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You want more?


Chapter 1

Dear Santa.

This year, I haven't been that good. So I won't ask for a nice piece of jewelry or that beautiful bag I’ve been eyeing for months. No. I will ask for what I deserve.

A good spanking. If possible, from the hand of a super-hot but very strict dominant. The kind that can make you shake with just one look. It's meant to be a punishment, after all.

If he wants to tie me up and force me to have repeated orgasms, I will accept my fate. I promise I will do everything to please him.

So maybe next year, I will be a good, obedient girl.

I promise,

Laurie.

I chuckle as I re-read my letter. My friend Julia suggested I do this. Write your wishes on paper. It's supposed to help us visualize what we want most in the world, and get it.

I smile. Knowing her, she asked to meet the perfect man. The one who will marry her and make her a whole bunch of children as perfect as her. The poor woman. She mustn’t imagine what I asked of the universe. She would surely be shocked to know that I’m so depraved.

And yet, this is what I want most in the world. I have a good job, a nice apartment, and friends that I adore. And not the slightest desire to see my world change.

I have absolutely no motivation to make myself look pretty to go on countless dates. To make superhuman efforts to please someone with whom I will ultimately have nothing in common.

But to be naked under the powerful body of a man? That, yes. I can do that.

And if this man is a dominant, then all my dreams will come true.

It hasn't been that long since I got into BDSM. I discovered this completely by chance, one night when a guy I met in a club started telling me all the things he wanted to do to me. To show me the possibilities. Talking to me about handcuffs and safe words.

I didn’t hesitate for a moment.

Since then, I explore these new games as much as possible. And if I find no companion to satisfy my darkest desires... Then I'm left with literature.

I throw myself into bed, resuming the reading of my current book. A married couple. A dominant and his submissive, opening every day the boxes of a very special advent calendar. A new game to try, a new fantasy to explore.

I lick my lips and settle into my bed a little more comfortably. I imagine myself in this woman's place. Handcuffed in the middle of her living room, having to submit to the goodwill of her dominant. She has no say.

If he orders her to stand still, she must do so. If he wants her to open her thighs, she has to do it too. No matter where and how he wants to push his cock into her body, she has to obey.

I shudder, my nipples pointing against my nightgown as ever-hotter words pass before my eyes. I want all those things. It doesn't have to be a husband. Just a dominant who will know how to tame me as I dream of.

Maybe I should have just asked Santa for a new vibrator. It's much easier to find that than a good master. A man I feel perfectly comfortable with. A man I can completely surrender to.

I can’t say this is the case for all the dominants I have met so far. Some think they know it all, without trying to adapt to the woman beneath them. Some others don’t dare step into the role fully, too afraid of their power.

To tell the truth, I've only really met a man who is the perfect dominant.

Kyle.

We only did it twice. But each experience was more explosive than anything I had experienced before. The man has such natural authority. One of his looks would be enough to make me fall to my knees in front of him. Enough to make me offer myself body and soul to his will.

And his cock is just... Perfect. And perfectly used.

Of course, the only dominant I've found to suit me doesn't live in this town. Impossible to call him as soon as I want a session. I'm sure he would have me begging for him for days before agreeing to come take care of me. It would be humiliating, but I would do it without hesitation.

I close my eyes, imagining that he’s there, close to me. That it’s his hand sliding over my breasts, grabbing my nipples between his fingers, making me meow with pleasure.

I take my time, lingering on my chest to build up the pressure in me. He taught it to me. The longer I wait, the more frustrated I get... And the more intense the orgasm.

I sigh and open my eyes. I can’t concentrate. And then, next to me, my phone just vibrated. Not the kind of vibrations that interest me right now. But it doesn’t matter.

Sighing, I grab the phone to see who’s daring to disturb my intimate session. My jaw drops open when I see the person's name on the screen.

Kyle.

Shit. This visualization thing really seems to work. I wrote my letter not ten minutes ago, and now my request materializes in the form of a text message.

I hurry to open it, panting. Maybe I'll get laid tonight. Maybe I’ll get tied, and punished by his large hands...

As I unlock the phone, images all more lustful than each other assail me. I imagine myself already naked and trembling under his body, as I finally read his message.

Club 102. Meet me in an hour.


Chapter 2

I hand my coat to the hostess, responding with a smile to her compliment. I look at myself in the big wall of mirrors. I indeed look hot. And I played the Christmas card thoroughly. After all, the letter brought me luck, so why not continue?

I admire my curves highlighted by this little red dress. With its white trim on the bustier, I look like an incredibly sexy Santa Claus’s wife. To reinforce this impression, I hung small golden earrings on my ears, like ornaments on a Christmas tree.

At my feet, my sequined pumps make my legs look longer than they are. I know it. I look appetizing in this outfit. And if I doubted it, the looks of the men on me as I enter the club confirm it.

They all seem to be enjoying the show, detailing me for a bit too long to be innocent. Perfect. Now I just have to get the same reaction from my dominant.

I move around the room, avoiding the dancers letting off steam to the loud music blasting from the speakers.

I have only one thing in mind: to find him.

It's crazy, but I'm already starting to get wet. I think it started when I was getting ready. No matter how hard I tried to reason with myself, all my thoughts were on this moment.

I will soon see this handsome man again. No matter how the evening goes. I know we don't meet just to talk. Who knows, maybe it will be even better than the other times, although I'm not sure it's possible. How can you go beyond perfection?

I give an annoyed look to a man who tries to stop me, offering to buy me a drink. He's attractive, but I don't care. I have a mission to accomplish. I won't be satisfied until I find him.

My heart skips a beat. There he is, sitting on a bench in a corner of the club. His eyes are fixed on my body. He spotted me a long time ago, I'm sure.

I straighten up, pushing out my breast. My steps lengthen and become slower. I have to put aside my impatience. I try to take a feline gait, hoping to hypnotize him with the sensual movement of my body, the swinging of my hips.

I want him to remember how it felt to have me on top of him, riding his cock hard, trapping him in my body until he cummed inside me.

His lips curl into a dangerous smile as I'm finally near him. His chocolate eyes lock into mine, mesmerizing me. He stands up, making me shiver. The heady smell of his Cologne envelops me in a familiar and comforting caress.

An electric shock runs through me as he gently kisses my cheek. It amuses me that he does that. As if it were our first date. As if he hadn't seen me naked before. As if he hadn't already wrapped ropes around my body and taken every square inch of me.

It was just a caress on my cheek, and yet it felt like the most intense of kisses. My whole body is on alert, geared towards the man's, praying to get some attention from him again.

Once seated, he hands me a drink. We barely know each other, and yet he remembers what I drink. A very sweet fruit cocktail. Alcohol-free. It’s his rule. We must remain in control of ourselves in all circumstances, both of us.

His hand slips behind my shoulders as he sits a little closer to me. I shiver when he leans in towards me, his mouth brushing my neck before coming to whisper in my ear.

“You look delicious. Are you my Christmas present?”

I smile stupidly and nod as his hand lands on my bare knee. With the tip of his thumb, he caresses the thin skin on the inside of my thigh.

I try to stay focused on what he’s telling me. It's not easy to small talk when his eyes probe me intensely, as if he could read the depths of my soul.

I step back discreetly. Between my legs, my excitement is becoming more visible. I hope it won't come through my skirt. It's not my little lace thong that will manage to stop it.

I focus back on the conversation, updating him on my work. Around us, the bodies come and go to the rhythm of popular songs of the moment. We don't see them; we don't hear them. We are far too preoccupied with our discussion.

Despite my outfit, the heat of the place begins to become unbearable. Or is it his warmth that puts me in this state? His thumb has quietly slipped a little higher on my thigh, playing dangerously with the far too-short limit of my skirt. I lick my lips, eyes fixed on that finger innocently having fun building up the pressure inside me.

A phone call interrupts us. I take advantage of this sudden interruption to head to the bathroom. I sneak to a sink, swirling water on my face and neck, careful not to undo my makeup.

I expressly chose a non-waterproof one, just to make sure of the effect it could offer my dominant, once he takes care of me with force.

I’m completely soaked. If I listened to myself, I would lock myself in one of these cabins to relieve myself. To take the pressure off a bit. But I don't.

It would be like eating before going to the best restaurant in the world. He’s going to take care of me. Even if I must wait hours for that. It will be worth it.

When I come back, he's still on the phone. I wonder how he manages to hear the person on the line with so much noise around us. But he seems to have no problems.

His eyes slide over my body, as absorbed in me as he is in his conversation. So, I decide to play a little. I stay on the dance floor a few feet from him and start dancing lasciviously to the music.

Even though he stays focused on his conversation, he can't take his eyes off my body. It's discreet, but I can see him readjusting his position in the seat. I can't help smiling.

I understand very well what is happening to him. I turn him on, although he tries to hide it. So, I move a little more sensually again, and turn around, letting him watch my ass swaying for him. When I turn around again, his gaze is even more intense.

I approach him, gaining confidence as if I were the sexiest woman on earth. I straddle him, settling on his lap. His breathing is slightly faster, choppier. He swallows hard, as my hips move sensually over him.

With each move, I try to get closer to him, to feel his cock which, I'm sure, is getting hard in his pants.

He finally hangs up, and casually places his phone next to him. With force, he grabs my neck, and his lips come crashing against mine. I moan into the kiss, my squeal of pleasure interrupted by his tongue thrusting into my mouth.

I keep rocking my hips, giving him a lap dance. We forget good manners and the people around us. Are many of them watching us, envying our position and our lustful exchanges?

I know a lot of girls would like to be in my shoes. Men as attractive as Kyle, and with such presence, don’t run the streets. And to think that I won the jackpot. He could have called anyone to share his time in town. But he chose me. That fills me with unspeakable pride.

We break the kiss to catch our breath. I can't help but smirk as his hand gently massages the back of my neck. With a nod, I point out the dance floor.

“You wanna dance?”

I let out a little cry of surprise as he presses a little harder on the back of my neck, bringing his face a few inches from mine. His hoarse voice makes me shiver.

“No. I'm gonna take you to my hotel room. You'll get naked and on my knees. I'm gonna punish you for making me hard in public. And then I'll take your little ass. Just like that. Because I can. Because you’re mine.”

My whole body is shaking. These are not empty promises. His gaze is serious, a little scary even. And yet, I’ve never been so soaked. Even the prospect of taking him in my most taboo entrance doesn't scare me. I want it.

So, I stay silent as he grabs his phone again for a car to pick us up.

This night is going to be unforgettable.

◆◆◆

My mouth drops in wonder as I discover his hotel room. It’s even more beautiful than the last time. Even if I have a pretty good salary, I don't think I could ever afford such a suite in a luxury hotel. So, I intend to take advantage of it.

The view is amazing. We are on top of one of the tallest buildings in town. At our feet, the world spreads out, without suspecting that we are there, overlooking them.

My observation is quickly interrupted by an even more interesting sight. Without really paying attention to me, he makes himself comfortable, taking off his suit jacket and laying it on one of the armchairs.

Then he undoes the buttons on the sleeves of his shirt to pull them up, exposing his finely muscled arms. I bite my lower lip as I watch them, detailing the fine veins running through them.

Then my gaze wanders to his hands. They are incredibly thin and long. I know perfectly well the effect they will soon have on the delicate skin of my ass. Because I know, that's what he's preparing for.

I'm only more excited. I want him to take me, here, now. No need to undress. He just has to take his cock out of his pants and lift the miniskirt of my dress to sink inside me. I'm sure it wouldn't take me more than a few minutes to cum.

However, it’s not part of these plans. Never. Patience is his keyword. Me, I've always been the type to want everything, right away. So, his methods are an additional torture for me. One more thing to endure to earn my pleasure.

“Take off your clothes.”

I don’t hesitate a single second to obey him. My fingers are shaking as I place them on the zipper on the side of my dress. The man barely pays attention to me as the fabric slides down my body before spreading out at my feet. A draft makes my body shiver, my skin already raw before it even started.

I stand still, not sure whether I should also get rid of my lace thong. This one is soaked like never before, and unpleasant. But it offers me a protection as illusory as necessary.

The man says nothing, made no comment, his eyes staring intently at my bare chest. With this dress, impossible to wear a bra. I suddenly feel vulnerable under his gaze. Like a prey feeling its end coming sooner than it would have liked.

I would like to cover my breasts, hide from his gaze burning my skin. But I know that if I do this, my punishment will only be greater. So, I let him observe me, appreciate every detail of my body offered to him.

His silence is probably the most difficult thing to bear. Nothing pierces his thoughts, making me even more nervous. I can't help worrying. Maybe he's disappointed. Maybe he had forgotten what I looked like.

It's been a month since I last heard from him after all. Nothing guarantees me that he still has the same opinion of me. I take a deep breath as he stops staring at me for a moment, giving me some respite.

Still silent, he heads for the dressing room, where he has stored all his belongings. I forget my nudity as he comes back to me with a leather collar in his hand. It's not the first time he's used one, marking his ownership over me with this simple accessory.

Gently, he closes the loop around my neck. I shiver with pleasure. He pats my cheek condescendingly. Ordinarily, being treated this way by a man would piss me off.

But here, I don’t care. He has the power because I agree to give it to him. Because it turns me on like nothing else before.

We stare at each other for a few moments. Then he turns away from me to sit on one of the large sofas facing the bay windows. Without turning to me, he orders.

“On your knees.”

I shiver and yet I comply without complaining. The carpet is thick under my skin. Guess that's the advantage of being rich. Not having to put up with the rough floor of a rundown motel room.

I remain motionless, wondering if I should join him or wait quietly. My answer is not long in coming.

“Well? I’m waiting for you.”

I swallow, knowing full well what he’s asking of me. So, I drop onto my hands and start crawling across the room. It suddenly seems immense to me, now that I have to cross it in this way.

After what seems like miles, I finally reach him. He looks at me, still impassive while I'm there, obeying his most lustful commands. He spreads his legs, silently inviting me to join him there.

Without further ado, I settle between his legs, lifting myself up on my knees to better face him. Obediently, I wait to receive a sign from him before moving. He smiles, dipping his thumb in my mouth.

I don't need to be asked to suck it, sensually playing with my tongue. I intend to remind him of the extent of my talents. I move my face forward, sinking it a little deeper into my mouth.

He smiles. I could bet he’s remembering the last time, when I let him ram his cock deep in my throat, choking me along his length, coughing from his thrusts, but never giving up. I let him take my mouth again and again, until he emptied deep inside me.

This little game lasts a few more moments. Then, without taking his eyes off me, he pats his thigh. The invitation is clear. He told me at the club. He's going to spank me. And I couldn't have been more excited about the idea than I am right now.

Despite the nervousness that settles in my stomach, I respond to his gesture, straightening up to come and lie down on his lap. His hands are on me, making sure I position myself at the perfect angle.

He begins to gently caress my ass. I'm shivering. His touch is light, but incredibly sensual. His skin is warm against mine, only making me shiver a little more. He plays with my patience, digging his fingers deeper and deeper into the flesh of my globes, making me moan pathetically.

A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as his first blow lands on my ass. His large hands have their effect on me, I already have to focus on my breathing. It was only a slap though. I know there's plenty more in store for me. But it’s okay. I can do it. And even, I will like it.

A second slap lands on my ass, making me squeal again. I groan when the third immediately follows. I jump as the man's voice is heard, low and menacing.

“Well? Have you already forgotten what to do?”

I swallow with difficulty. No, I haven't forgotten. I know what he wants. I just didn't think about it. Stammering, I answer him.

“Sorry, Master. Three.”

His hand drops again, making me squeal.

“You don't think it's that easy. Start over from the beginning. Understood?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

His hand slams down on me again. I shudder but pull myself together immediately.

“One. Thank you, Master.”

A satisfied growl escapes his throat, causing me to sigh quietly in relief. Without delay, he goes back to hitting my ass. I keep counting, my voice made higher than ever by his indelicate treatments.

It's getting harder and harder for me to keep up. My cheeks are red with shame, my ass is burning, and I have trouble breathing. Still, I have to go on and on.

I want to prove to the man that I'm worth it. That he did well to call me this evening rather than another. However, tears begin to come to my eyes as the pain is intense.

After one particularly vicious blow, I can't help but raise my hands, resting them on my ass without even thinking about the consequences. The man clicks his tongue.

“Take your hands off.”

I moan pathetically, tears streaming down my cheeks. I’m unable to move. Without showing the slightest sign of impatience, the man continues in his deep voice.

“Laurie. Do you want to use your safe word?”

Immediately, I shake my head, answering him in the negative. No. I don't want this to end. Even if I'm in pain, I like what he does to me. None of this makes any sense, I know that.

And yet, I can't make up my mind. I don't really know what I want. I'm just overwhelmed by my senses on fire. Desire and pain mingling in an explosive cocktail.

Without violence, the man moves my hands away, giving himself access to my red ass. I take a deep breath as he gently caresses my cheeks. I sigh with relief, enjoying the sudden burst of attention.

“I’m gonna resume. Show me what a good little submissive you are.”

Sniffling lightly, I nod my head, preparing for what's next. My cheeks ignite when, softly, he whispers a good girl. They are only two words, and yet they are even more comforting than the least of his caresses.

I can do it. I can hold on.

Two new slaps fall on me. I don't know if it's in my head, but those seem much easier to bear now.

A cry higher than the others escapes my throat. Two of his fingers have just plunged into me, without my expecting it. Almost viciously, he moves them slowly inside me.

The wet sound of my excitement against his fingers echoes all around us. My cheeks turn red. I may be in pain, crying... I'm as excited as ever. There's no way for me to hide it. And that seems to amuse my master a great deal.

“Look at you. So wet. Desperate for my cock even when I spank you. My personal little slut.”

I moan, unable to protest as his thumb rests on my clit. His movements quicken, and I'm already shivering, waves of heat constricting my lower abdomen. He resumes his slaps on my ass, making me scream now.

I don't even know if I'm counting correctly, and I don't care. The pleasure is way too intense. One word, and I completely surrender.

“Come.”


Chapter 3

My breathing is uncontrollable. I can barely get over the thunderous orgasm he just gave me. I never could have believed that it’s possible to come so strong just with three fingers. Even less when a man spanks you at the same time.

And yet, that’s exactly what happened there.

Little by little, I come back to my senses. My dominant doesn't seem too eager to continue. Slowly he strokes my ass, giving me all the time I need. I feel grateful and take advantage of it as long as I’m allowed to.

I know it, it won't take long for him to attack my body again in the most extreme ways possible. Not that it bothers me. Quite the contrary. If he asked me, I'd be ready to lie down right there on the floor.

I would spread my legs, or I would get on all fours, presenting him with all of my body, inviting him to take what he wants from me. The pleasure with him is way too strong for me to deprive myself of it.

I lick my lips, feeling the fabric of his suit under my bare skin. I love this contrast. It reminds me of my submissive position. He has all the power, and he intends to use it.

I swallow with a little more difficulty as one of his fingers soaked with my excitement goes up between my ass cheeks. Without the slightest embarrassment, the man plays with my crenelated outline, pressing on it until he sticks his finger in it.

I breathe a little harder again. It's not the first time he's playing with that part of me. Last time, he drove me so crazy with pleasure and desire that I let him do it without protest.

Since then, I have often thought about it. Never before had I thought I could do this. But with this man, everything seems possible. He knows how to push back all the barriers, make me accept the most humiliating things. Each time, he proves to me that the only limits I have are in my head.

I lick my lips as he begins to play with me. I gasp in surprise when suddenly I feel something else pressing against my ass. A plug. I don't even know where he took it from. It doesn't really matter. The pleasure I feel in receiving it in me makes me forget everything.

For a few moments, he admires his work. Then, with an authoritative click of his tongue, he orders me to get up. Still trembling, I obey.

I stay there, standing naked in front of him, waiting to know what I have to do to satisfy him. With a vague wave of his hand, he indicates the window.

“Go over there.”

I swallow hard but obey him. When I get there, I shiver. Even though we are in one of the tallest towers in the city, there are other buildings around us. All covered with windows. Each of them is a possibility for strangers to see me naked and depraved.

I face my dominant, trying to ignore the buildings behind me. I have no idea what he expects of me. And obviously, it makes him happy, if I believe the big smile on his lips.

“Turn around.”

Ignoring my racing heartbeat, I comply. I would like to put my hands on my breasts, protect some of my nudity from the potential eyes watching me in the night. But I know that if I do, my dominant won't be happy. The repercussions could be terrible.

I don’t want to bear another punishment. If the first one was delicious, I don't think I would be able to take a second one. So, patiently, I wait for the sequel to come.

“Dance for me.”

I stay still for a moment, trying to process what he just said. That I dance, really? Of all his requests, this is probably the strangest he has ever made to me.

Slowly, I begin to undulate my hips, trying to stay sexy despite my nervousness. I keep my eyes looking down, too scared to meet anyone's gaze.

From time to time, I push my ass back, trying to make him see the plug he slipped there. I can't see him, but I'm sure he's enjoying the show I'm giving him right now.

I wonder what he likes the most. The way I move my body. The fact that I have a plug in me. Or even my ass reddened by his muscular spanking. Maybe it's a combination of all of these.

The heat rises in me as he keeps me going. I don't know why, but dancing for him excites me. I would give anything to be against his body again, for him to take me in his arms.

I go down a little lower on my knees, going up pushing my ass backward. Suddenly, I hear his footsteps approaching me. I don't stop dancing though. I want to continue to satisfy him. It's up to him to tell me when to stop.

I shiver as his hand lands on my shoulder, slowly turning me around.

“On your knees.”


Chapter 4

I look up at him, patiently waiting for his next order. I lick my lips, suspecting what it's going to be. There are not a thousand things we can do in this position.

I can’t wait. I know that my friends would surely find me crazy to love sucking a man so much. But I do love it. I like the power it gives me. To have a man there, trembling under my tongue.

Kyle may be the dominant one. But with these gestures, I’m the one who retains control. And it's a power I'm not ready to live without.

Before my eyes, the man is unraveling little by little his pants, showing his taut cock. My mouth opens slightly. I've seen it before, and yet it's as if it’s the first time I discover this large member with such perfect contours.

I never could have believed that it was possible to find a cock beautiful. Yet his is perfect, and delicious. I just want him to let me put it in my mouth.

A simple nod of his head is enough to get me to work. Gently, I grab it at its base, holding it firmly in my hand. Slowly, I slide my tongue down his length, making the man shiver.

I can't help but smile, proud of the effect I'm having on him. Usually, he controls the slightest of his emotions, showing nothing of what he thinks. But when I hold his cock in my hands, he gradually lets his barriers fall, surrendering to the expertise of my tongue.

I push things, risking reaping punishment for my audacity. With my lip, I bring his rounded tip into my mouth, sucking it lightly before pulling it out again to run my tongue down its length.

He lets out a groan, visibly annoyed that I'm having so much fun with him. One last time, I trace the outline of each of the veins that adorn the silky skin of his cock. Each of them is like a universe. A set of mountains and valleys that I have to discover.

Feeling the impatience to grow in my lover, I suspend my game. It's time to take his cock for good. Inch by inch, I let him into me. It doesn't matter that his member is long and thick. I will let him push it in me until the end.

As his tip flirts with my throat, my dominant runs his hand through my hair, gripping it tightly. My lower abdomen ignites at this sudden burst of strength. I know he won’t withdraw his hand until he receives all the pleasure he expects from me.

I start slow movements back and forth on his cock. The man breathes harder and harder, his fingers contracting and relaxing around my hair unconsciously.

I feel myself growing wings at this reaction. I want him to be completely satisfied. I don’t care anymore about my humiliating position. I no longer have any worries about who might see us. Maybe they're watching us right now.

Someone may be at their window, filming our sexual activities to broadcast them on the Internet. I can already imagine the title. Naked girl giving a blowjob at the window, or some other nonsense of the kind. It doesn't matter to me.

Let them jerk off all over us. The only thing that matters to me right now is the pleasure of my dominant. He already made me cum today, and I know he will do it again, as long as I obey him and behave properly.

A choking sound escapes my throat as my dominant begins to move his hips, slamming into the back of my throat. In a physiological reflex, tears begin to bead at the corner of my eyes.

I look up at him, watching him intently. He can't help but grin viciously, speeding up his movements to make it even harder for me. He wants to see how far I can go.

If he thought he was scaring me and pushing me to give up, that's not knowing me. I have always liked challenges. Oh of course, here I am not likely to win medals. But if my talent is to know how to give the best blowjob in the world, then I will wear this badge with pride.

His groans grow louder as my hand slides over those balls, squeezing them just enough to knock him out of his mind.

I half choke on his cock as his hip thrusts get more intense. His belly is heaving at full speed. His end is not far off. I give everything I have.

Finally, he tenses, his fingers twitching in my hair as he lets go deep in my throat. I can't stop myself from coughing. Yet when he withdraws, I swallow without hesitation.

He strokes my hair, silently congratulating me. Then, he presses my chin to make me open my mouth and check that I have taken his gift to the last drop.

“Good girl.”

My whole body ignites at this compliment. Between my thighs, I notice a new excitement. I still want him. My hands resting on my knees, I widen my eyes in his direction, patiently waiting to find out what he wants to do next.

My gaze slides to his hand, which is rummaging in his pocket. My eyes widen when I see what comes out of it.

A leash.

I can't believe he actually has an item like this. Oh, of course, it's the logical continuation of the leather collar already around my neck. Surely I should have expected that. But no. I hadn't thought of it for a moment.

I swallow hard as he strokes my hair with his free hand. My cheeks turn red, I feel so ashamed. I shouldn't let him treat me like that. What sane woman would agree to get naked, and exposed at the window? To obey a man's every wish, even letting him put a leash on her?

And yet, that is what is happening. My dominant, unfazed, slides the leash to the buckle of my collar, hooking it there. I hold my breath until I hear the clank of metal.

I bite my lip, still staring at him. He stares into mine, remaining perfectly still. It's as if he was waiting to see my reaction. Like he wants to see if I'll be able to handle it.

Little by little, I relax. I'm even starting to realize that it's not as unpleasant or suffocating as I might have thought. It's even the opposite. Without me explaining it, heat begins to arise in the pit of my stomach.

It looks like... I like being held like this. Again, I prove that I am his, even if it is only for the evening. And being owned this way makes me wet, even if I can’t explain why.

He smiles softly, as if he noticed the change in me. After another caress on my hair, he clicks his tongue. Lightly, he pulls on the leash, telling me to get on all fours.

I stop thinking. There is no more shame, no more reason. Just my pure submissive feelings. I get down on my hands and let him guide me across the room. He takes his time, making sure of my docility by making detours between the furniture that adorns this huge suite.

Finally, we get to bed. He makes me climb there. I shiver, thus naked and on all fours on the silky sheets while he is there, dressed and behind me, without moving.

His hand slides down my spine, coating my skin in a trail of goosebumps as he continues his advancement toward my ass. He squeezes them hard, making me moan louder than I should.

They are still sensitive after his punishment earlier. Yet I feel pleasure in this twinge of pain.

With a gesture on my shoulders, he tilts me onto my back. I can't help but lie down full length, enjoying the softness of the luxurious fabric under my body. It's like lying in a cloud.

But soon, the quality of the sheets no longer matters to me. He comes back to me, straps in his hands. He grabs my wrists, lifting them above my head. Carefully, he imprisons them in the bonds, before attaching them to the headboard of the bed.

Looks like the bed was made for it. Drawn just right to tie someone up. I'm not sure the designer thought of that when making it. But is that why my dominant chose this hotel room? It may just be a happy coincidence, but I like to believe that he thought of absolutely everything down to the smallest detail.

Kyle leans over me, catching my lips in a sensual kiss. For a few moments, I forget the discomfort of my position. The softness of his tongue playing with mine is well worth the loss of a few more of my freedoms.

The kiss deepens, and I can't help but arch my back, desperately trying to feel the warmth of his body against mine.

He breaks the kiss, ignoring me as if I wasn't there, pleading and open for him. I spread my legs a little more, hoping to convince him to come and settle there. I want to feel his cock rub against me. Make him hard again.

If he wishes, he can even put his cock back in my mouth. Too bad if it will be uncomfortable and difficult in this position. I’m ready to do anything to feel his body again.

I lick my lips in envy as he finally unties his tie. Without looking at me, he opens a few buttons of his shirt, giving me a glimpse of his perfectly chiseled torso. He could perfectly have been a model for one of those talented Italian sculptors.

I hold back a surprised sigh as he leans over me. Slowly, he slides his tie around my eyes. The fabric is soft and pleasant on my skin. This is the first time I find myself in this position. Naked. Tied. And deprived of my sight.

Despite the nervousness growing in my stomach, I let myself go to this new experience. Especially when I feel the mattress sink near me. He just joined me on the bed.

His warm breath caresses my neck, making me shiver. I can't hold back a moan as he kisses my delicate skin. I've always been particularly sensitive there, and not being able to see him makes everything more intense.

I let out a little cry of surprise as his teeth sink into my skin. It's brief, but enough to leave a mark on me, I'm sure. The idea excites me a little more.

I know that our exchanges will be intense, but brief. He's only staying in town for a few days, and soon our night together will be just a memory that I'll use for my solo sessions. So, keeping track of his passage for a few days after he leaves is something that I’m perfectly happy with.

He continues his descent, now playing with the thin skin of my breasts. In his mouth, he captures one of my nipples. My hips rise as he sucks it nonstop. His tongue wraps around my tip, making me moan. I think I could cum just with his stimulation on my breasts.

A more piercing cry escapes me as his fingers attack my free breast. With force, he turns my nipple, pinching it just enough to make me lose all my means. I don't know what I feel anymore. On one hand, his tongue gives me incomparable pleasure. On the other, his hand tortures me.

I shiver and squirm under him, not really knowing what I'm fighting. I’m no longer in control. Only he orders, and my body responds. My brain is gone. I only feel these pure, animal sensations.

He ends up getting tired of this game. He goes down again, making me hope for the future. His breath quickly finds itself between my legs. He knows what I want. Will he give it to me?

He's having a little fun, blowing on my clit, admiring its sensitivity. I’m ready to come, if he would give me the necessary stimulation.

His arms wrap around my thighs, keeping them wide open. Yet he does nothing. I bite my lip to keep from moaning in frustration. The more I complain, the longer I have to wait.

If I didn't have that blindfold on, I could at least watch it. Discover what little game he’s playing. I could silently beg him with my eyes. I don't know if that would influence him, but it would still be worth a try.

But no, I'm here, in the dark, alone with my feelings. Everything feels stronger. Every movement he makes, every breath, I feel it on me. I'm open and ready to take him. Ready to accept whatever he wants to give me.

Finally, I feel his tongue. My mouth opens without any sound coming out. The intensity of the pleasure I feel is far too strong for my voice to express itself.

With almost painful slowness, he begins to draw the outlines of my button of nerves. His tongue is incomparably soft, and his touch too light to really bring any relief to my throbbing clit.

I sigh as he descends, working his way through the hollow of my lower lips, to my soaking-wet entrance. His tongue begins to penetrate me slowly, tasting my excitement as if it were the most delicious of nectars.

I squeal as his fingers grab the plug inside me, moving it slightly. My soaked pussy contracts in the void, desperate to be filled in turn.

As if he had heard me, my dominant replaced his tongue with two fingers, plunging them fully into me in one quick motion.

The memory of my recent orgasm floods back in full force, as his fingers caress my inner walls, giving me a sweet chill. And when his mouth captures my clit again, my whole body arches violently.

I have never been so responsive to the hands of a man. He seems to know exactly what buttons to push to drive me crazy. Under his touch, I become a real orgasm machine. I even believe that he knows me better than I know myself.

I bite my lip, holding back my pathetic squeaks as he devours me, and his fingers continue to thrust in me at an increasingly frantic pace.

His hand violently slams my hip, sticking me to the mattress as my body struggles with so much pleasure. I’m completely immobilized, unable to do anything but suffer again and again the onslaught of his tongue and his fingers.

“Master, I’m gonna!”

He intensifies his movements a little more and my voice cracks. I can't hold anything back anymore. A violent orgasm runs through my body, a flash of lightning shattering every inch of my nerves.

He continues even after my body has fallen back onto the mattress, empty of any substance. I don't even have the strength to moan, even though his continuous stimulations are starting to get uncomfortable.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally stops licking me and gently pulls his fingers away.

I hold my breath, feeling him drift away from me. What is he doing now? The sound of clothes crumpling comes to answer my questions. That's it. I’m finally going to feel his whole body against mine.

I shiver as I feel the mattress sink. I can't suppress a smile, enthusiastic and impatient. A small voice sings in the pit of my stomach. It’s happening. It’s happening. He’s going to fuck me. I'm desperate. How many times has he already made me come? And yet, I’m there, shuddering as if he had made me languish for hours.

I hold my breath as I feel his towering presence above me. Without even thinking about it, I spread my legs wide, inviting him to settle there without waiting a moment longer.

The man lets out a slight amused sigh. A decent girl shouldn't give herself so easily. But I think it's been a long time since I passed this stage. I'm not decent. I'm a slut, ready to do anything for this man. For his cock.

His hands wrap around my thighs. With a quick movement, he throws one of my legs over his shoulder, while his other hand sinks into my thin flesh to keep my legs wide apart. My breath catches. I know, thus positioned, I will feel everything even more intensely.

The man takes his time, enjoying making me languish. He slowly slides his cock over my lower lips, covering himself in my overflowing excitement.

I can't hold back a moan, as much pleasure as frustration. I want to feel him, strong inside me. That he opens me in two with his huge cock.

How long is he going to play like this, tapping on my clit in a painfully delicious way? I can't take it anymore, and quickly, I hear myself begging him.

“Please, Master.”

“Yes, Submissive? You want something?”

I moan louder as his cock slides over me again. I can't speak.

“Use your words, Laurie. That's how good girls behave.”

“I… I want your cock inside me. Please, Master, please!”

A satisfied laugh escapes the man's mouth. I feel my cheeks flush with shame. This is no way to behave. I shouldn't be begging to be fucked like this.

But all my shame escapes when suddenly I feel his tip pressing against my soaked entrance. All the air escapes my lungs as he insinuates himself into me in a single thrust.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, trying to find a foothold against this powerful penetration. Even though I know he has a big one, I feel the same surprise as the first time I took him inside me.

I gasp, my chest heaving as he pulls back to plunge deep inside me in one motion. He begins his slow and deep penetrations many times over. My head falls back as I give in completely to the shivers that run through my body.

The man leans over me, his lower stomach pressing against my clit as his mouth captures mine. My leg is still up on his shoulder. The position isn’t very comfortable, but I don't care. The pleasure he gives me is far too good to worry about the cramps that are beginning to grip me.

A scream dies in my throat as he quickens his hip thrusts, pounding me now. My screams fill the room. His grunts are heard too, along with the wet sound of my pussy as he pushes in again and again.

But when I think we are soon about to both come, he withdraws with a brisk gesture. I barely have time to realize that he turns me on my knees, his hands gripping my hips for me to straighten my ass towards him.

My whole body goes rigid as his fingers grab the plug still inside me. That's it. He’s going to take me there. I'm sure of it, as he removes the small object. I shiver when cold, gooey liquid slips between my buttocks. Lube.

Slowly his hand slides down my back until he grabs the back of my neck, forcing me to keep my head crushed into the pillow.

“Breathe Princess. You'll see. You’re gonna love it.”

I don't have time to say anything. Already, his tip is pushing against my crenelated entrance, barely prepared by the plug. His cock is so big, its thickness has nothing to do with the little piece of silicone.

I bite the pillow under me, trying to get used to this imposing intrusion. However, it’s neither as painful nor as unpleasant as I would have thought. It's just a new, intense feeling.

And then, hearing the little groans that my dominant can't help but utter is the best reward. He lets himself go, forgetting his mask of power to be nothing more than a man indulging his darkest desires.

Soon, I start moaning under his thrusts. I don’t know how this is possible, but I think I'm still ready to come. His cock opens me in two, I'm full as ever. I want this moment to last forever. But all that is good must come to an end.

The groans of the man are getting louder and louder. So, as if to reward me one last time, he slides his hand between my legs, his fingers resting on my clit. I'm screaming now, so loud I think the whole hotel can hear me.

I don’t care. I totally lose control as his fingers make me forget the lewd way he pounds me. I’m his. I barely know him, and yet, I belong to him, body and soul. He can do whatever he wants with me. I will take it all, accept it all.

An orgasm is unleashed in me, even more powerful than all the previous ones. I don't know how this is possible, and yet it’s what is happening. I'm shaking, my legs weakened by this intense evening.

The man has to hold my hips to keep me with him. My body contracts around him, signing his end. In a particularly erotic rattle, he lets go of his cum deep inside me.

With a sigh of relief, I feel him undo my handcuffs. He pulls me close to him, offering me the comfort I need after the power he has deployed on my body.

And yet… I'm already ready to start again.


Chapter 5

Without thinking, I put my croissant back on my plate. Yet it is the best I have ever eaten. Buttery, crispy, and soft. A level of perfection rarely achieved.

But even though food remains the first love of my life, something even more interesting captures my attention. Kyle just came out of the bathroom, a simple towel around his hips.

I should have gone with him in the shower. Enjoying his body again, rather than enjoying the breakfast he ordered for me. He didn't touch it, and he barely drank his coffee.

My cheeks flush with pleasure. There's something he didn't hesitate to eat...

I still remember the feeling of his tongue between my legs, exploring me. His mouth tasting me, like I was all he needed to start the day.

Another orgasm. I lost count after that most incredible night. For hours, he tossed and turned me around. Every time I thought it was over, that it was going to stop there, he started again. I don't even really know if I'm alive anymore. So many pleasures... It can only be heaven, right?

We've barely slept, and yet he's there, bustling about as if he's had a full, restorative night. I don't want to know what I look like. I must look awful. Hair in disarray from having rubbed so much on the sheets, from having been gripped hard by his powerful hands. My makeup must have flowed all over my face.

And him? He is perfect. I never tire of watching him. After a night blindfolded, I try to catch up. I feast on his appearance, his abs, his silky skin.

If I listened to myself, I would stand up and let my tongue explore every corner of his body. I would get down on my knees again, sucking his beautiful cock until he came.

But my body doesn't really agree. Just lifting my cup of coffee to my mouth makes me wince. He completely ruined me, and it will probably take me several days to recover. So much the better. I want to remember his passage even when he’s gone.

He approaches me, a slight smile on his lips as his eyes slide over my chest barely hidden by the sheets. Without a word, he caresses my face and kisses me. His tongue passes the barrier of my mouth, playing with mine in the most sensual of ways. I can't suppress a moan as he pulls away.

“I’ve got to go. Stay as long as you want. But if you're still here when I come back... You'll be punished.”

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a smile. This is a most promising invitation. I should probably be horrified, put my clothes back on, and walk away. My body would thank me. But one kiss, and I'm already wet again. So, I give him a defiant look.

“I'm going to be a very, very naughty girl then.”

He chuckles softly, grabbing his briefcase before heading for the door.

“Be careful what you say Laurie... Santa is going to send someone to flog you.”

I burst out laughing and sink into the sheets as the man exits the room.

A flogger...

This would make a perfect Christmas present.


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?

Trained for Christmas

Read first book in the Naughty Christmas Series!
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“You must learn your place. On your knees.”

My husband has always been the sweet type. I never would have imagined that he’s a DOMINANT. But since he introduced me to BDSM, our lives have become much more interesting. Especially when, every day, his lustful advent calendar makes me discover more dirty experiences.

No matter what he wants from me… I will submit.

Naked in the middle of our living room, I let him decorate my body with special Christmas ornaments. Clamps, handcuffs... And a conical jewel that he keeps for a very particular place in my anatomy.

I don't know what makes me scream the hardest. The floggers he uses to punish me, or the machine that comes and goes inside me. And when I think pleasure is at its peak, my dominant proves me wrong. Tonight, not a single part of my body will be spared.

Too bad if I can't walk for days after that... To scream of pleasure, I’m ready to do anything.

◆◆◆

Used and Shared by the Mountain Men
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“Behave, and you’ll get a treat.”

When my husband gave me his first dominant order, my whole body went up in flames. Now, I am his submissive. He can do whatever he wants with me. I’m ready to experience everything, to follow him blindly. Even when his lustful new idea...

Is sharing me with his friend.

Naked on the hiking trail, or on my knees in the cabin of this mountain man, I’m going to offer myself totally to these two men. There’s nothing I will refuse. And if I act like a brat, it's only to receive the spanking I dream of.

Lost in these woods, they’re going to trap me between their powerful bodies...

And make me scream with pleasure.

◆◆◆

The Innocent Submissive Series Bundle
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My dominant’s rules are clear: arrive on time. Undress. Put on my collar. And open my legs for his pleasure.

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

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

He wants a submissive.

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

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

And to beg for more.

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

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

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

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

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

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

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

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

They’ll always beg for more.
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