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You want more?


Chapter 1

Slowly, I pull my stockings up my thigh before tying them to my garter belt. A few steps back, and I can admire myself in the mirror. In this red lace lingerie set, I look to die for.

I already imagine myself in front of my dominant, revealing to him what I hide under my suit. Oh, I know it's unprofessional to do such things, especially on a trial day. But I don't care. The gleam of desire I will see in his eyes is well worth it.

Now I put on my blouse. The one that perfectly highlights my generous chest, my slim waist, while still making me look like a serious lawyer. As for this skirt, it perfectly embraces the curves of my hips and ass. A bait for my Master.

We’re supposed to do nothing at the office. Stay completely professional. A normal relationship between employee and boss. But nothing prevents me from showing him what will await him later, when I offer myself to him in the privacy of his villa.

Will he rip off my skirt to give me that spanking that has haunted him all day, as he stares at my tight ass in their fabric prison?

I shiver, already remembering the delights of his hands falling on my thin skin. Maybe he will use a toy. Paddle or flogger, I know them by heart now. And I adore them.

Normally, I'm the strong-headed type, fighting for my opinions and ideas. But when I find myself under the hand of this man, I turn into the perfect submissive. I surrender totally to his law, letting him do what he wants to my body.

I have no limits anymore.

Even if he wants to share me with friends, letting them take me all at once, using every part of my body without the slightest shame. I’m now a true little slut, no longer refusing anything to this man so powerful and so sexy.

It will soon be two months since I moved to Los Angeles, accepting his job offer. And since then, every night has been more delicious than the last. He barely lets me go home, preferring to keep me in his dungeon of pleasures.

I take a look around me. There are as many moving boxes in the room as there are bags from lingerie stores. I've never bought so many, but I have to do my best to keep the flame that consumes my dominant alive.

Even if these bits of lace stay on my body only for a short time. He always ends up undressing me without care. Or worse, he asks me to do it, forcing me to strip as he sits comfortably on an armchair, his eyes riveted on my body offered to him.

I have never felt so desirable since I started these games. At first, I did it with Benjamin, my colleague. He was not bad, I must admit, for someone I couldn’t stand.

But he does not have a tenth of the charisma and talent of his mentor. This is the first time that I have succumbed to the charms of an older man. He has it all. Experience, reputation, power.

I still find it hard to believe that it's me he wants in his bed every night, when he's regularly voted one of LA's hottest bachelors. Actress, model... He could have anyone.

It would surely be easier if I wasn't his employee. Because of this, we must remain discreet. Him, for his image. Me, for my credibility. Even though everyone recognizes that I’m good at what I do, I haven't been practicing long enough to be safe from such a scandal.

It is how it is. We must remain discreet. It suits me perfectly. I don't need complications, nor a relationship. Just raw fun. Indulge my darkest, most animal desires.

Forget about shame and good morals. I want to spread my legs and be devoured whole by this talented man. That, night after night, he make me his, until I become the perfect submissive.

I bend down to put on my heels. The final touch to my outfit. I know, with this, my walk will be perfect. Determined. Feline. Sexy. I'm used to eyes turning to me when I arrive in court.

But only one of them really matters to me. I hope he too can't stop looking at me when he sees me appear in the courtroom. Too bad if it distracts him during his plea. I only want one thing: to drive him mad with desire.

For a moment, I let my mind wander. I imagine him forgetting all common sense. He’d grab me and forcefully lay me down on the floor. He’d rip my panties to allow access to his cock barely out of his pants.

He would take me there, right in the middle of the courtroom, in front of the judge, the jurors, and all the people attending this trial.

Maybe they would even join us, in a crazy and depraved orgy. The story would surely make headlines. After that, I would just have to change my career to do porn, no one else will want to employ me.

I smile, imagining myself doing this full-time. But no. I love my career as a lawyer far too much for that. So, after touching up my lipstick one last time, I grab my things and leave my apartment.

I have a dominant to seduce.


Chapter 2

I sigh quietly, my eyes glued to the documents in front of me. I must stay focused on my work. Listen carefully to all the pleadings. And above all, ignore the burning gaze of my dominant on me.

I know I wanted to play with him, taking subtly sexy positions to tease him. But now that I must concentrate, I regret it. I can barely breathe. His presence is so intoxicating that it makes me lose all my means.

The delicious smell of his cologne wafts around me, turning me on more than ever. I can feel my nipples poke against my bra. It's ridiculous. Sitting next to him shouldn't put me in such a state.

And yet, there is nothing I can do to control it. My body responds to his, greedy and desperate. Even though we stand at a respectable distance, I can feel his warmth radiating, knocking me out of control.

Luckily, I don't have to plea today. He’s the one conducting the interrogations. I bite my lip as he gets up to question a witness. I can barely hear what he’s saying, too absorbed in observing his body.

His broad shoulders highlighted by his overpriced suit jacket, the V of his hips, perfect for slipping between my thighs and using me. I know everything that these clothes hide, and I have only one desire, to find myself again under this naked body to experience ecstasy.

I feel my cheeks blush slightly when he returns to sit next to me, giving me a discreet wink. I want this man more than ever.

Finally, the session ends. Feverishly, I gathered my things in my bag. Then, I get up without looking at my colleague and our client. With difficulty, I make my way through the onlookers who attended the trial.

I have only one idea in mind: to reach this small corridor and the toilets located at the end. I need to run cold water on my neck. And to wipe away the excitement that is staining my panties, dangerously threatening to seep through my gray skirt. And maybe even… Touch myself. Try to bring some relief to my clit tense with excitement.

Finally, the corridors empty, and my goal is within reach. But as I'm about to push open the bathroom door, fingers close firmly around my arm.

In an instant, I'm dragged into the men's room. I barely have time to understand what is happening to me that already, I find myself in a stall, the body of my dominant pinning mine against the tiled wall.

My breathing is erratic as we stand there, staring into each other's eyes without saying a word. My mouth opens, almost inviting him to kiss me. But it's something else that he puts on my lips. His thumb.

Without him even having to ask me, I start licking it, letting my tongue roll over it greedily. An amused smile forms on his lips. He looks visibly delighted with my docility.

I suck on his thumb, giving him suggestive looks, arching my body in hopes of getting his touch. But instead, it's on my neck that his hand tightens, menacing and dangerous.

I know I shouldn't react like that, but seeing him show so much power makes me vibrate, and get a little wet. I’m his little thing. He can do whatever he wants to me.

I let go of his thumb, determined to have a little fun, ignoring the danger I'm running into to provoke him.

“I thought we weren't supposed to do anything at the office? That it was bad for our image?”

“Really? You want to play the innocent after the show you just put on? I should punish you right now, in the middle of the court. That's all you deserve.”

I shudder, imagining him doing it. What a humiliation that would be. An adult woman, spanked in front of her colleagues by her superior. Something must be wrong with me. Because rather than being horrified, the idea excites me even more.

Slowly, I place my hands on the man's chest. Through the fabric, I can feel the muscles he so carefully maintains. I have already tried to train with him. Each time, I ended up lying on a weight bench, legs apart as he took me forcefully. This is the kind of sport I love the most.

I shiver as his free fingers slide over my chest, gripping one of my breasts through the fabric. I want him. I don't care about the dangers and the consequences. I would give anything to make that happen. So, I take a sulky pout, trying to coax him.

“What can I do to be forgiven?”

My dominant smiles devilishly, obviously as excited as me. This impression is confirmed when I push my body forward, sticking to him a little more. In this position, I can feel his cock straining through his pants.

“On your knees.”

I'm shivering. I've lost count of the number of times he's said those words in his deep, sexy voice. Dozens, hundreds maybe. Each time, it creates in me the same tremor of desire.

Without even having to think about it, I let myself fall slowly, sliding down his body. I wince when my legs hit the cold bathroom floor. Surely, I should be disgusted to touch this ground like this. But I don't care. When I'm on my knees, only my dominant's satisfaction matters.

Now, all I have to do is rely on my stockings to offer me some semblance of protection, and pray that they don't rip against the floor. The day is not over, I can't decently show myself in front of the judge with a scruffy outfit.

I put my hands on my knees, raising innocent eyes to my dominant. He smiles at me, always appreciating when I indulge in these little games. He caresses my cheek gently, before pointing to his cock.

I nod my head and put my hands on the waistband of his pants. With calculated slowness, I undo the layers of fabric covering him, letting them fall without caring.

All I care about is finally seeing his cock. I'm totally addicted. Yet I saw it last night, worshipping it with my mouth and my hands, before receiving it deep within me. And yet, I never seem to get enough.

So, I can't hold back a big smile when I see it. Gently, I take it in my hand, as if it were the most precious thing on earth. I bite my lip greedily. He smiles too, his breathing quicker now that I touch him.

He too imagined things. Otherwise, he would not already be so hard. From his tip, a few precum drops are already flowing. I dream of licking them, of rediscovering the taste that I love so much. That of lust.

But I decide to play a little. These are the only times he lets me have some power. So, even if we are in a public place and we could be discovered at any moment, I take my time.

Slowly, I trace his length with my fingertip, as if discovering it for the first time. However, I know it by heart now. It even seems to me that I would be able to recognize it among others if I were blindfolded.

I lick my lips, excited at the thought. It has happened to me to be surrounded by several men at the same time, their cocks presenting themselves proudly to my face, waiting impatiently to finally enter my warm and welcoming cavity.

So, I know how it would feel. Being blindfolded would only reinforce the feeling of being a disjointed doll, without a will of her own, there only to satisfy all their needs.

I don't know if my dominant intends to share me again one day. But if so, I think I would suggest this blindfold idea to him.

The man shudders as my thumb reaches his rounded tip. With a cruel slowness, I caress the thin skin there, playing with his slit. When I look up at him again, I realize he's not amused by my game at all.

Inwardly, I smile, delighted to put him in such a state. But his stern gaze quickly calls me to order. I have a mission to perform. Almost shyly, I stick my tongue out, causing it to replace my thumb. The contact is excruciatingly light, but still makes the man vibrate.

Even if I don't see myself being anything other than a submissive, these few moments of control make me understand why he likes to dominate me so much. There is something incredibly powerful about holding your partner like this. Playing with his nerves, making him waver towards pleasure without ever letting him down.

But the growl that greets my gestures quickly puts me back on the right track. He is indeed the master. I better not forget it. The longer I make him wait, the more he’ll make me pay.

It could be a severe punishment. Maybe he’ll hit me with his hands or his impact toys, making me count and thank him until tears stream from my eyes. Or maybe he will do much worse.

The blows, I can take them. I love them, even. But his other way of punishing me seems unbearable, maybe even cruel.

For hours, he stimulates me, bringing me ever closer to climax before stopping at the worst moment, letting the pressure drop and the orgasm disappear. I cried in frustration the last time he did that.

I totally lost control, begging him, promising him anything he wanted, if it could convince him to let me cum. When he finally gave me what I so pathetically asked for, the orgasm was unparalleled in strength.

I felt like I was coming for hours. That my whole body was turning into a terrible storm, making me feel an incomparable pleasure. And yet, I'm not sure I'm ready to do this again.

So, I behave, and close my lips on his rounded tip, snatching a slight sigh from him. The man rarely leaves his role. Usually, he does everything to remain perfectly stoic, making it more difficult for me. So, when he lets out satisfied sounds, it makes me feel incredibly proud.

Slowly, I slide his cock into my mouth, taking it inch by inch. The man is thick and long. Yet, I know that I can take it entirely. It is often laborious, I have to fight the reflexes of my treacherous body. But the pride of success always outweighs the difficulty.

However, I don’t decide to try it right away, going up slowly until I let go of his cock with a loud pop. I would almost forget where we are. My hand still wrapped tightly at his base, I stick my tongue out, letting it run his full length.

Happily, I rediscover every nook and cranny, playing with his ribbed lines. When I get to his point again, the man runs his hand through my hair, giving me the message. I have to stop playing now. I know what he expects of me.

So, I open my mouth again, capturing it without hesitation. With the same slowness as before, I slide my mouth over his cock. But this time, I'm not stopping. Looking up at him, I continue to go down. A slight smile forms on his lips. He sees how hard I try, just for him.

Suddenly, our moment of intimacy is disturbed. The bathroom door just opened. My eyes widen in horror. Of course, I knew it could happen. I even fantasized about being taken in front of the whole court.

But that it happens for real, that someone is there, a few feet from us, terrifies me. There is only this door to protect us.

I try not to panic, as the man's cock is still shoved deep in my throat. He smiles at me, as if to reassure me. Yet his hand remains clenched in my hair, holding me in this difficult and shameful position.

Worse, he begins to make me come and go on him, resuming my blowjob as if we were alone, in the shelter of his house.

I focus on my breathing, trying to get used to this new test that my dominant imposes on me. More than anything, I pray not to make noise. I'm really not ready for anyone to find us.

Finally, we hear the door close. We are alone. My dominant gently tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to let go. I look up at him, waiting for what's next. He didn't come, his taut cock twitching before my eyes.

But relieving him is apparently not part of his immediate plans. Without the slightest delicacy, he lifts me before pressing me against the cold wall of the bathroom. His mouth immediately lands on mine, pulling me into a fiery kiss.

He doesn't care where my tongue was moments ago. He plays with it, making my legs wobble with the passion of this kiss. With the same force, he turns me around, pressing on my upper back so that I bend over the toilet bowl.

Thus positioned, I offer him a plain view of my ass enclosed in my skirt. He caresses it gently through the fabric. Then he lifts the garment over my hips, giving himself a perfect view of my skin and the sexy underwear I put on this morning. He clicks his tongue.

“And you really want me to believe you're innocent, huh? Look at you. Only sluts come to the office dressed like that.”

My cheeks are red with shame to hear him talk to me like that. And yet, I love it. I don't know why, but I'm hornier than ever when he degrades me like that.

Without delay, his fingers attack my panties, pulling them down my legs. Once they're on my ankles, he forces my feet apart, using the lace tip as a makeshift rope to hold me in position.

I shudder as his fingers slide down my slit, covering himself in my arousal.

“Look at you. You're so desperate, Valentina. Good girls don't get wet like this. Only whores get turned on by giving blowjobs.”

I bite my lip to hold back a moan as his fingers plunge into me without difficulty. I'm so soaked that my body opens for him. For endless seconds, the man plays inside me, spreading his fingers to prepare me to receive his massive cock.

I must bite my lip when it lines up with me. Without waiting a moment, he plunges it into my wet entrance, taking what is his with power. My fingers resting on the tiles in front of me, I try to calm myself down.

He may have prepared me, but his cock is so big it feels like I’m split open. In a gesture of rare generosity, the man remains motionless, giving me time to get used to his presence.

To occupy himself, he lets his hands roam my ass. From time to time, he squeezes it hard, reminding me of the kind of pain he can inflict on me, if he chooses.

I must make every effort in the world not to moan as he begins his slow back and forth inside me, taking possession of my body. I’m nothing more than a doll, a toy subject to his desires.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I’m ready. Only one thing matters to me now: orgasm. He barely touched me, and yet I feel a recognizable warmth in the pit of my stomach. A feeling that I have learned to welcome with pleasure, and which I couldn’t do without now.

Never before having tested BDSM, I felt so much pleasure with a man. Now it seems to me that one look could make me take off.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his hand moves higher up my ass. Slowly, he begins to trace the contours of my crenelated entrance. He took me there many times. I’ve learned to love it.

But I didn't expect him to indulge in something so depraved in our workplace. We've dragged this game out for way too long already. I don't know how long we've been locked in this bathroom, but our absence will be noticed if we don't hurry.

He seems far from these considerations. With his thumb, he collects my natural lubricant, before riding it again on my most taboo entrance. This time he doesn't hesitate, plunging his finger inside me as his thrusts continue to pound me.

I bring my hand to my mouth, biting my fist hard as the man quickens his movements. I think I'm going to come on his cock like that, without more stimulation.

His opposite hand grabs my ponytail tightly, forcing me to arch my back a little more. Thus positioned, I feel everything about him. His cock does not leave me the slightest respite, taking me with force.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum.”

I can't even think anymore. I'm just a slave carrying out my master's dreams and orders. I let go of the hand I'm biting, bringing it down between my legs as my other arm gives me the support I need to keep from collapsing.

Without hesitation, I place my hand between my thighs, pressing down on my hungry clit. I don't need more than a few hand movements to succumb. Biting my lip almost drawing blood, I let the waves of heat wash over me, contracting around my master's cock.

These contractions push him in turn into orgasm. With a soft grunt, he empties into me, letting his seed wash fill me, mark me.

I hover there for long moments, trying to catch my breath. It's not until I feel my dominant's hand between my thighs that I snap back to reality. My cheeks flush as I realize what he's doing.

He cleans me with toilet paper. This is the first time he's done this. The gesture is both sexy, intimate, but also humiliating. Even after we're done, it keeps me in this object position that you clean up after using it.

When he's done, he helps me up. Then, he removes the few hairs that have stuck to my face. Slowly, he kisses my forehead before putting his hand on the door handle.

“I'm going ahead. You should fix yourself. Your look is really unprofessional.”

The man disappears with a wink, causing me to roll my eyes. It's his fault I'm like this.

Gradually regaining my senses, I pull up my panties before rearranging my hair and redoing my makeup. This little break was exactly what I needed. Now I feel perfectly prepared to work… Until our next round.


Chapter 3

Looking at myself in the mirror, I readjust my outfit. My Master is there, a few feet from me, not missing the slightest of my gestures. A lustful gleam shines in his eyes. He seems to like what he sees. I must admit that I do too.

The man really has an eye for that sort of thing. Again, he chose the perfect outfit. A dress, of course. Pants would make it harder for him to get access to my body. None of us want that.

Slowly, I play with the fabric, making it twirl. This is the first time I've worn such a gala dress. Of course, my Master wants me to be sexy. My generous chest is highlighted by a falsely modest neckline. My legs meanwhile seem endless, thanks to this slit that goes up to the limit of decency.

My outfit is completed with a pair of stilettos. My mouth is decorated bright red, and my hair is pulled back into a ponytail that I hope he'll pull on before the evening is over.

I have no idea where he wants to take me. Is it a gala? Dinner in town? A movie premiere? The man refused to tell me, sternly ordering me to get dressed when my questions became too many.

I turn to him, crossing my arms almost innocently behind my back, waiting to see his reaction. I shiver as he stands up. He's dressed in a particularly elegant tuxedo, showing off every last one of his assets.

And to think that it’s on the arm of this man that I’m going out tonight. I'm going to make a lot of people jealous, I'm sure. It may be complicated to make friends in Los Angeles under these conditions. But right now, I don't care.

The man just put his hands on my hips, making me shiver. The slightest contact with him, and I ignite. After careful inspection, he grabs a box that looks like it comes from a jeweler.

My mouth drops open when he opens it in front of my eyes. This is a necklace made of a black velvet cord. To this hangs a small gold medallion on which is engraved a V. Valentina.

I look up at him, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. However, an amused gleam shines in his eyes. He flips the medallion. On the other side, an E is engraved. Eric.

My cheeks blush. He had already made me wear a leather collar, owning me for an evening. But this is special. This gem looks innocent. But for those who look more closely, they will see a mark of his possession.

I probably shouldn't get carried away, this man has the means, it's not because he has a jewel engraved with our initials that he wants it to go further. As far as I know, there are dozens of submissives who walk around town with such a jewel around their necks.

And yet, I can't help but feel closer to him, as he closes the jewel around my neck. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he presses his lips to my bare shoulder, slowly moving up to my neck.

A few more kisses, and I could totally indulge my desires. Cancel the evening that awaits us to spend it just with him. We could order food, before he lays me on every surface of his house to take my body with passion. This is a project that I wouldn't mind.

But my dominant seems determined to show me off in town. His hand slips into mine and silently he leads me to the garage. There, he helps me into his sports car, of a red as deep as the one that decorates my lips.

Throughout the drive, I can't help but glance at him, far more interested in his hands gripping the steering wheel firmly than in the city lights streaming past my window.

I don't know enough about Los Angeles yet to know where it's taking me. So, I let myself go, enjoying these last moments of intimacy with him. From time to time, his hand gets lost on my thigh, his thumb playing lightly with my bare skin.

To my surprise, he parks in front of a house. I should say a palace. Eric's villa already seemed huge to me, but it would almost look like a dump in front of this one. Many cars are already parked, a sign that an evening is in full swing there.

Timidly, I grab the hand he offers me to help me out of the vehicle. I hadn't expected to spend the evening at someone's house. He probably wants to introduce me to acquaintances, expand my network in Los Angeles.

I suddenly feel nervous. More than anything, I don't want to disappoint the man who gave me my chance in this city of all possibilities. So, I take a deep breath, and let myself be guided inside.

When we enter the villa, I can't help but open my mouth wide, so impressed by the luxury that reigns here. Everything exudes luxury, from the works of art on the walls to the marble on the floor.

The guests are fitting with the premises. Everyone is wearing luxury pieces. I’m suddenly grateful to my dominant. Even if I don’t have to be ashamed of my salary as a lawyer, I’m only at the beginning of my career. I could never have afforded the designer pieces I'm wearing tonight.

Impressed, I let Eric guide me. Occasionally, he greets someone, briefly introducing me. I try to remember the names, but I'm far too distracted by my observations to really care.

Everyone is so beautiful here, men and women. Again, I let my mind wander. Since I was introduced to the joys of group sex, I can't help but fantasize about it.

The most I did was with three men. But now I can't help but want more. A real orgy, as we see in porn. Man or woman, it matters little to me, as long as I’m allowed to orgasm.

After greeting countless people, we finally find some respite. By the pool, Eric makes me sit down. His hand slides up my thigh, only further heightening my excitement.

I need to calm down. The likelihood of this being anything other than a mundane event is low. I need to stop taking my wishes for realities.

Still, I can't help but watch my hopes grow, as I notice other women wearing tight necklaces around their neck. Immediately, I imagine them submissive, tied in the middle of the room, their legs open, hit and humiliated, but loving it.

I shake my head. I really have to stop. It’s inappropriate. This kind of necklace must surely be fashionable in Los Angeles.

I focus again on my dominant. He moves his hand higher and higher as his lips crawl over the thin skin of my neck. I can't hold back a small moan when he nibbles on it.

This man always knows what he has to do to make me lose my mind. I think he knows my body better than I do. It's like he has a map in his head, a blueprint of all my erogenous zones.

For a few moments, I forget where we are, abandoning myself shamelessly to the caresses of my lover.

When my attention shifts back to the party unfolding around us, I start to blink. It seems that we are not the only ones to indulge our lustful desires, as if we were alone in a hotel room.

Gently, my dominant grabs my chin, forcing me to take my eyes off the show and stare at him.

“I think you understand. It's a somewhat special party, among knowledgeable friends. We don't have to stay if it makes you uncomfortable. But when I saw how enthusiastically you took my friends last time, I thought you might like it.”

I bite my lip, inflamed by his words. He’s right. Even if the prospect of taking action for real worries me a little, I want to try. I don't want to give up right away.

But before I have time to give him my answer, Eric speaks again, pointing at me with a nod a man approaching us.

“You have to make your decision now. The Master of Punishments is coming.”


Chapter 4

I'm shivering. The Master of Punishments, really? It sounds a bit extreme… But also, terribly exciting. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch the man approaching us. He must be about the same age as Eric and has the same confidence, although he looks a little arrogant.

I turn to Eric, a smile on my face. He doesn't need more to understand my decision. I know it well. If I want to stop a session because I feel uncomfortable, I only have a say. So why chicken out now, when what I've been fantasizing about for weeks is about to happen?

After squeezing his hand on my thigh one last time in a gesture of encouragement, my dominant gets up to greet the newcomer. They pat each other shoulders, the way men sometimes do.

Without wasting a moment exchanging small talk, the stranger turns to me while continuing to address my master.

“It’s a pretty thing you brought us this evening.”

“My new submissive. She’s very promising. Probably the best I've had in years.”

My cheeks blush with pleasure hearing those words. Even if my dominant never fails to compliment me, often calling me his good girl, hearing him compliment me like that makes me prouder than ever.

The other man nods, looking interested. With a few steps, he closes the distance between us, hovering over me as I'm still seated.

“Tell me Submissive, did you do anything that deserves punishment today?”

I bite the inside of my cheek, feeling the blush rise there. But I can't hide it. I haven't known the man for two minutes, and he's already talking to me about punishment.

I turn to my dominant, hesitant. Do I really have to tell the truth? I guess what we did in court today deserves punishment. But I'm not sure I can really admit it. He smiles at my hesitation and gently encourages me.

“Go ahead. Tell him what you did today.”

I suddenly feel shy, not entirely sure I can say those words out loud as their eyes are on me with authority. But I have to. So, taking my courage in both hands, I finally dare to speak.

“I slept with my boss at our workplace.”

“Oh, what a naughty girl. You really deserve a punishment. You’re lucky though. You have in front of you the master in the matter. I take it you trained her, Eric?”

My dominant nods, an almost proud gleam in his eyes.

“And she proved to be a particularly attentive and gifted student. You can go. She’ll take it.”

I blush even more hearing him talk like that. Okay, I always knew how to take his punishments. But even with spectators, he was the one administering it to me. And then, there were a lot fewer people. We were well sheltered in his dungeon in his villa.

It certainly had nothing to do with this place filled with dozens, maybe even hundreds, of people, all there to indulge in lust. And yet, despite the worry in my stomach, I don’t hesitate for a moment when the other man extends his hand to me, inviting me to follow him.

My eyes stay on my dominant who walks beside us, making sure that at every moment, I feel his presence close to me. I know it. As long as he's by my side, I'm in no danger.

Around us, the atmosphere has already changed. Everywhere, the skins are bare, and the bodies meet. As if the arrival of this mysterious master had triggered the activities. Although I don't know him, I squeeze my hand a little tighter in his as he guides me through the crowd.

For a few minutes, he will be my surrogate master. And already, I feel a connection. I don’t know him, but I’m ready to submit to him. To suffer his blows which, I know, won’t be tender. Why else would they call him the Master of Punishments?

I shake my head gently. I need to clear my mind. Everything is going to be fine. I’m not in danger, far from it. I know that the experience will be most enjoyable, provided that I let myself go.

When we get to the middle of the room, I try to ignore the people crowding around us, obviously eager to see the Master of Punishments at work. Me, I can only see one thing: the rope suspended from the air, waiting for me.

I swallow with difficulty. Although I like to be tied up, I usually do so horizontally. This position seems much more difficult to me. I’ll have to bear it. This is my test. I shudder as the dominant's voice is heard, loud and deep. Theatrical, too.

“This submissive was very naughty today. Her master asked me to punish her. Let this serve as a warning to all those who intended to disobey their dominants.”

I take a deep breath as my cheeks flush. The humiliation is at its height, and yet, I also feel incredibly turned on. Onlookers have become more numerous, closer than ever.

An assistant approaches, handing a rope to the Master of Punishments. This one makes complicated knots around my wrists, before hanging them in the air, connecting them to the hook descending from the ceiling.

When I lower my eyes, I meet those of my dominant. The least I can say is that they have a sense of the show here. An armchair has been placed in the middle of the room. And he settled there. Like a throne from which he can better observe my degradation.

I take a deep breath as he winks at me. The gesture is quick, but it is enough to help me calm down. I know it. Thus installed, he will watch the least of the gestures of the other man, and the least of my reactions. Nothing can distract him.

This idea helps me relax as the other man bustles at my feet. One after another, he imprisons my ankles in shackles connected by an iron bar. With such an instrument, I find myself totally stuck in this position. And it's not very comfortable. One bad move and I could fall, hurting myself terribly.

I close my eyes again to prepare myself for the ordeal that awaits me. Everything will be alright. No matter how much pain he inflicts on me. I know that in the end, the game will be worth it.

For minutes that seem endless, nothing happens. Here I am, exposed, vulnerable. I suddenly feel horribly alone. As best I can, I try to stay calm as the pressure builds in the pit of my stomach.

And to think that I still have all my clothes, what will it be when he takes them off? I shiver as the man is back beside me. He leans into my ear, whispering softly.

“Your dominant gave me your usual Safe Word. Do you want to change it?”

“N… No. Red is good.”

“Perfect. Relax now. You'll see. You’ll love what I’m going to do to you.”

I nod shyly. All of this goes far beyond what I have been able to explore so far and yet, I’m dying for it to begin.

The man's hands finally land on my body. Without a moment's hesitation, he grabs the zipper of my dress, pulls it down, removes my fabric protection at the same time.

My eyes stay locked in my dominant's as I feel the cool air from outside caressing my bare chest. Was he planning this moment when he told me not to wear a bra?

Whether that is the case or not, it doesn’t change much. I now find myself almost naked. Only a lace thong gives me some semblance of protection. Not for long. Because the man is now attacking it.

Rather than sliding the fabric over my legs, letting it rest on the metal bar, the man prefers to be theatrical. With both hands, he grabs the thin strip of lace, tearing it off without the slightest difficulty.

Here I’m now naked, exposed to everyone's gaze. Nervously, I bite my lip, trying as best I can to control my racing heart. With his fingertip, the man draws unknown drawings on my skin, exploring my body in the most sensual way.

He never touches my breasts or my ass, preferring to linger on my sides, on my thighs. I can feel the excitement welling up inside me. I get aroused easily now, the slightest stimulation making me wet.

I know it, however, soon, something much more difficult awaits me. I shudder as out of the corner of my eye I can see his assistant approaching. He doesn't come empty-handed. No. It’s a crop that he brings. He stays on the side, waiting for the dominant to finish exploring me before giving him the object.

Despite the nervousness in my stomach, I can't help but admire this show that seems well-established. Who knows how many other submissives have been in my place before me? Maybe this is all a rite of passage. A way to be accepted in their society.

If so, I intend to distinguish myself, and make my dominant proud. Whatever happens, I will do my best to hold on until the end. Still, my beautiful confidence wanes as the dominant reaches out, ceremonially grabbing the crop. That's it. It’s going to begin.

The man decides to take his time. Slowly, he lets the leather end of the object slide down my body. This time, he doesn’t hesitate to pass it on my breasts, making me shudder. I've been hit by floggers here before. This is probably the hardest thing for me to bear. But if he wants to do it, then I'll accept it with grace.

I tense up a little more as his crop slides lower and lower on my body. Soon it arrives where I feared it the most. Between my legs. I have to bite my lip to hold back a squeal. I’m so sensitive that this simple little gesture is enough to electrify me.

The man seems to see it, because he continues the movement without the slightest pity, surely having fun to see me struggling with myself like this. Then he brings the crop to my eyes, a smirk on his lips.

Cheeks red with shame, I realize that traces of my excitement are there. It's horrified that I see him hand the object to the crowd, reinforcing my humiliation by proving my depravity to them.

“Look what we found there. A real little slut. She’s already wet. I don't think she has any idea what the Master of Punishments can do.”

A few laughs echo around him, making me shiver. Never has the shame in the pit of my stomach been so strong. I must remember that this is just a game. No one really wants to hurt me.

To reassure myself, I look down at my dominant. A slight smile parts his lips. He barely seems to hear what is going on around him. His eyes are focused on me, and me alone. So, time seems to slow down a bit. It's like there's only us in the room.

But as I finally relax, that's when the dominant chooses to strike. A scream dies in my throat. The blow was violent, much more violent than I expected. My ass is already burning, as he lands two more blows on my thin skin.

My breath is cut off by so much force. However, I’m ready for him to start again. Of course, this happens quickly. I lick my lips, almost moaning with pleasure when the next stroke proves much more delicate. Compared to the previous one, it almost feels like a caress. Almost.

The man makes a satisfied sound. Slowly, he lets his crop caress my ass again, taking his time to explore my curves thus offered to him. This moment of respite is most welcome, while the skin of my ass burns me more than ever.

Yet, by now, I should know better than that. Recognize the games of a dominant. They are never generous by chance, especially during a punishment.

Without the slightest pity, the man whips my thigh, snatching me a cry higher than the others. Tension mounts in the assembly. I have the impression that our spectators are getting closer, eager to see the best spectacle of my torture. I don't blame them. I would be the first to do the same.

The pain sharpens as the man hits my opposite thigh with the same force. I shiver, trying to get used to the heat radiating from my skin. Once again, it’s in the gaze of my dominant that I find my comfort.

I shiver as he gets up, walking towards me. I can't help but worry. Did I do wrong? Made a mistake? More than anything, I don't want to disappoint him. Never mind the feeling of humiliation and pain. All that matters to me is him. I want us to get out of here and be proud of me.

The smile he gives me reassures me. I didn’t disappoint him. He just wants to have fun with us too. Behind me, the dominant continues to hit me, until my master comes close to us.

Only then does he offer me some respite, as Eric delicately places his hand on my face, stroking my cheek with the tip of his thumb with a tenderness he usually reserves for the end of our sessions.

This change of attitude doesn’t bother me, quite the contrary. It helps me regain confidence, as the beating resumes. I feel excruciatingly proud that he’s so intimate with me in public. If any subs had their sights on him, word got through. He wants to be with me. He leaves no doubt about it.

The assistant approaches again, holding out small silver clamps to my dominant. I lick my lips, knowing full well what he intends to do with them. One after the other, he grabs my nipples, pinching them before hooking the torture objects.

As the other man continues to pound my ass in a perfectly steady rhythm, my dominant slides his hand between my thighs, pressing down on my clit. I feel faint at this feeling oh so delicious.

I feel like I'm going to pass out, as the sensations going through my body are so strong and opposite. On one side, a sharp, stinging pain, giving me the impression that at every moment, my skin is going to tear in two. On the other, an intense pleasure given by the expert hands of my dominant.

Seeing my struggles, the man places his free hand on the crook of my waist, helping me stay on my feet. My arms start to hurt, my breathing is difficult. It seems to me that my ordeal will never end.

I shiver as my dominant leans in, his mouth against the hollow of my ear making me shudder.

“He won’t stop hitting you until you cum. Come on Baby Girl, show them what you're worth. Come on my hand.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I didn’t expect such an outcome. All I have to do is cum? It doesn't seem that hard, as my master's fingers accelerate over me, and the clamps on my nipples give me the perfect stimulation.

I close my eyes, focusing on the wave of warmth growing inside me rather than the intense pain I feel. Forget the awkward position, forget this crop that hits me relentlessly. I know it, the orgasm is not far away.

So, when my dominant slide two fingers inside me, I lose all common sense. Everything disappears around me. There are no more curious people watching us. It's just me and my dominant, in perfect communion.

Even the crop stopped hitting. Waves of intense heat devastate my body. I'm just a disjointed doll. My dominant has to catch me to keep me from collapsing and hurting myself.

Still in the mists of orgasm, I sketch a slight smile when I hear him whisper in my ear.

“You were perfect, Baby Girl.”

I sigh in relief when my hands find themselves untied, and my feet freed from their shackles. Slowly, my dominant wraps his arms around my body, gently massaging my shoulders for relief.

Then, he picks me up. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist and my arms cling to his neck. Eyes closed, I enjoy the warmth of his body against mine as he leads me into another bedroom. I forget everything else. There’s only us.

It’s only when he puts me on the bed that I come back to reality. Pride shines in his eyes. Desire, too. Without waiting, he bends over my body to cover me, both imposing and reassuring.

His lips capture mine with force, immediately awakening the desire in me. It doesn't matter that I just cum. When I’m under his hands, I no longer have the slightest measure.

With an evil smile on his lips, the man moves away from me, descending along my body without ever stopping to look at me. My breath hitches when he's between my legs. Immediately, he plunges his face between my thighs.

With his tongue, he traces a long line down my soaking wet slit, making me moan softly. Then, his lips capture my bundle of nerves, sucking it in slowly. I moan a little louder, trying to get used to the delicious feeling.

A noise catches my attention. Without my noticing it, people have been watching us, perhaps for several minutes already. I feel my cheeks flush. After the show I gave them in the big room, I shouldn't be embarrassed that they saw me like this.

And yet, it is as if we let them into our privacy. Despite my nervousness, I certainly don't want my dominant to stop. So, I close my eyes, focusing only on him.

But he stops. I look down at him in disappointment, trying to coax him with a sad pout. He shakes his head, amused. His hands rest firmly on my thighs.

“I have a few friends who would like to play with you. Do you want them to join us?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Even if I appreciated these few moments one-on-one with my dominant, I do not forget my fantasy. I will have other moments of intimacy with Eric. But who knows when I'll find myself in such a villa again, surrounded by such attractive people who want me?

However, despite my answer, no one moves. My dominant smiles again, pulling a piece of cloth out of his pocket.

“How about we spice things up a bit?”

I nod again. Of course, I will test this blindfold on my eyes. Anything he wants. Without delay, he goes up my body and plunges me into darkness.

I shiver as I feel people coming closer. It makes me a little nervous not being able to see them, not knowing who is near me, what they are about to do. But I trust my dominant. He will never leave me alone.

I let out a cry of surprise when, suddenly, I’m turned around. I’m now on all fours. But not for long. Someone is pressing down on my hips, pushing me down until my pussy is in contact with a mouth.

My breathing stops. I can't believe they’re making ride a face. It's so depraved. And so exciting. Soon, my own mouth is put to use. Someone digs their hand into my hair, directing me to his cock.

Without even thinking, I take it in my mouth, docile. It's not my dominant's. It's not big or long enough. So much the better. Everything is already so stimulating that I feel a bit overwhelmed. So it’s good that I don't have to choke on too big a cock to begin with.

My thoughts race as I feel another body approach my face, surely patiently waiting its turn to take advantage of me. I can't believe this is happening for real.

The atmosphere in the room is electric. Some are touching themselves, the recognizable sound of their hands running through their cocks reaching my ears. I don't know how many they are, jerking off on me.

All I know is that this tongue playing on my clit is more than good. Suddenly, I let out a cry of surprise as a lubricated finger enters my taboo entrance. I tense before immediately relaxing when a voice reaches my ear. My dominant.

“Don't worry. It's me. You know I'm the only one with your little ass.”

As best I can despite the cock pacing back and forth in my mouth, I nod. Immediately, he slips in a second finger, pulling me apart to prepare for what's to come.

I can't stop squealing despite my mouth being full. I’m in heaven. It’s everything I dreamed of. With enthusiasm, I take the new cock that comes to me, more imposing. Yet, I'm working on it like a pro.

Nothing scares me now. Neither judgment nor pain. All that matters is this mad rush for pleasure. This union of bodies, without judgment, without expectation other than pleasure. Never in my life have I felt so liberated.

I moan louder as I suddenly feel something pressing between my ass. A wide plug. Without difficulty, my dominant lets him into me, filling me like never before. I can't help but be impatient. To dream of the moment when he slips his cock in place of this little silicone object. But it's not for now.

The person beneath me pulls out, leaving my clit still hungry for an orgasm. They change my position again, straightening my hips. It only takes a few moments for someone to settle behind me, his outstretched cock caressing my pussy, even patting my clit to make me moan.

Then, the swollen tip begins to push inside. This cock is wide, taking every square inch of space, pushing the plug inside me. My fingers tighten on the sheets under me. I must hold on.

Here I am, taken from all sides. My body opens up to the stranger, letting him fully enter me. Without wasting a moment, the man begins to move back and forth. The one in my mouth coordinates. Soon, they alternate their movement, sending me on one cock then the other, like a perverse game of ping-pong where I would be the ball.

I moan, the roar of my throat causing the man's cock to quiver in my mouth. His hand tightens on my hair, and a few seconds later, he lets go deep in my throat.

I barely have time to swallow his offering when another cock comes into my mouth. I’m nothing more than the little toy of these men. Their reel. They use me as they please, taking possession of every square inch of me. And I let them do it without bringing them the slightest opposition.

Behind me, the man empties in turn, quickly replaced by someone else. I don’t know how much cock I take in me. It seems to me that it lasts for hours, that there are dozens and dozens of them lining up for me. And that excites me like never before.

Yet no one lets me cum. It's as if they knew when my orgasm was coming, stopping just before I could sink into intense pleasure.

My dominant hasn't touched me yet. I’m sure of that. None of those cocks felt like his. His absence is beginning to be long. I want to feel him inside me, to receive his reassuring hands on my body again. But that is not for me to decide.

Together, the two men in me empty themselves, filling me with their seeds in the most degrading of ways. I breathe with difficulty, I need a moment to recover. That's when two hands land on me.

Immediately, I calm down. It's Eric. I don't have the slightest doubt about it. His hand caresses my sides, helping me ground myself in the moment. Then he lays down on the bed and turns me around, pulling me against him. My back meets his muscular chest. Although I know what will happen now, I feel soothed to be held in this way.

With delicacy, the man removes the plug from my ass. Then, I hear him cover himself with a large dose of lube. Moments later, his hands direct my hips on top of him, aligning me with his cock.

I grit my teeth as he begins to enter me. He seems larger than ever. Still, I must hold on. So, I focus on my breathing, letting my body open up to him. Inch after inch, he enters me, until I’m comfortably installed. His mouth rests on my shoulder, like a discreet encouragement. Then he whispers in my ear.

“I proposed to the Master of Punishments to join us. You agree?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Now that I've gotten used to his presence inside me, I want to experience again that feeling of being taken by two men at once. And better have it done with the one who knew how to punish me so well earlier. He too has the right to a reward.

A few seconds are enough for him to be there. I can't see him, of course, but I recognize his perfume. I know it's him. His hands settle on my thighs, opening them a little more so that he can settle between them. And then he slides his cock inside me.

A scream chokes in my throat. He’s incredibly wide. Bigger than any man I've had so far. I feel like fainting, so full. And yet, I hold on, my nails sinking into my dominant's arm to make sure I don’t pass out.

Soon, they’re completely inside me. I hear a few admiring murmurs in the room, without really paying attention. When they finally feel me relaxed, the two men begin to move in rhythm. Slowly, first. Then, faster and faster.

My head falls back, resting on my dominant's shoulder. I don't even know if I'm screaming or if I'm mute, so much pleasure and so much. When my dominant's hand lands between my thighs, I totally lose my mind.

The orgasm that has been hiding since I laid down finally appeared. It bursts in the hollow of my belly like the most powerful tsunami. For what feels like hours, waves of heat ripple through my body, electrifying me. My dominant follows me in ecstasy, emptying himself into my tight hole.

However, he doesn’t withdraw immediately, leaving time for his friend to come in turn. I moan, almost ready to feel another orgasm run through my body as the man continues thrusting into me, powerfully.

I gasp in surprise as he pulls away abruptly, emptying himself onto my stomach. I can't help but smile. This is the perfect gesture to finalize this most depraved evening.


Chapter 5

I sigh as I slowly descend into the pool, letting the water engulf my body. After what I experienced yesterday, I have only one desire: to relax. I lick my lips, the images of the evening coming back to me. This orgy was everything I had hoped for, and more.

Since we got back, it's like I've been on cloud nine. Even my body aches don't feel so bad anymore. Such intense pleasure may well come with a few small inconveniences.

Once again, Eric took great care of me, taking the time to wash me, feed me, making sure to give me lots of water to drink and settle me comfortably in this now so-familiar bed.

I believe that since I arrived in Los Angeles, I have slept at my place only once. I probably shouldn't stay here so often. But how could I resist? On one side, there is my soulless apartment, in an average neighborhood.

On the other, there is this incredible villa where I can dive into the pool, eat the best dishes… And where I can get fucked whenever I feel like it. Yes, Eric got me used to this lifestyle, it will be difficult for me to go back now.

Slowly, I caress my neck, remembering the feeling of the tight collar there. I know it probably meant nothing, but I'd love to wear it again. Show everyone that I'm his thing. His submissive.

I smile as the man joins me, making himself comfortable on one of the loungers. He remains silent for a moment, observing my body floating on the surface of the water.

“How’s the temperature?”

“Perfect. You know, if you're not careful, I'm gonna get addicted to this life, and will never want to leave.

“Why should I be careful of something I want?”

I open my mouth, stunned. I can't say anything, as I didn't expect such words. I just thought I was teasing him, maybe even throwing him off balance. But now, once again, he’s the one who finds himself in the position of power.

The man smiles at my reaction, before turning serious again.

“You've been practically living here for two months. Usually, I'm not one to get attached. Never has a woman spent so much time here as you. I didn't expect this to happen. But there's something special about you that goes way beyond just being a good sub. Although I must say that it also plays.”

He adds with a wink before continuing.

“You can take the time you want to think, there is no obligation. It’ll change absolutely nothing in our work relationship. You won't get any special treatment because you live with me. But as far as I'm concerned, I think your place is here.”

I bite my lip. I didn’t expect such a declaration of feelings from Eric. My decision is not difficult to make.

When can I bring my things?”

The man smiles in response, before leaning forward to tower over me a little more.

“Everything in its time, Baby Girl. You're going to take off that little swimsuit first. It’s of no use to you.”

A smile lighting up my face, I hurry to obey my dominant, tugging on the straps to reveal this body he now owns.

I know it now. No matter what the future brings us.

I will do everything to remain his good submissive.

- 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?

Dirty Office Series

Liked this book? Find the whole series in just one book!
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“What a good little Submissive. I’d never have believed that of you, Valentina.”

I’ve always hated my colleague, Benjamin. And yet, when he orders, I obey. I kneel in front of him. I agree to use a vibrating egg at work. I can’t help it. He made me discover BDSM, and the intense pleasure that comes with it. Even if it's risky, I accept his most depraved games.

And when an older Dominant joins us, my training reaches another level.

With a crop or a flogger, the punishments are powerful. No more limits. In his personal dungeon or in the courtroom’s bathrooms, there's nowhere he doesn't use me. No part of my body is spared. My safe word is useless. Pleasure or pain, I take it all with enthusiasm.

They can share me with whoever they want. I'm ready to spread my legs and become the office’s dirty submissive.




If you like shorts better, here is the first book in the Series: Used at the Office
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Filthy Training

22 short stories, in just one book!
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Training the Club Submissive
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“You’re going to take it all. You hear me, Submissive?”

When I accepted this job as a bartender in a BDSM club, I thought it’d be just another job. I never thought I'd enjoy it so much that I'd ruin all my panties. Even less that I’d end up taking part in these lustful games.

But when this attractive DOMINANT offers me to become his SUBMISSIVE, I can't resist.

He’s older than me, and has more experience than any man I have known before him. Despite my nervousness, I surrender myself to his hand. Without ever saying my safe word, I let him trap my body in ropes.

And the dreaded spanking? It makes me scream with pleasure. Soon, I find myself begging him to touch me. To take me. Anywhere he wants.

Forget the shame and the vanilla ways. For him, I open up completely.
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