bring him to his orgasm.

I arch my back, trying to push the object deeper inside me. It doesn't have the intensity of my lover's muscular body against me, but I'm fine with it, feeling a warmth growing in the pit of my stomach.

I can't help but smile when suddenly I hear a very recognizable growl against my ear. I don't have the slightest doubt. My dominant just came. But while I hope to do the same soon, his voice cracks through the air, harsher than ever.

“Remove the toy. You didn't deserve to come. I’m back tomorrow. Until then, you are forbidden to touch yourself. I'll be watching you very closely, Submissive. You better obey me. You don't want to make your situation worse. Your punishment will already be terrible.”


Chapter 3

Nervously, I sway from one foot to the other. My eyes are fixed on the front door. I know it, soon, my master will appear. I've spent days waiting for him to return, and now I can't help worrying. I played with fire, who knows what burns await me?

Your punishment will be terrible.

That’s what he told me. He does intend to take care of me. If the past gives me any indication, he will do the most painful and humiliating things to me, until I beg him and promise to be a good girl for him. And that’s when the fun will come. I know it will be worth it. And yet, I can't help but dread this moment.

I did everything to appease him. On the table, there is a good dinner. I took care of my body, waxing entirely the way it likes it. My hair is tied in a long ponytail that he can pull as he pleases.

Finally, I put on a sexy nightgown that I bought especially for the occasion. It perfectly highlights my curves, making my chest even more imposing, if that is possible. I also put on a thong, which he will rip for sure.

My outfit is completed with a pair of high heels, making my legs look endlessly long. I know he's going to love seeing me like this. But will that be enough to appease him? I doubt it.

My heart skips a beat as the door finally opens. Jake is there, in one of his tailored suits. Immediately, my stomach contracts. One look from this man and I feel myself melting.

My clit is already throbbing, my whole body is on fire, impatient to finally find it. I rush towards him, ready to jump on his neck and kiss him passionately. But his stern gaze stops me in my tracks, his deep voice echoing into the room.

“On your knees.”

I'm shaking. I didn't expect him to just start walking through the door. But if that's what he wants, then I'll obey him. I’m ready to do anything to be forgiven. So, I drop to my knees obediently. I look up at him, hoping for a look, a caress.

But the man ignores me, grabbing his suitcase and walking away from me, to, I guess, go to our bedroom. In this position, I can't see anything, so I stare at the door, focusing on it to forget my awkward position.

Time seems to pass more slowly. My knees get tired from being like this against the cold ground. I sag a little. But I straighten up immediately hearing his shoes slam against the floor.

I push my breasts forward, arching my back discreetly to give him a sexier view of me. It's all just a game. I know it’s going to hurt, and yet I can't help having a little fun. After all, it's about seducing him too.

Anything goes to remind him how crazy he is with desire for me. Who knows, maybe if I manage to make him hard, he will shorten his punishment to take me.

He hasn't touched me, and yet, I already feel drenched like never before. I don't know how this is possible, but everything about this man bewitches me. His stature, his perfume, his authority.

I shiver as his fingers approach me. Slowly, he closes a leather collar around my neck. I lick my lips. I love it more than anything when he marks me with his possession. It's just a simple piece of leather, and yet, with it, it makes me mine.

“Turn around.”

I shiver, obeying him. Immediately, I go in search of his gaze. But he avoids me, knowing full well the effect it has on me when he ignores me. I swallow with difficulty. I knew it, though. He had warned that he was going to punish me severely.

Oh, I could stop everything, say my safe word, and ask him to put off this power game. But despite my mad desire to snuggle up in his arms and rediscover his comforting scent, I want to continue this little game. To truly deserve his attention and his comfort.

So, I don't flinch when he closes the loop of the leash on my collar. Then he jams the leather strap between my teeth before walking away. Staying perfectly still, I watch him as he sits down on the couch.

He took off his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt, revealing his finely chiseled arms. I linger for a moment on his hands, remembering how tightly they grip my body.

Then I go back on his chest. He opened a few buttons, exposing his salt-and-pepper hair. The man may be older than me, but I'm totally hypnotized by him. I have never met someone so attractive.

In this degrading position, I’m dying of shame. Here I am, kneeling in front of a man, desperately waiting for him to take an interest in me. I’m pathetic. And yet… I’m completely soaked.

It's stronger than me. As soon as the man is in the room, my libido takes control. I'm already imagining all kinds of scenarios. All the ways he could take me, punish me. This mouth with luscious lips could slip between my legs, and kiss my thighs slowly before finally devouring my clit.

I swallow hard, trying to stay still despite the images that jostle in my head, each more exciting than the other. I freeze as the man clicks his tongue sternly.

“Crawl to me.”

Before I even had time to think about it, my body obeys him. I fall to my hands before walking. I roll my hips excessively, hoping to give him an exciting sight.

When I finally get to him, I sit down between his legs, looking up at him innocently. He grabs the leash between my teeth, and without a glance, attaches it to the legs of his coffee table. Then he pulls something out of his pocket. A gag.

“Bad girls are not allowed to speak. You remember your safe gesture, right?”

With my cheeks red with shame, I nod. Three close movements of the foot, that's what I have to do if something is wrong and my mouth is too busy to say my safe word.

The man nods after putting the gag on me. Then, he sinks into the sofa, grabbing the remote control to turn on his giant screen. I close my eyes, trying to focus on my breathing.

I believe that being ignored is the worst punishment he can inflict on me. It gives me an even greater shame than being bound and gagged. I think the humiliation would be less strong even if he bent me on his knees to spank me.

Time flies by at a crazy slow pace as the man stays focused on the TV, acting like I'm not there. It's only when the match ends that he finally takes an interest in me. Without the slightest patience, he grabs me by the waist, lifting me up so that my ass faces him.

My face is on the ground, and I wait patiently to see what he plans to do to me. I yelp against the gag as he lands a powerful slap on my ass. My skin flares up as he does it again. One time. Two times. Three times.

Then he attacks my thong. With a forceful gesture, he rips it open, exposing me completely. He clicks his tongue as his fingers glide over my wet slit.

“Look at you. What a little slut. I should tie you up for three days to teach you. You're lucky I'm not a sadist.”

At these words, he pinches my clit, harder than I would have liked. I believe that we don’t have the same definition of a sadist. Luckily, I have this gag in my mouth to keep me from pointing it out. I'm not sure he would have appreciated such a comment.

Chills run through me as he thrusts two fingers into me without the slightest delicacy. The sensation burns me with discomfort, and yet, I feel an intense pleasure. It's ridiculous, he barely touched me. But that's how it is with him. A single look, a single caress, and my whole body ignites.

I squeal against my gag as he begins to move his fingers, covering himself with my excitement. Then he takes them off, leaving me horribly empty. I gasp against the silicone ball in my mouth as he slides them higher.

Slowly, he begins to caress my crenelated contour without ever penetrating it. Although I'm used to taking him there now, I still feel the same nervousness about receiving his massive cock in that tight spot of my body. Yet I know it. For that as for the rest, he will manage to make me do it.

I squeal as he kicks my ass one last time before standing up. With a quick movement, he unties me from the coffee table, tugging on my leash so that I start walking.

“It's time for your punishment to begin, bad girl.”


Chapter 4

Cheeks flushed with shame, I crawl at my dominant's feet, letting him guide me inside his personal dungeon. I know the room by heart now, and yet it's still the same thrill I feel when entering it.

When the man stops, I sit quietly on my legs, nervously awaiting what happens next. To my surprise, the man crouches down in front of me, forgetting his power game for a moment to stare at me intently.

“How about we broadcast your punishment live, Submissive?”

I gasp in surprise against the gag. This is something we have discussed for a long time, without ever taking the plunge. I didn't expect him to want to do this today.

The idea scares me, of course. What sane person would want to show the darkness of their desires to the whole earth? And yet, no sooner had he said those words than my whole body ignited, my libido screaming at me to accept.

So, shyly, I nod, squeezing a smile from my dominant. He pats my cheek and gently kisses my forehead before straightening up. He towers over me, his omnipotence making me shiver.

I focus on my breathing, the only thing I have control over right now. I know it. I’m not in danger. I could stop it all with a tap of my foot. But I will do everything not to come to that. I want to discover this new game that my dominant offers me.

After walking away for a few moments, the man comes back to me. My cheeks are red with shame when I see that in addition to the cameras installed all over the room, he uses his phone. I look up at him innocently, hoping to put on a satisfying sight for the lens.

I shiver as he firmly tugs at the top of my nightgown, carelessly ripping the fabric to reveal my heavy breasts. I squeal as he firmly pinches one of my nipples.

“Everyone, meet personal little slut. She behaved very badly in my absence, so I invite you all to be part of her punishment.”

As he says those words, he twists my breast more intensely, making me squeal. He doesn’t seem to care. From his pocket, he pulls out a metal nipple clamp.

This is not the first time he’s using such an object on me. And yet, I can't help biting the gag a little harder as he closes the clamp on my nipple. The bite is intense, taking me down that fine line between pleasure and pain.

I can't hold back a moan as he traps my second nipple. It's as if his teeth were there, digging into my skin. Less the warmth of his mouth.

The man grabs my leash again, tugging on it to force me to walk. I know it, the cameras miss nothing of my degrading position. Who knows how many men are there, behind their screens, watching me with their lustful gaze?

I have never felt so ashamed. Still, I can't resist my dominant when he gets me on the BDSM bench. My breasts find themselves crushed against the leather, the pressure of the clamps against my skin even more intense.

Taking his time, my dominant closes the bonds of the object around my members. My thighs are the first to be imprisoned, my legs spread wide offering a perfect vision of my pussy to the cameras.

Then he puts a tie around my waist, not even bothering to undress me. Finally, my arms are immobilized. As if necessary, my dominant even pushes the game to attach my leash to a ring in front of me.

Completely immobilized, I’m at his total mercy. He can do whatever he wants with me. I should be frightened by this prospect. And yet, it excites me more than anything.

The man decides to use his power. He circles around me, his fingers brushing my body just enough to make me nervous and create a whole trail of goosebumps on my body.

I don't know how long he does this, sliding his fingers into more and more sensitive areas, as if to test me. His hand slips between my thighs, rising higher and higher.

He never touches me where I want him most. My pussy is throbbing, desperate for some attention. But the man does nothing. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. My senses are already disturbed, when he has only just begun.

When he suddenly pulls away from me, everything becomes even more difficult. I feel incredibly exposed, without him being here to protect me. Vulnerable, open to all. I feel like the whole earth is staring at me, devouring me and admiring the spectacle of my degradation.

I sigh quietly when I feel his hand on me again. He caresses the soft skin of my ass, massaging it as if discovering it for the first time. I relax, enjoying this delicate massage. But my relief is only short-lived.

Because now, he spreads my ass, exposing me a little more to the gaze of others. The nervousness goes up a notch as his fingers venture that way.

First, he runs along my slit, covering himself with my excitement. His destination is not difficult to guess. Soon, his fingers trace the outline of my crenelated entrance. And as if my humiliation was not already its climax, the man decides to add another layer.

“My Submissive is a little slut who loves to be taken in the ass. Right, Submissive?”

I’m mortified. I think I could cry from humiliation. I can't believe I let myself be exposed like this. That I don’t rebel as he gives the most intimate details of our sex life on the Internet. I yelp when his hand crashes into my ass with a loud slap.

“I asked you a question, submissive.”

Shamed to death, I submit to him, yelling YES as clearly as the gag will allow. At these words, my dominant slowly enters a finger inside me. He may have covered it with my excitement, but I feel it pass with intensity.

I focus on my breathing, doing all I can to open for him. The older man moves slowly back and forth, clearing the way for later slipping his cock into it.

Soon he adds a second finger. I hiss against my gag, not sure the others can hear my discomfort. My dominant continues. With controlled slowness, he plunges into me, always opening me up a little more.

Finally, he ends up removing his fingers. However, I don’t relax. I know him too well for that. I know what he’s about to do now. And the cold liquid flowing in my ass only confirms this.

Moments later, I feel cold metal against my sensitive outline. I take a deep breath as he plunges the lube-covered plug into me. The toy is wider than his fingers, and I have to concentrate to take it.

I know it, behind my back, my dominant observes the slightest of my reactions. It's as if he knew better than me what I can take. Because soon, the object is perfectly installed in me.

For endless seconds, the man keeps my ass spread, as if to better show everyone this object deeply settled in me.

“You saw that? Her ass swallowed it without any difficulty. My little submissive is a real pro.”

Immediately, my cheeks turn red. I can't believe he can say such things in front of everyone. I plunge my head against the leather bench, trying in vain to hide from the gaze of these strangers. That won't save me. And yet I can't help but try.

My dominant seems to take malicious pleasure in manhandling me in this way. For him, everything is a show. For once, I'm not the only one enjoying it. But I believe there is something harder to bear than gritty comments.

Again, he moves away from me, leaving me alone with these strangers. It probably only leaves for a few minutes, and yet it feels like hours. I’m there, naked and exposed, without knowing who can see me.

His absence is so hard to bear that I'm almost relieved to hear his voice again, even if it’s stern and threatening.

“You see, my little submissive behaved badly. She touched herself when I was away, even if she wasn’t allowed to do it. That deserves a punishment, what do you say?”

Discreetly, I glance behind me, trying to observe the actions of my dominant. All I can see is that he's on his phone, probably reading responses from the men he's talking to.

I wonder what they could be saying. No doubt they agree with the idea, eager to see what he’s going to do to me, the extent of his power. I wonder if there are women watching us too.

If so, they probably imagine they're the one lucky enough to be here, vibrating under my dominant's hands. How could I blame them? Everything about this man exudes lust and pleasure. I'm the first to fantasize about him. Often, I still find it hard to believe that I’m the one he wants to play with.

I can't help but smile against my gag, imagining other women being jealous of me, wondering what's special about me. I don’t have the faintest idea. All I know is that I intend to make the most of my position. That if one day he comes to be fed up with me, that I have no regrets.

So, I lay my head against the bench again, patiently waiting to discover the nature of my punishment along with my audience. I don't have to wait long for an answer. Soon, I feel a caress on my skin. But it doesn’t come from the hand of my master. No.

It’s with an object that my dominant goes through my skin. A flogger with an incalculable number of straps. He moves them back and forth over my skin, having fun making me shiver. These caresses would be almost pleasant if they were not the prelude to something much more terrible.

Because he has already used this object on me. I remember how it felt, the pain it brought me. If I had any common sense, I would stop everything. No sane person would accept suffering so enthusiastically. Even less while being filmed and exposed to complete strangers on the Internet. And yet that's exactly what I'm going to do.

The worst part of it all is that I'm even impatient for it to happen. But my dominant takes malicious pleasure in making me languish. Never seeming to get enough of it, the man continues to stroke me, moving slowly back and forth over my skin.

I even moan as the straps invite themselves over my pussy, caressing my slit and my clit with a lightness yet sufficient to make me feel a delicious pleasure. I lose all track of time, almost relaxing in the face of this improvised massage. My dominant sees it. And acts accordingly.

A terrible scream escapes my throat as the man slams his flogger against my skin. I had not expected him to go so strong from the start. The pain radiates through my body, like a wildfire spreading unstoppably.

He’s not satisfied with so little. Moments later, he does it again, this time attacking my thighs. He crashes it down non-stop, the strips spreading across my sensitive skin like thousands of little bites.

In the end, I think I’m grateful to him for imposing this gag on me. It stifles my cries, and above all gives me something to bite into to better bear the pain. Because my dominant doesn’t spare me.

He hits me again and again, taking an irregular rhythm to keep me from getting used to it and slacking off. One time, he attacks my ass, the other my thighs. The pain is intense, and yet I can feel my excitement flowing between my thighs.

I'm sweating, and my whole body is shaking, but my master doesn't stop. Every time I think I can’t take more, he proves me wrong.

With this gag in my mouth, I can hardly breathe. Tears start rolling down my cheeks that I can't control. And yet, despite the difficulty, my foot remains immobile. I don’t give him the slightest sign to stop my ordeal. No. I want to continue again and again. Take his punishment for hours, if he thinks I can do it.

However, suddenly, a cry lifts my whole body. Traitor, the man just dropped the straps on my clit. The pain is so intense that white flashes crackle in front of my eyes for a few moments.

My breathing is erratic, I can no longer regain control. I'm crying for good now. It takes me a few moments to come to myself and realize that the beating has stopped. That's it, it's over? I dare not hope so, for fear that it’s not.

However, a few moments later, my dominant appears in front of me. My relief at seeing him only lasts a moment. Because immediately, I notice that he’s holding his phone in his hand.

He brings the camera to my face, having fun showing everyone the state I’m in. My makeup must have run down my cheeks along with my tears. I must look pathetic, and yet I can't help but stare straight into the camera, as if gazing into the eyes of my viewers.

This makes my dominant smile. He even allows himself a movement of tenderness, stroking my hair for a few moments as if to congratulate me. Then he speaks again to our viewers.

“She took her punishment very well. What do you say, she deserved a reward, right?”

I stop myself from nodding in excitement as my dominant grabs his belt with one hand, undoing it with unbearable slowness. I’m totally ready to receive this kind of reward.

I look up at him, letting him know my impatience. Everyone can see my behavior, and I don't care. I just want to taste my master's delicious cock again.

With patience, the man undoes the gag. My jaw hurts, but I don't care. I keep my mouth open, eager to receive him inside me. The man laughs, gently patting my cheek. Then he starts pushing his cock into my mouth.

In this position, there is nothing I can do but welcome him. He has control of the rhythm, of the depth. All I can do is hold on. From time to time, I play with my tongue, as if to encourage him to continue his dive into me. He’s so wide and so long, every time I wonder how I could take him all. And yet, as always, I do it.

I can't hold back a cough as his tip hits the back of my throat. He's amused, keeping his phone pointed at my face as he grips my ponytail forcefully with his free hand.

I’m sure of it. I offer the camera a vision worthy of a porn movie. I love this idea. I’m ready for anything now. All I care about is my master's pleasure.

Slowly, he begins to move back and forth, thrusting mercilessly into my mouth. He uses me. I’m his little doll. I keep my eyes on him, a few tears welling up in my eyelashes again at his roughness.

He uses me shamefully, and nothing could excite me more. My clit throbs, desperate to feel pleasure in turn. I know, I will still have to be patient.

Maybe he didn't even plan to make me cum. The idea terrifies me, and yet it’s a possibility. The ultimate way to punish me, by depriving me of what I've been dreaming about for days.

Lost in thought, I barely notice my dominant's belly heaving, his breathing more erratic. I jump as he pulls out of my mouth. Immediately, he grabs his cock, giving himself a few strokes to accompany his orgasm.

Despite my surprise, I open my mouth and stick my tongue out, welcoming each stream of seed that covers my face as an ultimate humiliation. I gasp, keeping my eyes on him as he films my degradation.

Then, he walks away again. I focus on my breathing, now that it's not impeded by either his gag or his cock. Still, all the air escapes my lungs as a silicone dildo pushes against my soaked pussy.

I didn't have the slightest preparation, and yet, I’m so excited that I manage to welcome this object in me. Oh, it's not that easy, and I must bite my lip to keep from squealing in discomfort. The toy is mounted on an articulated arm, my master ensuring that it remains deeply settled in my pussy.

With the press of a button, he turns it on. This time, I can't hold back my cry. It's way more powerful than I expected. He pounds me hard with his toy, offering everyone the spectacle of my perversion.

I had waited for this for so long that I can't even contain myself, letting all my cries express themselves, whether they are of discomfort or pleasure. I would have preferred it to be his cock that ravishes me like this.

But right now, I'm ready to take whatever he wants to give me. It doesn't matter that I make a fool of myself on the Internet. I want this moment to never end. The pleasure is too strong for that.

I gasp in surprise as he pulls the plug out of my ass. I was so focused on the heat building up in my lower stomach that I forgot it was there. Now, my dominant spreads my ass, offering everyone the spectacle of my hole enlarged by his toy.

I can't help shaking, wondering what he has in mind next. Oh, deep down, I know what to expect. And the lubricant that he pours into my tight hole gives me confirmation. However, the man does nothing for the moment. He even moves away from my ass to come close to me.

I raise my head weakly, focusing on his face between moans. He keeps the same expression as usual, stern and calm. I don't think he's ever looked so good to me as he does right now, when he's showing off all his power, showing everyone who I belong to.

I lick my lips, my gaze sliding over his body until I reach his taut cock again. He caresses it lazily before pushing his thumb into my mouth. Without even thinking about it, I start to suck it, like a reflex. It makes him smile.

“Are you going to be a good submissive for me? Show them you can take cock?”

I nod greedily, making him laugh softly. He pulls away from my face again, his hand caressing my back almost innocently. In my pussy, the movements of the dildo slow down. The man readjusts the bench so I'm at the perfect angle for him.

I hold my breath, trying to relax despite the nervousness gripping me. I know I can do it. Still, I close my eyes and grit my teeth as I feel his lubricated tip pushing against my sensitive contour.

He may take it slowly, but I have the impression that he’s completely tearing me apart. I'm used to that feeling now, and yet I feel the same dread I felt the first time. I focus on my breathing, wanting to continue no matter what.

I know it. Soon, the pleasure I will feel will be so intense that I would be ready to pass out. So, I focus on the little things. On his hand that discreetly caresses my ass as he sinks into me. On his quickening breathing, a sign of the pleasure he takes. And finally, on my body which opens, finally offering him the passage.

Yes. As always, I manage to welcome him. Even with the dildo that takes up all the space in my pussy. I even let out a satisfied sigh when, finally, his hips meet my ass. That's it. He is totally inside me.

To celebrate this, he increases the movements of the dildo. A long moan escapes me. I should be in pain, ashamed... But it's only pleasure that I feel. This dildo is delicious, hugging my inner walls perfectly, making me feel indescribable pleasure.

And when my master begins to move in turn, I lose my footing. It's like everything is disconnected in my mind. There is no more good or bad. No more parasitic thoughts. Just these two cocks going back and forth inside me, fucking me into submission.

I even forget the cameras and the consequences. Nothing matters more to me than this race for pleasure, this heat spreading through my body until it tickles my fingertips.

My fingernails dig into the leather beneath me as my dominant speeds up, his grunts mingling with my moans. I think I'm screaming now. I'm not even sure. My body is shaking, twitching, and soon I can't take it anymore. In a pathetic voice, I hear myself pleading.

“Please Master, can I cum? Please, please”.

“Come on slut. Come on my cock. Show them what a good little submissive you are to me.”

He hasn't finished his sentence when I feel myself leaving, a wave of intense pleasure rolling over from my clit to my whole body. The orgasm is powerful and seems to last for hours. It's as if with it, all the frustrations of the week were erased. The wait was worth it in the end.

Flashes continue to crackle in front of my eyes as my dominant pounds me more and more irregularly. A few more movements, and he stops in turn, filling my tight ass with his seed.

He remains motionless for a few moments, before withdrawing. He spreads my ass again. I feel too weak to look up and see what he's doing. I don't have the slightest doubt though. He must be filming his seed escaping my tight hole.

Then, he goes around my body, filming my face still covered with his previous excitement before cutting off his camera. Then, his gaze changes completely. He softens as he squats down next to me, stroking my hair.

“That's it. It’s just you and me now. You’ve been great. My perfect, perfect little submissive.”


Chapter 5

I growl loudly as I turn around. It feels like every muscle in my body is screaming in pain. I even find new ones. Anyone who thinks sex isn't like working out has obviously never met my dominant.

It doesn't matter. The pleasure he gives me is well worth these few aches in the early morning. I lazily open an eye when I hear him giggle.

“It’s difficult this morning, Doll?”

“I’m sore”

“Oh really?”

I give him an annoyed pout. As if he didn't know what had put me in this state. He laughs again before grabbing me and pulling me against him. I accept the embrace gladly, sighing in relief.

He hugs me a little tighter, wrapping me in his comforting warmth. I believe he could inflict the worst things on me, he could erase everything with a simple hug like this. Especially when he kisses my hair softly.

We stay like that for long minutes, silently enjoying each other's company. With my fingertips, I trace meaningless signs on his chest, appreciating the firmness of his muscles under my hand.

If I weren't so sore, I think I would be climbing on him. I would lay light kisses all along his chest, descending lower and lower until finally meeting his tense member.

I think there's nothing I love more than starting the day with his cock in my mouth. And yet, I do nothing. No. Because there is another idea that runs through my head, much more powerful still.

Grimacing, I straighten up before boring my eyes into his. He looks at me with an amused smile, as if wondering what I have in store for him. I put on my sweetest and most innocent air.

“So, did you bring me something from your trip?”

“Yes. But I'm not sure you've earned it yet. Go take a shower, I'll make breakfast.”

Ignoring the scream of my aching muscles, I jump out of bed, hurrying as hard as I can to get to the bathroom. He laughs at my impatience before getting up too.

I try to take my time in the shower. I know, if I get too impatient, he'll make me languish longer. So, I offer long treatments to my aching body. Then, I wrap it in a large bathrobe before joining my dominant in the kitchen.

With a nod, he told me to sit down at the marble counter. He puts my plate there. I can't help but smile seeing that he has prepared my favorite breakfast for me. Pancakes covered with chocolate and fruit.

I tackle it wholeheartedly, forgetting for a moment the surprise he brought me. But he doesn't forget.

“Close your eyes.”

I put down my fork and obey him immediately. I shiver as I feel his presence behind me. I lick my lips. Maybe he'll slip a new submissive collar around my neck. But he doesn't. Seconds pass without anything happening. Finally, his voice rings out.

“Turn around.”

In one motion, I turn my bar chair around and open my eyes. My jaw drops. Jake is there, kneeling in front of me, a small red box in his hands. I stay still, unable to say anything. It makes him smile. Slowly, he opens the box, revealing a ring adorned with a sparkling diamond.

“Amy, we've been playing for a while you and me. And I can say it. I’ve never been with such an extraordinary submissive. It's like you complete me. Nothing scares you. You love adventure and sensations, just like me. You’re the perfect woman and I want you to be mine. What do you say Doll, will you continue to play with me for the rest of your life?”

My voice choking with emotion, I nod, unable to say a word. Then, I throw myself into his arms. He laughs softly, hugging me tightly against him. I shiver as his voice echoes against my ear.

“You know you're supposed to use words to answer your master. Really, I’m far from being done training you.”

- To be continued -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Servicing my Dominant


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

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

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

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

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

You prefer short format? Here is part 1: Initiated by my Dominant and part 5 in the series: Used by my Dominant

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.

◆◆◆

Bound to submission


[image: ]

An hour ago, I knew nothing about being a SUBMISSIVE.

Now, I'm ready to submit to a whole GROUP of DOMINANTS.

I can't believe I dared to come here. A BDSM club. A place where people indulge in their darkest fantasies. I thought I would just observe. But when the most attractive man takes an interest in me, I forget all reason and let him drag me into his world.

He spanks me hard. He ties his belt around my wrists. He even hides a plug in my most secret entrance. And yet… It's not enough.

To train me, my dominant needs reinforcements.

Blindfolded and tied to the bed, all I can do is waiting for these men to use my naked body. I should be ashamed of my position. But no matter how many they are, I spread my legs and open my mouth, letting them do whatever they want with me.

Trapped between their powerful bodies, I will take them all.

Even if I can’t walk for days after that...
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