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You want more?


Chapter 1

This is not how I imagined spending my day off. In the offices of a company I don't even work for. It’s the first time I even come to this place. Oh, but I'm not here for a job interview. Far from it.

I shiver as Arthur's hand moves up my thigh, playfully snapping the elastic of my garter against my skin. I refrain from moving. My dominant was clear when he made me bend over his desk. I must remain still. Let him take care of me without asking any questions.

In general, I’m never disappointed when I obey him like this. But in general, we are not in offices in the middle of the afternoon, with the risk that someone shows up and catches us. No. Usually, we play in the confines of his luxurious apartment.

I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less during what should have been my honeymoon. In the end, I think I am grateful to my ex for dumping me at the altar like this.

I would never have discovered that such pleasures are possible without him. And I would never have discovered my true nature: that of a submissive.

I didn't know anything about BDSM... Now I'm addicted to it. It doesn't matter what my dominant decides to do to me. I obey him blindly. I have absolute confidence in him and his decisions.

Oh, he can show tremendous force, spanking me for what seems like hours. He makes my skin blush with his intensity, making me feel it every time I sit down for the rest of the day. But I love it. I don't know where these dark desires come from. It's as if the pain only makes the pleasure more intense afterward.

So that's why I agreed to come here. I didn't even have to think twice about it. What my dominant asks, I give him.

I put on stockings and tied them to a garter belt, before covering them with a skirt suit embracing my curves to perfection. As for my generous chest, it’s imprisoned in a tight blouse, with a few too many loose buttons.

Yes. My outfit is the perfect combination of professional and slutty. I didn't miss the looks on me as I walked into those offices, my stiletto clicking on the floor. Women hated me. The men wanted me. And yet, I didn't care. Only the opinion of one man matters to me... Or rather, two men.

Because ever since my dominant and I started playing these lustful games, we've rarely been alone. His best friend is often there. He's a dominant too, but in a very different style. He doesn't have Arthur's tenderness and patience. No.

Vincent is more of a straight-to-the-point type, to make the submissive suffer under his fingers, to push her to her limits, before giving her the most powerful of orgasms. And even if Arthur is the one with whom I prefer to spend most of my time, I must admit that I like Vincent's darkness just as much.

These two men are the perfect duo. After my failed wedding, many parts of my life turned upside down. But thanks to them, my life has never been so delicious.

I shiver as Arthur's hand reaches higher, sliding over my slit, barely touching it through my panties. I bite my lip, eager for him to get started. Yet, I know that I’ll have to be patient. Pleasure doesn’t come so easily. Just because I've satisfied him so far doesn't mean I deserve a reward.

I stand still as my master caresses me absentmindedly, as if he doesn't really care that I'm there. Fortunately, the blinds in his office are closed. Otherwise, his employees could have seen us. I wonder if they have any knowledge of what goes on in their bosses' offices.

I turn my head to the side, to the next office. Vincent's. These two men do everything together, it seems. Running a company, going on vacation… Sharing a woman. I wonder what they have in store for me today. No matter the trials. I’m ready to take them.

“So, Miss Olivia, do you like being a consultant in our company?”

I can't hold back a giggle. This is what’s written on the badge I was given when I arrived. Oh, I offer very special consultations. I wonder how many other consultants they received like this before me. How many of them were dressed sexy? How many of them have been bent over this desk?

I don't know, and I don't care. Because for weeks, I have been my dominant's only obsession. So much so that I practically live with Arthur now. I let out a squeal as he suddenly hits my butt.

“Have you forgotten the rule?”

“No, sorry. Yes. I love that, Master.”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth as he continues to stroke my ass. Then he grabs the sides of my skirt, making them go up higher and higher, until the piece of fabric is stuck on my hips.

Then he attacks my panties, bringing them down on my spread thighs. It gets stuck there, like an improvised rope. I bite my lip, remembering how he tied me down just a few days ago.

I love it when he does that. It doesn't matter if he uses handcuffs or his belt. It always puts me in a state of incomparable excitement. But also, in a strange state of calm. It's as if he was giving me permission to surrender completely. I don't have to think anymore. No more worrying about what to do. All that remains is to submit to his law.

I squeal as his fingers land on my clit, pressing down with controlled slowness. Every move he makes drives me crazy. He has undeniable expertise. As if he knew my body better than I knew it. Slowly, he slips two fingers inside me, clicking his tongue.

“Look at you. You've just arrived, and you're already completely soaked. What am I gonna do with a slut like you? You are truly insatiable. Is that right, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master!”

I stammer, shivering already as he barely begins. I have never been so responsive in the past. But one look from this powerful man is enough for me to sink and turn into a little thing guided by her libido.

The man continues his comings and goings, before retiring. But his hand doesn’t go very far. No. It goes up between my buttocks, its soaked fingers tracing the outline of my crenelated entrance.

I hold my breath as he drives one inside me. This is not the first time he has played with this most taboo place in my anatomy. Far from it. It has almost become a mandatory part of our sessions.

Fingers, dildo, and even his big cock. I took it all in. And no matter the size or the discomfort… The resulting pleasure is always incredibly powerful. I bite my lip as he thrusts it deeper and deeper.

I can't stop my mind from wandering, remembering how he and Vincent took me both at once, filling me up, tearing me apart. I would never have believed myself capable of something so depraved. Nor that my body could have welcomed them at the same time.

But for them, it seems to know no bounds. And never have I come so hard. Now I can only hope they do it to me again today.

I lick my lips as a second finger enters me. They're nowhere near as big as his cock, but it already feels good… So good that soon I moan in disappointment as he leaves me empty again.

The man laughs, before opening one of the drawers of his desk. He places three objects in front of me, and I can't help but smile excitedly. A plug, a vibrating egg, and a tube of lube.

He starts with the plug, which he generously coats with the liquid. Then, he approaches my ass again, spreading it with his free hand before pushing the silicone toy inside me. I bite my lip to hold back my moan.

It doesn't matter how delicious it is. I can't risk being heard. The man gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me. Then he grabs the vibrating egg, coating it in turn with lube before pushing it inside me.

I'm so wet he didn't really need to. I even wonder how the object will stay in me. I think I'll have to pay attention to it.

The man doesn’t move for a few moments, admiring his work. When he finally comes out of his contemplation, he pulls up my panties, before gently straightening me up. He turns me around, dipping his hand into the back of my neck to bring my face closer to his.

He kisses me with tenderness and passion mixed. A feeling that makes me melt and makes me want to fall on my knees in front of him to serve him. The man breaks the kiss, a voracious smile on his lips.

“Let the game begin.”


Chapter 2

“On your knees.”

Without even having to think about it, I let myself slide on the ground. I don't want to play with his limits. No. Today I want to be the servile little thing he loves so much.

Slowly, he strokes my hair, making me sigh in pleasure. Then he rummages in his pocket, pulling out a small remote control. I lick my lips, knowing full well what it is for. One push from him, and I'm already heaving a sigh.

The vibrations have turned on in me. They’re only at the minimum level, which is far from enough to bring me any relief.

And yet, I can't help but give him a disappointed look when he stops them moments later. A smile forms on his lips as he gently pats my cheek.

“You're going to have to be patient, Submissive. Your day is going to be very, very long.”

I stand still, my eyes locked on his, waiting patiently for what's next.

“Oh, I almost forgot.”

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a small object that I recognize well. My submissive collar.

“We can't play without it, right, Princess?”

I nod quickly, making him laugh. There's nothing I love more than this proof of possession he's sliding down my neck. It's just a simple object, but it marks my position. My duty of obedience.

Just the idea makes my lower abdomen ignite as he tightens the buckle behind my head. I wonder if he'll hang a leash on it today too. I shouldn't want this stuff. It's degrading. Humiliating. A grown woman shouldn't allow herself to be controlled like that. But when these two men are around, I no longer have any control over my desires. My libido takes over.

“You're going to crawl to Vincent's office. He’s going to take care of you for now. But I'll keep the remote. You’d better be very docile with him too. Otherwise, you know what the consequences will be.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shiver as I breathe those words. Yes. I know very well what awaits me. A punishment. It could be of any kind. It could be a spanking, like something much more twisted.

They could deprive me of pleasure, using me as they please as if I were just a reel for their seed. Or they could have fun pleasuring me, bringing me ever closer to orgasm without ever letting me have it. Of all the punishments, I believe this is the most difficult to bear. So, yes. I’m going to behave.

My dominant nods at me, and immediately I fall to my hands. Without waiting a moment longer, I start crawling towards the door. Thank goodness their offices are interconnected. I would never have been able to move like this in the hallway, and risk being surprised by strangers.

I lick my lips as I walk, ignoring the slight burn of the carpet under my knees. I can't wait to see Vincent again, even though I know he won't spare me. The man is the type to push things far. I barely have time to walk through the door when his voice rings out.

“Stop, Submissive.”

Immediately, I obey, before rising to my knees, keeping my hands on the floor in a submission position. I don't dare raise my head to the man, waiting for him to give me permission.

“Look at me.”

A chill runs through me as our eyes meet. While the man is nowhere near as tall and muscular as Arthur, he exudes an incredibly alluring charismatic aura. Something that attracts me, and makes me want to succumb to him, no matter how dark his ideas are.

“Take off your blouse.”

My mouth drops open in surprise as the man focuses on his computer again. He wants me to undress in front of him, but doesn't seem to care. Yet I know I must obey his order.

So, I undo one by one the buttons of my blouse. Even though he's not looking at me, I try to do it sensually, just in case he looks up. I want to remind him how sexy a woman I am. How much he wants me.

The shirt falls unceremoniously to the floor. I put my hands on my knees, looking at him expectantly.

“Your bra.”

I bite my lip. The man didn't even bother to look at me, his computer seemingly far more exciting than my body revealing itself to him. However, I must continue.

So, I run my hands behind my back, attacking the hooks of my bra. I undo it without difficulty, my imposing boobs falling heavily under its own weight.

I stand perfectly still now, waiting for a look, a word from the man. For what seems like hours, the man types on his computer keyboard. It's as if he didn't care about having a half-naked woman offered to him like this.

I sigh in relief as he finally stands up. He starts rummaging through a drawer in his desk, pulling out something he keeps hidden in the palm of his hand. I lick my parched lips, curious to know what it will be like.

I wonder if their assistants know about the impressive collection of toys they keep in their offices. Who knows, maybe they tried it on them.

I gently shake my head. I can't indulge in those kinds of jealous thoughts. Not when the man finally approaches me, his vicious smile on his lips.

He pats my cheek firmly, before his fingers grab one of my breasts. He doesn’t put the slightest delicacy in his gestures, pinching my nipple with force, making me meow with pleasure. He starts again with the opposite nipple.

I have to bite my lip to make sure I stay quiet. The man smiles, before showing me what he has in his hand. Nipple clamps.

“I want to play with you, Doll. But you know, I'm a very important man. I don’t have a lot of time.”

I make a sulky pout as the man hooks a first clip on my breast. I wanted him to take care of me anyway. I was ready for him.

I bite my lip. This isn’t the first time he’s using such an object on me. I can’t describe the feeling. It's like a little bite, taking me to that fine line between pleasure and pain.

My breathing is faster when my opposite breast is captured in turn. I stare at him, as if I could find the rest of the events in his eyes. But the man remains unmoved, absently stroking my hair.

“I have a meeting now. So, you're going to stay there, and you're going to be a very good girl. Got it, Doll?”

“Yes Sir.”

The man pats my cheek again before turning on his heels to sit at his computer. I let out a quiet sigh. Between these nipple clamps, this plug, and this egg that threatens to turn on at any moment, my senses are stimulated like never before.

My body wants to express itself. To move. To go on this quest for crazy pleasure to which he has been accustomed. But instead, I have to stay as still as possible. Not move, not complain. Be perfect for the dominant.

If I was listening to myself, I would glance over my shoulder, just to see what Arthur is doing. Is he watching me, imagining ripping off that skirt his friend let me wear?

I know I'm not allowed to watch him. Even if seeing him would reassure me, I’m under Vincent's orders at this moment. So, I have to deal with it. And then, I know that I’m not in danger.

Even though I can't see him, I know Arthur's watching me. He makes sure I'm okay. And deep down, I think these men know my limits better than I do. They know how to push them, making me do things I thought were impossible.

But they also know when to stop, even though I didn't know I needed to. Yes. With these men, I’m safe.

I bite my lip, feeling how soaked my panties are. Another pair I'm going to ruin with their games. I think I'll end up asking them to buy me lingerie. Soon, I’ll have nothing left to wear.

But maybe that's their goal. That I remain forever without panties, walking around with my ass naked, at their complete disposal. I smile at this idea. I don't think that would bother me.

Since I've been with them, I've become insatiable. So, if they want to use me twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, I'm definitely not going to stop them.

I barely hold back a squeal as suddenly the vibrations start inside me. They are low, but I was so lost in thought that I forgot they existed.

Vincent turns to me, raising an eyebrow at my flinch. I clear my throat, looking down shyly as he focuses on his work again. I want to prove to him that I can do it. That I know how to behave.

Even if the vibrations are a little stronger in me. I will hold on. I must. Especially now that his meeting has just started, and other people can hear what's going on in the room.

I try to focus on what they’re saying. Just to find a distraction from this wave of heat growing slowly but surely in the pit of my stomach. But soon, I find it difficult to follow what they say. And not just because their meeting is boring.

The vibrations are getting stronger, pressing at the same time on the plug nestled in my most taboo entrance. I swallow. Only now do I realize how difficult it’s going to be for me to remain silent.

Waves of pleasure are already running through me, tingling my nerves. My fingernails dig into the skin of my thighs as I try to stay calm. I can't crack. Not now. The two dominants have trained me well enough for this. I can’t disappoint them.

Still, I can't help fidgeting as the egg picks up speed inside me. Vincent immediately turns his head toward me, glaring at me. I swallow with difficulty. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. The pleasure is too intense for me to remain still and silent.

A wave of shame washes over me at the thought that those people on the other side of their screen could hear me. What would he think of the dominant? His reputation could be ruined, all because I can't obey a simple command.

So, in a final effort to contain myself, I sit up. However, I feel that I will not succeed. The vibrations increased further. I fight with my body, but I know who’s going to win.

I collapse on the floor, biting my lip until it bleeds to keep from making a sound. I’m surely going to be punished for not remaining still. But at least no one can hear me as my teeth sink into my clenched fist, muffling the screams of pleasure that escape my throat.

I hope Arthur enjoys the show, behind me. Before him, I have never been so sensitive. It took me forever to come, when it happened. But thanks to him and his games, I now only need a few stimulations to reach that supreme pleasure. Many women would be jealous of me and this ability to come. But right now, I'd rather not have it.

I breathe heavily as I straighten up, not really daring to look at the dominant. A snap of my fingers forces me to raise my head. Vincent stares at me, a dark look on his face. I know I displeased him. It's up to me to face the consequences now.

He snaps his fingers again, before motioning to his feet. I stay still for a moment, unsure of what he expects of me. Then suddenly I understand. My legs still shaking from my orgasm, I get back on all fours, before crawling over to him.

I roll my hips, hoping to give him an appetizing sight. Oh, I know it will take a lot more to appease him. But I'm so desperate that I'm ready to try anything.

I sigh in relief as I glance at his screen. He didn't turn on the camera. This man may push things to the extreme, he’s not totally oblivious.

Arrived near him, I go back to my submissive position. On my knees, sitting on my heels, my hands resting on my thighs and my head bent slightly. I know I disobeyed him. Now I don't know what to expect.

The vibrations in me ceased. It's as if Arthur left me to my fate. I take a deep breath. Are my dominants disappointed in me? Maybe I could have done better. But how, with all these sensations they offered me? I was destined to fail. Now, I just have to wait to see what punishment they will choose to make me pay.

I gasp in surprise as the man slowly strokes my hair. I hadn't expected a gentle gesture, especially after what just happened. The man is not the cuddly type. He doesn't spend hours hugging me or complimenting me. What interests him are our sessions.

Arthur is the one who handles the after cares. Arthur who gives me baths, who feeds me, who ensures my well-being. Vincent is just an addition to our games. A delicious addition… And a terrifying one, too.

As he speaks to give his employees his opinion, his hand slips to his crotch. Slowly, he undoes the buckle of his belt, before lowering his zipper. While keeping his focus on his meeting, he slides his pants over his thighs, revealing his cock.

I lick my lips. He has been spoiled by nature, like his friend. Both men have the two most beautiful cocks I have ever seen. Thick, long… And delicious.

If I could, I'd spend half my days with one or the other in my mouth. I'm sure I could even fall asleep like this, using their cocks to calm myself down.

The man swivels his chair to face me. With another snap of his fingers, he tells me to come between his thighs. I comply immediately, keeping my eyes fixed on him, desperately waiting for him to give me permission to take him in my mouth.

As if he knows how desperate I’m to taste him, he keeps me waiting. His cock is just inches from my face, looking bigger than ever. A few pearls of his excitement taste at his tip, shiny and appetizing.

When he finally gives me permission, I throw myself on it, like a thirsty woman finding water in the desert. My hand curls around his base, as my tongue slowly slides from his base to his tip.

I may want to engulf him all inside me, but I also want to satisfy him. Show all my skills. So, I lick through his veins and hollows until I reach his tip. I taste his excitement, looking up at him as my mouth closes around his beautiful cock.

He looks down at me, his eyes misty with pleasure. Without ever breaking our gaze, I push him deep into my mouth. His stomach contracts as I stop at nothing to satisfy him.

I pray the others don't hear us as I begin to move slowly back and forth along his length. It's hard to stay completely silent when his cock is sinking deep inside me. Yet, I must do it.

So, I focus while accelerating my movements, taking him faster, further, if possible. He taps the back of my throat repeatedly. But I hold on.

His fingers tangle in my hair, imposing his rhythm on me. I no longer have any control. He shows me that he’s the master. That he can do whatever he wants with me, without hesitation. Turn me into his little sexual object in a snap of the fingers. This idea turns me on again, maybe even more than the toys still inside me.

He makes me go faster and faster on his cock, pressing a button on his keyboard. Hopefully, to mute the sound. But he's the one in control. So, if the others hear me, it will be his fault.

Me, all I have to do is focus on my breathing and raise my eyes, watery with discomfort, to him. He smiles, his teeth clenched slightly as his pleasure grows stronger.

Soon, he no longer holds back, and releases his seed deep in my throat. I take a deep breath to not choke. Then, I swallow without him having to ask me. I even go so far as to slowly lick his flaccid cock, cleaning it up in a final gesture of submission.

On the other side of their screens, people seem to have noticed nothing. They say goodbye to each other, ending the meeting, unaware that, all along, their boss was indulging in dark pleasure. Vincent gets dressed, before leaning over me.

“You were very naughty, Doll. It's time to punish you.”


Chapter 3

I shiver as the man begins to rummage through his drawer. Who knows what he has in mind? With him, everything is possible. I almost sigh in relief when I see him pull out a pair of handcuffs.

This is one of the things that I particularly appreciate. I'm not afraid of being handcuffed, far from it. Still, I'm careful not to show it to him, keeping a worried expression on my face. Without paying attention to me, he growls.

“Hold out your arms.”

I comply immediately, presenting my wrists with docility. He locks them up without wasting a moment. I lick my lips as the cold feel of metal grips my skin. I think I even prefer these handcuffs to those covered in fur or leather. They are less comfortable and yet, it seems that it’s exactly what I needed.

I let out a squeal as the dominant's arms wrap around me and forcefully lift me up. Before I even have time to realize it, I find myself thrown on his desk. My breasts are crushed against the table.

The position is most uncomfortable. Especially while I still have those nipple clamps on me. The little metal toys sink into my skin, even more powerful and painful. Yet, I say nothing. I want to prove to him that I can withstand his ordeal. It doesn't matter if it's painful, or uncomfortable. I will achieve it. I know it.

The man takes his time, knowing very well how much this waiting makes me suffer. There is nothing I can do. I just have to wait. Try not to panic imagining the pain he’s going to put me through in a few moments. Oh, it will all be worth it, I know it. And yet, I'm incredibly nervous.

I shudder as his hand lands on my ass, still covered in the thin fabric of my skirt. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but sigh with pleasure at this unexpected caress. I know it's only meant to make me lower my guard, to better come and hit me later.

But as I expect to be spanked, he pulls his hand away and walks away. I swallow with difficulty. I dream of turning around, seeing where he’s going, what he’s doing. But I must stay still. Very docile. I must not make my punishment harder than it already will be.

So, I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. I must stop thinking. Forget that soon, I will be in pain. I can't imagine what it would be like if one of his employees suddenly walked into the office and found me there, breasts exposed, handcuffed and ready to be spanked.

Discreetly, I glance to the side at Arthur's office. The connecting door is still open. I can see him at his desk. To my great disappointment, he doesn't look at me. It's as if he had no idea what was going on there, a few feet away from him. Yet I know it. He can’t remain indifferent.

I hold my breath as I feel Vincent come back to me. Who knows what he found, in the closet where he seemed to be searching for a few minutes. I don't know how much storage they have in these offices. But it looks like they have a whole array of toys at their disposal. As if these places were their dungeon, their second home.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through me. The man just hit me through my skirt. I believe he used a paddle. I don't turn to check. I don’t need to. Because immediately, a new blow falls on my ass, as hard as the previous one.

I take a deep breath. The pain is not as acute as with a crop, but it’s still very present, more intense and less personal than that provided by a hand. The paddle puts a distance between us, making the punishment much more difficult to bear.

At least, with their hands, the dominants offer me their warmth, a connection with them. A semblance of comfort in difficulty. But the paddle? It's cold and brutal, giving me nothing but discomfort.

I squeal as another blow lands, louder than the last. The man clicks his tongue.

“Watch out, Submissive. You make way too much noise. You don't want everyone to know what a little slut you are, do you?”

I shake my head forcefully. No. That's the last thing I want. Even though we did things in public before, it was late, in a nightclub. The lights were so dim no one could see us.

Here, the office lights are on. I dare not even imagine the repercussions on my lovers if their perverse games were to be discovered. Still, a squeal escapes my throat as he hits again.

“Beware Submissive. You are already on a fine line. Don't make your punishment more complicated. I didn’t hear. Do you want others to discover you?”

“No! I’m sorry, Sir. I’ll be discreet.”

“Good girl.”

My whole stomach ignites at these two little words. There must be something wrong with me to like receiving compliments so much when I stoop to doing the most depraved things.

And yet, I take enormous pride in satisfying my dominants. To obey them no matter what they ask of me. So, I bite my lip, trying again to hold back my sounds of pain tinged with pleasure as the paddle lands on my ass.

I hold out for a hit, two hits. But soon, my dominant decides to increase the difficulty of my test. He puts the paddle on the table next to me, before attacking my skirt. He pulls it up to my hips, exposing my ass to the fresh air.

I chew on my lip as he grabs the butt plug, pushing it in and out of me, enjoying the movements his cock will soon be making there. At least, I hope so. Arthur wouldn't have put it on me if he hadn't had an idea in mind, right?

But it's not for now. Because the man takes the paddle in hand. I shiver, knowing full well that without the fabric of my skirt to protect me, the blows will feel much stronger and much more painful.

I take a deep breath, now ready. But despite this, I can't hold back a cry when the paddle falls on me again. The man clicks his tongue, saying nothing. Yet, I know that he’s not satisfied with me. How could it be, when I indulge in such loud sounds?

I must shut up. But no matter how much I know it, I can't contain myself anymore. The pain is way too much. It feels like he hits much more vigorously than before. My skin is raw as he continues the blows. Despite all my good will, I moan, even my teeth biting my lip until it bleeds isn't enough to silence me.

The man puts his paddle on the desk again, this time with force. He’s clearly not happy with me. I feel tears welling up in my eyes. I don't want to disappoint him.

I feel so ashamed of not being able to respond to a simple order. Usually, I do this pretty well. But today, I don't know why, everything seems much more difficult.

I hear a drawer open, not knowing what he’s preparing. It's not until he approaches my face that my eyes widen. Between his fingers, he holds a gag, adorned with a red ball. He's used that on me once before. I remember, the feeling was rather unpleasant.

But I have no choice. If I want to prove my docility to him, I must take it. So, I open my mouth, letting him settle his toy between my teeth. I focus on my breathing as he tightens the object behind my head. Then, he leans towards me, grabbing my jaw in his hand.

“Now you better have a perfect behavior. I'm very unhappy, Submissive. Show me that you can obey me.”

I nod quickly, hoping the tears welling up in my eyes are enough to convince him of my good will. He gently strokes my hair. It only lasts two seconds, but it’s enough to restore my strength and confidence.

I take a deep breath as the man resumes his position behind me. A powerful blow lands on my ass, and I clench my teeth against the ball with all my might. At least it does its job. It stifles my cries perfectly.

The man doesn’t stop. One hit. Two hits. Three hits. He strings them together without ever getting tired. I know my ass must be red. My skin hurts me too much to be otherwise. I hope to reach the end of this punishment without having to pronounce my safe word. Or rather to mime it.

When my mouth is busy, I must give three quick movements of my foot or my hand, to signal to my dominant that I can't take it anymore. But I don't want to come to that. Because despite the pain, I can also feel the pleasure that contracts my stomach.

And it seems that he too notices my state of arousal. He pauses, and with the end of his paddle, he taps on my pussy. I moan, not really knowing how I feel. Pain, pleasure, but also shame realizing how soaked I am.

I feel it, as he slaps his paddle on my ass again. My skin gets wet from my own excitement that has covered the object. My cheeks are flushed with shame, a color that probably matches my ass. It must please the man, because he makes things worst.

“What a little slut you are. You know you're not supposed to enjoy your punishment, right, Submissive? What am I going to do with you? Maybe I should start over, just to teach you.”

A cry of protest escapes my mouth, powerful despite the gag. My dominant doesn’t let this pass. Immediately, he reacts, bringing the paddle down on my skin with force.

“You're not contradicting your master, are you? You wouldn't do that?”

I freeze, trying to regain my composure before shaking my head no, denying my desire to challenge him. The man adds nothing, only dropping his paddle again on my ass.

I focus on my breathing, trying to regain what little control I have over the situation. It's the only thing I can handle. For everything else, I’m totally dependent on the dominant. Submitted to his total will. If he wants to spank me again, I'll have no choice but to accept it, no matter the pain.

My whole body is shaking as I try to stay as still as possible. The pain is intense, and yet, I believe that his blows are finally weakening.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief when he places the paddle next to me. That's it. The punishment is over. I managed to take it, despite all the difficulty it represented.

I moan as the man gently slaps my ass with his hand, before grabbing it forcefully. Again, he's not showing any kindness to me. But I don’t care. That's how I appreciate him. Strong, harsh.

I tense as he lifts me to the ground. My limbs tremble from this severe punishment, and yet, I must submit to his will. So, I get down on all fours, trying to keep my position, waiting for more.

He sits down in his chair, his eyes meeting mine. I shiver, both nervous and excited by this intense gaze on me.

“Go see Arthur. I believe you disobeyed him, too.”

If my mouth wasn't filled with that gag, it would open wide. Does that mean Arthur is going to punish me too now? How could I bear it?

The idea terrifies me, but despite it, I turn around. With difficulty, I crawl over to my dominant's office, my handcuffs rattling with each step forward. My ass burns me, I even wonder if I would be able to sit down again, so strong is the pain. And to say that it might not be finished?

I try not to think about it, keeping my head down as I get to the man's feet. I dare not look at him, too terrified to see the expression on his face. He doesn't give me the order, preferring to lift me up and throw me on his lap.

I take a deep breath, expecting to feel his hand fall hard on my ass any second. But instead, I gasp in surprise. His fingers caress my damaged skin, their warmth both painful and comforting.

I don't really know what to think anymore. I don’t care. I just want my dominant to continue like this. That he comforts me, even though I failed to obey his order to be docile for his friend.

Slowly, his fingers slide lower, grabbing the string of the egg inside me to pull it out. I can't suppress a relieved sigh when he removes it, replacing it with his fingers. Two of them come and go inside me, bringing me intense pleasure.

I shouldn't react so strongly. But after this harsh punishment, all my senses are on alert, my nerves on edge. The man speaks in his deep voice:

“I'm not sure you deserve this, Submissive. You didn't behave very well with Vincent. But you're gonna change that, right?”

Quickly, I nod, doing my best to express my goodwill to him. He clicks his tongue and withdraws his fingers from my pussy. I hold back a disappointed squeal. His hand brought me pleasure, but above all, an incomparable comfort. Slowly, the man undoes my gag, giving me back the use of speech.

“I didn’t understand very well. You're gonna behave now, right, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes, Master. I promise. I’ll do better.”

“Good girl. Well, let’s check it out. It's time for you to get fucked hard.”


Chapter 4

Softly, I moan against my lover's mouth. He talked about fucking me, but right now he seems way more interested in kissing me. It suits me perfectly.

I lean against him, my cuffed hands resting on his muscular chest. I caress him through his shirt, gently tracing the curves of his pecs. The kiss deepens as his tongue slips into my mouth, dragging mine into a most erotic dance.

I don't have to put my hand on it to know my pussy is soaked. A single look, a single caress, and my whole body surrenders to this man. If my wrists weren't tied, I'd loop them behind his neck, digging my fingernails into the skin of his back to try to get even closer to him, if that's possible.

I pout when he breaks the kiss. I could have stayed like that for hours. Ignore the burning desire in my loins, just to share those moments of intense tenderness. The man smiles, visibly amused. I know it, soon, he’s going to make me forget this disappointment.

I turn my head to the side. Vincent has just joined us. He approaches us with a determined gait, before leaning towards me. That I'm sitting on his friend's lap doesn't matter to him. He grabs my jaw in his hands, his warm breath caressing my face.

“So, I heard you wanted to get fucked? Is that true, Doll?”

“Yes Sir! Please. I’m ready. I'll be good, I promise.”

“And where do you want to get fucked, huh? In your little pussy, or in your tight ass?”

“Bo… Both, Sir. Please. I need it.”

The two men laugh at my perversity. Yet it’s the same gleam of desire that shines in their eyes as in mine.

Without wasting a moment, Vincent places his hands on my hips and lifts me up, pulling me away from the comforting warmth of my dominant. Too bad, I would have stayed against him. But I know it. If I want to get this long-awaited pleasure, I have no choice but to go with the flow.

I squeal in discomfort as the man sets me down on the glass desk. My ass still burns, and the hard surface doesn't make it comfortable. Despite everything, the coldness that emerges somewhat soothes the fire on my skin.

Before he even needs to ask me, I spread my legs, inviting him to sit there. The man watches me, a smile plastered on his lips. Yet he doesn’t move. He enjoys watching me instead, feasting on the depraved image I offer him.

“Lay down.”

Immediately, I obey him. It doesn’t matter that it is not as pleasant as in a bed. They can take me wherever they want. My body will adapt.

I prop myself up on my elbows as I feel his fingers grapple up my skirt. A click of the tongue corrects me.

“I said, lay down. Look at the ceiling.”

It doesn't take much for me to lay back and keep my eyes fixed on the endless white above me. Not being able to see him makes things more difficult. I really don't know why. I know what they intend to do to me.

But now that he's sliding my skirt down my legs, stripping me completely bare, I'm nervous. I can't stop imagining what would happen if someone were to come in and surprise us.

If it was a man, would my dominants invite him to join us? I lick my lips. We have already talked about going to a club, so that I can be touched by other men. But I don't know if I could really do it.

I let out a squeal, suddenly snapping out of my thoughts. Without my noticing it, Vincent knelt between my thighs. Now he lets his tongue run over my slit, collecting all the excitement they have caused there.

Despite the order he gave me a few minutes ago, I can't help but straighten up to see him at work. His reaction is immediate. His hand slams down hard on my inner thigh, making me jump and squeal in pain. With a grunt, he turns to his friend.

“She is really difficult today. I think she needs a little help... Or some more punishment. You’re her dominant, I let you decide.”

I shiver, giving Arthur a desperate look. I know I'm not the best submissive today. But I can't be punished again. I won't be able to bear it.

The man sighs, before getting up from his seat. He walks around the desk, approaching my head. In this position, he seems even taller than usual. More dangerous. And he does nothing to change it.

His fingers brush my throat in silent menace, before moving up to my mouth. I wonder if Vincent can see the new excitement caused by these gestures which should frighten me. But with these men, nothing scares me. I trust them blindly.

Arthur continues his tour of my face, his thumb coming to rest on my lips. Slowly, he pushes it into my mouth. I let him do it without the slightest hesitation, even sliding my tongue along his finger, just to prove my docility to him, and remind him of what I’m capable of. And hopefully, spare me a punishment I know I can't bear.

He seems to be thinking about it intensely. Finally, he reacts, undoing the knot of his tie. He withdraws his thumb to catch the piece of fabric. My breath catches as he brings it to my eyes. It's just thick enough to deprive me of my sight.

I swallow hard, and my heart rate quickens. Not being able to see them suddenly makes things much more complicated for me. Despite my nervousness, I let him tie it behind my head. Now I’m completely in the dark. I have no choice but to trust them blindly.

I arch my back as Vincent goes back to licking me. He doesn't hold back, drawing long lines across my slit. Then he attacks my clit, trapping my button of nerves between his lips. He sucks it, pinches it. Everything is good to make me scream with pleasure.

Yet, I must not forget where we are. We’re not in the safety of one of their apartments, nor in a luxurious hotel room. We are in their office. And even if at this hour, most of their employees already left, others could still be present.

So, before they punish me for being too loud, I take the lead. I bite my lip, concentrating on keeping my screams to a minimum. But soon, I feel a thumb land on my lip, pulling it gently to stop me from biting it.

“Don’t ruin your pretty mouth. It’s my job.”

I shiver at Arthur's words. Immediately, he accompanies them with a gesture. He sticks his thumb in my mouth. I lick it vigorously, focusing on these movements to ignore the heat building in the pit of my stomach.

My limbs are starting to contract. I feel it. My orgasm is not far away. But before I have time to free my mouth to ask their permission to come, Vincent pulls out.

I arch my back, a desperate and futile attempt to receive some pleasure again. It's a slap on my thighs that answers me instead.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, Submissive? I shouldn’t even touch you. All you deserve is punishment, don't forget that.”

I swallow with difficulty. Arthur also removed his finger from my mouth. Here I am, naked and lying on this cold desk, with no idea what these two men are doing.

They move around me, changing positions, maybe even having fun doing this only to make me lose my senses. I focus on my breathing, the only thing I have in my power right now.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly I'm turned around. My breasts find themselves again crushed against the cold glass of the office. I shiver, suddenly nervous. My ass is pointed toward them, perfectly positioned to receive new slaps.

But it's a whole other thing that comes. My mouth parted as I felt a cock push against my wet pussy. I bite my lip as his tip works its way into me, clearing the way for the rest of that impressive length.

I believe it’s Vincent. I should surely recognize them better than that, but the two men were both spoiled by nature, with thick and long cocks, making it harder for me to recognize them. It doesn’t matter. They can both use me however they want. I will welcome them without hesitation.

The man sinks deeper and deeper, filling me completely. I sigh as finally, his hips meet my ass. I thought he would never stop. Without waiting a moment, he pulls out entirely, only to thrust inside me with a powerful push.

I bite my lip barely to keep from letting out a cry of discomfort. Yes. It's Vincent. Even when he shows strength, Arthur isn't that rough.

The man resumes his little game several times, slapping ever deeper inside me, making me squeal uncontrollably. A hand slips into my hair, both tender and firm. A way to bring me comfort, while reminding me of where I am. Who could hear me.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying again to stifle my cries of pleasure. Because even if Vincent is going hard on me, my body loves it.

I gasp in surprise as I feel the man tug on my plug, removing it from my body. Moments later, lubricant is flowing between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip, trying to prepare for what's next.

Vincent starts slow, pushing a single finger inside me. It's not as thick as the plug I still had inside me a few moments ago, but it dips deeper, making me moan slightly.

The man begins to move slowly back and forth, his cock motionless, fully pressed into my pussy. I lick my parched lips, savoring every sensation he gives me. Very quickly, a second finger invites itself, tearing me apart a little more.

My sighs are getting louder. My cheeks are red with shame, and yet, I surrender to this intense and taboo pleasure. The man doesn’t weaken, his fingers making scissor movements. I feel torn, open. And yet, I know it’s nothing compared to their cocks inside me.

I can't hold back a moan as he begins to move his hips again, adopting a slow but deep movement. I feel it in every part of my body, the heat rising inside me much stronger now.

He speeds up the rhythm, both with his imposing member and his fingers. Shameful drenched sounds echo through the room. Even if I manage to remain as discreet as possible, anyone passing in the corridor could understand what is happening here. He doesn't seem to care anymore, preferring to devastate my body.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly lips land on mine. Arthur probably crouched in front of me to come up to my height. Now his mouth explores mine greedily. It only adds to this insane pleasure.

Chills run through me, I'm shaking. I know it. My orgasm is not far away. But again, the man doesn’t let me reach ecstasy.

Vincent withdraws from me and walks away, without a gesture, without a word. Arthur also broke the kiss. I have absolutely no idea what's going on. If I listened to my heart beating wildly, I would raise my hands to my improvised blindfold and remove it, just to understand what is happening.

But I don't. I patiently wait. And soon, I’m rewarded. I shiver when I hear Arthur's voice in my ear.

“How about we play for real now, Princess?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man kisses my hair before lifting me up by the waist like I weigh nothing. I’m his disjointed little doll, letting myself go to his law, without really understanding where he’s taking me.

I gasp in surprise as he directs me to the ground. Soon, I meet Vincent’s body. He seems to be lying on the floor, his cock still hard and ready to plunge back into me.

My cuffed hands come to rest on his chest as Arthur presses down on my back to make me bend over. A few more directions given by the two men, and I feel that huge cock knocking against my pussy.

Immediately, I sink on it, sighing in pleasure as I take it back without the slightest difficulty. My body is opening up for this man. No matter his size. I take it all.

He wraps one of his arms around my shoulders, forcing me closer to him. My head rests on his shoulder, and I let out a long moan as he begins to move back and forth inside me.

His fingers don't take long to resume their position in my most taboo entrance. They move in rhythm for a few more moments.

His hand only withdraws when I feel a second presence behind me. Arthur is there. I can't see anything. I don't know what strange position we find ourselves in. And that excites me.

Tied up and deprived of my sight, I have to blindly trust the two men. Forget all my fears, to abandon myself to them.

My breath catches as I feel Arthur position himself. His lubricated cock slaps against my ass, making me shudder with mixed excitement and nervousness.

“Breathe, Submissive. You know you can do it. It's not the first time, right?”

I smile and nod at Vincent's words. It's rare that he encourages me like that. His mouth presses against mine, pulling me into a powerful kiss, smothering my cry as Arthur begins his dive inside me.

Despite their preparation and the good layer of lubricant with which he coated his length, I feel him going through me with incomparable force. Soon, I must break the kiss to focus on my breathing.

Vincent lets me do it, whispering naughty things in my ear. But I can barely hear his "little slut" as I’m focused on welcoming these two monster cocks inside me.

Each time, I wonder how I will achieve this. It seems so impossible. And yet, my body opens up for them, welcoming them as if it was designed specifically for this.

Arthur begins to move slowly back and forth, always sinking a little deeper into me with each of his thrusts. My breathing is erratic, and I'm glad to be lying on Vincent like this. To take advantage of the warmth of his body to anchor myself in the present. This one still remains motionless, letting his friend open me little by little.

It's only when my squeals and grunts turn into moans that he moves. My breath catches. It's not the first time we've done this, and yet, it's just like it.

They split me open, filling me like I've never been filled. I'm just a small, will-less thing, moaning loudly as they pound me in a perfectly controlled rhythm.

None of us care about the noises we make anymore. Who can hear us no longer matters. Not when the pleasure is so strong. Their grunts mingle with my moans.

I have never felt so much pleasure. I would like them to continue fucking me like this for hours, if that were possible. Too bad if I can't walk for a week because of it. It's only when I'm in their arms that I really feel alive.

In a rattle more powerful than the others, Vincent empties inside me, filling me with his seed. His arm stays tight around my body. The man doesn't move, letting Arthur continue pounding my ass hard.

I can't think anymore. There is only this large cock that comes and goes in me. And when a hand slips on my clit, I can't control anything anymore. An electric shock runs through my entire body as I'm ravaged by a powerful orgasm.

My whole body trembles, convulses, curling up on Vincent's. Arthur grabs my hips with both hands, speeding up the movement even more if possible. A few more thrusts, and he empties into me, making me blush as he fills the most taboo area of my anatomy with his seed.

I struggle to catch my breath as the two men gently slide out of me, whispering compliments and stroking my skin to help me come down from this most intense experience.


Chapter 5

I sigh, stretching slowly. Arthur chuckles as he finishes buttoning the clean shirt he pulled from a hidden closet. This is no longer an office, it's a second home. Discreetly, I breathe in the scent of the one I'm wearing. The one he's had on him all day. I insisted on taking it, rather than putting my blouse back on.

To wear his shirt is to be surrounded by his perfume. It's like I'm in his arms all the time. It's comfortable, reassuring. Exactly what I need after all they’ve done to me.

I don't know how I'm going to get up from this comfortable couch he’s put me on, after he came one last time inside me. Where does he get all that energy from? It seems that at any moment, he can start again. A true stallion.

Vincent is already gone, giving me a quick kiss on the forehead before leaving me in Arthur's care. He always does that. Even if he likes to play with us, he’s not my dominant. He knows his friend will take good care of me. And I think I prefer it that way. If I love playing with these two men at the same time, when it's over, I prefer the intimacy of one man.

I turn to the side to watch Arthur. My mouth drops open as I admire his perfect body through his clothes. I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less that he wanted me. And that he still wants me. While in addition, he is so tender, so attentive to me? It seems like a dream. And I hope never to wake up from it.

He approaches me, my skirt in his hand. I wince. That's right, it's time to get dressed. But I'm fine on this sofa, I don't know if I have the strength. Still, one look from my dominant is enough for me to sit down.

The man kneels in front of me, sliding the piece of fabric over my legs, before helping me lift my hips. Then he puts my shoes back on my feet. I let myself go, as if I were his little doll.

Gently, he caresses my cheek before kissing me. It's soft, tender. Like a gesture that we would be doing for years, when we have only known each other for a few weeks. Yet, there is this connection between us. An inexplicable bond, which seems to grow stronger day after day.

So much so that I practically live with him now. I should find myself an apartment, after having shared a flat with a friend. But instead, he makes me stay at his place, making me bring more and more of my belongings. Soon, I’ll have moved in for real. It might be completely insane. But I don't care.

I'm tired of being reasonable. I've figured it out with them. Nothing else matters in life but pleasure. So, I will continue on this path for as long as he wants me.

I snap out of my thoughts when suddenly he runs his hands under my thighs and up my back, lifting me up like I weigh nothing.

“Come on, I'll take you home. You need to rest. There are so many things I want to do to your little body. You have no idea, Princess. You’re far away from being done with us.”

- To be continued -
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It was supposed to be my honeymoon.

Instead, I find myself naked and offered to two strangers.

I had planned a lot of things in my life. But certainly not going on my honeymoon alone after being dumped at my wedding. In my misfortune, I find myself sitting between the two most attractive men I have ever met.

So, when one of them offers to help me get revenge on my ex-fiancé, I turn off my brain and indulge my darkest desires. On this plane, I give myself to him. And when I see him and his friend in my hotel, it doesn't take me long to invite them to come to my suite.

Under the hand of these dominants, I turn into a submissive with no limit.

I knew nothing about BDSM. Now, I’m their little toy. I obey their every wish. Even if that means crawling naked at their feet. Even if it means being tied up and spanked. There's nothing I wouldn't do to finally taste their bodies. To find myself stuck between them and lose myself in their arms.

Forgotten the wise and reasonable woman. For my revenge to be perfect, I’ll give them everything.

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

Trained by my Roommate
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“Are you going to obey now?”

I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My hot roommate, tying his belt around the neck of a beautiful young woman. He has no idea I’m here, hiding in our bathroom, watching his every twisted move. How can he do all those degrading things to her? And why is she submitting so diligently? I don’t understand a thing about what’s going on there. All I know is… I’ve never been so wet.

But when his eyes catch mine, all hell breaks loose. There’s no escape. He saw me touching myself. He knows I want him to take my craving body.

And he’s gonna make me beg for it.

How could I resist him, when he’s been in my dirty dreams for weeks? I need to feel his muscular body pushing mine into a mattress. Hearing his dominating voice that makes me shiver with lust. Even if it means he has to punish me first.

Rope, collar, or his firm hands slapping my sensitive skin… I will take it all, submit to his every desire. My whole body is for him to play with. Because no matter the shame that twists my stomach and burns my cheeks…

I’m loving it all.
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