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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me, Master. Yes, behave.”

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

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

“No, Master.”

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

“Follow me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y… Yes, Master.”

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Damn, you’re so tight.”

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

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

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

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

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“No.”

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Eyes on me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please Master.”

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

“The... The good girls.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It's getting too much, isn't it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Master”

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

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

“I'm a dirty slut.”

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

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

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

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

“Because I'm a slut, Master!”

“That's right.”

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

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

“I'm a slut. Thank you, Master.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, you want to ask me something?”

“I… Can we go back there?”

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

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

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

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

“In... In the ass, Master.”

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

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

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

“Breathe, little girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I promise, Master”


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read her other works

Breaking Her
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I didn’t plan on wearing my submissive collar in public. Nor to reveal my body with such a provocative dress. But what my MASTER wants, he gets.

Sitting in the middle of the restaurant, I do my best to behave. Easier said than done, when a toy vibrates inside me, sending electric shocks throughout my body. I feel like everybody’s looking at me. Well, a woman my age, dressed like this, on a date with a much older man... Of course, it attracts attention.

Even more when my dominant decides to indulge in his desires, not caring about the people around. And that’s just the beginning. As we exit the bathroom, he reveals his plan for the rest of the night.

He wants to tie me to a machine controlled remotely by strangers.

No matter how much I beg, my master will let them do whatever they want to me. Only my safe word can get me out of this situation. But I have no desire to use it. Because after feeling ashamed, I’m now craving for the attention of these men behind their screens.

I can come as many times as I want. But in exchange, I will be punished. With his hands or with a crop, my dominant will correct me for being a dirty slut. And after that, I know it, he won’t forget to use any of my entrance.

Tonight, my MASTER is going to break me.

And I can’t wait for it.

◆◆◆

The Innocent Submissive Bundle

If you liked this story, you can find the whole series in just one book!
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My dominant’s rules are clear: arrive on time. Undress. Put on my collar. And open my legs for his pleasure.

All my life, I saved myself for the man haunting my dirtiest dreams. Daniel, my 40-something neighbor. I know I’m only twenty-two, but I’m sure he’s the one. A man of experience who can make my body twist with pleasure.

But when I take my chance, nothing goes as planned. Because he wants more than a simple companion by his side.

He wants a submissive.

For weeks, he’s going to put me to the test, pushing my limits one by one. Handcuffs or rope, everything is good to submit my body to his desires. With toys or with friends, in his room of pleasures or in public, he’s going to visit every part of my body, offered to him without the slightest shame.

Pain or pleasure, I'm ready to scream under his treatments.

And to beg for more.

When he is done with me, there will be nothing left of my innocence.

◆◆◆

Filthy Training


You liked this story? Find it and 21 more in just one book!
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.
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