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1. Initiated by my Dominant


Chapter 1

A bead of sweat trickles down my back, sensually running down my spine. My breathing becomes faster, more difficult as the machine speeds up. I lick my parched lips, trying to focus on my movements. I almost squeal, but I hold on.

It's not the first time I've done this. Far from there. I’ve been going to the gym several times a week for years, always pushing my limits. But this is my first time here.

And most importantly, the first time I run as a man's seed drips down my thighs.

I still can't believe I did such a thing. If I weren't so soaked, I’d even think I was dreaming. But no. I did let a stranger take me, giving myself body and soul to him.

I don't even know his name. I don’t need it. I know what to call him.

Master.

Just the thought of using such a name makes me blush uncontrollably. I look down at the machine in front of me, preferring to focus on my stats rather than one of the mirrors lining the walls of the room. I know he's there, watching my every move.

I swallow with difficulty. My leggings are so light… There's no way they won't end up totally soaked.

I'm sure my cheeks are red with humiliation at the thought of anyone noticing. Do they suspect the lustful things I did with this older man, only a few feet away from them?

I've never done anything like this before. I've always been the calm type. I've never had one-night stands. So, chasing a man like that, letting him do what he wants with my body… It still seems crazy to me.

But despite the shame that twists my stomach, I don’t get off the treadmill. His instructions were perfectly clear. I must practice for at least thirty more minutes.

It's as if he wanted to expose me. Showing everyone the slut just joined their club. Maybe even brag about being the one who did this to me.

I lick my lips again, focusing on my breathing rather than the wet feeling between my legs. Immediately, the images come back to my mind, each more exciting than the other.

My nipples are pointed against my sports bra. If any of these men raised their heads in my direction, my reputation would be finished.

And yet, given the chance, there's nothing I would do differently...


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

Nervously, I push the front door of this luxury gym. It's not really my habit to come to this part of the city. I'm not sure I really belong here. But that's where the man wants to meet me.

Almost shyly, I give my name to the hostess with perfectly manicured nails. I thank her as she hands me a card and points me in the direction of the changing room, not without glancing disdainfully at my cheap outfit.

I ignore her, heading into the room. I don't need to impress her. To satisfy the man, I have many more assets than my clothes.

My mouth drops open as I walk into the changing room. It’s huge, the walls covered with marble, while the furniture is of precious wood. Just one of these cabins is the size of half my apartment.

Yes, really, I landed in another world. And yet, that's not the one I'm looking forward to discovering. No. It's BDSM.

I still can't believe I'm about to do this. I’ve never been satisfied in bed. No matter how much talent and care my lovers gave me, there was always something missing. A chill. A passion. Someone to lead me masterfully.

I didn't really know what I was looking for, until the day I came across a video. And that was it.

The way this man was spanking the woman under him. The tears rolling down the submissive's cheeks as she wanted more. This cry of pleasure when he finally started to fuck her. The compliments he whispered in her ear, plunging his fingers in her ass...

I’ve never been so wet as when watching this video. And when I touched myself, my orgasm was stronger than ever. From that moment, I knew that was what I was missing. That's what I needed to really know the ultimate pleasure.

From then on, I had only one obsession in mind: to find the man who would make me experience the same intense pleasures.

It took time. Long hours spent on the Internet, chatting with dozens of men, without ever finding the right one. Each time they were just a disappointment. Either they didn't have the grip I expected, or they were perverts that made me feel uncomfortable.

I almost gave up until I found him.

My Master.

I was first intrigued by his profile picture. A perfectly chiseled torso, covered here and there by salt-and-pepper hair. I've never been particularly attracted to men older than me. And yet, with him, I immediately found it sexy.

And when he started talking to me, I was immediately hooked. He was straight to the point, explaining to me what he was looking for in a submissive. And as he described to me the punishments, the humiliations, the frantic fucking... I got wetter and wetter.

This man described exactly what I was looking for, and more. And when it was my turn to speak, he listened to me without judging me, giving me his opinion, his support.

We talked like that for hours, every day, learning more and more about each other's desires, without revealing much about our identities. Then, the long-awaited message arrived.

A proposal to meet. It didn't take me long to accept it. I even had to hold myself back so as not to look too desperate.

And that's how I find myself here, in this gym. I reread his last messages to steady my nerves. Then, I finally put myself in action. I change into tight leggings that perfectly show off the curves of my ass.

For the top, it's a sports bra that contains my generous breasts. After putting on my shoes, I tie my hair in a high ponytail. I secretly hope that he pulls on it forcefully when he fucks me from behind.

I don't really know what he has planned for me today. All I know is that I must go for a run while keeping my phone handy. He'll message me when he's ready. But ready for what? It remains a mystery.

I guess I'll find out soon. I just have to be patient. I've been waiting all this time, I can hold out just a little bit longer, right?

I finally enter the gym, feigning perfect self-confidence. I scan the place. I don't even know what he looks like. But one thing is certain, he’s not there. Only two women are training at this time.

I give them a polite nod before heading to a treadmill. Fortunately, I’m used to this kind of machine. Forgetting for a moment why I'm here, I start running, clearing my head. The game is launched now. And I have no desire to go back.

As the minutes pass, I increase the speed of the machine. I probably shouldn't exhaust myself so much. Who knows what the man is going to do to me? I should save my energy. But he told me to do as usual, and I want to obey him.

I've been running for more than fifteen minutes when, finally, a message lights up my screen. My heart skips a beat as I grab my phone without dropping the beat. It's him.

I close my eyes and take a long breath to calm my racing heart, before unlocking my phone and reading what he has to say.

< Your ass is even sexier in real. You're going to run another fifteen minutes. After that, you’ll join me. I'm in the sauna. >

I swallow with difficulty. He was there, watching me, without my being aware of his presence. And now, I'm about to meet him. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen endless minutes before finally meeting in flesh and blood the one I want to call master.

I concentrate on my strides, trying to empty my mind. Yet the thoughts racing through my mind are far too intrusive for me not to hear.

When the time finally arrives, I turn off the machine, gradually returning to a normal rhythm. I pat dry my neck before nonchalantly heading to the relaxation area. I must concentrate to look natural. It's ridiculous, and yet I feel like these women know what I'm about to do, and they're judging me for it.

Passing in front of a mirror, I readjust my outfit one last time. My cheeks are slightly flushed, as much shame as from the effort I just provided. I hope he will like me. There's only one way to find out.

After a final deep breath, I step into the sauna. I squint for a moment, trying to get used to the humidity.

My heart skips a beat when the steam finally dissipates, and the man appears. He’s even more attractive than I had imagined. His salt-and-pepper hair is sticking to his temples from the humidity, in an excruciatingly sexy way.

His square jaw is covered by a few days' beard, falsely neglected. As for his black eyes, they pierce me with their intensity. The man is simply the most handsome I have ever seen. And he wants me?

Still, I must look like a rough-hewn kid compared to him. I may be twenty-four years old, but my face has kept the curves of youth. Fortunately, the ones on my body are really of a woman.

I remain perfectly still, incapable of the slightest movement. This makes the man smile. He extends his hand to me, urging me to finally move. After a second of hesitation, I snap out of my torpor and walk over to him, grabbing his hand.

No words are spoken between us. It's like we don't want to break the spell. Instead, our eyes express themselves. His greedily roam my body, lingering especially on my curves.

I'm not left out, admiring his muscular chest, already imagining the salty taste of his pecs under my tongue. The man must be more than fifteen years old than me, and yet, I cannot detach myself from him.

"You're not really wearing the right outfit to be in a sauna, don’t you think?”

I'm shivering. His voice is even more serious and sexy than I had imagined. It goes straight to the pit of my stomach, making me vibrate. I stammer, looking down at my feet. I'm still in my sports clothes, only my shoes remained outside the sauna.

I didn't even think about it. I just wanted to come in. To be there with him. Of course, I regret that choice now. My body is already starting to sweat from the heat, my clothes sticking uncomfortably to my skin.

Unconsciously, I glance at the man. And more specifically, on the towel wrapped around his waist. I can't help but wonder if he's naked under the piece of fabric. I lick my lips, hoping so. A gesture that doesn’t escape him. He laughs softly, before letting go of my hand.

“Go ahead. Show me what you're hiding under there.”

My breath hitches for a moment. But I obey him. My thumbs slide under the seam of my leggings, pushing them up to my feet. I get rid of it before straightening up, paralyzed for a moment.

Despite our long discussions, this man remains a stranger. I'm there, in a bra and a thong in front of him. I should die of shame. And yet, I continue. One look from him seems enough to keep me going.

Soon, the fabric enclosing my chest is useless. My breasts sag heavily under their weight, my nipples already tense with excitement. A smile parts the corner of his lips. He seems satisfied with what he sees.

A gesture of the chin is enough to make me understand that I must continue. After taking a deep breath to regain composure, I slide the thong down my legs. So. That's it. I’m completely exposed now. There is nothing to hide my modesty.

His gaze is lost on my body, his mouth terribly silent. I suddenly feel excruciatingly embarrassed as he looks more intently at my pussy. I totally shaved it, obeying his request. He nods at this, then motions for me to spin around.

I obey, keeping my eyes on the ground. I'm too worried to look outside the sauna room. What if someone was there, seeing what we're doing? I shake my head, trying to get that thought out of my mind. I must focus on my dominant, and my dominant only.

Once my turn on myself is done, I remain motionless, eyes lowered in submission. From the outside, I must appear calm. But inside, I’m a hot mess. All my senses are awake.

I don't really know what I feel anymore, the emotions taking turns taking possession of my mind. I'm excited, terrified, nervous, impatient.

And then there's this incredibly handsome man of towering stature. I just want him to start touching me. To drop that towel to finally show me what he's hiding underneath. This cock has been making me dream for weeks.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard but drop to the floor slowly anyway. The wood covering the floor is warm, almost comforting in this uncomfortable situation. I have never done such a thing in public. I even often find it difficult to accept my body in a swimsuit.

So, being there, completely naked, in the middle of a gym where other people are training? It seems totally crazy to me.

Timidly, I raise my eyes to the dominant. He has a peaceful look on his face. His hand caresses my cheek, before his thumb slides over my mouth. He doesn't have to force for me to open it, sucking his finger with as much passion as if it were his cock.

The man laughs softly, before murmuring in his deep voice.

“Good girl. So eager to show me how much you want to satisfy me. Go ahead. Show me what you can do then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes his finger from my mouth, now directing his hands to the towel wrapped around his hips. He takes it off casually, and my eyes widen.

I thought about his cock hundreds of times. I imagined it in all sizes, all shapes. But in none of my fantasies had I imagined it so imposing. I lick my lips, eager to taste it.

I must ignore the worried voice echoing in my mind. I have never seen a man as imposing as that. Am I really going to be able to take it all in my mouth? And between my thighs? And even… In my most taboo entrance?

I blush deeply at this idea. It's something I've never done before. I don't even know if I can. I told the man that I was open to the idea, without talking about it more. But now that I see the monster between his legs, I'm not sure it's physically possible.

His insistent gaze on me brings me back to reality. I think too much. Right now, my mission is to suck him. And I intend to do it the best I can. I grab hold of its base, holding it tight in my hand to keep it straight. Then, I approach my face, forgetting my nervousness.

I start licking its length. I take my time, discovering each of its veins, savoring its soft skin, going back ever higher without ever attacking its tip. I know it. This must frustrate him. That's what amuses me.

I know I should be wary. After all, I have decided to relinquish power to this man. If I don't satisfy him, he can do whatever he wants with me. Like punishing me, for example. An idea that particularly excites me.

But he could also decide that he's not interested in me after all and end our meeting much earlier than I would have liked. So, I decide to stop my little game and start licking its tip.

I tickle his slit, collecting the first drops of his excitement. It's strong, salty, delicious. And that encourages me to go further. My mouth opens, and slowly I slide him down my throat. He sighs as my lips close over his head.

His hand slides to the back of my head, his fingers closing over my ponytail. This encourages me to continue. Slowly, I take it a little deeper, taking my time to get used to his imposing size.

I look up at him, looking for a reaction on his face. What I'm doing is completely crazy. I barely know this man. We only exchanged a few words, and yet here I am, giving myself totally to him as if it had no consequence.

When I see the approval in his eyes, it no longer matters. I take it a little deeper, tears of discomfort starting to well up in the corner of my eyes. I feel them, and yet I choose to ignore them. Right now, I just want to satisfy him. I know that's how I'll get more.

My body is dripping with sweat from the heat of the sauna. And yet, I don't really pay attention to it. I'm way too focused on the soft sighs the man is letting out now.

But just as I'm ready to go all the way, he tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to release him. I look up at him in surprise.

“On all fours.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to understand. Then I obey him. He gets up without bothering to close the towel around his hips. He picks up my clothes on the floor, before opening the sauna door. With a nod, he shows me outside.

“Ramp.”

I'm shaking, but get going no matter what. A shiver runs through me as my hands and knees make contact with the cold marble outside. The man kneels beside me, grabbing my face in his hand.

“I'm going to fuck you now. You better not make too much noise if you don't want everyone to find out what a little slut you are. You remember your safe word, right?”

“Yes. Red.”

“Good girl. Go on. Show me your little pussy now.”

Ignoring my nervousness, I change position, turning my ass towards him. He clicks his tongue in an approving sound, his fingers sliding over my inner thighs, harvesting my arousal that has flowed there.

It's crazy to be so excited when he barely touched me, and only said a few words to me. Yet between the situation and his charismatic aura, I turned into a little thing desperate for his attention.

I let out a squeal as he thrusts his finger inside me, starting to move back and forth. I bite my lip to stay quiet despite the pleasure he gives me. Still, I can't help but squeal in disappointment when he withdraws his fingers.

But soon, they are replaced by something much more imposing. A shiver runs through me as his cock thrusts against my entrance. Enormous. I clench my fists on the ground as he pushes his way inside me, splitting me open.

I'm so tight around him, it's like reliving my first time. But with pleasure. Because the man knows what he's doing, there's not the slightest doubt about it.

His cock sneaks in at the perfect angle, as one of his hands comes to lose itself between my legs, brushing dangerously against my clit. His free fingers grab one of my breasts, pinching my nipple hard.

I find it hard to believe that everything happened so quickly. I entered the building less than an hour ago. And yet, I'm already there, on all fours, getting fucked on the floor by an almost stranger. I would have died of shame if I wasn't so excited.

The man begins to move his hips. No matter how slowly he moves them, it feels like he's pounding me.

Small squeals escape my mouth that I can't control. They become more powerful as his hand begins to draw circles on my clit. If this continues, we will be heard. And yet, I can't control myself.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as his large hand crashes into my ass. The man leans over me, almost menacing.

“You are making too much noise. Open the mouth.”

I barely have time to obey him when he stuffs a piece of fabric into my mouth. I don’t take long to recognize my thong, soaked too. I blush to taste my own excitement in this way.

But at least it helps me stay quieter as the man now grabs my hips with both hands to pound me properly. My knees grate against the icy marble. I need all the focus in the world so I don't crumble to the floor.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Trembling, I drop my head to the floor, one of my hands going to meet my clit. Immediately, I press hard on it, not hesitating for a moment to give myself pleasure as the man destroys me with his huge cock.

I will definitely not be able to walk straight for a few days. This idea alone is enough to make me moan against my improvised gag. I could never have believed that a quick shot could bring me so much pleasure. I’m totally confused, a slave to my libido.

Suddenly, I find myself devastated by an orgasm. My pussy contracts against the man's cock, as I almost collapse on the ground, so powerful is the pleasure that passes through me.

The dominant continues to pound me mercilessly, definitely not seeming ready to cum. I'm just a disjointed doll that he fucks as hard as he wants until he finally empties into me.

I breathe a sigh of satisfied relief as I feel his seed deep inside me. Without even withdrawing, he leans towards me, telling me what will happen next.

“You're going to get dressed, and you're going to run for another thirty minutes. I want everyone to see what a good little slut you are. You were perfect, Submissive. I can't wait to play with you again.”


Chapter 3

My breathing quickens again. I don't know how I'm going to hold out any longer. And of course, today the gym is full. It's as if they've all come together to witness my downfall.

Oh, I’m the one who accepted it all. I even asked for it, counting the days, hours, minutes, until I could play with the dominant again.

Now, I almost wonder if it was such a good idea. I really don't know how I'm going to make it through to the end with this vibrating egg inside me.

When he asked for my address the other day, I thought it was to come visit me. Not to send me such a gift. I stayed for a long time with the object in my hands when it arrived, wondering if I wasn’t dreaming. But my dominant was serious, as evidenced by his handwritten message.

< See you at the gym on Saturday, nine am. You’ll have this egg in your pussy while running. >

These words excited me as soon as I read them, and the temptation was great to test the toy immediately. But he left me no remote, or any way to connect it to my phone. I should have seen this coming. And yet, I wasn’t suspicious enough.

I thought it would be fine. That I’d easily get away with it. But now that I'm on the treadmill, I curse myself for agreeing. I don't even know how the egg is still in place, between its intense vibrations and the rhythm of the sports machine.

I'm struggling to breathe, and I wonder if my excitement is flowing through my legging like it did last time. I’m sure it does. I don't see how it could be otherwise.

The hardest part of all of this is to not moan. To remain perfectly discreet in the midst of these men and women doing their sport before starting their day. One of them could turn around and pay a little more attention to me to realize my state of excitement.

I feel myself blushing at the idea. And yet, I must hold on. The insight the man gave me last time was far from enough. It was just a quick shot, just to see if our bodies are compatible. They really are.

For hours after we met, I smiled stupidly despite the aches tugging at my pussy. He too seems to have enjoyed our short, but intense, session. Now, he has to introduce me to BDSM for good. To show me what it really feels like to be dominated.

And apparently, it starts with putting me through a little humiliation in public. Little, that's his word, certainly not mine. I feel like I could die of shame, as it’s twisting my stomach so much. But I must hold on. I certainly won't chicken out now, as my real initiation is about to begin.

I glance around the room, nervous to meet anyone's gaze. But I need to know. My curiosity is way too strong. Is he there, training as if nothing was happening? As if he wasn't playing with the vibrations of a sex toy pushed deeper into my body in front of all these people?

I can't help but sigh in disappointment when I don't see him. I wish I could have seen the gleam in his eyes. Lustful, I hope. Crazy with desire.

At least no one seems to pay attention to me. They are all far too busy with their own bodies and performances to care about me. All of them, except one man, older than me, probably even older than my dominant. He has neither the charisma nor the beauty of the man who makes me vibrate in this moment. Literally.

Still, that brief exchange of looks seems enough to encourage him to approach me. I take a deep breath. Usually, I'm pretty sociable. But with this vibrating toy inside me, I'm not sure I'll be able to make conversation in a normal voice.

I would die of shame if he has the slightest suspicion of the perverse game I’m indulging in at this moment. But to my amazement, the conversation goes off without a hitch. Even though he's a bore to die for and doesn't seem to want to let go of me.

Minutes pass, and I hold on, even catching myself laughing at one of his jokes. This is when my dominant attacks. I nearly convulse from the intensifying vibrations.

Harassed by this toy far too much, I let out a high-pitched squeal. The man next to me is worried, totally blind to the game I'm playing. I crack a smile, assuring him that everything is fine. That I forced a little too much, that it's time for me to stop. He nods, greeting me politely before walking away.

I take a deep breath to regain composure. Then, I get off the machine, obeying the order my Master just texted me.

< Changing rooms. Now. >


Chapter 4

I'm nervous when I walk into the changing room. The man is there, a serious look plastered on his face. His black eyes pierce me. He almost looks menacing. And yet, I’m not afraid. Not really. I know he could do with me what he wants, his body is so powerful.

But I also know that he will use his strength wisely. Bring me just enough pain to teach me a lesson. Or at least, that's what I hope. I can't help but slide my eyes to his hands, imagining what it would be like if he were to smack my ass with them.

I think I'll find out soon. Because his voice echoes in the room, severe.

“I didn't bring you here to flirt with other men. You have thirty seconds to pick up all your stuff.”

I remain confused. How could I have misread the situation so badly? Is he really kicking me out? Did I push things too far? But I didn't do anything wrong. It was the other man who came to talk to me.

My cheeks are red with shame, and tears are ready to stream down my eyes. I obey him all the same, picking up my things in my bag. Then I follow him as he leads me to the elevators.

I keep my head down, too ashamed to meet his gaze, or even watch him press the zero button. It wasn't until the elevator ping rang out that I finally straightened up. My mouth opens in surprise.

We are not in the entrance of the building. No. We arrived directly in the living room of a luxurious apartment. Most of these walls are covered with floor-to-ceiling windows, offering breathtaking views of the city and its skyscrapers.

I suspected that the man had the money to frequent such a place. I had no idea he lived in the building. And even less at one of the highest levels. I turn to him, taken aback.

He ignores me, grabbing my wrist to drag me after him. It squeezes hard enough to make me wince. No doubt. He has strength, and he likes to show it. Something must be wrong with me. Because it excites me to the highest degree.

“On your knees.”

He growls so sternly that I drop to the ground before I even have time to really understand what he just said. Without the slightest delicacy, he tilts me on the ground, my head meeting the parquet. Then he lifts my ass, forcing me to stay on my knees.

Bent over like this, all I can see are his feet pacing around me. I swallow hard, his quiet tension getting harder and harder to bear. But I know it's only just begun.

I may be inexperienced in BDSM, but I have researched enough to learn its basics. And I know it. The dominant is about to play with my nerves.

I'm barely breathing, almost afraid to do it in a way that would upset him. And then, like that, I'm sure to stay still.

Without a word, he walks away from me. I don't know how long he's gone. It feels like hours to me, though it's certainly no more than a few minutes. And when he comes back, I have no more indications of what he’s about to do to me.

I squeal as the egg begins to vibrate inside me. The rhythm is intense, almost too strong for me to be able to fully support it. Still, I have to. What my dominant gives me, I must take. Especially after upsetting him like that.

I find it difficult to stay still. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing, as if that might give me any control over the vibrations making my pussy pulsate.

I almost sigh in relief when he stops the toy. But this relief is only short-lived. Quickly, he turns the toy back on, even louder, if that is possible. I gasp with difficulty, praying for him to stop this little game.

He plays with my nerves, making the vibrations stop and start again at a breakneck pace, causing me to lose all measure of time. Finally, the vibrations seem to stop for good. However, the man does not seem ready to offer me the slightest respite.

My heartbeat quickens as I feel him lean into me. I gasp in surprise as a leather strap wraps around my neck. I can't help but reach for it. Looks like a dog collar.

I can't help but smile. I should be dead of shame. And yet, I feel a strange pride in wearing this mark of his possession. Moments later, a click makes me frown.

“Since you want to behave like a brat, I will treat you like one.”

His voice makes me tremble. I didn't expect him to push the thing so far as to add a leash to it. He tugs at it, and for a moment I stand still, refusing to move forward. He clicks his tongue, visibly unhappy with me. But I know that's what he wants. A brat. A submissive to discipline until she can't take it anymore.

He tugs on the leash again, but I hold my position despite my cheeks flushed with shame. I dream of satisfying him, and yet I continue to rebel. I shiver as he approaches me, his shoes slapping against the floor.

I squeal when suddenly he picks me up, dragging me across the room without the slightest delicacy. He slams me hard against his dining room table. I think of all he does, it's his silence that's hardest for me to bear.

Since we left the changing room, he has barely said a word. He seems to prefer action. A few seconds later, he attacks my leggings. With immeasurable power, he places both hands on the fabric on my ass, tugging on it sharply.

The tearing sound that follows leaves no doubt about its condition. My garment is destroyed. However, this idea quickly escapes my head. Because immediately, the man does the same with my thong.

I shiver as I feel a rush of cool air caressing my soaked pussy. With a quick gesture, the man removes the egg that was inside me, leaving me incredibly empty.

I lick my lips, only dreaming of one thing: that he punishes me with his cock. That he pushes the monster he has between his legs deep inside me. Let him tear me in two, to teach me a good lesson.

I couldn't walk for days, but that wouldn't matter. On the contrary. I almost want it. But it's a different kind of pain he puts me through. A high-pitched cry escapes my throat as his hand crashes down on the sensitive skin of my ass.

He doesn't mind, immediately starting hitting me again. Once. Twice. Thrice. With each of his thrusts, I shudder the same, my hips propelling against the hard wood of the table under his power.

Yet, although it hurts, I can't help but feel a slight tingle in my lower abdomen. A recognizable warmth. That of excitement.

I lick my lips as he continues to punish me. This is something we had discussed at length, when we were talking about our desires. I told him that I was ready to test this. That was what intrigued me the most. And the least I can say is that he gives me a most rigorous demonstration.

A sharper cry tears my throat. The man just hit on my pussy, a wet sound echoing through the room. The pain is excruciating, radiating through my body for long moments, even after his hand is pulled away.

I bite my lip, trying to control the tears that well up in my eyes. I'm in pain, but I don't want it to end. Not immediately. I still want to feel his painful slaps on my skin. Let him train me for good, showing me the extent of his strength and powers over my body.

Because I surrender myself completely to him. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind. No. Maybe something is wrong with me. But I want to continue for as long as he wants.

And that's for the best. Because he doesn't seem ready to stop. Again, his hand crashes into my ass. My skin screams in pain, yet there is nothing I can do to soothe it. My whole body is shaking against the table. But I hold on. I don’t rebel. I keep accepting his hand over and over again.

I let out a long, exhausted moan as his hand slides lower, now attacking my thighs. The pain is just as intense. However, soon, it seems that I pass a new level.

It's like my brain is totally disconnected. I slip out of my body, only to barely feel his hand and the pain. But my body seems to stop shaking.

Looks like that's the sign he's been waiting for. His blows are less powerful. They turn into caresses. I breathe a sigh of relief as his warm hand passes over my damaged skin. It's like a reward after such a difficult ordeal.

But it looks like my punishment isn't totally over. He still seems pissed off at me. Otherwise, why would his fingers close on my skin with such roughness?

I squeal as he plunges two fingers into me powerfully. I feel open like never before. Still, I know it's nothing compared to what his cock will be like later. His tongue clicks disapprovingly. In my ear, his deep voice makes me shiver.

“Look at you. Completely drenched as I spank you. You know you're not supposed to like a punishment, right? Looks like I'm gonna have to go a little harder with you.”

I bite my lip, wondering what those words mean. The man walks away from me again without speaking. One thing is certain, he knows how to be theatrical. I would be lying if I said I didn't like it.

After all, that's what I wanted, right? A man who takes the situation into his own hands. Who leads me around. Who corrects the slightest deviation. Who guides me, too, to teach me how to be a better lover.

My breathing slows as he is close to me again. Still without the slightest delicacy, he pulls on my shoulders, forcing me to straighten up. I keep my eyes down, not daring to look at him.

In this position, I can follow the movement of his fingers. With force, he removes my bra, exposing my generous breasts. I bite my lip. What should I look like right now? My bare chest, my torn leggings revealing my wet pussy, my ass reddened by his spanking.

Fortunately, we are no longer in this gym. I would have died of shame if someone had discovered me like this. I don't think I could have endured this humiliation.

My mouth parts as the man grabs my nipples, twisting them between his thumbs and forefingers. I can’t suppress small sighs of pleasure. I have always been particularly sensitive to this place. And that this attractive man takes care of it? It only increases the feeling of pleasure I feel.

My mouth drops open when he stops, pulling small metal pliers-like objects out of his pockets. I remain speechless for a moment. Oh, I suspect what he intends to do with it.

I'm sure it will be very good. But I can't help but get nervous. What if it hurt too much? If I couldn't bear it? I would have died of shame.

Soon, I have no more time to ask myself questions. The man closes a first clamp around my nipple, making me squeal. But it's far from unpleasant. It's as if his teeth were sunk into my skin, biting me intensely. He starts again with my opposite breast, capturing it the same way.

I bite my lip, concentrating on my breathing. It's as if these clamps were sending electric shocks directly to my clit. It throbs with force, desperate to finally be touched after all these stimulations more extreme than the others.

A scream dies in my throat as he grabs me, almost knocking me to the ground. I quickly find myself on all fours, immediately understanding what will happen to me now. Definitely, it seems that the ground is his favorite place. As if reading my mind, the man responds.

“Only good girls have the right to do that in a bed. You’re a slut. So I'm gonna fuck you on the floor.”

I shiver hearing those words. My cheeks are red with shame. I can't believe he could say such a thing. And yet, I’m excited.

This excitement only increases when the man kneels behind me. Still, he looks more menacing than ever. He seems huge, towering over me like that. The smell of his cologne reaches my nostrils, bewitching.

One thing is certain. He has nothing to do with the kids I usually date. He’s a man. A true one. I'm going to give him everything, without hesitating the slightest moment. Show him that I can be docile, as I showed him that I can disobey him.

I shiver as his hand slides down my ass, flirting dangerously with my pussy without ever touching it. I push my ass back, trying to convince him to touch me. His response is immediate. A slap falls on my skin still half covered by my now destroyed sports leggings.

“Keep quiet if you don't want me to get really angry. What you've seen so far was nothing compared to what to expect if you really upset me.”

I swallow hard at the threat. I don't have the slightest doubt. He won’t hesitate to carry them out. So, I remain motionless when he resumes his exploration with an excruciatingly slowness, difficult to bear. I bite my lip to stop myself from begging him to take me.

Finally, he stops his game. My heart beats a little faster with anticipation. Finally, I will be able to feel again in me this cock on which I fantasized all week. I even bought myself a new sex toy to try and replicate the effect of his thickness pounding me. But of course, nothing beats the warmth and expertise of this gifted man.

I can't believe it's happening like this again. Me, on all fours on the ground, totally open to him, vulnerable and submissive to his every decision. My heart beats a little faster when I hear him undo his belt.

Then, finally, comes the long-awaited sensation. His cock pats against my clit first, making me squeal with pleasure. Then, his tip parts my lower lips, no doubt covering up my excitement.

He's even bigger than I remember. And when he starts to sink into me, a scream dies in my throat. I lower my head to the floor, my fists curling against the cold upholstery.

The man's cock never seems to stop. He thrusts again and again, slowly pushing every inch of his manhood into me. I can barely concentrate on my breathing as my mind is obsessed with this member that splits me open.

The man's fingers lightly roam my back, tapping my skin as if to give me an anchor point, comfort in the difficulty of the ordeal. Still, he didn't slow down, continuing his progress until his hips finally met my ass.

I breathe a sigh of relief, almost falling forward. But I don't have time to indulge in this brief comfort. Soon, the man starts moving inside me. Slowly, first. It's as if he wanted every inch of me to feel the power of his cock.

I bite my lip. This slowness is almost as painful as if he were pounding me hard. Still, I hold on, knowing full well the kind of pleasure that awaits me, once my body gets used to it.

Soon he picks up the pace. My sighs accompany him. First of discomfort, they turn more and more quickly into squeals of pleasure. The man grips my hips, securing a comfortable grip to push himself even deeper into me.

I don't know how it's possible, and yet, that's what happens. It's as if with each of his thrusts, his cock gains an extra inch, pounding deep inside me, making me scream with pleasure.

No matter how hard I try to control myself, the sounds I'm making aren't as sexy as I'd like. I no longer have any control. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I'm a slut. An animal completely dependent on its most basic instincts.

I drop to my elbows, my forehead now resting on the floor. I don't have the slightest strength to stand up. I expected the man to take me back, slap my ass and order me to get up.

But instead, he presses on my lower back, forcing me to arch my back even more for him. My moans fill the room. While I think the man is at his peak, he proves me wrong.

“You really are a naughty girl. I'm going to have to work hard to train you properly. That's what you want, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master.”

“My little slut. Alright. You know where the bad girls are fucked, right?”

I swallow hard, remembering our conversations. I know very well what he means. And yet, surprise twists my throat, preventing me from uttering a single word. He changes that with a powerful slap on my ass. With a yelp, I answer him.

“In! In the ass!”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth. Immediately, I feel him moving behind me. Without leaving me, he busies himself. I'm nervous, not sure what he's doing. I shiver as he drips lube on my ass. So it’s really going to happen? Like this, now?

I could stop him, say my safe word so that we stop here. I can’t. Because a dark desire twists my belly. I want to do it. I want to discover this thing yet so taboo.

I let out a long moan as the man puts a first finger inside me. It seems even bigger to me than when it was in my wet pussy. The dominant stays still, only having fun moving that finger inside me.

I’m unable to describe the sensation as my emotions are contradictory. Pleasure, embarrassment, shame. It all comes together in an excruciatingly delicious cocktail. I don't know how this is possible. I find myself loving this.

I hiss through my teeth as he slips a second finger inside me. I feel like I'm open like never before. Still, I know, that's nothing compared to what his cock will be like. It’s much longer, much thicker.

Slowly, the man resumes his back and forth in me, tracing the movements of his hips to that of his hand. Inhuman sounds erupt from my throat as he does what he wants with me, splitting me open, taking complete possession of my body and soul.

They belong to him. I give them to him without hesitation. As long as he keeps touching me like that. He growls, his voice much deeper now.

“Damn, you're so tight. Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock as I fill all your holes.”

I squeal, barely finding the strength to raise my arm to guide it between my legs. Yet I must. My master asked me to. And then, my orgasm depends on it.

My mouth opens wide when my fingers land on my clit. I'm soaked, way more than I've ever been. I’m sure of it. My excitement must be dripping on the floor, there is so much. My cheeks flush at the thought.

Still, I continue, letting out a long moan as I begin to play with myself. Behind me, the man continues to pound me with force. I don't even know if I'm crying or if I'm mute as the pleasure is strong.

His cock always going further, his fingers shearing me, my clit throbbing against my hand… All these sensations are far too much to bear. In a long cry that tears my throat, I come.

I feel like it never ends. It comes in continuous waves, like the waters of a collapsed dam. I can't breathe, and yet I keep moving, enjoying every crumb of pleasure that passes through me.

The man growls louder and louder behind me. He removes his fingers from my most taboo entrance, before wrapping his arms around my hips. With an extraordinary power that makes me scream again, he pounds me, until he stops, coming deep inside me.

We remain motionless and panting for a few moments. And when he finally pulls away from me, I collapse on the floor.

Exhausted, but satisfied.


Chapter 5

I wince as the man places me on the edge of his sink. Between his spankings and his use of my most taboo area, I think sitting is going to be difficult for me in the days to come. It's ok. It was totally worth it.

I never thought it was possible to achieve such levels of pleasure in life. Let alone doing such depraved things. There is nothing that I didn't love doing under his hand. And if I listened to myself… I would already be lying under him again.

I lick my lips as I watch him fill his tub with water. He didn't even bother to get dressed, giving me a particularly pleasant sight. My eyes roam his muscular body.

His back is perfectly drawn, as if it had been carved in marble. As for his ass… It’s so perfect I could sink my teeth into it. Like this. Just per game.

I'm not sure the dominant would see it very favorably. I doubt I'm allowed to do that kind of thing to him. But if he wanted to do it to me, I wouldn't find anything wrong with it.

He turns back to me, coming closer to gently capture my jaw between his fingers. Gently, he presses his lips to mine. The kiss is slow, almost tender. It contrasts with the power he put earlier in his gestures.

He parts our lips before wrapping his arms around my body. Without letting me touch the ground, he carries me to the bathtub. I let out a sigh of relief as he slides me into the hot water.

My exhausted muscles relax as I absently play with the bubbles in the bath.

“Make room for me.”

I don't need to be told twice. I wince, moving forward just enough to allow him to slip into my back. As soon as he's settled in, he pulls me against him, my back resting against his broad chest.

I sigh again, closing my eyes as his hands gently roam my body. It's sensual, without being erotic. As a reward for my good behavior. I accept it without hesitation, resting my hands on his lap surrounding me.

He gently kisses my skin offered to him, tracing an imaginary line from my shoulder to my neck. I fidget a bit at the feeling before letting go completely. Never have I felt so relaxed.

Yet this man is still a stranger to me. I let him do the most degrading things to my body, and I don't even know his name. This idea seems so ridiculous to me that I start to laugh softly. The man suspends his movement.

“What makes you laugh like that?”

“I just realized that I don't know your name.”

“You want to know it?”

“Can I?”

“It depends. Do you want to keep playing with me?”

“You're kidding? I've never had so much fun in my life. Of course I want to continue.”

“Perfect. Alright. My name is Jake. But for you, I will remain Master.”

- To be continued -


2. Trained by my Dominant


Chapter 1

“If I catch you, you’re mine.”

My dominant’s words loop in my head as my gaze scans the room with both excitement and anxiety. This place is light years away from what I’m used to. I grew up in a modest family. And now I’m here, mixing with the good society. I should take the opportunity to make contacts or admire the surrounding luxury. But I have only one idea in mind:

To soothe my throbbing clit.

I can't believe the man is putting me in such a situation again. He seems to love these public games. The first time we met was at his ultra-luxurious gym. Without caring about the presence of other people around us, he played with me, taking my body and my mouth without feeling the slightest shame.

Anyone could have caught us. Seeing us fucking like animals, on all fours on the marble floor of the sauna. We were lucky. But now he seems ready to play again.

I have no idea what's on his mind. This time, it wasn’t by text that he invited me, nor by phone call. No. On this point, he has been particularly quiet. So much so that I thought maybe he had moved on. Until I received this huge package at home.

It's not the first time he's given me a gift. The first thing I received from him was a vibrating egg. He made me wear it in the middle of his gym. I still don't know how I managed to run on this treadmill without being detected, and without expelling the object.

But this time, the surprise was much bigger. First in this box, a designer dress. Red, with a deep cleavage and a slit going so high up my leg that I must be careful that no one sees the parts of my body that are reserved for my dominant.

Along with a pair of high heels, he added a choker collar, similar to the one he dragged me with on a leash last time. It’s only more elegant, in black velvet, and without a ring this time.

I swallow hard realizing there was no lingerie in the package. Only a lace mask, and a piece of paper adorned with elegant writing. His. When I read his words, I immediately heard his voice in my head.

Hotel St-Clare, Friday, 7 p.m.

You'll mingle with the crowd, and I'll hunt you down.

If I catch you, I'll do whatever I want with you.

Your master

I lick my lips, finishing my glass of juice in one go. No alcohol. I must stay alert. It's like a game of hide-and-seek. A hunt in which I am the prey. I should be scared. Besides, I jump nervously every time a man brushes against me. But I always end up being disappointed when I realize that it’s never my dominant.

So, I can't help looking for him in the crowd. I've only seen him twice. But I'm sure I'll manage to recognize him in this ocean of elegant suits. He has such a presence, such elegance. A charismatic, bewitching aura.

Before him, I’ve never been with an older man. A big mistake. Each time I surrendered to his hand, I was rewarded with the best orgasms ever.

What I liked the most? His powerful hand crashing down on the fragile skin of my ass as I bent over his dining room table. Tonight again, I hope to push his buttons far enough for him to punish me.

Something must definitely be wrong with me. Why do I want a man, an almost stranger, to make me suffer so much? It doesn't make the slightest sense. But that's what my libido wants.

Otherwise, I wouldn't be so excited. My clit wouldn't be throbbing, remembering the effect of the man's large cock pounding me without giving me a break. My nipples wouldn't be pointing against the delicate fabric of my dress, hoping his fingers would pinch them.

I barely know him, and yet, I'm completely intoxicated by his touch. By his powerful body maintained with care. Against him, I turn into a desperate little thing. A total slut, thinking of nothing more than the pursuit of pleasure. For me, but also for him.

I go from one room to another, in this huge hotel hosting this sumptuous reception. Luxury no longer interests me in the least. I've been here for more than an hour, without having the slightest trace of my dominant. I want to see him. To feel him. To kneel before him and let him do the most degrading things to me.

I quicken my pace, scanning the surroundings carefully with each new area visited. I end up entering a smaller room, pushing open a door. I'm not even sure I'm allowed to be there. It doesn’t matter. This sudden loneliness suits me very well. It allows me to catch my breath.

Suddenly, I freeze. Without turning around, I can feel a presence behind me. And I don't have to look to know who's standing behind me. His intoxicating cologne speaks for itself.

My Master is there.

A delicious shiver runs through my whole body as he approaches me. One of his hands slides down my neck with a slowness of mad sensuality. And when his mouth comes to my ear, I almost faint.

“I caught you, Doll. You’re mine now.”


Chapter 2

I remain perfectly still as the man still stands behind me. His hand brushes my body without ever touching it. My breathing quickens. I can't wait to feel his power and expert touch again.

My breath catches as his hand slips through the slit of my dress to rest on the thin skin on the inside of my thigh. He comes up slowly, his fingers creating a trail of goosebumps wherever they go.

Soon he gets to my pussy. He brushes against it, without ever touching it. I bite my lip to keep from letting out a frustrated moan. He has just found me, and yet I’m already desperate to disappear under his body.

"So, no underwear?”

“There… There were none in the package.”

I respond stammering, wondering if I did something wrong. He doesn’t say anything, his mouth coming dangerously close to my neck. He kisses my thin skin, working his way up to my ear. He nibbles my lobe gently, before whispering.

“Imagine what they would say if they saw what a little slut you are. They would all want to fuck you. But you’re mine, right Doll?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

He turns me around, and I gasp. Even with that mask over his eyes, I'm blown away by the man's beauty. His square jaw is covered with a three-day beard. His eyes are bright, barely marked by a few creeks betraying the years that separate us. His mouth is appetizing, as good at kissing me as it is at slipping between my open thighs.

My whole body ignites as he gives me one of his devastating smiles. I'm unable to move, hypnotized by his appearance. It’s only when he leans towards me that I come out of my torpor.

His lips land against mine, strong. His tongue immediately invites itself into my mouth, launching into a battle to conquer me. I feel like I'm melting. It's just a kiss, and yet it's as if it's engulfing me whole.

And when his hand rests on my pussy again, I lose my footing. I've been waiting for this for so long. I’m like a thirsty woman finally finding water in the desert. He presses on my clit, making me moan uncontrollably.

I squeal in disappointment when he breaks the kiss and pulls his fingers back, bringing them to my eyes.

‘Look at this. I've just arrived and you're already completely soaked.”

My eyes stay fixed on his movements as he brings his fingers to his mouth, licking every drop of my arousal. My cheeks are red with shame at such a depraved gesture. And his comment doesn't help me at all.

“Delicious.”

His lips land on mine again, giving me a taste of my own excitement. But I don't have time to feel embarrassed about it. Because my dominant places his hand under the slit of my dress. This time, it is towards my ass that he directs it.

I growl against his lips as he squeezes my thin skin tightly. Still, it would be a lie to say that I don't like it. My nipples hard against the fabric of my dress are proof of that. For some reason, I like it when he hurts me.

And I'm served with his next move. Despite the skirt in his path, he kicks my ass hard, making me squeal. My body thrusts forward, my chest crashing into his chest. He goes back to caressing my skin, blowing hot and cold. I know it, at any moment, he could decide to hit me again.

Despite his imposing presence near me, I can't help thinking about where we are. Even though this room seems to be private, it’s not really difficult to access. Anyone could turn the handle and open the door. And then we would be caught.

But that idea doesn't seem to bother my dominant in the least. On the contrary. One of his hands travels up my body to grab one of my breasts. He pulls it out of its fabric prison without bothering to take off my dress.

I sigh against his lips as he begins to pinch my nipple hard. This gesture reminds me of the intensity of the clamps he had installed there the last time. The soft bite of metal, constantly keeping me on a fine line between pain and pleasure.

The man breaks the kiss. His voice is slightly deeper, suddenly filled with his excitement. He growls.

“Lean forward. Grab your ankles.”

My mouth opens in surprise. Still, I obey, letting my upper body drop slowly. Luckily, I've always been the flexible type.

I take a deep breath as my hands wrap around my ankles. In this position, my balance is unstable. Still, I hold on. I must. The game has only just begun. I would have preferred it to be somewhere a little more sheltered. But that doesn't matter. I fully trust this man. I know that whatever he decides to do to me, I will be safe.

Still, I can't help but tense as I hear the sound of his belt buckle coming undone. Is he already planning to take me? Is he so eager to regain the humid warmth of my pussy that he won't even play with me first?

The man pulls the fabric of my dress up my legs, until it goes over my hips. It falls in the direction of my head, but I don't care. I'm much more occupied by the feeling of his intense gaze on my ass, on my pussy.

I shiver, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. The fresh air that caresses my skin only reinforces this feeling. I’m exposed, at the mercy of this man. My reputation is on the line when anyone could see me like this.

And yet, other sensations jostle through my body, vying for the first place in my mind. That of excitement. Lust. Even though I'm nervous, I dream of feeling him sink deep inside me. In this position, I'm sure he would split me open.

Moments later, my whole body freezes. Because it's not his cock that I feel tapping against my thigh. No. It's his leather belt. His voice is heard, menacing.

“Look at you. A slut soaked at the slightest caress. Good girls don't run after older men. You know the consequences of such an act.”

I bite the inside of my cheek, as much nervousness as excitement. I know what awaits me now. And I’m perfectly happy with it. I think I would be able to beg him to give me one of those spankings he has the secret of.

I can't help but smile at his words. The good girls. That's what I've always been before him. I was playing by the rules. Boring dates. Banal and vanilla stories. Never wild things. Never one-night stands.

But with him, I break all the rules. I'm turning into the slut I've always been inside. I release the beast, hoping he catches it and tames it.

I shiver as he continues to run the leather strap over my bare skin. Gently, he pats it against my clit. The feeling makes me moan despite myself. My nerves are so raw that anything seems like it could bring me pleasure.

It makes him laugh. It continues to play on my button of nerves for long moments. I sigh in pleasure, surrendering to his gesture completely. My biggest mistake. Because he uses this to deaden my mistrust.

He attacks when I least expect it. In an instant, his caress turns into a powerful blow on my ass. I almost fall forward, his strength surprises me so much. The position was already unstable. But adding to that the intensity of his blows? I don't know how I'm going to be able to hold it.

If at least I could get off those heels, I might have a better grip on the ground. A semblance of balance. But I know it. I don't have the right to do so. Otherwise, my dominant would have let me do it already.

I could try to beg him. Appeal to his pity. But I know that would be a waste of time. My comfort has nothing to do with what we're doing here. No. It’s a test. A way for me to prove my docility and submission to this powerful man. And that's exactly what I intend to do.

So, I grip my ankles a little tighter, hoping to stay in place more easily as his belt slams down on my ass again, stronger than ever. I yelp, unable to contain my sounds of pain.

His blows rain down nonstop. And all I can think of is that door on the side. If anyone were to enter now, what a degrading sight he would discover. I, bent over, my ass exposed and my breasts sticking out of my dress. Obediently letting a man spank me with a belt. I’m sure I would die of shame immediately.

And yet, I don’t stop the man. It would be easy. I would only have to say my safe word, and everything would be over. But no. I don’t do it. Because I like what he does to me too much to be reasonable.

Every time his belt meets my fragile skin, it feels like he's lifting a weight off me. As if by pushing my limits ever further, he allowed me to be who I really am, deep down. As if he was obliterating all conventions and good morals.

It's only us now. Only the present moment. Nothing else matters more than the movements of his belt and my quickening breathing.

I barely hear the squeaks coming out of my mouth as he continues to spank me. It's as if all his gestures were perfectly choreographed to always fall in the right place. To surprise me and put me in an uncomfortable position. He never lets me fall into a routine, nor recognizes the rhythm to get used to it.

I'm shaking now. My position is more and more difficult to bear. I’m dizzy. And with each of his blows, I feel like I'm tilting a little more forward. Every time his belt crashes into my skin, I threaten to collapse completely.

And yet, I hold on. One more hit. Then another. And another. I'm sure my skin must be red by now. Each of his blows tears me apart. The pain is sharp, almost impossible to bear. Whether he hits my ass or my thighs doesn't change much. The same shiver goes through me. The same flash of pain.

I don't know how long I'll last. Tears well up in the corner of my eyes as the sensations are beyond me. And yet, I still can't stop him. I want to see how far I can go before he totally breaks me.

Suddenly, a white flash flashes before my eyes. For a few moments, I feel like I'm out of my body. I float, unable to understand what is going on inside me. Maybe I'm on the ground, completely collapsed. I don’t know.

It's only a few seconds later that I come to my senses, as the man hits hard on my clit again. The pain is unbearable. And yet, I feel it. On my thighs flows a new excitement.

I’m totally soaked. My body wants more. Pain or pleasure, it seems that I’m no longer able to tell the difference, my nerves are so raw.

I cry now. Not out of fear or pain. No. I don't know how to explain it. It’s as if I was totally free. This floating feeling soothes me. I feel whole. Calm. Totally relaxed despite the pain radiating from my skin and my most uncomfortable position.

As if noticing the change in my demeanor, the man slowed down his hits. Soon he’s just stroking my pussy with the end of his belt, making me gasp with pleasure.

Then he drops the leather object on the ground. Slowly, his arms wrap around my chest, gently bringing me back to an upright position. My head is spinning, I lean on him. He offers me his support, gently stroking my arms, kissing the tears that have rolled down my cheeks.

“Did that feel good, Submissive?”

With a smile on my face, I nod. I feel totally relaxed. It's like I'm floating on a little cloud. Still, that doesn't stop me from noticing the glint in the dominant's gaze. It makes me shiver.

“Then, why don’t you show me how grateful you are?”

He accompanies his words with a gesture of his head toward the ground. He doesn't really need to say more to make me understand what he has in mind. I lick my lips. This idea is far from displeasing me.

So, slowly, I drop to my knees, never stopping to look at him. I sigh when my knees come into contact with the carpet on the floor. At least it gives my aching feet some rest.

My heels sink into the damaged skin of my ass. The sensation is unpleasant, but that does not matter in the slightest. All that matters to me right now is satisfying my master.

A wide smile parted his lips. He leans towards me, gently patting my cheek. But that's not all. He grabs his belt on the floor again, making me frown. What does he plan to do with it?

“Hold out your arms.”

I shiver, obeying him despite everything. Patiently, he begins to wrap his belt around my wrists. He squeezes just enough to make me feel his power over me. I’m his little thing. I belong to him. And that suits me perfectly.

When he's finished, he lets go of my arms, letting them fall heavily against me. I keep them pressed against my chest, secretly hoping that their presence against my nipples will be enough to give me a slight friction.

I keep my eyes fixed on the man, keeping a fake innocent expression on my face, hoping to coax him. An evil smile parts his lips as he unzips his pants.

I resist for a few moments before I no longer can. I look down, licking my lips without even thinking as I see his tense member erect in front of me. I look up at my lover again, silently begging him to let me begin. With a nod, he allows me to.

I raise my cuffed hands to his length, holding him as well as I can despite my limited movement. I hold his base firmly before approaching my face. Slowly, I begin to lick his member, sighing with relief as I find his delicious taste.

Never had a man's cock driven me so crazy. I’ve always accepted to suck my partners, more to please them than anything else. But with him? It's far from a chore. I want to satisfy him, and I take as much pleasure in giving as in receiving.

I don't know why, but there's something intoxicating about this man. Maybe it's the submission that puts me in this state. To want to be a good girl for him, to give him as much as he gives me, if that is possible. I'm not really sure, but I want to try.

And then, when I'm on my knees in front of him, it's as if the roles were reversed. Of course, he's the one ordering me to do this, and the hand that's slipping through my hair right now makes me realize that he's going to take over the reins soon.

And yet, I still feel like I'm alone in power, at least for a few moments. I decide the pace. I decide if I lick it or if I let it enter my mouth. They're just crumbs of control, and yet I take them, doing everything I can to drive this man crazy.

With controlled slowness, I take his tip into my mouth, not letting him go any further just yet. I prefer to have fun for a few moments, and taste the few pearls of excitement that come out of his slit before getting down to business.

After a few moments, the man finally loses his patience. With firmness, but without violence, he makes me understand that it’s time to give him more. So slowly I let this man plunge his cock deep inside me.

It's massive, so much that I feel like my jaw is going to drop. And yet, I keep taking it further and further. I cough as his tip hits the back of my throat. But I hold on. I'm going to prove to him what a good submissive I am for him. Even if it means having pain for a few days.

I don’t mind. Quite the contrary. Anything that reminds me of my dominant is good to take. The last time, it took me three days to walk normally again. And I loved every minute of those painful days.

The man closes his fist in my hair, making me go faster and faster down his length. Obscene sounds escape from my throat. Anyone walking through the door could hear me, I'm sure. Fortunately, no one opens.

It's just me and my dominant, our eyes lost in each other's with intensity. I’m ready to go all the way. Sucking him until he empties into my mouth. I would swallow it all without hesitation. But the man has another plan in mind.

I'm almost disappointed when he withdraws without having come. But my disappointment is short-lived. With force, the man lifts me off the ground. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist as he presses me against the wall.

His lips press against mine, eager. He no longer seems to have the slightest ounce of patience in his body. Frantically, he passes his hands under my skirt, taking advantage of the slit in the fabric to give himself access to my uncovered soaked pussy.

I let out a cry as he begins to creep inside me. It’s shut down by his lips greedily taking possession of my mouth. The man doesn't take his time, pushing his cock deep inside me.

Without any preparation, I feel open in two. And yet, I’m so soaked that I manage to take it in me. The burn I feel is intense and delicious. I can't hold back my squeals as his lips leave my mouth and travel down my neck.

His teeth dig into my thin skin. No doubt it will leave marks on me. I would have a hard time explaining them at the office. I know my colleagues will look at me strangely. But right now, I don't care.

Not when his cock takes over every square inch of my pussy. With this simple gesture, it’s as if he annexed my whole soul. And I certainly don't intend to stop it.

I moan louder and louder as he pounds me. With each of his movements, my ass bangs against the wall. I feel like the whole building is shaking around us. People will find us if we continue. And I don't care.

My cuffed hands rest against my lover's chest, my fingernails digging into his skin without my really thinking about it. The man leaves me, continuing his thrusts. The angle is perfect. With each of his forward movements, he presses hard against my inflamed clit.

A warmth grows in the pit of my stomach, very recognizable. It's so loud that soon, I hear myself begging.

“Please, Master. Can I come?”

“You think you deserved it, huh, my little slut?”

“Yes! Please! I'll be a good girl, I promise. Please, please!”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. Show me how grateful you are.”

I let out a long squeal at those words. It doesn't take much for me to be overwhelmed by a powerful orgasm. My whole body ignites and becomes rigid as the man continues to pound me mercilessly.

My pussy contracts around his cock, and soon he no longer holds either. His teeth sunk into my shoulder, he empties deep inside me, generously coating my inner walls with his seed.

I gasp, trying to regain normal breathing as he pulls away from me. He pats my cheek, before pushing into a growl.

“Let's get the hell out of here. I’m not done with you.”


Chapter 3

My heart is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to burst out of my chest. I can barely breathe. And if the man wasn’t holding me so firmly by the arm, I think I would collapse. I keep my eyes fixed on the floor, too afraid to meet anyone's gaze.

We made so much noise inside this room, it's impossible that no one heard us. And even if by some miracle people were too engrossed in their evening to notice our lustful actions, there's no way they'd miss what I look like now.

He pulled on my hair so much, I'm sure it’s totally messed up, leaving no room for imagination as to what we just did.

And then, I still have this belt enclosing my wrists. Who walks around in public like this? No one. Anyone who looks at me must see it. Are they shocked? Amused? Excited, even?

My cheeks flush with shame as we walk through room after room. This place is huge, it’s like we’ll never get out of it. I’ll die of shame long before that.

I don't know how my dominant keeps going like this, as if nothing had happened. As if we were just a normal couple returning home after an evening of socializing. He moves in the room with a natural authority, as if it belongs to him.

I must admit that this assurance calms me down. I lean against him a little more, forgetting my nervousness, straightening up as best I can. Finally, I can see the entrance.

It takes me all the effort in the world not to speed up the pace. It's up to my dominant to lead the dance. It’s up to him to decide the rhythm of our actions. And if he wants to take all his time to give the others a show, then I have no say.

On the steps of the building, the valet gives him his keys. My mouth drops as I see a luxurious sports car in front of us. I can't help but smile, excited at the idea of riding in such a car. The man smiles too, visibly delighted with the effect of his toy on me.

Gently, he reaches out and pulls me inside. I observe in amazement the ambient luxury as he walks around the car to sit behind the wheel. I lick my lips watching him do it. Everything about him screams self-confidence and power. I don't know if it's his personality or his age. It probably doesn't matter much.

All I care about right now is the way he looks at my body. He just used me, came deep inside me. And yet, the gleam in his eyes is just as lustful as at the start of this evening. I know it. Our games are far from over.

We stare at each other like this for a few moments before he finally starts his car. I manage to tear my gaze away from him, watching the city lights flash past me.

I find this landscape most soothing. As a reward after the adrenaline of these actions in public. But I know my dominant won’t settle for this. I shiver as his deep voice echoes through the cabin.

“Lift your dress. I want to see my seed dripping on the leather seat.”

I bite my lower lip and look down, unable to respond to something as depraved as this. This makes him laugh, and he doesn't even take offense at my lack of response, far too busy watching me do it.

Despite my cuffed hands, I manage to obey him, pushing aside the slit of my dress and rolling up the fabric on my hips. I push my ass forward, making sure to give him a perfect view of my wet pussy.

I swallow hard as he stops at a red light. Although it’s late, there are still many people on the street. All it would take them is a sideways glance to find out what perverted little game we're indulging in.

I focus on my master again as he restarts the car. I wonder if he knows how attractive he is. Probably. You don't get such self-confidence without having some awareness of your strengths, right?

“I don't think I allowed you to look at me.”

I swallow hard, immediately turning my head towards the road. I stare at the windshield, not daring to move, too afraid to displease him. I've already been spanked tonight. I don't think I can get another one, even though I loved it.

“Touch yourself.”

I shiver at his words. As if being exposed like this wasn't already humiliating enough. It doesn't matter that we are in a moving car. That doesn't seem to matter in the least to him. He just wants to drag me into his evil games, order me to do the most shameful things, just for his pleasure.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my breathing for a moment. I slide my cuffed hands between my legs. I swallow hard when I meet my clit. The feeling is almost unpleasant, as it has already been stimulated tonight.

And yet, I begin to make slow movements back and forth on my button of nerves. I don't want to upset my dominant. What he asks, he gets.

I shiver as his hand lands nonchalantly on my thigh. His fingers dig lightly into the thin skin on the inside of my thigh. Yet, this simple gesture is more than enough to set all my senses in awe. Immediately, I accelerate my movements, encouraged by this simple caress of my dominant.

“Push three fingers inside you. Pretend I’m touching you.”

My breathing quickens and I squeal softly in obedience. My fingers are much thinner than his, or his large cock. And yet, I feel fuller than ever.

Still, I begin to move slowly back and forth, mimicking the gestures he would make if he were inside me. I moan a little louder, the palm of my hand pressing steadily against my clit.

Soon, a wet sound echoes in the car. My cheeks are flushed, but I don't slow down, obeying my dominant's command. My mouth opens and closes with regularity, always seeking more air to face the pleasure that invades my body.

I almost let out a disappointed sigh as the skyscraper where my dominant lives appears in front of me. I pick up the pace as we pull into the parking lot, desperate to climax.

Unfortunately, we arrive before I can reach ecstasy. I continue to touch myself slowly as the car engine stops. After all, he didn't give me orders.

“Look at me.”

I shudder hearing his stern voice. Hesitantly, I look up at him. A proud smile stretches his lips.

“Taste yourself.”

I shudder at this order. And yet, it’s without the slightest hesitation that I remove my fingers from my pussy. Trembling, I bring them to my mouth, wincing as I feel on my tongue the sour taste of my own excitement mixed with his seed.

Still, I take my time to sensually suck on my fingers, as if to remind him what I was doing to his cock not an hour ago.

In turn, he grabs my hand, gently kissing my fingers. Then, the gleam in his eyes changes completely. It becomes playful. Dangerous.

“This little game has gone on long enough. Let the serious things begin.”


Chapter 4

I bite my lip as I follow him into a room I don't know yet. The only time I came here, he fucked me right in the middle of his living room. And then we went straight to his huge bedroom. But I'm not really surprised that he has such a room at his disposal.

The room is elegant, almost welcoming. And yet, its use leaves no doubt. There are hooks on the ceiling. Probably to hang a submissive to it. A bench sits in the middle of the room, with leather straps. On the wall hangs an impressive collection of whips, paddles, and other crops.

I lick my lips. If my ass wasn't burning so much after his hard punishment, I could have been tempted to ask him to try these objects on me. But now I don't think I can handle it. So, I intend to behave, to do everything I can to obey my dominant.

I almost jump as he reaches out his hand. I was so caught up in my observations that I didn't realize I was standing in the doorway, unable to move. Timidly, I grab his hand and let myself be guided inside.

Not a word is spoken as I now stand in the middle of the room. Slowly, the man unzips my dress. Then, he grabs the straps, dropping the fabric to the floor in a single motion.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he walks away from me. I dare not move, not even to see what he’s looking for. After what we did in that public place earlier, I shouldn't feel anything special standing there naked in the privacy of my lover's apartment.

And yet, I feel incredibly exposed. Vulnerable. I just want to run out of the room to hide in the luxurious and comfortable sheets of his bed. But I don't.

Because my libido is stronger than my discomfort. I want more. Always more. Become his little thing again and again. Submit to his will, even though I'm nervous.

I take a deep breath as he comes back to me. A new sensation caresses my skin. My eyes widen in surprise when I see what he’s doing to me. I always told him I wanted to test being tied, as he did with his belt earlier.

I didn’t expect him to get the ropes out today. Yet that is what is running over my skin right now. Its texture is not as unpleasant as I had imagined, and its burn not as intense as I had feared.

Yet, I can't help but shiver as the man enjoys running it over my body without ever tying it down. It's like he wants to test me, see if I say my safe word. This is out of the question.

Seeing my tenacity, the man goes on. Slowly, he crosses my arms behind my back. Then he finally begins to wrap the rope around me. He starts with my chest. I lick my lips turning my head to the side.

He placed me strategically. From where we are, I can see everything in the large mirror on the wall. I can admire his expertise as the rope wraps around my breasts in an intricate pattern, trapping them like an improvised bra. They look even bigger like that.

I wonder if it will leave marks on me. Somehow, I hope so. This rope is like a snake of which I am the prey. It wraps around me, dangerous and sensual.

I can't help but move slightly when my master walks away again. Oh, not to disobey him. No, just to better admire the elegant knots that hold my arms crossed behind my back. It's strange, but I find myself incredibly sexy in this position.

“On your knees.”

I frown, not quite sure what he's doing. Slowly, I drop to the floor, my eyes fixed on the new rope he holds in his hands. In a condescending gesture, he pats my cheek. Then he bends down, pressing down on my shoulders to silently signal me to lie down.

With my arms stuck behind my back, this is difficult for me to perform. I wince as I fall heavily to the ground. He doesn’t seem to care. Immediately, he kneels beside me, spreading my thighs firmly.

I can't suppress a squeal as he threads the rope between my legs, tapping it against my clit, still desperate for pleasure after the car's interrupted orgasm. Then, the man picks up the thread of things.

He bends my knees before running his rope in complicated knots. Soon, I find myself totally tied. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't stand up. I'm at this man's total mercy. And I love it. I know, I'm so horny I must be soaking the floor beneath me. I wonder if he sees it. If he likes it.

I’m soon going to have my answer, as the dominant kneels between my legs. He tied them so that even if I wanted to, I couldn't close my thighs. I’m there, totally offered to him. And that excites me as much as it makes me nervous. Who knows what he will do to me now?

My master runs a finger up my inner thigh, coming up so slowly it's almost torture. Still, I hold on, keeping my eyes on him as he bends down. He holds my gaze as his mouth begins to kiss the parts of my skin left free by the cords.

I hold my breath as he goes higher and higher, getting dangerously close to where I want him most. But as I feel his breath on my throbbing clit, the man has fun and starts again on my opposite thigh.

I barely suppress a frustrated squeal. I know it. The more impatient I am, the more he will make me pay for it. So, I close my eyes and patiently wait for it to pass.

The man goes back up again, this time placing his mouth on my pussy. It's light, barely stronger than a breath of air. And yet, it's enough to make me arch my back.

The man doesn’t let me do. Immediately his mouth drops and he pulls back. I squeal as he slips his arm around my waist. Without the slightest difficulty, he picks me up and turns me around.

I find myself with my head flat on the ground, while my ass is turned in the air, pointed directly at him. I let out a cry as his hand fell on my thin skin. The pain is still very present. Inside, I pray that he doesn't punish me again.

Fortunately, Jake seems to have something else in mind. I sigh with pleasure as his fingers glide over my slit, covering themselves with my excitement before pressing down on my clit.

I moan uncontrollably. It's only a simple caress, and yet, I feel like it would be enough to make me capsize again. The man goes up my slit, introducing two fingers into me.

I arch my back, pushing my ass back to try and feel his fingers coming and going inside me. I bite my lip. It's all delicious. Too delicious to last.

Even though we haven't been playing together for long, I'm getting to know this dominant. He wouldn't bother putting on such a show to already give me what I want. No. It's probably just a game of patience. A way to lull my mistrust before striking a blow.

Moments later, I got my answer. My whole body tenses as he pulls his fingers back up higher, resting them between my ass. He has already played with this so taboo part of my body.

I lick my lips remembering the last time. When he pounded me from behind, his fingers thrusting deep into my ass, moving them in rhythm with his powerful cock.

I don't have the slightest doubt. He’s about to do it again. And it would be a lie to say that I don't like the idea. My cheeks are flushed with shame just thinking about it. And yet, it’s almost with impatience that I wait for his finger to enter me.

The man makes things last. With the tip of his thumb, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance. I don't even try to hide my sighs. I’m dying of shame and yet, I love it. It’s a new way of expressing my gratitude and my submission to him. Prove to him that I am his, without the slightest hesitation.

Finally, he slips one of his fingers inside me. My breathing stops. I forgot what it felt like to be visited there. It's strange. Like an unnatural feeling of tightness.

Still, it doesn't hurt. Far from there. Without even realizing it, I push my ass backward, inviting the man to enter a little deeper inside me. It amuses him. He laughs softly and slaps my ass.

I moan at the burning sensation on my skin. But this is quickly forgotten. Because the man is pushing a second finger inside me. This one is much more difficult to accommodate. My mouth opens wide trying to find more air.

The dominant continues his dive into me, not giving me a moment to get used to his presence. He goes all the way, his fingers suddenly feeling much longer than usual.

He continues to move back and forth, occasionally spreading his fingers to open me up a little more. I moan, trying to calm my racing heart. The man speeds up before leaning in my ear.

“Look at you. You like that, huh, getting your ass fingered? A real little slut. Go ahead. Moan for me.”

I squeal as he quickens his movements. My body is shaking. And yet, I want more. Much more. I want to feel him inside me again. Let him do as last time. Have him plunging deep inside me while pounding me with his fingers. I want to be so full.

Yet, that’s not what’s happening. The man withdraws, leaving me horribly empty. I squeal in frustration. For endless seconds, I’m alone on the ground, in this uncomfortable position. I don't know where my dominant is, but I miss him.

I gasp in surprise when he comes back to me. Firmly, he spreads my ass, making the lubricant flow there. Then, I feel a hard object pushing against my most taboo entrance. I fidget, not sure I like the feeling.

“Don’t move.”

I stop immediately, the harsh growl of the man calling me to order. Slowly, he begins to push the object back into me. A dildo, I believe. Much thicker and much longer than his fingers. Yet I know it. His cock is even bigger.

And he never hid it from me. Since our first discussions, I know that this is part of his objectives. Putting his cock deep inside me. Taking my most taboo entrance, pounding it the same way he takes my pussy.

I swallow with difficulty. Looks like it's going to happen to me today. And even though I'm curious about it and want to do it... I can't help but be nervous. Behind me, my fists close, my fingernails digging into the palm of my hand as the dildo goes deeper and deeper into me.

I close my eyes, trying to focus on my increasingly erratic breathing. The man does not give me the slightest respite. Immediately, he begins to move back and forth with the object in me.

Soon, my screams fill the room. My clit throbs, and I'm soaked like never before. I squeal as the man tugs at my hair, forcing me to arch my back. In one move, he turns my head to one side.

My mouth opens in surprise. In this position, I can see myself in the mirror. The sight I see is depraved. Me, naked, covered in ropes. My ass turned towards the man in a sign of perfect submission. Him, still dressed in his elegant tuxedo, on his knees beside me.

He towers over me, his position showing all of his power and possession over my body. My cheeks flush red, yet I can't look away. It's as if I was hypnotized by the image of this dildo plunging deep inside me.

Suddenly, the dominant stops and gets up, leaving the object stuck inside me. He slips out of my sight, leaving me alone and vulnerable again. When he returns, he has a new dildo in his hand, even bigger than the one in me. Almost as big as his cock.

My heartbeat quickens. I'm unable to move, unable to react, as he coats it in lube. I want to see what he plans to do with it. To my surprise, it doesn't remove the one already in me. No. It’s in my soaked pussy that he plunges it.

My mouth opens wide. I’m unable to know what I feel, as I hadn’t expected this. I'm open in two, irretrievably. I close my eyes for a moment, trying to get used to this presence inside me.

Still, I don't hurt like I thought I would. On the contrary. I'm almost relieved to finally have something in my pussy. When I open my eyes, I come across the amused gaze of my dominant.

“Look at this. A real pro, taking two dildos at once. Are you sure you've never done this before?”

“Never! I swear, Master. You’re the first.”

I squeal as the man kicks my ass hard. Slowly, he moves the biggest dildo. Immediately, a wet sound echoes through the room, barely drowned out by my moans.

The large dildo rubs perfectly on my inner walls, bringing me a comfort that I didn’t know I needed. However, it’s far from being worth the body of my lover near me. He can play as much as he wants with these fake cocks, none will bring me as much satisfaction as his.

I hold my breath as he removes the toy from my ass. My heart is beating faster and faster. That's it. It will happen. He's going to take my ass offered to him without the slightest shame.

The nervousness grows stronger as the seconds pass. Again, he drops the lubricant between my buttocks. A large dose. I may need it to be able to accommodate him.

Will I be able to? He’s so huge. What if it hurt too much? What if he tore me apart for good? He would surely be disappointed to see that I’m not up to being his submissive. And I will be too.

So, I focus on my breathing, closing my eyes to try to regain control over my body and my thoughts. It's going to be fine. Everything he's done to me so far, I've loved it. So why not that?

I gasp in surprise as his cock is already sliding against my ass. Is he really going to do it like that, without removing the other dildo? I was so worried about having it inside me that I hadn't thought about it.

I don't know how that could be possible. I have never done such a thing. It's too much. But before I can protest, his tip pushes against my most taboo entrance, forcing its way through.

All the air rushes out of my lungs, my mouth opening in a silent scream as he sinks inside me. I no longer have the slightest desire to protest. On the contrary. I want him to keep sinking into me. Yet he stops, leaning over my body.

“Breathe Doll. You'll see. You’re going to love this.”

Without really realizing it, I nod frantically, my eyes now wide open to see him take me. The image that the mirror sends back to me is most exciting. There he is, hovering over me with his omnipotence, his cock disappearing into me inch by inch.

His dive continues. I have the impression that he will never stop entering me. When finally his hips stick to my ass, I can't help but let out a long sigh. My body relaxes slightly, my head landing more heavily on the ground.

Jake caresses my ass, admiring us in turn in the mirror. I can't help but smile. He seems pleased with me. There is nothing that makes me happier than that. Even if it's difficult. Even if I have the impression of being open in two. The smile he gives me is well worth all the inconvenience.

My heart skips a beat as it starts to move. I can't help but hiss between my teeth at his thrusts. Yet they are still slow and gentle. But each time they press against the dildo in my other cavity, making me feel like I'm split open.

I don't know how it is possible to have two such massive cocks inside me. And to say that one of them is motionless. How do some manage to take two men at once? It just seems impossible to me.

Yet, my body eventually relaxes, opening up to him, letting him speed up his movements. And he doesn’t hesitate. His hands grip my hips to sink deeper into me. Each time, a high-pitched squeal escapes my mouth.

First of discomfort, my moans turn into real cries of pleasure. It encourages the man. He accelerates, pounding me for good now. I can no longer keep my eyes open, the sensations are so powerful. I don't understand how it’s possible to feel so much pleasure while he fucks my ass.

Suddenly, one of his hands slips between my legs, landing forcefully on my clit. Without the slightest delicacy, he begins to draw circles on it, showing himself as abrupt as in his hip movements.

I can't think anymore, turning into a horny animal, desperate to get fucked again and again. If I could, I would make this moment last for hours. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. I want him to keep taking me like this.

But I know it, he’s not very far from his end. He leans over me again, his chest pressing against my back.

“You're gonna cum while I pound your ass, huh, my little slut? This is what you’ve always wanted, right?”

“Yes! Yes, Master. Please. Can I come?”

The man answers me with a grunt, accelerating his movements a little more on my clit. I arch my back, trying to get him even deeper inside me if possible.

A particularly powerful hip thrust from him sends me completely off my feet. White flashes flash before my eyes. My whole body is shaking uncontrollably. I nearly collapse, restrained only by his hands gripping me as he gives his all.

My orgasm seems to last for hours, each wave of heat passing through me being quickly replaced by a new one. Silent tears run down my cheeks as the pleasure is intense.

I contract completely on the dildo and on the man's cock. It's enough to make him come. With a grunt, he empties into me, marking me with his seed.

That's it.

I totally belong to him.


Chapter 5

I let out a long sigh as I bury my face in the hole in the massage table. One of the many benefits of being ultra-rich, I suppose. A phone call, and two masseuses arrived with their tables and oils in my lover's bedroom.

After the night he put me through, my muscles really need to relax. I still can't believe I let him do all this to me. I gave myself to him, totally. I let him take it all. And in return, I received more pleasure than in the rest of my life.

I barely remember what we did, after he emptied himself into me one last time. He held me close to him for a long moment, whispering compliments in my ear, caressing my naked body nestled against his.

Then he made me take a shower, cleaning me carefully before wrapping me in comfortable clothes. No sooner had he laid me down in bed than I fell into a deep, restful sleep.

I let out a disappointed sigh as Jake asks the masseuses to leave us. I could have gone on like this all day, I think. But I'm just his guest. His submissive. It's up to him to decide.

I raise my head to look at him. He wraps his towel around his hips before approaching me. I lick my lips, my eyes roving unabashedly over the perfectly defined contours of his abs.

A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth as he approaches me. He puts his hand on the small of my back, immediately making me shiver. Then, he leans into my ear, whispering in his deep voice.

“You’re enjoying the view, Doll?”

“I've seen worse.”

I let out a yelp as a slap on my ass greets my comment. Soon, the towel gently placed in the lower back disappears. My mouth opens as the man caresses my skin, which is still sensitive after the treatment given last night.

He grabs a bottle of oil left by the masseuses, placing a few drops in the palm of his hand. After expertly warming it up, he lets his hands slide over my body. I heave a sigh. It’s both comforting and extremely sensual.

If he doesn’t press as hard as the masseuse he replaces, he goes through areas that the other would never have touched. His hands are perfect. Long and powerful.

Slowly, he turns me around. I now find myself lying on my back, my breasts offered to his hands. Soon, he covers them with massage oil, taking his time to explore every inch of my soft skin.

A soft moan escapes my lips as he gently pinches my nipples, before sliding his hand between my legs. I pinch my mouth, already feeling my cheeks flush as he looks at me amusedly.

“Already wet for me, huh, Submissive?”

“Yes, Master.”

“My good little slut. You deserve a reward. I'm sure you’re starving, right?”

To accompany his words, he gets rid of his towel. A smile lights up my face when I see his hard cock.

“Yes. I’m very, very hungry, Master.”

He laughs softly before lifting me off the table. I wince as I kneel on the floor, but quickly put aside my discomfort. My dominant once again gives me the chance to satisfy him. I intend to seize it, for as long as he lets me share his bed and his games.

- To be continued -


3. Humiliated by my Dominant


Chapter 1

A squeak escapes my throat. Immediately, I bite my lip to contain more sounds. This amuses my dominant. Showing no mercy to me, he presses down on my clit again, letting his fingers dig inside me.

Nervously, I look at the front of the car. There may be a separation between us and the driver, but I don't think it's enough to cover my cries of pleasure. I probably shouldn't allow my master to do this to me.

But it's stronger than me. As soon as this older man is around, I turn into a little thing controlled by her libido. With him, I abandon all my fears, all my good manners. There is nothing else that matters than satisfying him and going in search of intense pleasure.

When I started looking for a dominant, it was just to satisfy a curiosity. To find out if my fantasy of submission still held true. And here is where I am today. Sitting next to the most attractive man I have ever met, being fingered in a fancy car.

We have just landed in Italy, and my master is already playing with me. It's like he can't help but touch my body. And I love that. I don't even know where we're headed, and I don't care.

When he offered me to go on vacation with him, it wasn’t the prospect of sightseeing that made me accept. No. It's the idea of spending a whole week with him. To vibrate under his body, to abandon myself to the least of his fantasies. To let him use every part of my body as he sees fit. No matter the discomfort and the pain, I know that the pleasure that will come from it will be at least as intense.

I let out a disappointed sigh as he pulls his hand away from my pussy. The man is amused by my reaction, and decides to play a bit more. He brings his fingers to my mouth. I don't need more to open it and suck on his fingers covered with my excitement. My cheeks flush with embarrassment. Still, I keep licking them until they're clean.

The man smiles before making a gesture to the outside. I didn't even realize we had stopped. My mouth drops open as the car door opens. We are parked in front of a magnificent yacht.

I turn to my dominant, a surprised expression on my face. He enjoys it, kissing me gently before leading me to the pontoon. At the top of it, a man is waiting for us. Jake hugs him with that masculine virility, before introducing us.

“Amy, this is Michael. We've been sharing everything for more than twenty years.”

“Don't say it like that, it sounds like we’re old.”

“Do you really think it bothers her?”

My dominant answers with a tone full of innuendo that makes me blush. Yet, he’s right. Before him, I never dated an older man. A big mistake. He is by far the best lover I’ve ever had.

I can't help staring at his best friend. The man is also extremely attractive. I wonder if he too is a dominant. That would not surprise me. He exudes an intense energy, similar to that of my master.

I look down, blushing when his gaze lands on me. I think I watched him with too much intensity. Did he guess my thoughts? I hope not.

I shiver when the man reaches out his hand to help me up some steep steps. I shouldn't react so strongly to a simple touch. It's ridiculous. And yet I can't help it.

And the presence of my dominant doesn’t help me. One look from him, and I'm all on fire. I feel it. These two men are not going to give me the slightest respite this week.

I can't help but wonder if this is what my master has in mind. We’re only the three of us after all. His friend has no company with him. A week at sea, me and these two men. Maybe that's what he meant when he talked about sharing everything with Michael. Maybe I'm part of this deal too.

I shake my head at the thought. I shouldn't take my desire for reality. Besides, my dominant takes a lot of my energy as it is. I don't know if I could take another one.

Yes. I better focus on my Master. And when I see the lustful look he gives me as we settle into our cabin, I know the week ahead is going to be intense.


Chapter 2

With a smile on my face, I swim lazily. The water is so clear here, it's hard not to admire it. A look down, and I could observe the bottom of this heavenly bay, admire the multitude of colorful fish that flourish there.

But it’s something far more interesting that captures my gaze. My dominant has just arrived on the deck of the boat. For an hour, he was locked in one of the cabins, managing his business remotely. Looks like he finally managed to escape to join me.

My eyes slide over his body. He dropped his shirt, revealing his perfectly shaped chest, covered in a light salt-and-pepper fleece. The man may be almost fifteen years older than me, but I can't help but be in perfect admiration in front of him.

How could it be otherwise? He has such charisma. And every time he touches me, it's like stepping into heaven. Yes. I really hit the jackpot the day our paths crossed.

He smiles when he sees me staring at him intently. I should blush, feel embarrassed. But it’s quite the opposite. I lick my lips as I stare at him, leaving him in no doubt about my thoughts.

The man takes his time, as if to give me more time to observe him. I don't need to be prayed for. My eyes slide over his muscular forearms. I bite my bottom lip, imagining what it would be like to be stuck between them again.

He is so strong, so passionate. Every time he touches me, I feel like I'm going to die of pleasure. That would be an interesting ending. I believe there is a worse way to go than with an orgasm delivered by the most gifted man.

Finally, the man stops his little game. After making sure I was looking at him, he jumps into the water. I watch him until he comes out in front of me.

He runs a hand through his soaked hair. This gesture alone is enough to inflame my whole body. It's ridiculous. But the man is so attractive that I lose all reason. Just one look from him is enough to turn me into a little thing desperate for his attention.

He licks his lips before getting closer to me. His breath caresses my face, making me shiver again.

“Are you having fun, doll?”

“Yes. But I missed you.”

I answer him with a sulky pout, wrapping my arms around his shoulders. He smiles and lets me do it, his hands immediately coming to rest on my generous hips. We stay like that for a few moments, looking at each other without either of us moving.

Yet, we’re not lacking desire. There is this tension between us. Warm and intense, leaving no doubt about our respective intentions. It's inevitable.

It doesn't matter how many hours we spend together. No matter how many times he shoves his cock deep inside me. It seems like no orgasm, no pleasure, is enough to quell the fire in the pit of my stomach when we're near each other.

I wonder if his friend noticed it. After all, even though this boat is huge, our cabins are close, and it's not really like we're discreet. No matter how hard I try to hold myself back, I always end up screaming so loud that everyone on the boat must be hearing us.

I wonder what they think of me. They must all think I'm with him for his money. That's what everyone thinks, isn't it, seeing a young woman with an older man.

And yet, I can affirm it. He could lose all that fortune tomorrow, find himself living in a shitty apartment. It wouldn't change anything. I would continue to see him. To submit to him. To be his little thing.

I shiver as he comes closer to my ear, whispering there in a voice far too sultry to be innocent.

“Do you want me to distract you?”

“I don't know… What are you suggesting?”

A mocking smile stretches the lips of the man in front of my false innocence. We both know very well what he has in mind. As we stay afloat, motionless in the middle of this turquoise sea, he approaches me, letting his imagination take control.

His mouth lands just below my ear, before slowly descending my neck. I shiver, trying to bring my body closer to his to feel his warmth. I want him to touch me. Take care of me any way he wants. I know it. Pain or pleasure, it will all be worth it.

Finally, his lips land on mine. In a reflex, I wrap my legs around his hips. Through the fabric of his swimsuit, I can feel his large cock, still at rest. Not for long. Not at the rate he kisses me.

His tongue forces its way into my mouth, inviting me into a lustful dance as old as the world. I moan against his lips as I went back to rocking my hips against his, trying to get some friction.

He barely touched me, and yet my clit is already throbbing. Ideas all lewder than each other jostle in my head. I can already imagine him, taking me there, in the middle of the ocean.

However, when his fingers come to play with the top of my bikini, I can't help but let out a surprised cry. I didn't expect him to do that for real.

He breaks the kiss to better observe my reaction as his fingers undo the straps of my swimsuit. I can't help glancing nervously at the boat.

We are moored away from a port. His friend took a small boat to go back to land earlier in the day. We are on our own. But still, there is an army of employees on the ship. Cooks. Maids. So many people who could see us.

But my dominant doesn’t care. Soon, the top of my swimsuit is floating in the water near us. I feel my cheeks blush as the man looks down at my generous chest. However, it’s not the first time he has seen it, far from it. But I don't know why, the situation fills me with shame.

I'm okay with it, as usual. There is something incredibly powerful about feeling such conflicting emotions. As if the shame and the pain made the pleasure more intense, more real.

And I think that's why I like receiving punishment so much. When his hand falls again and again on the thin skin of my ass, it’s as if he’s giving me permission to let go, to be in the present moment.

I squeal as he twists one of my nipples between his fingers. The man smiles to see me so reactive. He continues to pinch, wanting to see how long I can hold this painful sensation. Then he starts again with the opposite nipple, leaving me no respite.

Slowly, I begin to move my hips, grinding against him desperately. It makes him laugh. In his deep voice, he whispers again in my ear.

“Look at you, a real little slut. And to think I fucked you this morning. You are really addicted. How about we get back on the boat so I can give you your fix?”

I nod intensely, making him laugh softly. Once again, I prove to him that I’m nothing but an insatiable slut. I think he could leave his cock permanently inside me and that I would still find that insufficient.

I don't know when I became such a nymphomaniac. Maybe I've always been like that. All I needed was to find the man who could bring this part of me out into the open.

We get on the boat, and immediately, I hide my breasts in my hands. My dominant didn't give me my bra back. It’s going to feel very long to go back to the cabin, thus undressed. But the thrill of the forbidden excites me. I’m ready to play this game.

But as I'm about to go down the stairs to reach our cabin, my dominant clicks his tongue. Immediately, I stop, before turning to him. His training on me worked well, it seems. He no longer needs to speak to make me obey.

Nervousness rises in me as he remains silent. The longer we wait, the more someone could come and surprise us. But he doesn't seem to care.

“Where are you going?”

“To… To the cabin? You said you wanted to give me my fix?”

“I don't remember talking about the cabin.”

My eyes open wide. I stutter, unable to formulate a coherent thought. The man is amused, before pointing to the front of the ship with a wave of his hand.

“It’s such a beautiful day. I don't want to lock myself in. Let's go to the front of the boat.”

I swallow hard, but nod, before walking off. Cheeks flushed with shame, I walk the distance to the front seat. I feel ashamed as ever, and yet, I play by my master's rules. I want him too much to contradict him.

The man follows me, making sure to keep his distance, probably to better make me feel this intense shame that twists my stomach. Without his reassuring presence against me, I feel more vulnerable than ever.

Arrived near the sun bed adorning the front of the boat, I must make every effort in the world not to throw myself flat on my stomach and hide my chest against the white leather of the seat. I look nervously up at my dominant, pleading silently.

But the man remains perfectly stoic, even ignoring me to admire the ocean. I'm almost offended. I’m here, half-naked and offered to him… And he ignores me.

“Take off your bikini.”

I tense up, in shock. The man didn't even look at me when he gave me the order. It's as if he doesn’t care. I nervously look around. For the moment, we are alone. But any of the employees of this boat could decide to come on deck, to clean something, or to offer us a refreshment.

Being topless is one thing. After all, many women take their bikini tops off to get a tan. But being completely naked? That's something else. And yet, all it takes is another click of the man's tongue for me to obey him.

Slowly, I lower the bottom of my bikini to the floor, revealing absolutely everything about my body. My eyes stay fixed on the ground, I feel so ashamed. I struggle to keep my composure, my heart pounding against my chest. If the man notices my nervousness, he doesn't say anything.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard, yet I obey him. He spent so many hours training me, giving me such stern and humiliating orders, that now I obey him without even having to think.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, nervously waiting for his next command, his next action. I hope he’ll come near me soon. Do something, touch me. Whatever he wants, as long as he takes care of me.

But without a look, he walks away from me. I can’t believe it. He walks away, disappearing down the stairs. I can't believe he does this. That he leaves me alone at the front of the boat, naked and vulnerable.

I want to scream, to beg him to come back. But I don't. Nor am I hiding. No. I stay perfectly still. I want him to find me in the same position he found me in. I know it. That's what he wants, even if he didn't really ask me.

I could rebel, refuse this. But I don't. Despite the intense feeling of humiliation that twists my stomach, I want to keep going. See how far I can hold out.

I close my eyes, as if that could give me any protection. My body starts shaking with nervousness. Silently, I beg my dominant to come back to me quickly.

After what seems like hours, my wish is granted. I open my eyes when I hear footsteps. But as I sigh in relief seeing it's him, I immediately tense seeing what he's holding in his hands. A long rope.

I look at him, a worried look in my eyes. He's not really planning on tying me up where everyone can see me, is he? Even before I ask him, he answers me.

“We're on a boat, it would be a shame not to use ropes, don't you think?”

“But… What if Michael comes back?”

“Bah, don't worry about that. He’s seen plenty of things in his life, believe me.”

I frown at his tone full of innuendo. Is he saying what I believe? The man smiles and leans toward me.

“He's a dominant like me. And we have already played together many times. Don't worry. He won’t be shocked to find us there. Unless… Is that a problem for you, Submissive?”

I lick my parched lips, taking a few moments to think. I know it. With this question, he gives me the opportunity to pronounce my safe word. I could say it now, and stop this game immediately.

He would surely cover my body with one of those towels lying around in the corner before reassuring me, telling me that it's okay if I'm not ready.

I'm torn, not quite sure how I feel. I close my eyes and inhale deeply. Once there is calm inside me, everything becomes clearer. When I open my eyes, a big smile lights up my face.

My dominant responds with a smile. He leans into me, capturing my jaw between his fingers before kissing me. Then he motions for me to lie down.

Without taking my eyes off him, I comply, watching him with a playful glow. I may be nervous, but I want to see what he has planned. Even if it is sometimes difficult to let go, he always ends up proving to me that it’s worth it.

Without delicacy, he grabs my wrists in his hands, holding them behind my head. I lick my lips, eager to see how far he'll take this little game. Sensually, he wraps the rope around my wrists in a series of intricate knots. As always, he shows undeniable expertise.

The friction of the rope against my skin is enough to inflame the pit of my stomach. It excites me so much that I almost forget where I am. Almost. From time to time, I can't help but glance nervously to the side, feeling that someone might come along and surprise us.

But soon, I refocus on my dominant. Now that I'm tied to the boat, he lets his hand slide over my chest, visiting it with an almost unbearable slowness. I can't help but moan as he pinches my nipples.

I bite my lip realizing he's not done with me yet. He pulls out a second rope, which he wraps around the rest of my body this time. My breasts find themselves imprisoned in this improvised harness.

My breath catches as he now wraps the rope around my thighs and hips to finish his knot on my pussy. My eyes widen as the rope spreads my slit apart and presses hard against my clit.

I gasp, eyes fixed on those of my dominant. I didn't expect such a thing. It seems to please him to astonish me in this way. He starts pinching my nipples, more sensitive than usual.

I keep my eyes fixed on my master, as if I could find an answer there. I have no idea what he's going to do to me now. With this rope thus placed between my legs, he deprives himself of all my accesses. All except the one in my mouth.

I lick my lips, looking down at his crotch. But despite the bump that's starting to take up space in his swimsuit, he doesn't seem to want to get rid of it so that I can suck him.

I’m almost disappointed. In this position, I would have had no choice but to take him deep, to let him use me like a little sex object. But instead, the man withdraws to come and lie down next to me.

He closes his eyes and sighs deeply, as if nothing had happened. As if he had nothing else to do right now but bask in the sun. I swallow with difficulty. So, that’s his test? I'm going to have to stay here for God knows how long, immobilized by these ropes, with nothing left to do but wait for him to finally want to take care of me?

I believe that’s the case as the man shoves a hat over his head, paying no attention to me. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. It would be so much easier if it weren't for this cord pressing almost painfully on my clit. This one throbs, desperate to be so stimulated without ever receiving enough pressure to come.

From time to time, I glance at the man, hoping to see any sign of change in him. But as usual, he shows unparalleled calm. For a bit, I would even think that he fell asleep.

I try to think of something else, to make time pass more quickly. But the test is harder than I thought. I can't help wondering if I'm sunbathing. If I will keep the marks of his cords on my body. Part of me hopes so. It's a depraved idea, and yet it excites me.

Finally, my dominant is moving. I stay perfectly still, as if afraid that the slightest of my movements could make him change his mind. With a smile, he leans over me. I sigh as his lips capture one of my pointed nipples.

He sucks it greedily, before attacking it with his teeth, making me squeal. A big smile lights up his face as he moves on to the next nipple. I arch my back, hoping to find some friction against my rope to bring me relief.

But what my dominant offers me is much better. His fingers travel down my body until they reach my pussy. Unhurriedly, he undoes the knot in the rope, exposing my throbbing clit. I know it. I’m completely soaked. His fingers sliding over my slit quickly prove it, the wet sound escaping from his gestures leaving no doubt.

“My little slut. Look at you. What am I going to do with you?”

I give him a desperate look, silently pleading.

“Use words, Submissive. I trained you better than that.”

“Please, Master, touch me...”

Immediately, the man plunges two fingers into me with force. I squeal at this indelicate intrusion. Without delay, he begins to move quickly back and forth, not caring in the least about my comfort. I bite my lip, containing my moans of mixed discomfort and pleasure.

After a few moments, he removes his fingers, before sliding them lower on my body. Immediately, my cheeks turn red. Oh sure, I'm used to him taking me there now. But for him to do this while we are outside, where anyone could see us, it fills me with shame.

Still, I love the feeling he gives me as he dips a first finger into my most taboo entrance. He goes slowly, his gaze fixed on me with intensity. I keep looking at him, knowing very well that this is what he wants from me.

My cheeks burn me so much they are red when he already adds a second finger. They are huge, opening me in two. I'm so tight against them, I wonder how it’s possible that I welcome his large cock in this hole so tight. However, that's what I do.

My heart beats faster. Will he take me to my most taboo entrance here, where everyone could see us? My worry vanishes as the man places his second hand on my clit, performing circular motions on my nerve button.

I bite my lip, trying in vain to drown out the sounds of ecstasy. Even though I'm ashamed to let him do such a thing to me, the pleasure I feel is even more important.

I moan again and again, forgetting the ropes binding my body, forgetting the humiliation. I feel it, my orgasm isn’t far away. A few weeks ago, I would have thought it impossible to come while having my ass fingered by a man older than me. Now, it has become my daily life.

But just as my body begins to tense and the waves of pleasure threaten to wash over me, the man abruptly stops, pulling his hands away. I give him a desperate look, squealing and wriggling pathetically in hopes of getting him to touch me again.

But instead, the man unties my arms and asks me to stand up. Legs shaking, I comply. Immediately, he wraps my body in a towel around me. It’s only then that I hear the sound of an engine. Michael is back. My dominant leans into my ear.

“Our host is here, and you haven’t deserved to come yet. Go take a shower and get ready for dinner. Better not touch yourself.”

I nod slowly, heading for the booths with my head down. I’m frustrated to have been deprived from an orgasm. But to my amazement, another feeling takes over. Disappointment. I really thought he was going to share me with the other man…


Chapter 3

I sigh as the bubbles from the jacuzzi tickle my skin. The feeling is pleasant, relaxing, after this intense afternoon. I can't help but glance discreetly at Michael.

Does the man know what we did on his boat while he was ashore? Part of me hopes so. I don't think my dominant really wants to share me, but it doesn't hurt to fantasize a little, right?

Especially when the two men are deep in conversation about basketball, a sport I know nothing about. It's ok. I'm not against a little rest. Who knows what my dominant has planned for me tonight?

I’m sure he's not going to just go to bed quietly. Since we came on board, there hasn't been a night where he hasn't fucked me for hours. I don't see why it would be any different today.

Unless he wants to play with my nerves for good. No matter how hard I try to distract myself, to think of something else… My frustration is eating me up. I was so close to orgasm earlier. I still can't believe he took it from me like that.

No matter the long shower or the breathing exercises… Nothing was enough to soothe my tense clit. There's only one thing that could. And my dominant doesn't seem ready to give it to me.

It could go very quickly though. My nerves are so raw, I know anything could make me come. But no. I must wait, pretend everything is normal.

“So, Amy, how do you find life on a yacht?”

I almost jump when our host turns to me, his gaze intense. For a moment, I lose my composure before recovering. It's not the first time I must answer an attractive man, I have to calm down.

“I really like it! Thank you for inviting us.”

“My pleasure. And from what I understood, you took advantage of the front deck this afternoon? I hope I didn't come home too soon...”

My mouth opens in surprise, I don't know what to say. Is he really implying what I think he is? He keeps going.

“If that's the case, I know a way to make amends.”

I turn to my dominant, unsure. He too smiles at me, at least as amused as his friend by my reaction. He puts his hand on my thigh, as much to reassure me as to encourage me. I don't quite know how to react. So, it's my dominant who speaks.

“You can tell him, Doll. You remember what I told you? Michael and I share absolutely everything.”

I nervously lick my lips, not daring to look at his friend. This one adds.

“There is no obligation, Submissive. But from what I've heard about you, I'd be crazy not to take a chance.”

I look up in surprise at my dominant, who smiles at me and pats my cheek. What did he say about me? Positive things, apparently. Otherwise, the other would not say it like that. Jake looks at me with a tender smile.

“What do you say, Doll? You’re going to show my friend what I taught you to do?”

Despite the nervousness building in my stomach, I don't have to think long about an answer. I fantasized about this moment from the moment I put my foot on the boat. So, without further ado, I nod. And all hell breaks loose.


Chapter 4

Immediately, my dominant pushes me towards his friend. Without rushing me, but with enough authority that I don’t hesitate for a moment. In one movement, I find myself against the other man. He looks at me with a big smile, his hands quickly finding their place on my hips.

My mouth opens. I'm nervous, yet I don't want to stop. The man bends over me, his lips resting on the soft skin of my neck before slowly moving up to my jaw. When his lips meet mine, my whole body ignites. I didn't think I could get such a strong reaction for a single kiss. It's almost as good as when my dominant kisses. Almost.

I don't think any man will ever come close to him. But I must admit that this one is not badly defended. His tongue plays with mine sensually. Michael doesn't rush, as if he wants to take his time savoring me.

Taking advantage of my distraction, he slips his fingers under the top of my bikini, taking it off me by untying the straps with a confident gesture. I let myself go, far too happy to finally receive some attention.

Soon my breasts are out in the open again, floating in the bubbling waters of the hot tub. The man doesn’t waste a moment to grab them, playing distractedly with one of my pointed nipples. I sigh against his lips, enjoying his simple but effective stimulations. I stick a little more to him, taking advantage of his warmth.

The man jumps at the chance, grabbing my hips to make me ride him. Immediately, I snuggle up against him, my crotch touching his. I moan as my clit presses against his already taut cock.

If I listened to myself, I would start rubbing myself against him, going on a frantic search for pleasure. But I know that the consequences of such a gesture would be terrible. So, I hold myself back.

I break the kiss as he pinches both of my nipples at once. My head falls back in a long moan. That's when I see my dominant get up to get out of the hot tub. I frown, suddenly afraid that I've done something wrong.

Sure, I fantasized about this moment for hours. But that's just a fantasy. I preferred not to realize it and keep my dominant. Our host grabs my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. He gives me a reassuring smile.

“Don't worry. Your master is gonna come back. He's just going to get a few small accessories. In the meantime, you’re going to be a good girl and make him proud?”

I nod nervously, letting go as the man presses his lips to mine again. His hands slide over my ass, gripping them tightly. I moan into the kiss. All my senses are awake.

I wonder what this dominant likes to do. Are there games other than my master, new things for me to explore, to make me love? He leans into my ear, whispering in a voice deepened with excitement.

“Go ahead. Show me your pretty little ass.”

I look at him, unsure of what he expects of me. So, he slaps on my ass before lifting me up. Before I even have time to react, I find myself bent forward, my fingers closing over the edge of the hot tub, my ass facing the man.

I lick my lips at this burst of power. It seems he doesn't have the same patience as my dominant. That doesn’t bother me. On the contrary. I focus on my breathing, patiently waiting for the man to react.

For long moments, he just stood there, watching me. Then his hand rests on my hips. In a quick gesture, he gets rid of my bikini bottom. I blush as I feel his gaze intent on me.

In this position, I can't hide anything. He can observe my perfectly shaved pussy. My lips and clit swollen with desire. And if I hadn't been sitting in the hot tub a few moments ago, the man could see how soaked I am.

I turn my head to the side, smiling shyly at my dominant coming up from the cabin. He remains totally impassive, approaching the two of us. He steps in front of me, sternly grabbing my jaw between his fingers.

“You have been good to my friend, I hope?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

These are just two words, and yet they awaken a fire in the pit of my stomach that can only be extinguished by their cock sinking into me. I shiver as Michael's voice echoes behind my back, bringing me back to reality.

“You know what Jake, I'm not sure she behaved that well. After all, she’s a guest on this boat. Good guests don’t behave like sluts, getting tied naked on the deck, where everyone could see them.”

My mouth drops open in shock. I didn’t expect this. My heart is pounding as I stare at my dominant. He smiles, visibly amused by his friend's suggestion.

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. She deserves a punishment. And since we're on your boat, I guess that honor is yours.”

My breath catches at those words. I can't believe he's willing to let the other do such a thing to me. Jake is my very first dominant. No one else ever punished me. None of my other lovers have even slapped my ass in the heat of the moment.

So, a full punishment, by a man I barely know? It seems impossible. And yet, when my dominant gazes into mine for a reaction, I remain utterly silent. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind.

Of course, I'm nervous and don't know what the other will be capable of. But he is attractive, charismatic. And I'm curious to see what another man could do to me. Will I feel the same as with my dominant?

After giving me an extra moment, my master nods slightly toward his friend. This one doesn't need to be told twice. I don't have to turn to feel him get up, his impressive stature towering over me, menacing.

My heart is beating faster and faster. I close my fingers on the edge of the jacuzzi. My eyes dig into my dominant's, anchoring there forcefully, as if he were my beacon in the middle of the storm.

And when the first slap falls, I understand how much I need my dominant close to me. All the air escapes from my lungs as violent pain radiates throughout my body.

I believed that nothing could be stronger than my Master's spankings. I realize now that I was wrong. His slaps feel almost like a caress now that his friend is showing me the extent of his strength.

My mouth remains open, as I’m still in shock. Behind me, the man doesn’t spare me. His blows pass from one cheek to the other, from one thigh to the other, always as strong.

I don't know what burns me more, the skin on my backside or the skin on my cheeks. I feel more ashamed than ever. I can only imagine the scene I provide. A grown woman, standing in a hot tub, getting spanked as her older lover watches.

And the latter doesn't stop there. With an amused smile on his lips, he grabs his phone to immortalize the moment. I bite my tongue and give him a pleading look. However, I don’t protest.

Above all, I don't want them to stop. Something must really be wrong with me, but I don't care. Because despite the humiliation I feel, there’s also pleasure. I can feel myself wet every time his firm hand descends on my ass.

I squeal louder as the dominant's hand falls on my drenched skin again. Doing it in a hot tub makes it even more depraved.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes from my throat. The man viciously slapped my pussy, hitting my sensitive areas with as much force as the rest of my body.

I gasp, desperately trying to regain control of my breathing. It's a waste of time, the man doesn’t stop for a moment. He’s merciless as my cries get louder. I'm sure everyone on board can hear me.

Yet when I bite my lip in an attempt to stifle my screams, my dominant approaches me, placing his hand firmly on my jaw to force me to open my mouth. His lustful growl makes me tremble.

“Let them hear you. I want them all to know what a good little slut you are to us.”

Without even thinking about it, I nod, wanting to prove to him that I understand what is expected of me. He pats my cheeks proudly before going back to filming me.

Behind me, the man doesn’t weaken, his blows falling randomly on my ass, my thighs, my pussy. I can barely breathe. And yet, I hang on. I want to prove to them that I’m the best submissive they will ever have.

But my body is struggling to keep up. My legs are shaking, barely supported by the water still bubbling up my thighs. From one moment to another, they threaten to let go, abandoning me cowardly in this mad race led by my libido.

I gasp in surprise as my dominant gently caresses my cheeks. That's when I realize I'm crying. I smile at him through my tears to show him that everything is fine. I’m just letting go. He laughs softly and pats my cheek before addressing his friend.

“See, I told you. She really can take it all.”

“I see it. It's really a good little submissive that you found there.”

I yelp as he slaps my ass again, harder. But this time, he doesn’t follow it with another slap. No. Instead, he strokes my ass, squeezing it tightly in his hands.

“I think she’s had enough. What if we move on?”

My dominant nods, leaving me to join his friend. I lick my lips nervously. I wonder what these men have in store for me now.

My mouth drops open in surprise as the men start touching me. My skin is burning, and those hands spreading my ass aren't helping. I grit my teeth, forgetting my discomfort for a moment to focus on the main thing. These two men will take care of me. No more pain, only pleasure awaits me now.

My breathing stops when I feel liquid slipping between my buttocks. The feeling is almost pleasant, contrasting with the fire that burns this whole area. I bite my lip as I feel a finger come dangerously close to me.

Slowly, he draws the outlines of my crenelated entrance, taking his time to visit me. The tension rises in me. My dominant may have fingered this area earlier today, I can't help but be nervous about how I'm going to feel.

Is this going to hurt? Is he going to share this place with his friend too? No other man has ever touched me there, and I'm not sure I'm ready to.

However, I don’t react, I don’t protest. I don't even turn my head back to see which of these men is touching me. As long as my dominant is there to watch what's going on, I'm ready to let go.

I let out a long sigh as the finger finally dives into me. I close my eyes, letting myself go to this now so well-known feeling. I think I recognize my master's touch. His broad finger that has so often visited my body.

I can't hold back a moan when already a second finger enters me. My hands curl around the edge of the hot tub as I get used to the presence of those expert fingers inside me. They come and go, visiting me, tearing me apart.

My cheeks flush with shame at the thought of the two men standing behind me, watching all of my perversion. And yet, despite the embarrassment, I can't help but let out a disappointed sigh when the fingers slip away, leaving me terribly empty.

A gasp of surprise takes me as two hands land on my ass, spreading my cheeks to get a better view of my anatomy. My humiliation doesn’t end there. Moments later, I hear the click of a camera.

I lean my forehead against the edge of the hot tub, pathetically trying to hide as I'm ashamed of my position. This amuses both men. And that encourages them to continue.

Soon I feel a hard object pushing against my most taboo entrance. A large silicone plug. Almost as thick as my master's cock. I bite my lip as he drives it inside me, making me swallow every inch of this intruder.

The rest of the evening is no longer in doubt now. It had to happen, right? Considering the number of times my dominant has taken me there while playing with a dildo in my pussy, it was to be expected that one day he would want to do it with someone else.

The two men remain motionless for a few moments, no doubt admiring their work. I swallow with difficulty. Despite the shame and the pain, I’m completely soaked. My clit throbs, desperate to finally get some attention.

I dream that one of these men bends down to come and taste my sweet nectar. That a tongue gets lost on my slit, visiting every corner of me. But that doesn't happen. Instead, the two men come out of the water, commenting on the stars, as if I wasn't there, naked and open for them.

I yelp as Jake wraps his arms around me, lifting me out of the water. I lick my lips at this burst of power. I feel so small against him. I love this feeling. I’m vulnerable, but safe against his broad shoulders.

He lays me down on the floor, and immediately my eyes look up at him, almost pleading. I know what he expects of me. His friend approaches us, and I can't help but take a look at his crotch. His cock seems taut in his swimsuit, and I just want to discover it.

My attention goes back to my dominant as he gently strokes my hair. With his free hand, he pulls his tense member out of his swimsuit. I smile when I see him. I even feel a kind of pride in provoking this reaction in this man.

No matter how many women he's had before, no matter how many times he's played with me, he still feels the same excitement seeing me. I bite my lip giving him an almost innocent look. He smiles at me, continuing to lazily stroke his length.

“Are you going to be a good girl to us now, Doll?”

I nod before turning to the other man. My mouth opens with pleasure. He got rid of his swimsuit in turn. And the least we can say is that he too was spoiled by nature.

I catch his base in my hand before pinching his tip between my lips. I keep my eyes on him in submission as I push him deeper and deeper into my mouth. I come and go on him, without taking him to the end. I’m having fun frustrating him a bit before that.

Without ever having taken him all the way, I let go to focus on my dominant. I repeat the same movements as with the other, doing everything possible to satisfy him.

For long minutes, I alternate between the two men, stroking the cock that I don't suck, doing everything to treat them equally and bring them as much pleasure as I can. I take them deeper and deeper, savoring their taste, almost choking on their delicious lengths.

My comfort is of no importance. All that matters to me is satisfying them. To make them happy. And to believe the small groans that escape from their throats, I think I manage it perfectly.

“Shit, Jake, is there one thing she can't do?”

“You can find out now if you want.”

I keep my eyes fixed on our host, taking him even deeper, slamming him into the back of my throat. Everything is good to make him lose control. He seems to hesitate for a moment.

But soon, his hand slips into my hair, forcing me to let go. Then he grabs me by the waist and throws me over his shoulder. I bite my lip at his strength. A squeal escapes my throat as he hits my ass as he pulls me to one of the couches surrounding the hot tub.

He lays down on it, dragging me onto him. Immediately, my clit finds itself leaning against his tense member. I lick my lips, desperate for more.

“Come on Submissive. Show me what you can do.”

I don't have to be told twice. I decide to play a bit, rubbing against him, covering his length with my arousal. I can't hold back a slight squeak. Pleasure may be light, but it’s enough to make me lose my mind.

Finally, I grab his cock to straighten it and I impale myself on it. My mouth drops open, searching for more air, as his member slowly sinks inside me. The feeling is delicious and I'm already moaning despite his impressive size.

The man smiles as I begin sensual hip movements, circling above him, making him explore every inch of my warm, welcoming pussy. His hands land quickly on my hips, imposing a new rhythm on me.

I lean over him, my hands clinging to his shoulders as he proceeds to pound me now. I glance at my dominant, seeking his approval. He strokes his length slowly smiling at me, savoring every moment of this depraved show that we offer.

The pleasure I feel is intense. However, this isn’t enough. I need more, much more. I want my master near me. So, I give him a pleading look. It doesn't take much to get closer to us.

The other man barely slows down to let his friend remove the plug deep inside me. It’s only when my dominant joins us on this huge sunbed that the other stops.

After covering us both with another generous dose of lube, my master finally comes near. I now understand why he spends so much time in the gym. You have to be damn athletic to achieve such a position.

My breath catches as his cock is already pushing against my jagged outline. I let out a long squeal. The man sinks into me without wasting a moment. My fingernails dig into Michael's skin, who looks at me, amused.

It has nothing to do with what we usually do. Being wedged between the bodies of two men is far more powerful than any of the toys, no matter how powerful they are. I bite my lip, squealing in discomfort as my dominant continues to plunge into me mercilessly.

I hiss through my teeth when, finally, he’s fully inside me, his body pressing against the damaged skin of my ass. I have trouble breathing. Their cocks are so thick, I feel like I'm split open. And yet, it's nothing compared to when they start moving.

They go slowly at first, helping my body adjust to their presence. My breathing is erratic, I can't even think anymore as the sensations are intense. However, it seems that I’m getting used to them, that my body is opening up little by little to let them take possession of me.

Without realizing it, my squeals of discomfort turn into moans of pleasure. This encourages men, who come and go faster and faster in me. I certainly couldn't walk tomorrow, and I don't care.

Soon, I hear myself pleading with them. I want more. Stronger. Faster. Men laugh at my perversity and carry out my wishes. My brain totally disconnects as they destroy my body with their powerful cocks. I’m a little doll in their hands.

“Touch yourself. Cum on our cocks.”

Trembling, I slip a hand between my body and Michael's. Immediately, my fingers fall on my clit. I press hard on it, moaning without restraint. A great heat came over me and soon, I could not hold myself back.

I scream in pleasure as a devastating orgasm courses through my body. I'm shaking all over, collapsing onto Michael's chest as the two men continue to pound me, their cocks trapped in my contracting holes.

My orgasm seems to last for hours, and I lose all sense of reality. So much so that I don't even feel them coming in turn. It's when Michael speaks that I come out of the fog of orgasm.

“How about we continue this in my cabin?”


Chapter 5

I let out a long sigh as I lay down at the front of the boat, exactly where Jake fucked me yesterday. I can't help looking around. I'm almost disappointed to see that there are no marks left by the rope.

It doesn't matter. If I look down at my body, I can see that what I hoped has happened. It's light, but my tan shows the traces of the ropes he wrapped around me. I wonder if I will keep them for long. Deep down, I hope so.

I smile as my dominant joins me, drink in hand. It amuses me that he brings it to me himself, rather than using the services of one of the many employees on the boat. A new proof of his attention for me. No matter how much strength he puts into his games, the comfort he gives me in return is always as strong.

He sits down next to me, before bringing the glass to my face. Without being asked, I stuck the straw in my mouth, sucking in the sweet fruit juice without taking my eyes off my dominant. The lustful gleam in my eyes seems to amuse him. Maybe it even turns him on.

He removes the glass, before wrapping his arms around me. Slowly, he lays us down on the comfortable seat, holding me close. I can't hold back a sigh of relief as he begins to absently stroke my back, my hair. From time to time, his mouth lands on my forehead, depositing light comforting kisses.

These are just small nothings, and yet they mean a lot to me. It's as if they erased all the aches in my body, all the tightness. They erase questions and worries. Yes. With Jake, I feel incredibly good. Calm. Understood. Complete. I never imagined when I answered this man online that I would end up here, on a yacht, sharing such a relationship with him.

It was supposed to be just a short burst of lust. A way for me to explore my most hidden fantasies. And it became so much more.

I let my eyes drift to the man. He looks just as calm as I am. I can't help but ask the question that's been swirling around in my head.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Us.”

I look at him, surprised. I hadn't expected such a response. I thought he was engrossed in his business or something. After all, he’s an important and very busy man. He smiles, kissing me softly before looking at me seriously.

“I think I'm very lucky to have found you. I'm not going to lie to you, I've had a lot of women in my life. Some submissive, some not. But I never felt such chemistry with someone.”

“Me neither. I didn't even know it was possible to feel that.”

The man smiles, kissing my hair before continuing.

“Look, I know we're going back to town soon. What we had so far was very good. The games, the secret meetings... But I want more. I want to wake up next to you in the morning and fall asleep with you in my arms. I want to come home from work and find you there, kneeling in the hallway, waiting for me like a good girl. Come live with me. I promise you won't regret it.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I hadn’t expected such an offer. However, my answer doesn’t take long to arrive. I don't need to think. Everything he has given me so far, I have loved. I have no doubt that this will continue.

“Yes! You will see. I’m gonna be a perfect submissive for you.”

“I’ve no doubt about it, Doll. Count on me to test you. I'm far from being done with you.”

- To be continued -


4. Punished by my Dominant


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 -


5. Used by my Dominant


Chapter 1

“You look tired, but I’m gonna fix it. You’re not the first bride who’s so stressed that she doesn’t sleep the night before her wedding.”

I purse my lips, smiling politely at the makeup artist. She’s far from the truth. Stress didn’t keep me awake. My future husband did.

We were supposed to stay away from each other for a few days, to make our wedding night even more intense. And yet last night, Jake slipped into my bedroom. As soon as he put his hand over my mouth to keep me from screaming, I felt wet.

We’ve been playing together for over a year now, and few have been the nights that we have spent away from each other. Every occasion he has, this perfect man put his hands on my body, making me vibrate. I can only admit it. I hit the jackpot the day I replied to his message.

And to think that it was only a game for me. A way to explore my fantasies. When I joined this BDSM dating app, I just wanted to have a new experience. I never thought I'd love it so much.

I didn't plan that the first man I submitted to would become my official dominant. So that he ends up asking for my hand? I never would have believed this possible. And yet, that’s exactly what is happening to me. A most lustful fairy tale.

I lick my lips longingly. Even though I'm happy to get married, wear the beautiful white dress, and have all my friends around me, I can't help but think about the aftermath. My dominant promised me a memorable wedding night. He's going to do things to me that I have no idea.

And yet, since we've been playing together, the man hasn't stopped pushing my limits, tying me up, punishing me, and even exposing me to the gaze of strangers. How could he do more than that? I don't know, but I can't wait to find out.

In the pit of my stomach, a very recognizable warmth is already beginning to show up, as the images of last night come to mind.

My dominant could have been satisfied with a quick fuck, or a slow and passionate lovemaking, to show me the extent of his adoration for me. But instead, he wanted to celebrate our last night as unmarried people in the most delicious way.

Discreetly, I glance over to the bed he tied me to only a few hours ago, before descending onto my body, nibbling at my skin. My nipples still show the mark of his teeth. I will wear it like a trophy. Today, he’s going to make me totally his.

His ring will be added to the many collars he loves to adorn me with. I'm wearing one right now. Oh sure, for an outside look it would be a simple choker necklace, with that little white velvet ribbon around my throat.

But he and I know very well that on the back of the little chiseled gold medallion are his initials. I’m already his, body and soul. All that remains is to make things official in front of everyone.

Finally, the makeup artist finishes her work and leaves me. Taking advantage of these few moments finally alone, I get up to observe myself in the mirror. My dress perfectly highlights my feminine curves, my imposing chest, and my tight waist.

The cap sleeves fall over my shoulders, giving me a falsely ingenuous look. As for my skirt, it’s split on one leg. I hope my dominant will appreciate this outfit, the perfect mix of angel and demon, as he likes to describe me. But who knows… If he hates it, maybe he'll rip it out of my body even faster.

I can't help but smile at the thought, ignoring the throbbing of my clit, already waking up to my lustful desires. Fortunately, a few knocks on the door snap me out of my daydreaming. It opens, and a man's voice echoes through the room.

“Can I see you, Submissive?”


Chapter 2

I shiver as Michael enters the room. His suit fits him perfectly, showcasing his carefully groomed body. Immediately, images come to mind. Holidays in Italy. His luxurious yacht. My dominant sharing me with him in a hot tub.

And now this attractive man stands before me, in his best man outfit. How can I behave normally when this man has seen everything of me? When I let him play with my body, taking me again and again? How could I erase from my memory the images of this dominant pounding me while my master slipped in my most taboo entrance? It’s simply impossible.

And yet, I clear my throat and offer him a sincere smile, as if none of this ever happened. He approaches me, detailing my body with intensity.

“You make a very pretty bride. Many men will be sorry to see such a woman leave the market. Luckily your future husband is the generous type. We know something about it, you and me.”

I bite my lip at his knowing wink, lowering my gaze as I feel my cheeks flush. This makes the man laugh softly. He approaches me, a package in his hands.

“Your Dominant asked me to bring you a gift. Go ahead, open it.”

Without being asked twice, I grab the box and undo the little satin bow holding it closed. Then I unwrap the neatly wrapped package, eager to see what's inside. My mouth opens in surprise upon discovering the object. Immediately, I raise a confused face to Michael.

“Your dominant would like you to wear this. Of course, you don't have to do anything. If you want, you can have the same boring wedding as all the other brides. But if you want, you can also make things more… fun, shall I say.”

I watch the man for a moment before looking back down at the box. I had expected everything from my dominant. But certainly not a chastity belt. Even less one adorned with a dildo.

I bite my lip, already imagining the feeling of this object inside me. Something must really be wrong with me. I should close this box with a look of shock, throw it in the corner of the room. After all, today is about celebrating our love. We shouldn't taint that with sex.

And yet, I do want to play. After all, that's what makes our relationship strong, right? Power games, submission, discipline. Yes. It’s what defines us, what makes it so beautiful and intense. So how can we refuse to honor this part of us?

I lift the belt, looking at it, puzzled. It would have been much easier to put it on before my dress. But my dominant is not one to make it easy for me.

I turn to Michael as he pulls a new box out of his pocket. This one is small. I can't help but smile, wondering if Jake wants to give me a piece of jewelry. But in the precious box, it’s not a bracelet or a ring that awaits me. No, it’s a jewel of a very different kind.

An anal plug, adorned with a small diamond. I can't help but chuckle at this detail. My fiancé's best man approaches me, a whiff of his intoxicating scent reaching my nostrils. Without ceremony, he hands me a phone.

“How about calling your dominant to thank him?”

I nod enthusiastically, catching the object. It doesn't take more than one ring for my master to pick up. He chuckles as he hears me thank him enthusiastically.

“My pleasure, Doll. It's going to be hard for you to put those things on with your beautiful wedding dress, right? I'm sure Michael will help you, if you ask him nicely.”

Immediately, I feel my cheeks redden. I could never have imagined that a man other than my husband would touch me on my wedding day. And yet, I don't see the slightest objection to it.

“You’re a good girl. It's bad luck that we see each other before the wedding, so we can't film you. You're going to have to tell me everything he does to you. It's understood?”

“Yes Master.”

I answer in a breath. Behind me, Michael is already busy, leaning me over the desk of the room. With more care than I thought he could use, he meticulously lifts the skirts of my dress. I shiver as I feel a trickle of cool air caressing my ass.

“He’s taking my panties off. A white lace thong that I chose especially for you.”

“I'm sure it's very pretty. And now what does he do?”

“He… He slides his fingers on my slit.”

“Are you wet?”

“Yes Master. Since I saw the belt. And hearing your voice only makes it worse.”

The man lets out a satisfied grunt. For long minutes, I continue to describe the movements of his best man. The way his fingers travel over me, covering themselves with my excitement. The expertise of his gestures as he presses down on my clit, making me moan uncontrollably.

The man takes pleasure in making me languish, barely dipping his fingers into me to prepare. It's not enough to open me up completely and help me accommodate the dildo. But I don't think he cares.

My mouth opens wide, and I let out a gasp of surprise as he goes to the next level. My dominant clicks his tongue, probably finding that I've been quiet for too long.

“He…He has a finger in my ass.”

“Oh yeah? Does it feel good?”

I swallow hard, trying to get used to the presence. Oh, this is far from my first time. Anal has become an integral part of my sex life. But I always did that with my dominant.

This is the first time that another man is touching me there. I don't know what to think of it. I had always imagined that this part of me would forever be reserved for my dominant. And yet, the feeling is far from unpleasant. The man behind me obviously knows what he's doing. I yelp as he abruptly slaps my ass.

“Your dominant asked you a question. Answer him.”

“Yes Master. It's good.”

“Good. You better enjoy it. This is the first and last time that a man other than me does this to you. Do you hear, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes Master, my ass is yours.”

My breathing quickens. I'm more feverish, while the man runs the lubricant between my buttocks. Soon, I feel the plug entering me, tearing me apart deliciously. I can't help daydreaming, already thinking about when my dominant will plunge his cock into that taboo place in my anatomy. I can't wait to be totally his.

But in the meantime, I must get used to something quite unusual. With patience, Michael installs the chastity belt. He has no difficulty getting the dildo inside me, I'm so soaked. Then, he closes the ties on the side, finishing harnessing me.

Slowly, the best man helps me straighten up and readjust my dress. I watch myself in the mirror. I'm glad I didn't choose this super tight wedding dress in the end. Everyone could have seen the extent of my perversion, what I accept from my fiancé.

At least with all these fluffy skirts, my secret is well hidden. I'm going to pass for the ingenuous and respectable bride. Only my dominant and his friend will know that in reality, I’m the biggest slut ever.

I jump as my dominant speaks to his friend through the speakerphone.

“Go ahead Michael, tell me what she looks like.”

“She’s magnificent. But she looks a little stressed to me. I think she needs to relax a bit before the ceremony.”

“I'm sure of it. Do you think you can help her with that?”

“That's what the best man is for, isn't it?”

The two men laugh softly, and I can't help but blush again. To believe that my dominant doesn’t see the irony of the situation. The purpose of a chastity belt is to protect one's property. So, to offer his wife to another man when she wears it? It sounds ridiculous.

But I refrain from commenting. I'm much more interested in knowing what his friend plans to do to help me relax. For the moment, he gives me no indication, preferring to go and settle comfortably in one of the sofas of the room.

I stand watching him, already feeling the excitement flowing from my pussy. My mouth drops open in surprise when I see him pull out a small remote. In a theatrical gesture, he presses it. Immediately, I jump as the dildo begins to move inside me.

Small squeals escape my mouth. I never expected to feel so much pleasure. Especially not after the night that just put my dominant on me. But you have to believe that the emotions of the day cause greater excitement than I had imagined. I shudder as I hear my dominant's voice echo through the room.

“Does she like it?”

“Yeah. She's so sexy when she tries to stop herself from moaning. Very exciting.”

“Look what you're doing, Submissive. You turn my friend on when he must concentrate to be my best man. I think you can do something to help him, right?”

“Everything… Everything you want, Master.”

“Suck him. And be quick to make him come. I don't want you to be late for the ceremony.”

I swallow hard, yet I walk obediently toward Michael. He undoes his belt, already pulling out his taut cock to present it to me as I kneel in front of him. Without even thinking, I place my lips on his tip, engulfing him in my mouth.

I shouldn't do this. I’m about to get married, and this man is not my fiancé. And then, my dress is going to be all crumpled up. Yet, I don’t care. Not when the vibrations inside me quicken, and I get to taste this man again.

Even if he is not as well-hung as my dominant, he’s still impressive. I choke a little taking it deeper. Fortunately, my makeup is waterproof. I can't imagine what state I would be in otherwise. How they would all judge me if they found out what I'm doing with the best man, less than thirty minutes before my wedding is due to start.

I quicken my movements, my fingers digging into the man's thighs. He growls.

“Shit. She’s so fucking good. You’re a lucky bastard.”

“I know. She has the best mouth I've ever had. Go ahead, speed up the vibrations. I want to hear her squeal.”

He barely finishes his sentence when already, the vibrations in me double in intensity. I have to stop for a moment to get used to them. I didn't expect so much enthusiasm. I may be tired from my hot night, but I can't help but be horny like never before.

If I listened to myself, I would beg the man to take that belt off and take me instead. That he pushes his big cock deep inside me. Let him pound me, let him destroy me. That he lines my inner walls with his seed.

My dominant would join us too. To hell with the ceremony. Everyone would be waiting for us, and we wouldn't care. We would be there, indulging in our most animal desires. They would take me front and back, totally submitting me to their cocks, turning me into a little thing without the slightest will of my own.

I accelerate my movements on the cock of the man. Fortunately, he has the presence of mind not to slip his hand through my hair and destroy my sophisticate bun. Instead, his fingernails dig into the armrests of the chair as his hip thrusts grow stronger inside me. At the end of the line, my dominant doesn’t miss a beat.

“You’re going to let my friend fill your mouth. He was a perfect best man. He deserves a reward.”

My mouth is too full to answer. Instead, I speed up my movements, letting the man tap the back of my throat, ripping muffled squeals out of me. A few more moments, and Michael empties deep into my throat in a powerful rattle. I swallow it without hesitation.

Slowly, he comes to his mind, catching my jaw between his fingers. Then he presses the remote again, further accelerating the dildo inside me. I let out a long moan and lower my gaze. But immediately, the man straightens my face, forcing me to look at him.

The thing is incredibly intimate. He wants me to give him my orgasm, to let him see all of me. I'm not sure I'm capable of it. But when the voice of my dominant is heard again, my whole body ignites.

“Go on doll. Come for us. You'll see. It’ll make you feel good.”

I respond with a long moan as my clit throbs harder and harder. Seconds later, my body cracks, and gentle waves of warmth wash over me, pouring through my veins.

I smile, panting softly. Jake was right. I feel much more relaxed now. His best man smiles, helping me up before zipping up his pants. Then he holds out his hand to me.

“Let's go, Submissive. Let's make you an honest woman... Ish. »


Chapter 3

“You are beautiful. My perfect little wife.”

I smile softly, looking up at my dominant. The day passed at an incredible pace. In the blink of an eye, we were married. Now we are holding each other, like any newlywed couple. Yet we are like no other.

Because while everyone can see us dancing, surely admiring the beauty of our couple, there are more shameful things happening inside me. Nobody knows that I have this chastity belt on me, and that my holes are filled with a dildo and a plug. So much the better. I don't think I could resist such humiliation.

At least the vibrations stopped. I can enjoy this day, tenderly cuddled against my dominant. His arms are wrapped around me, supporting me with strength. From time to time, the man slides his lips to my ear, making me shiver.

“I can’t wait to rip that dress off you and fill all your little holes. You'll see, you'll never forget that wedding night.”

I lick my lips, both impatient and restless. Because he told me his plan. He wanted to make sure I was comfortable with this one before putting it into action. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but feel great excitement.

I want to make the most of this evening, and yet I can't wait for it to end so that I can finally spread my legs for my master. I glance discreetly to the side. Michael is there, in his suit, watching us.

I wonder if he already knew my master's plan when he came to see me in my room just now. I'm sure yes. I give him a shy smile before focusing back on my master. He kisses me, before making us leave the dance floor.

Finally, the moment I've been waiting for has arrived. One by one, we thank our guests. I try not to sound too impatient or too nervous. However, I have only one desire, to leave them all there and run to our room.

When we finally manage to escape the crowd, I squeeze my fingers around my dominant's, suddenly nervous. I can't believe this is finally going to happen. And yet, here we are. Our bridal suite.

Obediently, I follow my now husband inside. Immediately, he takes back his role of all-powerful dominant. No more sweet words and tender caresses. A stern look can be read on his face. The one I love so much. I don't know why, but seeing him like this excites me more than anything. I’m ready to surrender myself completely to his hand.

He circles me without saying a word, watching me from every angle. I stay as still as possible, nervously waiting for him to finally touch me.

As if he heard me, he puts his hands on my body, plunging them inside my cleavage to pull out my breasts. I bite my lip, nervously glancing to the side at myself in the mirror.

The man pinches my nipples hard, already making me moan. I can't believe I'm so sensitive. But in his hands, I become a little thing totally controlled by his libido.

I let out a disappointed sigh when he lets go of me, circling me again. In a quick gesture, he undoes the zipper of my dress. It falls heavily to the ground, exposing my naked body. I nervously look at myself in the mirror.

What vision I offer. Completely naked on my heels, barely covered by my chastity belt. I wait patiently, waiting for an order, an indication. But my dominant ignores me, making my embarrassment even stronger.

Nonchalantly, he grabs the piece of cake he has sent up to the bedroom. Then he goes to sit on the sofa. He starts eating, as if I wasn't there. It’s only after a few moments that his voice echoes in the room.

“On your knees.”

He doesn't even bother to look at me, seeming far more interested in his cake. I feel humiliated, and yet I obey the man without hesitation.

“Crawl.”

Immediately, I fall on my hands and hurry to join him. I need to feel him against me. May he be a bulwark to better accept my nudity and my submission.

He spreads his legs and I come to sit between them, as I usually do now. He looks at me with a slight smile. Then he plunges his spoon into the cake, before bringing it close to my face.

“Open your mouth.”

I obey him without the slightest hesitation, welcoming this dose of sugar with pleasure. I’m surely going to need it to face the night he has in store for me.

“This cake is good, isn't it? But I think there's a treat you'd like even more.”

My eyes light up as his free hand reaches for his belt, and I can't help but nod impatiently. This makes the man smile, pulling his member out of his pants.

“You've been driving me crazy all day. Between your moans this morning, and that little dress that hugs your curves… I'm sure they all saw you pretty and innocent. They don't have a clue what a little slut you are. Go ahead. Take me in your mouth.”

I don't need to be asked to obey him. Immediately, I slide it inside me. The tip of the tongue, I play with his slit, collecting a few drops of his excitement flowing there already. The taste is delicious, mixing perfectly with the sugar of the cake he just made me eat.

I still can't believe I married that man. For the rest of my life, I will give these treats to him and him alone. Well, almost.

Immediately, I remember what he has planned for me tonight. I feel slightly nervous at the idea, but refocus on my task. For now, all I have to do is suck my dominant to perfection. The rest doesn't matter.

Carefully, I let my tongue slide into every corner of his beautiful cock, following the lines of his central vein, enjoying the softness of his skin. I keep my eyes fixed on him, watching for any reaction on his impassive face.

His hand slides through my hair. For now, he lets me go at my own pace, absently stroking the back of my head. But soon, his fist clenches, and he makes me go to him with more vigor.

I place my hands on his thighs, digging my fingers into them. As best I can, I try to keep calm despite this huge cock invading my mouth. With each hip movement, he slaps the back of my throat, seeming to sink ever deeper into me.

Strangled sounds escape my body, seeming to give it even more vigor and encouragement. I lose all control. I’m only the receptacle, the thing to be filled. Between my legs, my clit throbs, and I'd give anything for the dildo to turn on inside me and give me the relief I'm desperately waiting for.

But the man doesn't do anything about it, just pounding my mouth, taking possession of it for the first time as my husband. He doesn't even pay attention to me anymore, focusing only on his pleasure.

I watch him with interest, and despite the discomfort of my position, I can't help but feel proud as he unleashes himself completely inside me, coating the back of my throat with long spurts of his seed. Breathless, he pats my cheek before questioning me.

“So, Submissive. Ready to move on? Or do you want a little more time to get ready?”

I bite my lip, considering his question. I suddenly feel nervous. I know what awaits me. And although a part of me wants it to happen, another, more feverish part takes hold of me. What if I can't? What if I wasn't up to it? If it was too hard, if it hurt? What if, what if...

Nervousness takes hold of my body without my being able to do anything about it, or respond to the man. Luckily, he seems to notice. His fingers land on my jaw and he makes me look at him. I calm down when his gaze meets mine.

“There is no obligation. We can just stay you and me, as usual. It will be fine too.”

“No, I want to. I'm just a little nervous.”

“How about I help you relax?”

To accompany these words, he pats his thigh. I smile, immediately understanding what he means. Most normal people would be horrified at the thought of being spanked in bed. And many would not understand how it could relax me.

And yet, it is. I can't explain it, but as soon as my master gives me one of those spankings he has the secret to, I relax, anchoring myself in the present moment and forgetting everything else.

So, it’s without the slightest hesitation that I climb on his thigh, lying on him to present him my ass. Without bothering to undo my chastity belt, the man begins to take care of me.

He takes it easy, stroking my ass first, making me sigh with relief. Then, he begins to massage them with more force. I bite my lip, trying to forget my nervousness and just focus on his movements.

I almost moan in relief when finally, his first slap lands on my ass. The pain is intense, radiating throughout my body. Yet, I have only one desire: that he start again immediately.

Luckily, I don't have to beg him for that to happen. With the same force, the man attacks my opposite ass cheek, snatching a long moan from me. He starts again and again, alternating between each of my cheeks. Sometimes he flirts with the top of my thighs, just to give me a little more sensation.

“You like it, huh?”

“Yes Master. Thank you, Thank you!”

“What a little slut. What am I going to do with a wife like you? But I'm not worried. I'm sure I'll be able to make you docile. The perfect little submissive.”

I bite my lip. My whole body is on fire. The pain is intense. However, there is no question for me to give up. I'm not going to say my safe word or beg him to spare me.

If he wants to spank me for the rest of the night, then I'll let him. The feeling is way too good to pass up. And too bad if that means I'll have trouble sitting down tomorrow morning. I know it will be worth it.

Still, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief when, finally, the blows stop, replaced by gentle caresses. Not a word is spoken between us as the man scours my ass, comforting me with the warmth of his hands.

I feel much more relaxed now. Even if a part of me is worried about what will happen next, it’s largely overpowered by my desire to discover this new game that my dominant wants to indulge in.

For the moment, I appreciate this moment of calm, this sweetness that it offers me. I’m there, naked on top of him while he is still dressed. I’m totally open and vulnerable. And yet, I feel incredibly good. Confident and safe. Like every time we play together.

With delicacy, he lowers me to the ground before getting up. Then, with a click of his tongue, he encourages me to follow him. I crawl beside him, not asking myself a single question as he hoists me onto the bed.

Gently, he presses his lips to mine, giving me one last comforting kiss before moving on. Patiently, I wait for him to go get the toys he has concocted for tonight.

It starts with a blindfold that he slips over my eyes. I can't see anything at all. I rely on him to watch everything that will happen in the room. I know I can trust him.

He turns me over, putting me on all fours on the bed. Then he presses my upper body down. My ass is in the air as my face is buried in the soft sheets. Without violence, he crosses my wrists behind my back before attaching them with a pair of handcuffs.

Finally, he takes care of my legs. I don't need to see it to know what's hanging around my ankles. Handcuffs connected to a long metal bar. Thus positioned, I can only keep my legs wide open, inviting anyone passing by to see around me.

I lick my lips nervously, yet I feel hornier than ever. I can't wait for him to take off my chastity belt and finally dive inside me. But I know it. This is not part of his immediate plan.

His hand slides delicately down my back as he approaches my face. His warm breath caresses my skin as he announces.

“That's it. You’re ready. It's time to welcome my friends.”


Chapter 4

I focus on my breathing as I hear the door open. Immediately, male voices echo through the room. With this blindfold, impossible for me to know how many there are. At least three, that's for sure. And perhaps many more than that.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I can't believe we're actually going to do this. A gang bang, for real. And on our wedding day. Many would be shocked by such an idea.

But me, I'm horny as ever, ready to spread my legs for these men, whoever they are. Something is seriously wrong with me. But I don't care. Because I found the man to share these crazy ideas with.

I concentrate on my breathing as I feel them all approaching. The atmosphere in the room changes completely. It’s filled with pheromones, setting my nerves even more on edge, if that's possible.

Soon, the men begin to comment on what they see. My cheeks burn so much they are red. The men don't hold back, complimenting the curve of my ass, making gritty comments about my handcuffs, already noticing what a little slut the bride is.

I’m dying of shame. To think that all these people were sitting during the ceremony earlier. They saw us pledging respect and loyalty. Did they already know what my dominant had planned for us tonight? Were they all staring at me, imagining what was under my wedding dress?

I don’t know. All I know is that I'm grateful to have this blindfold over my eyes. How could I have come across one of these men in the future, knowing what he had done to me? No, that would have been impossible. This way, it’ll be much easier to pretend that none of this has happened. Like an erotic dream shared but never confessed.

I shiver as a hand lands on my ass. That of my dominant.

“My friends, thank you all for coming to celebrate this moment with us today. Now, we have one more ritual to complete to be fully married. The wedding night. As it was done in the past, we need witnesses. So, what do you think? Are you ready to see what’s hidden under this belt?”

Immediately, enthusiastic cries greet his proposal. I’m unable to say how many voices answered. Four? More? I don't think I will ever know. But that thought soon vanishes as my dominant puts his hands on the belt.

He takes his time, probably for theatrical effect. I lick my lips, shivering as I feel the cold air caressing my pussy again. There’s no possible doubt. I’m completely soaked.

How could it have been otherwise, with all the treatment inflicted by my dominant? And yet, I can't help but blush when I hear men commenting on the state of my pussy.

I feel overwhelmed with intense humiliation. I bury my head against the mattress, a pathetic and futile attempt to escape the lustful gaze of these men. It amuses them, and immediately, I get a light slap on the ass.

I straighten up without waiting, too afraid to upset my dominant. So, I stand there, listening to them comment on my body, on my little hole filled with a plug. It seems to amuse them. And my dominant only adds to it.

“Yes, she loves anal. She’s really insatiable on that side. Right, Submissive?”

I bite my lip, shame twisting my stomach. Yet, I know it. My dominant won’t be satisfied with my silence. So, swallowing my pride, I answer him.

“Yes Master. I love that.”

Fat chuckles are heard in the room. They like it, apparently. My dominant laughs in turn, before stroking my ass.

“Well, it's time to show them then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes my plug. I certainly hadn't expected him to start the session like this. And yet, here he is, spreading my ass, showing everyone the enlargement caused by his toy.

Then he drips some lube into my little hole, before sticking his finger in there. I can't hold back a moan, making the men around us laugh again. My humiliation is intense, and yet I must hold on.

I must be strong. My dominant trusts me to be a good submissive. I must prove to him that he was right to choose me as his wife. Nothing would make me prouder and happier than that.

So, I try to relax as his finger goes deeper and deeper into me. I feel like it completely overwhelms me. Yet, it’s nothing. A few seconds later, a second finger invites itself into me, making its way into my hole so fine and delicate.

I can't help but sigh softly as the man begins to scissor inside me, preparing me more and more for the arrival of his cock. The others continue with their degrading comments.

Some say they want to find someone like me, and that fills me with pride. I who knew nothing about BDSM and sex before meeting my master, I have now become the object of lust and compliments.

My grunts grow louder as my man plunges his fingers into me, moving them back and forth with rapidity. I'm almost disappointed when he takes them off. Patiently, I wait for the rest, unable to know what my master has in mind.

My breath catches as I feel the mattress sag around me. He just joined me on the bed, there is no doubt about it. I tense as I feel lube running between my ass again.

“Gentlemen, learn from it. That’s what a good little submissive looks like. Don't marry any that can't take you like that.”

All the air escapes my lungs as he presses his tip hard against my crenelated entrance. He may have prepared me, but I can feel him passing. I don't know if it's because he has spectators, but it seems to me that he is going much stronger than usual.

Behind my back, I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands. The room fell silent around us, as if to better observe my dominant diving into my most taboo entrance.

I feel like his cock is so big it never ends. He fills me, and by this simple gesture, takes possession of my whole soul. There is nothing I can do but focus on my breathing.

Despite the discomfort, I don't want it to end. I want him to keep tearing me apart, making me his little bitch. Too bad if I must spend the rest of my life looking like a slut to his friends. Even better.

Forever, they will keep this image of me, docile and sexy. The perfect woman who will never be theirs. I can't help but smile at the idea. Because even if my dominant wants to share me with the whole world, he alone truly owns me. I am his, and he can do with me what he wants.

I breathe a long sigh of relief when, finally, his hips hit my ass. That's it. He’s totally in me now. He bends over my body, gripping my hair forcefully to force me to arch my back a little more.

In this position, I feel everything more intensely as he begins long back and forth. If others make comments about my position or my body, I don't hear them. There is only my dominant and his delicious thrusts.

All my energy serves me to concentrate on his movements, to better accommodate them. I am his, totally. I moan louder and louder. I can't explain why being taken this way feels as good to me as the normal way.

So, when he starts slipping his hand between my legs to press my clit, I can't control myself anymore. Long moans escape my throat, making the men around me react.

A few whistles are heard, making me blush as much as they encourage me to continue. My dominant is going faster and faster, sparing me nothing. I moan loudly, all my senses on alert as the heat in the pit of my stomach grows stronger.

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. I know you're dying to. Show them what a good little slut you are for your master.”

I moan louder at those words, totally intoxicated by his encouragement. I bite my lip. I can’t stand it anymore. So, with his permission, I totally let myself go. In a long moan, I come, my whole body shaking from my orgasm as he continues to pound me hard.

I feel like this moment lasts for hours, and that I’d be ready to come again, if he were to continue like this. But suddenly, my dominant freezes, emptying in long streams in me.

I try to catch my breath as the man triumphantly pulls out, spreading my ass apart to show them all his seed dripping from my most taboo entrance. My cheeks are red with shame.

In this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy that is displayed with pride. I’m totally naked and vulnerable. All these men know what I am, what I am capable of. My darkest secrets revealed before their astonished eyes.

I’m dying of shame, and yet, if I had to do it again, I would do it without hesitation. Under the hand of my Master, there is nothing I fear. And that's good. Because who knows what he has in store for me now?

There is silence in the room as my dominant repositions a large plug inside me, barring access.

“This little hole is mine. No one else has the right to touch it. Now, for the rest, have fun. This is an opportunity that will not come again. So, enjoy it.”

I shiver hearing those words. Things are really going to start now. I hope I meet their expectations. But as my dominant reminder to all, I have a safe word, and everyone will have to respect it and leave the room if I were to pronounce it. So, I breathe deeply, preparing myself for what comes next.

For a few moments, there is perfect silence in the room. Nobody moves, nobody speaks. As if they were deciding on a battle plan without daring to put it into action. Then, someone finally moves.

A hand slides over my body, making me shiver. It goes up on my skin, before landing on my ass. I squeal as an unexpected slap lands on me. This makes some of them chuckle, who in turn approach my body.

Hands rest on me, with more or less delicacy. Some touch my thighs, while another attacks my breasts. He begins by massaging them, as if he wanted to discover their softness and density. Then he grabs one of my nipples. I squeal as he pinches it hard. The feeling is far from unpleasant. I even end up moaning, as another hand grabs my opposite nipple.

I shouldn't be so reactive, especially since I've already come several times today. And yet, I can't control it. My body is in control. And my breasts as always are hypersensitive. The slightest caress is enough to make me soak like never before.

My breathing quickens as I feel the mattress sag in front of me. A man has just joined me there. No need to be a genius to understand what he intends to do with me, thus installed. A hand goes through my hair to lift me up. Soon, I find myself with my face against a man's cock.

I don't know who he is. It could be any of our wedding guests. A childhood friend or a colleague. And here I am, opening my mouth to let him sneak in his tense member.

Despite the shame and questioning, I let my tongue curl around him, discovering his salty taste. With my hands tied behind my back and my butt in the air, it's hard for me to have a good balance.

Fortunately, the man takes care of my movements. Using my hair as a balance, he rocks me back and forth along his length, letting out satisfied grunts here and there.

The other men don’t stay behind. While this one uses my mouth, others continue to caress me. Fingers even sneak into me, coming and going without the slightest delicacy in my soaked pussy.

They make it clear to me. At this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy, a piece of meat made available to them to relieve themselves of their most salacious impulses. I should refuse such degradation. And yet, I cannot. I let myself be done of my own free will, even moaning under their not-very-tender and delicate gestures.

Finally, one of them goes ahead, climbing on the bed behind me to join me. Impatient, the man is already pushing his cock against me, sinking with an almost ridiculous satisfied gasp. He grabs my hips with both hands and starts pounding me. I moan against the cock in my mouth, trying to get used to the onslaught on either side of my body.

Soon, the first man is coming into my mouth, holding my jaw tightly shut to force me to swallow him. Then, another takes his place, while the man behind me speeds up, pushing harder and further into me, throwing me on the other's cock with incredible power.

I chain men. I don't know how many of them are passing over me, swapping places to better get back to where they were before, as if they were treading on testing everything about me before deciding what they prefer.

I welcome them indifferently, letting them use me as they please. I’m here for this. And then, I am not left out. Because even if they use me, they don’t forget my pleasure. They touch my breasts, pinch my clit, have fun making me climb very high without ever letting me come. I think I could beg them, if my mouth wasn't so busy with their delicious cocks.

I never thought I would have so much fun doing this. This is a fantasy that I discovered with my dominant. He had already shared me with Michael, so why not with others? And now my dream has come true.

I don't know how long it's been since we started this little game. Men are falling away from me. That's it? It's already over? I was ready for a little more. Especially since I haven't come yet. I would hate for it to end like this.

But before I have time to worry anymore, I feel a hand run over my body, and a very recognizable voice slip into my ear.

“I think it's time for a game, you and me, Doll. Do you remember what we did on the boat with Michael? How about we do it again to show others what you're really capable of?”

“Yes, Master!”

I respond with an enthusiasm that makes him laugh softly. He caresses my face before pulling back. After a few moments without being touched, I find myself lifted and manipulated without my being able to do anything about it.

They take away the bar that held my legs apart. Then, I feel a man coming in front of me. Michael. In a few moments, I find myself sitting on him, his cock proudly erected between our two bodies.

“Glad to find you back, Submissive.”

I can't help but smile when I hear those words said to me. I must admit that I too am happy to find someone familiar to me. Besides, it would be a lie to say that I didn't enjoy sleeping with him the last time. Even though he's not as good as my dominant, he's still an incredibly gifted man.

So, I eagerly slide onto his cock, already moaning as he drives deep inside me. The man places his hands on my hips, rocking me back and forth slowly on his cock.

Moments later, I shiver as I feel my dominant join us. He caresses me distractedly, before slipping his hand between my buttocks. With an expert gesture, he removes the plug. Then he positions himself behind me, his chest to my back. I shiver as his mouth slips into my ear.

“Are you ready, Doll?”

Enthusiastically, I nod, causing the two dominants to laugh softly. While Michael keeps my hips still, Jake resumes his dive into me. Even though I had him there earlier, I have to concentrate to welcome him, the other's cock making access more difficult.

However, my dominant succeeds, by dint of patience and caress. Inch by inch, he burrows deep into my body. I drop my head back, resting it on his shoulder as slowly he begins to move his hips, visiting my tight entrance.

I still can't believe I'm capable of such a thing. That my body can open up in this way for these two men, as if it had been created for this.

In turn, Michael begins to move inside me. It's slow, delicate. Like a dance that would have been painstakingly choreographed and rehearsed for hours. Their patience and expertise stand out with the erratic and abrupt movements of other men before. Yes. The two dominants are giving them a good lesson. And I’m the lucky guinea pig.

As best I can, I roll my hips in rhythm, trying to give us all more sensations. The two men encourage me with compliments and caresses. I forget everything else, focusing only on them. I think it's even better than last time.

I moan louder and louder, encouraged by that hand that slipped between my legs, expertly pressing my clit. As best they can, the two men speed up, filling me at an impossible pace.

Long screams come out of my mouth now, as they’re pounding me. The hand between my legs is no exception. I don't know how it can be this good. It's too much pleasure for one person. And yet, the heat that invades me doesn’t seem to want to stop.

I'm screaming out loud now. And suddenly, the dam breaks. Without even being able to ask permission from my dominant, I see myself devastated by a powerful orgasm. It's a hot and intoxicating wave that runs through my body, destroying everything in its path.

I nearly convulse, my limbs tensing and relaxing at an insane rate. I contract so hard around them that, soon, the two men follow me in the orgasm, releasing each in turn deep inside me.

I'm just a lifeless doll when they retire. My dominant hugs me tightly, caressing me tenderly as he whispers compliments in my ear. He had sworn to give me a wedding night that I would never forget.

He certainly did not break his promise.


Chapter 5

“After you, Doll.”

With a big smile on my face, I grab the hand that my dominant is offering me. My husband. How weird to say that. Here I am, married to the most extraordinary man there is.

Jake is perfect in every way. A caring lover who always cares about my well-being, both in bed and in everyday life. A man who pushes me to surpass myself, to explore my limits. To throw myself headlong into the craziest adventures.

Yes. Even in my wildest dreams, I could not have imagined marrying such a man.

Licking my lips, I can't help but glance discreetly at the suitcase my husband is holding. He didn't let me see what he was putting in it. Oh, there must be more than a bathing suit in that suitcase, I'm sure of it.

Who knows what perverted games he plans to put me through on our honeymoon? I can already imagine myself in our luxurious Caribbean villa, sipping a fruit cocktail while admiring the sea.

We are going to be on a paradise island. And yet, in a corner of my mind, I'm already ready to see nothing of it. Not that the idea bothers me, quite the contrary. Because if it comes true, it will mean that I’m tied to a huge bed, legs spread for my dominant to use me as he pleases.

I lick my lips, already imagining myself doing it. Considering the wedding night he has just given me, I can only hope for a torrid honeymoon. In our private cocoon, we will be able to indulge our darkest desires. As a prelude for the rest of our life.

I shiver as my dominant places his hand on my lower back, guiding me to the car to take us to the airport. After what I did last night, I shouldn't get so fired up. It's already a miracle that I can walk.

And yet, it seems stronger than me. No matter how hard he fucks me, my body never seems to get enough. It's better this way. Many couples end up divorcing because they don't want each other anymore. I know that will never be our case.

Especially when my dominant leans towards me as the car pulls away, ignoring the presence of the driver in the front, barely concealed by a divider.

“Give me your panties, Submissive. I think it’s high time for our honeymoon to begin.”

- THE END -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Naughty Submission Compilation

[image: ]

I thought I hated humiliation...

And then I discovered BDSM.

Going alone on my honeymoon after being dumped at my own wedding wasn’t in my plans. Nor was following a stranger to the toilet of the plane. But I can say it now. It was the best choice of my life.

Because this stranger is now my DOMINANT.

On this paradise island or in his office, he trains me as he pleases. I’m no longer a vanilla woman. I discover a much darker and much more lustful side of myself.

His spankings are painful… And delicious.

His collar on my skin fills me with shame… And pride.

As for my most taboo place… I offer it to him with great pleasure.

And if he wants to invite his dominant friends to join us, I certainly won't refuse him.

Under his hand, I become a submissive without any limits.

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive

[image: ]

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.

◆◆◆

The Dirty Submissive Series Bundle
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He’s 40. I’m 22.

He’s an experienced dominant. I’ve never been touched by a man.

We weren’t meant to be. He was just supposed to do the renovations in my apartment. But when he caught me touching myself while moaning his name, everything changed. His belt slamming into my thin skin was just a glimpse of what he’s capable of. Now?

I want to be the best submissive he’s ever had.

He can use me however he wants. My body belongs to him. Punishment or reward, I welcome them with the same greed. No matter the pain or the limits he pushes back, I never utter my safe word. Every toy he pushes into me, every rope he ties around my body, makes me wetter than ever.

And if he wants to share me with four of his attractive colleagues, I’m ready to spread my legs to take them in every part of my body.

What can I say? I’m a Good Submissive…
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