
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Submissive Punishment

Dirty MFM BDSM

Emily Colter


Copyright © 2023 Emily Colter

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

You want more?


Chapter 1

“Let's go out.”

I lazily open my eyes, coming face to face with my dominant's naked body. I can't help but lick my lips looking at his cock. Even at rest, it sports a size that would make many women jealous of my position.

I couldn't blame them. It's only been a few days since I met Arthur, and yet, I'm completely under his spell. I’ve never experienced anything so intense before.

I shudder, thinking back to the orgasm he gave me not half an hour ago. The way he shoved his fingers into my mouth as he pounded me from behind, leaving me gasping and breathless.

I turn my head to the side. His best friend has just come out of the bathroom and is smiling at me, an amused glint in his eyes. He hasn't spared me the last few days either.

One thing is certain. This is not how I imagined my honeymoon. I should have spent this week in paradise with the man I was with for three years. But he preferred to dump me at our wedding, leaving me alone and humiliated in front of our families.

So, I flew on my own, getting away from my problems. I almost took my best friend with me, before deciding to come solo. Best. Idea. Ever.

If she had been there, I would never have found myself sitting between Arthur and Vincent on the plane. I would never have started to flirt with them, nor fucked in the toilets of the plane with the one who was still a complete stranger to me.

I have always been the wise girl type. But with these men, I turn out to be a real slut. Maybe it's the shock of the breakup, or maybe it's being away from home. But I forget all reason. Only this search for pleasure counts.

And pleasure, they give me. Never have I experienced anything like it. With my fiancé, I had resigned myself to a mediocre sex life. Never again.

Since these two men joined me in my bridal suite, I have experienced more orgasms than in my entire life. With them, I can completely let go. I know that whatever happens, they’ll make me reach ecstasy. They also made me discover who I really am.

A Submissive.

Day after day, they introduce me to the world of BDSM. They submit me to their law, making me push back each of my limits one after the other. There is nothing I deny them.

They want to tie me to the bed for hours?

They want to fuck me until I forget my name?

They want to spank me, slapping my skin until I scream?

They can. The greater the pain and nervousness, the greater the resulting ecstasy. I have never been so wet in my life.

So, as soon as I have the opportunity, I play with the limit of these men, seeing how far I can go in the provocations, until making them crack and get punished. I know it. It's a dangerous game I play. But I can't help it. And I see in the current situation the perfect opportunity to do so.

Vincent walks over to the bed. He’s not as massive as his friend, but remains just as attractive and charismatic.

“So, Doll, how about we finally get out of this room to party?”

I pout before stretching lazily. I'm glad I started working out before my wedding. Oh, of course, if I did it, it was to look hot in my dress. Not to better withstand the virile thrusts of these men.

But if I hadn't, I don't know what state I would be in. I’m already completely sore. So, without working out? I would have been unable to move. And it’s this argument that I decide to put forward, a sulky pout on my lips.

“It’s nice here. And I can't move.”

“You can’t?”

The man says in a tone that is both amused and seductive, as he climbs onto the bed next to me. I shiver but hold on. I won’t be distracted by his presence, nor by his intoxicating scent.

“No. You broke me. You fucked me too hard, I can’t get up.”

“Oh yeah, is that true?”

I nod quickly, giving him a fake innocent look. I hold my breath as he runs his hand over my stomach. A trail of goosebumps is drawn on my skin at this contact, however simple.

His fingers slowly move up my body until they grab one of my breasts. Forcefully, he pinches one of my nipples, making me squeal. My reaction makes him smile and encourages him to continue. My body arches, tempting to receive a little more of these delicious treatments.

“Are you sure you can't move? Sounds like a lie to me. You know it's wrong to lie to your dominant, right? That's not how good girls behave.”

I swallow hard, those simple words sending electric shocks straight to my clit. I arch my back a little more, desperate for more attention.

Arthur approaches in turn. A cry escapes my throat as his hand lands between my thighs, playing with my clit without the slightest delicacy. Still, I shiver, and move my hips to receive even more sensations.

But instead, it's a powerful slap that I receive between the legs. I squeal in pain, making them smile. Vincent slides his hand around my neck, forcing me to look at him.

“Don't think we didn't notice your little trick. We know you like being punished. So, we changed the rules. If you don't obey us, we'll stop touching you. I now repeat my question, are we going out tonight?”

Still a little stunned by this slap, I nod in agreement. The pain, I can bear it. I can even stand all those times when they make me go high in pleasure without ever allowing me to come. But that they don't touch me? No. I can’t bear it. So yes, I agree to go out. The man pats my cheek.

“Good girl. You'll see. We did a little shopping for you. I'm sure you'll love what we found.”


Chapter 2

My mouth opens in surprise. When he talked about shopping, it's not what I expected. I thought I’d see him coming with lingerie or something. Not that he would present me with this little silicone object.

Even though I've never used one, I know exactly what it's for. It's a plug, meant to go into my most taboo entry. Since the beginning of the week, men have often played with this part of my anatomy. But they never went further than inserting a finger or two inside me, as they pounded me hard.

I knew they would end up wanting more of me. After all, I've already offered them everything else, so why not this? Still, I can't help but feel nervous about the idea. No one has ever played with my ass before them. Will I be able to bear it?

A chill runs through my bare skin. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable, there, in this bathroom with the big mirrors. They're all over the room. Wherever I look, I can't avoid my reflection.

“Bend.”

I shiver as I hear Vincent's authoritative voice echo through the room. Without even thinking, I obey him, until my arms meet the cold marble of the sink. I take a deep breath, trying to focus on my breathing. Then I look up.

Arthur stands at the entrance to the room, his arms crossed over his chest. The two men got dressed, leaving me naked. I watch the man, his imposing stature made even more exciting by the shirt he's wearing.

I lift my gaze to his, finding comfort there. Ever since we started these lustful games, he's been like an anchor for me. A beacon in the storm. He’s much more delicate than his friend, always ensuring my comfort and well-being. He’s much more tender, too, taking me in his arms during our rare moments of rest.

So, it's only natural that he is the one I turn to when I feel the need. I focus on his peaceful smile, rather than the sound of lube dripping from the tube.

I close my eyes as I feel the other's finger wander between my ass cheeks, gently playing with my jagged edge. The man seems to want to take his time, exploring every corner of me, raising the tension. Whatever happens, he doesn’t give me the slightest indication of when he’ll take action.

My mouth drops open as he slides his first lubricated finger inside me. That, I can almost bear. Even though I’m incredibly tight, they have performed this gesture many times since the beginning of my stay. I got used to it.

The man must feel it, because immediately he dips a second finger in, making me squeal in discomfort. He plays for a few moments, scissoring me to gently pull me apart.

Given the size of the plug he showed me, I'm going to need it. Yet, I know it’s nothing compared to my lovers’ cocks. The friends were especially spoiled by nature. If they want to sink in my ass, I'm going to feel it.

My thoughts are quickly interrupted when he removes his fingers. I close my eyes, trying to get used to what's to come next. But a slap on my ass makes me open my eyes immediately.

“Look at yourself in the mirror. I want you to see what a little slut you are, taking a plug up your tight little ass like that.”

My cheeks are red with shame, and yet I obey him, watching him in the mirror make the little toy disappear into my most intimate entrance. I squeak again and grit my teeth.

The object feels so big, and yet the man continues to plunge it into me, only stopping once it’s perfectly installed. I breathe faster, gradually getting used to this unnatural presence.

My stomach twists in shame as the dominant pulls out his phone. It's not the first time he's done this. He likes to immortalize our games. And the more shameful my position, the more he makes sure to keep track of it.

I could stop him, but I don't want to. Under their hands, I become a real little sex toy, without the slightest will of my own.

I moan softly as he slaps my ass, before sliding his hand between my thighs. Without wasting a moment, he plunges two fingers into me, laughing at my excitement.

“Look at you. My little slut. You like it, huh, have something in your little ass? You’ll see. Soon you will have many more.”

I bite my lip at his words, unable to stop myself from shaking my head at hearing them. The men laugh, visibly amused by my perversion. Vincent puts a last slap on my ass before his voice echoes again.

“Get up. It's time to dress up our cute doll.”

Obediently, I let him take my hand and lead me to the bedroom. An outfit is spread out on the bed. A tiny golden dress, with a deep neckline and an open back. An outfit far away from what I'm used to wearing.

I’m usually more the type to hide my assets than to highlight them. But with those men, I don't really have a choice. I agreed to empower them. It's up to me now.

This time, it's Arthur who approaches me. His hand absently caresses my body. Then he slides the dress over my body. This one is even tighter and shorter than I imagined. Without a bra, my generous breasts are in danger of getting out with every movement. He doesn't make me wear panties either.

After making me put on a pair of heels, he takes one last accessory out of his pocket. A black and gold choker necklace, matching my dress. My heart beats a little faster as he slides it over my skin. I don't know why, but I find this gesture extremely erotic.

It's like he's branding me his property with that tight little collar. Just the idea sends electric shocks throughout my body.

Patiently, he grabs my hair, pulling it into a high ponytail. My eyes remain fixed on him as he performs his gestures with infinite patience.

The other dominant is right to call me doll. That's what I am right now. Their little thing that they’re about to expose to everyone's gaze. I shudder at the thought that soon I will go out in public like this. These are the rules and I must follow them.

The man leans over me, kissing me gently before pulling back, slipping an intensely colored lipstick between my fingers.

“Go put on your makeup. Then we'll go have fun.”

◆◆◆

My hand entwined in Arthur's, I let myself be guided through the crowd that populates this trendy club. The music is so loud that I can feel it in my veins.

Despite my light outfit, I feel safe. Avoiding the gaze of the curious on me, I focus only on the presence of the two dominants around me. Their presence offers me a sort of protection, a safe conduct through this dense crowd.

Quickly, we find ourselves in a VIP area that they have obviously reserved. I don't know much about these two men, but they must have some money to be able to afford such a place in a reputable club.

They make me sit on one of the comfortable couches, settling on either side of me. Soon, we are joined by other people. Friends, apparently. I find it hard to concentrate on presentations.

My mind is way too busy with the hidden plug inside me. With this most provocative dress, I'm afraid that at the slightest wrong move, I'll show everyone the extent of my perversity. So, I focus, making sure to always keep my thighs tight.

My dominants don't help me keep calm at all. Every moment, both of them have their hands on me. Almost innocently, they caress my thighs, coming up against my skin enough to make me shiver.

I pretend to listen to conversations, even if I don't care. Above all, I don't want to make eye contact with anyone. My two lovers are not discreet with their caresses. Anyone looking at me would see their little game and understand what I'm letting them do to me, every time they want it.

So, I focus on my breathing, praying that the dim club lights are enough to hide what's going on, and that no one sees my nipples poking through the light fabric of my dress.

Little by little, their friends leave us to go dancing. Arthur ignores those who remain to turn to me. His hand is placed higher than ever on my thighs, sliding under my skirt. He leans in towards me, his mouth kissing the bare skin of my shoulder, down my neck, all the way to my earlobe.

He nibbles it gently, eliciting a thinly veiled moan from me. He smiles, whispering in his deep voice in my ear.

“I can already feel how soaked you are. I'm sure your skirt is all stained. You like it, huh, to be exposed like that in front of everyone?”

I swallow hard, having more and more difficulty to contain myself in front of his fingers grazing my clit.

“It reminds me of what we did on the plane, remember? How about we do it again? This time, I'm the one touching you.”

My mouth opens. I remember all too well our games in the air. When, taking advantage that everyone was drowsy, he ordered me to touch myself under my blanket, while he said dirty things to my ear.

I had never done anything so depraved. He was just a stranger with whom I had exchanged a few sentences a few hours earlier, and yet I was already giving myself up to his lustful games.

I can't help but take a nervous look around. We are much more exposed here. It's much more dangerous. And yet, when I look back into Arthur's gaze, I no longer have the slightest hesitation. His presence reassures me. I believe that with him near me, I would be ready for anything.

It's strange to give so much confidence to someone you barely know. And yet, with him, it's easy. So, I nod, giving him free access to my body.

The man smiles before plunging his face into my neck. His teeth grip my skin. Slowly, he marks me with his passing, ensuring that anyone passing me will know that I belong to him.

This marking excites me much more than it should. Maybe even more than this hand playing with the thin skin on the inside of my thighs. I’m his little toy. I want to belong to him totally, even if it’s only for a few days.

I shiver when I feel a hand land on my opposite leg. Turning my head, I meet Vincent's vicious gaze. The man doesn’t want to be left out. Suddenly, he seizes my lips. Without wasting a moment, he plunges his tongue into my mouth, making me moan.

Arthur raises his hand higher and higher, flirting with my pussy before moving back down to my thigh. Each time, I squeal in frustration, making the men smile. Without being able to help myself, I move my hip forward, trying to obtain what he refuses me.

His reaction is immediate. A cry dies in the kiss I exchange with Vincent. Arthur just slammed hard the inside of my thigh. A way to remind me of what they told me earlier. If I push their limits too much, they will stop giving me pleasure.

However, this slap was delicious. I think if I weren't so busy with Vincent's mouth against mine, I'd be begging him to take me on his lap and give me the spanking I deserve.

I don't care anymore that we're in the middle of a club, and anyone could see us. Only their hands on my body matter. More than pleasure, and my desire to serve them.

I suddenly break the kiss. Vincent has just taken over from his friend. He doesn't have the same patience. His rough fingers are already on my clit, pressing down hard. I bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly as his fingers are already making quick circles over my nerve button, making me wet like never before.

Arthur takes my mouth in turn, playing with my tongue. I struggle to focus as his hand slowly moves up my thigh again. I scream against his lips as, without warning, he thrusts two fingers into my soaking pussy.

Despite everything they've done to me these past few days, I'm tight around him. Although I was soaked, the width of his fingers spread me apart in a sensation that was both familiar and delicious. I can't help but undulate my hips, trying to get more and more pleasure from these two men.

To my surprise, they don't stop me. On the contrary, they accelerate the movement. I break the kiss and bite down hard on my lip to keep from moaning too loudly. My head falls back and my eyes close in pleasure.

At least, in this position, I don’t risk meeting the gaze of a stranger. Even though the lights are dimmed, and the bodies of my lovers hunched over me offered some semblance of protection, it wouldn't take long for someone to notice our little game.

It only makes things more exciting. Another thing I didn't know before I started playing with them. I would never have imagined myself enjoying being exposed in this way.

However, that's what I feel. Especially when I feel a now familiar warmth building in the pit of my stomach. The men accelerate their gestures, as if they could sense that I’m on the edge of a precipice.

I moan louder and louder, my sounds of pleasure drowned out by the club music. Suddenly, I arch my back, my limbs tense as orgasm ripples through every inch of my body. Thousands of small electric shocks run through me, until I collapse against the seat, drained.

My eyes open, misty with pleasure. I never thought it was possible to feel something so strong, just by being fingered. But with these two men, anything is possible.

Arthur removes his fingers from my pussy, bringing them to our eyes to show us how soaked they are. Despite the darkness, I can't help but blush.

And it doesn't get any better when he puts his wet hand on my lips, forcing me to part them. Forgetting my disgust, I take his fingers into my mouth, sensually licking my own arousal.

Vincent doesn’t just watch, in turn inserting two fingers into my mouth. Obediently, I lick them, my eyes going from man to man, watching their every reaction.

I wonder if anyone can see me, sucking on the hands of these two dominants in the middle of the club, my legs still spread, my skirt pulled up. What a decadent vision I have to offer. And yet, I wouldn't change it for anything in the world.

“I don't think I allowed you to come, Princess.”

I shiver as I hear Arthur's voice ringing in my ear. I didn't realize I had to ask for permission. The rules are simple, but I always end up forgetting them, too lost in the mists of pleasure to think. And judging by the glint in his eyes, he's going to make me pay for it.

“Go to the bathroom.”

I swallow with difficulty. He adds nothing, leaving some doubt as to what will happen next. Will he punish me? Fuck me hard? Or will he leave me hanging around there for hours, until he orders me to get out again?

Legs still shaking from my orgasm, I get up, pulling on my skirt to readjust it. I must obey him, show him my goodwill. But as I head to the bathroom, one of the girls who were with us earlier grabs me by the arm, dragging me onto the dance floor.

I could refuse, leave. But another idea comes to mind. My dominant is already going to punish me, right? So, I want to see how far I can push his buttons. What a punishment I’ll receive for having so openly disobeyed him.

I decide to provoke him even more, going up on one of the small stages. Lasciviously, I sway my hips, my eyes looking straight at my dominants. They don’t lose a crumb of the show. If Vincent is relaxed, visibly amused by my little game, Arthur is much more tense. His fists are closed, his jaw clenched.

It doesn't get any better when I start going down on my legs. I'm not sure what others can see. But I’m on a stage, without panties. No doubt anyone could see my wet pussy, the plug stuck in my ass. But I don't care. Only my dominant's glare counts.

I don't stop when Arthur gets up, despite the anxiety twisting my stomach. I wanted to see how far I could push it, I think I got my answer.

I let out a cry as he walks over to me. Quickly, he grabs me and throws me over his shoulder. He slams my ass hard before driving me to the back of the club.

No doubt about it. My punishment is going to be terrible.


Chapter 3

I shiver as I feel the outside air caress my bare skin. The night is not so cool, however, but compared to the furnace of the club, the temperature of this deserted alley seems freezing.

Maybe it's my dominant's attitude that gives me this impression. He who used to always be gentle and considerate, he’s now as cold as a prison door.

He went through the whole club keeping me on his shoulder, not caring at all to appear like this in public. In this position, impossible for me to hold my skirt, to try to hide my ass, my pussy from everyone.

My cheeks are flushed with shame, even now that we're outside. The alley behind the club is deserted. Exactly what my dominant needs, it seems. Unceremoniously, he drops me on the floor.

Trembling, I look up at him. I asked for this. I pushed all his buttons, to see what the consequences would be. Now I have no choice but to face them. At his feet, I feel smaller than ever.

He kneels in front of me, making me shiver. His eau-de-Cologne invades my nostrils and unconsciously, I tighten my thighs. This man has a fascinating aura. I’m hypnotized by the slightest of his actions.

He catches my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. I lick my lips, imagining what it would do to me if he were to slip his hand down my neck and squeeze it. Soon, his voice brings me back to reality.

“We offer you a party, some fun, and that's how you behave? You come without permission, and you play the lil’ slut, showing what belongs to us to everyone?”

“I'm sorry.”

“Oh, you will be soon yes, don't worry about that. You deserve a good punishment, to teach you your place.”

I shiver as he stands up, bigger than ever. My mouth drops open as he unbuckles his belt. Immediately, I get up on my knees, getting into position. He smiles, surely amused that I have such a reflex.

Never have I enjoyed sucking a man so much as since I discovered his cock. Wide. Long. Delicious. Maybe it's because he gives me so much pleasure that I like to reciprocate.

My brow furrows slightly as he completely removes his belt. Is he going to spank me with it? Here? In the middle of the alley? This idea frightens me as much as it excites me. But my dominant has another idea in mind.

“Give me your hands.”

Without even thinking, I obey him. He makes me put my wrists together, before wrapping his belt on my skin. My heart races as he locks my arms down for good with his leather strap.

It's not the first time he's trying me up. Each time, I feel the same nervousness tinged with excitement. There is something extremely satisfying about being deprived of my movements in this way, even if it puts me at the complete mercy of this man's desires.

Finally, he undoes the opening of his pants, not taking long to get his cock out. It’s already tense, a few drops of excitement dripping from its end. I lick my lips, dreaming of tasting them.

But the dominant doesn’t give it to me immediately. He prefers to stroke his length just a few inches from my face, taunting me without giving me what I crave. I hold back a frustrated squeal. I understand well. I’m going to be punished for my actions. And the more I fight, the more I’ll be punished. So, I must be patient.

I look up at him, giving him a pleading pout, to show him how much I want him. This makes him smile and react. He brings his cock closer to my face, patting it gently against my lips. I open my mouth, but he doesn't slide it inside me yet.

“Look at you. Desperate for my cock when you're almost naked, in the middle of the street. What a little slut. And to think that you were going to ruin it by getting married. Go ahead, open your mouth. Show me how sorry you are.”

I don't hesitate for a moment, opening my mouth a little more. The dominant approaches and slides his tip against my tongue. I sigh in pleasure, happy to have his taste back, as if I hadn't already sucked him just a few hours ago.

The man continues his dive, thrusting his cock ever deeper into me. His hand grips my hair, squeezing it tightly to keep me in place. Soon, he makes me go back and forth along his length.

Muffled sounds escape my throat every time he slaps it. He doesn't care about my comfort in the least. I’m his little thing. His toy. I'm only here to satisfy his desires. And he doesn’t hesitate to show it to me.

I tense as I hear the door to the club open again. Who’s here? Who can see the spectacle of my depravity?

I relax a little when I realize it's Vincent. But my relief is only short-lived. His phone in hand, he films everything from my degrading position.

On my knees in this dark and dirty alley, my dress hiding almost nothing of my body, my hands tied as I choke on this giant's monstrous cock. A perfect video for porn lovers.

However, I let him. It would be easy for me to spit this cock and say my safe word. But I don't. I like my position way too much for that.

The man doesn’t take long to join us. Without ever stopping filming, he opens his pants, taking out his cock, just as impressive as that of his friend.

I find myself moving from one cock to another, choking on their lengths, trying to move my head as best I can. An illusory attempt to gain control. They're the ones running the show, grabbing my hair to rock me back and forth on their cocks. More than ever, I’m their little doll. And I love that.

Despite my degrading position, I think I've never been so wet as I am right now. My excitement only increases when they leave my mouth to jerk off on me. I keep my mouth open, my tongue sticking out, to show them my submission.

Without the slightest embarrassment, they come one after the other on my face, on my breasts. The ultimate proof of my sex toy status.

After tucking his cock into his pants, Arthur pats my cheek, still gasping from his recent orgasm.

“Let's go back to the hotel. It's time for you to receive your punishment.”


Chapter 4

Stubbornly, I keep my eyes on the floor as the two men lead me through the hotel lobby. Fortunately, it looks deserted at this late hour of the night. But a single exchange of glances with a stranger would be enough to make me die of shame.

They didn't untie me. I still have this belt around my wrists. As for my chest, it’s still covered with their seeds.

I have never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. And yet, they are serene, advancing quietly as if it were the most natural of things. It's as if they didn't feel the slightest shame, not the slightest embarrassment, walking around with their little sex toy on their arm.

When we get in the elevator, I breathe a sigh of relief. Then, I finally dare to raise my head, looking at myself in the mirror. I offer a pathetic vision. My hair is falling out of my ponytail, destroyed by their hands holding it tight.

My makeup is also messed up. My lipstick was smeared on my cheeks, my chin. As for my mascara, it ran with my tears snatched away by their cock tapping the back of my throat. Here and there, traces of their ecstasy paint the skin of my face, my neck, and my breasts.

Yes. I offer the image of a porn actress after a gangbang. And when I see that... I can't help but smile. I don't know why, but I even feel proud to look this way. I bear the proof of my docility towards my dominants. Of their satisfaction, too.

Arthur slips behind me. I look so small against him. If he put his arms around me, I know I would completely disappear against his body.

Slowly, his hand slides down my inner thigh, making me shiver. The orgasm they gave me at the club was not enough to satisfy me. I know it though. I’ll have to be punished before they give me another taste of pleasure. And I have no idea what ordeal they're going to want to put me through before that.

My mouth drops open in surprise as he lifts the bottom of my dress, pulling it up over my hips. I’m totally exposed. My ass and the plug stuck in, my pubis shaved by Vincent in the shower this morning… Everything is visible.

I close my eyes, taking a deep breath as we arrive on my floor. Soon I will be safe. I just have to pray that no one is present in the hallway. But as I'm about to get out of the elevator, Vincent's voice rings out.

“On your knees.”

I look at him, confused, but comply anyway. The man walks up to me and grabs my ponytail. He pulls on it, knocking me to my hands and knees. It doesn't take me long to get the message.

My cheeks red with shame, I start to crawl, matching my rhythm to that of the man. He laughs softly, visibly satisfied with my docility. I don't have to look up to know he's filming me. Maybe Arthur does too. They would not miss an opportunity to immortalize such a depraved and unusual scene.

I shiver slightly but keep going. I wince, the carpet burning my knees already battered by the asphalt of the dark driveway. Still, I must hold on. I know, it's nothing compared to what awaits me.

Finally, we arrive in the room. I relax slightly. At least I wouldn't have to worry about bumping into anyone anymore.

Vincent doesn't let go of my ponytail, leading me to the office in the corner of the room. When I first got to my room, I wondered why they put a desk in a suite for newlyweds. I have my answer now.

The man tugs at my hair before wrapping his arm around my waist. Unceremoniously, he picks me up before throwing me against the desk. He presses down hard on my upper back, bending me against the wood.

Then, with the tip of his shoe, he spreads my legs as far apart as possible. My breathing quickens as I feel their eyes on me. I feel like prey about to be devoured.

A squeal escapes my throat as suddenly Vincent slaps his hand on my ass. It was to be expected. And yet the pain radiates throughout my body. It doesn't get better when he strikes again, two quick slaps this time.

Then his hand slips between my thighs. Without the slightest delicacy, he plunges two fingers inside me.

“Look at this. Completely soaked as we try to teach her a lesson. She needs it the hard way.”

A shiver runs through me at those words, spoken in a voice so low it sounded dangerous. He pulls away from me, leaving me more alone and vulnerable than ever. I can't say what awaits me now. All I know is it's gonna hurt.

I dare to look back to try to see what is going on. The two men seem to have disappeared. Yet I hear them rummaging through their belongings. Have they made more purchases than that plug and that provocative dress?

My eyes widen as I see Arthur approaching me, a crop in hand. My heart beats faster. I had never even been spanked before I met them. So, being punished with something as scary as this? I don't know if I will be able to handle it.

However, I’ll have to if I want to continue playing with them. And then, I have my safe word to stop everything, if I really needed it. I must trust them. So far, it's worked out pretty well for me.

“Open the mouth.”

Arthur orders me, now beside me. I comply without hesitation, letting him slide the leather end of his crop between my lips.

“Suck it.”

Looking up at him, I push the object deeper into my mouth. I let my tongue run over the leather, covering it with my saliva as carefully as if it were my dominant's cock. Above all, I want to satisfy him. And forget that soon, this dangerous object will fall on my body.

From a glance to the side, I can see that Vincent is not missing anything from the show… And neither is his phone. While I was busy with Arthur, I didn't notice that the dominant other had pulled out a new accessory. A tripod, on which he placed a camera. Nothing will be lost from my perversion tonight.

I should be revolted at this idea. Ask that they not film me. This is what reason commands me to do. But my libido is much stronger. I want to do it. I want the whole world to see what a good little submissive I am to them.

Soon, the camera is no longer my main concern. Arthur is behind me, caressing my ass with the tip of his crop, spreading my own saliva on my skin. I'm shivering. Anticipation only makes things more difficult. I almost wish he would begin his punishment immediately. That he puts an end to these little games that only make me more nervous.

A high-pitched cry dies in my mouth. The crop just hit me for the first time. And makes me regret my previous thoughts. Finally, he could have continued to caress me. This pain. It’s intense. So intense that I don't know if I can handle it.

If I'm already in so much pain after just one hit, how will I be able to take the full punishment? Yet I have to. This is my only solution to satisfy my dominants, and to hope to receive a little pleasure in my turn.

I bite my lip as the man resumes his slaps. The sensation is sharp, like an intense sting on my skin. My fingers curl around the edge of the desk as best they can despite the belt still firmly wrapped around my wrists.

I shiver as Arthur pauses in his thrusts to stroke my pussy with the tip of his crop. I can't hold back a moan as he rubs the piece of leather against my clit. Despite the pain, it’s tense as ever. Throbbing, hoping to get some attention.

But it's not for now. A scream escapes my throat as Arthur resumes his hits, harder this time. The impacts are closer and closer, leaving me no time to catch my breath.

I moan and dig my fingernails into the wood of the desk with all my might. Tears start to well up in my eyes. Yet I still can't stop it. I want to take his punishment to the end.

My cries get even higher as his crop now falls on the sensitive skin of my thighs. I'm shaking, trying to regain control over my breathing, failing to be able to control the situation.

Despite the pain, my libido is not extinguished. On the contrary. My excitement has never been greater. I don't know what's wrong with me. But the more the blows fall, the wetter I am. Maybe it's the stimulation, or the idea of being totally at the mercy of this powerful man. But I totally liquefy, ready to open up for him and obey his every wish.

A squeal of surprise escapes me as the crop begins to caress my wet pussy. Then, he starts tapping my clit with it, just enough to keep me on that fine line between pleasure and pain.

My legs are shaking. If it hadn't been for the desk under me, I think I would have collapsed. Especially with this pair of heels that are way too high, giving me a more than unstable balance.

I moan as he continues to play with my clit, turning me on even more if that was possible. Suddenly, he slaps his crop, causing me to cry out in pain. Then he puts it on the desk next to me.

“Look at you. No matter how we punish you, you wet like a slut. I see no other solution.”

My cheeks are red with shame. His words are degrading but terribly true. I swallow as I hear him unzip his zipper. In an instant, his tip is already pushing against my soaked pussy.

A scream dies in my throat as he penetrates me in one thrust. I may have taken him in me countless times this week, it’s as if it were the first time. His cock is so long, so thick. He tears me in half in his path.

I gasp and writhe, trying in every way to come to terms with this imposing presence within me. Arthur isn't helping me at all. On the contrary. His hand forcefully grips my hair, pushing down on my head to press it against the desk.

Positioned like this, with my legs apart, my hands tied, and my chest locked against the table, there is absolutely nothing I can't do. I’m totally at the mercy of his will. And he takes advantage of it.

Slowly, he pulls out of me, before entering me again with one powerful hip movement. I scream, unsure if I feel pleasure or pain.

Soon Arthur starts pounding me mercilessly. I no longer know what I feel, so overwhelmed I am by events. I’m his little doll, and I let myself be done obediently. My moans of discomfort gradually turn into pleasure.

I like this new facet of him that he presents to me. Usually, although he’s authoritative and all-mighty, he’s also delicate and considerate, taking into account his imposing size. But today, he proves to me that he can also be rough if I push him too much.

That suits me perfectly. With each of his thrusts, my hips bang against the desk. I’ll surely keep some bruises. I can already see myself proudly displaying them at the pool, wearing only my microscopic bikini.

Well, if I can walk again. Nothing is sure, given the vigor he puts into his thrusts. With each movement, I scream louder and louder. I'm sure the whole floor can hear us, but I don't care. The pleasure is far too strong for that.

But my dominant has another opinion. Remaining completely buried in me, he grabs his crop again before leaning on me. With a firm gesture, he presses my jaw to make me open my mouth.

“You’re going to make the whole hotel come running here if you keep screaming like that. Is that what you want? That they all come to fuck you?”

I don't have time to answer him as he slips his crop between my teeth, making me bite it. I close my eyes for a few moments as he resumes thrusting into me. With my mouth full, I must concentrate all the more on my breathing.

When I open my eyes, I come face to face with Vincent. The man approached, filming my face so as not to miss any of my depravity. A few tears of discomfort start rolling down my cheeks.

However, the pleasure has never been stronger than in this moment. If it were up to me, I would stay in this position forever, to suffer the manly assaults of my lover. I have never felt so alive. It doesn't matter if he makes me come or not. Every second spent under him is as delicious as the best of orgasms.

But nothing ever lasts. With a quick gesture, Arthur withdraws to come on my back, marking me again with his seed. I breathe a slight sigh of relief, enjoying this moment of respite.

I wait impatiently for him to pick up his crop, so that I can breathe easier again. But he does nothing, walking away to sit on one of the armchairs in the room.

Instead, Vincent takes over. I grit my teeth on the crop, expecting the man to plunge inside me to destroy me in turn with his cock as impressive as his friend's.

But he doesn't. Gently, he helps me up from the desk. My head is spinning and my legs wobble on my high heels. His support is much needed. He waits a few moments before letting go. Slowly he peels off my dress, revealing what little of my skin was still hidden.

“Bend over. Grab your ankles.”

My mouth drops open in surprise, and I don't respond immediately. The position doesn’t seem very comfortable, nor very easy to maintain. And yet, when he presses on my upper back, I drop forward.

With my hands still cuffed by Arthur's belt, I grab my ankles. I'm doubled over, head upside down, wondering how long I could endure this position. But soon, Vincent cuts my thoughts.

One of his arms wraps around my waist, surely to help me stay in place. The other ventures between my legs, tracing the contours of my slit, swollen with my excitement. I moan as he plunges two fingers inside me, moving slowly back and forth.

Then he retires to grab the plug still in me. I stiffen. I almost forgot its presence, so focused I was on everything that was happening to me. Looks like it's for now.

I had imagined that my first time in anal would be more peaceful. On the comfortable bed, surrounded by the two men who would have gently caressed my body. Not that I'd be like this, bent over in the middle of the room. Naked and vulnerable, totally submissive to their most perverse ideas.

I moan softly as he plunges his fingers covered in my arousal into me. They’re about the same size as the plug but plunge deeper. I know, soon he will put something much bigger in me.

“Look at you, a real pro. I'm sure you'll take our cocks very well in your little hole.”

I swallow, responding only with a moan as his other hand slips between my legs, caressing my clit gently. My legs are shaking again. If he were to give me an orgasm right now, I'm sure I'd fall straight to the floor.

But the man decides otherwise. He pulls away from me, leaving me alone in my uncomfortable position. When he returns, he runs a large dose of lubricant on my ass. My whole body tenses. So that's it, it’s going to happen now? Even though I'm excited to try this taboo thing, I can't help but be nervous.

“Relax. We're going to start small.”

I frown, trying to figure out what he means. My response is not long in coming, as he thrusts a dildo inside me. I let out a gasp of surprise, I didn't expect it. His free arm wraps around me again, keeping me upright as the toy slides into me seamlessly.

It’s not very thick, but much longer than the dominant's plug or fingers. I let out a small squeal of discomfort as he continues his progress, tearing up previously untouched areas of my anatomy. Still, it doesn't hurt. On the contrary. If it’s difficult for me to describe this feeling, I want to continue to explore it. And I'm sure I'll end up enjoying it.

I still sigh with relief when finally, the toy is fully inside me. We all stand still for a few moments. Me upside down, trying to get used to this position and this presence. Vincent, stroking my ass absently. Arthur, still seated in his chair, watching us as the camera continues to capture nothing of the spectacle.

And then, the bubble bursts and Vincent goes on. He walks around me to stand behind me. Quickly, I can hear his belt coming undone, and see his pants fall to his ankles. He doesn't even take the time to get rid of it.

Instead, he prefers to slide his taut cock down my drenched slit, causing me to sigh softly in pleasure.

A scream dies in my throat as he finally begins to sink into me. I don't know if it's my position, the presence of the dildo, or both, but his cock seems even bigger to me. It's like he’s never done coming in. Every time I think he's at the end, a new inch comes inside me, thicker than ever.

If he didn't hold me by the hips, I think I would capsize forward. But with his hands so firmly clinging to me, I have no choice but to suffer his cock sinking into me. Until finally, he’s totally inside me.

Without wasting a moment more, he begins to slide me along his length, exerting on me a rocking motion. Never have I felt more used than in this moment. I have no freedom of movement, no possibility of finding a more comfortable angle. I’m his little thing that he plays with.

He makes me go faster and faster on him, tearing me cries and moans in a voice that I don’t recognize myself. I no longer feel like a human. And I don't care.

One of his hands slides between my legs to play with my clit, as his hip movements quicken. Every moment, I feel like I'm going to collapse on the ground, propelled by his powerful pounding.

And yet, I hold on. My cries soon fill the room as heat rises in my stomach. I can't think anymore, only these waves are starting to break inside me, threatening to break the dam. Not forgetting what got me into this situation, I beg the dominant with a gasp.

“Please, can I come?”

A smack hits my ass, making me squeal in surprise and pain. His hand quickens on my clit as he continues to fuck me. My limbs are shaking, I can't take it anymore. If he doesn't speak fast, I'll go crazy.

“Go ahead, come on my cock.”

I could almost cry with relief, if I wasn't so focused on my pleasure. A few additional movements are enough to make me completely lose my footing.

My orgasm is so powerful that the man closes his hands even tighter on me, so that I don't fall. I barely feel him emptying inside me, as the waves of pleasure continue to surge through my body.

Slowly, the man removes the dildo from my ass, before undoing the belt, freeing my wrists. Then he helps me up, making sure I don't collapse.

“How about you go sit down, huh Doll?”

I nod, still stunned by my orgasm and this uncomfortable position. It's like I'm out of my body. I'm so in the mists that I don't immediately realize where the man is taking me.

It's not until he sits me on top of Arthur, and I feel his cock slapping against my ass, that I realize what's going to happen to me now.

This realization has the effect of a bucket of ice water on my body. So, it’s Arthur who will take my anal virginity. So much the better. Even though he was rough with me today, I know he will take good care of me.

Despite my shaky legs, I do my best to help him as he lifts my hips to align me with him. I tilt my head back, wanting to find the comfort of his mouth against mine. He offers it to me, kissing me gently as his lubricated tip begins to push against my crenelated entrance.

I moan into the kiss. His cock is much larger than the dildo. I even wonder how he manages to get it inside me. I feel torn in two and have to quickly break the kiss to be able to focus on my breathing.

I smile as Vincent approaches us, gently stroking my hair. I’m grateful to him for giving me such an orgasm. Otherwise, I would have been way too tense to take that monstrous cock into my tightest hole.

Inch by inch, I welcome Arthur's length within me. He lets me go at my own pace, helping me stay still when I feel the need. The feeling of tearing is intense, and yet, I’m unable to stop.

I want to have it totally in me. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. I want to belong to him until the end. Let him mark me with his possession.

So, when I finally manage to take it all in, I can't help but laugh softly, I'm so happy. The two men smile, whispering compliments to me, stroking my raw skin, my hair.

I have never felt so good, so connected with myself. It doesn't matter that the feeling is still uncomfortable. I don't want this moment to ever end.

When I finally feel ready, I begin to undulate my hips, making him move inside me. The man growls behind me, making me smile. He who usually is totally in control of his emotions, it seems that I have found his limits.

Proud of the effect that I have on him, I make more and more ample movements. He grabs my hips, helping me back and forth on his cock. In front of me, Vincent kneels, a perverse gleam in his eyes.

Without wasting a moment, he slides three fingers into my soaked pussy. His thumb rests on my clit, already beginning to draw hard circles. His movements mirror ours. I’m filled like never before.

My head falls back, resting against Arthur's muscular shoulder. I can't control anything anymore, can't think about anything. My body takes complete control, dancing in harmony with those of the two men.

No words are spoken, just my moans and the dominant's grunts fill the room. Vincent looks at us, fascinated, as he pushes me further and further into pleasure. Arthur leans into my ear.

“Come on. I want to feel you come as my cock destroys your little ass. Do this for me, Submissive.”

I respond with a scream as Vincent just picks up the pace inside me. I close my eyes. I feel like I'm running out of air. That I'm going to faint. Still, I must hold on. My dominant is counting on me.

So, when the first crackle is felt in the pit of my stomach, I let myself go to orgasm. My screams fill the room as both men quicken their movements, using my body as they see fit.

My limbs spasm as Arthur destroys me, no longer holding back to pound me. I think I'm screaming, although I'm not sure, too dazed by my orgasm.

And when he finally empties into me deep inside me, I totally collapse against him, a beaming smile on my lips.

That's it.

I belong to him.


Chapter 5

I breathe a slight sigh of relief as I sit down in the departure lounge. I don't even know how I managed to get here without anyone's help. After being fucked for a week at all hours of the day and night by these two gods of sex, it's a miracle I can even get up.

I'm not going to lie, my whole body is stiff, from my hair to my toes. In places, my skin still bears the mark of their passage. Painful but delicious memories that I will never tire of looking at in the mirror.

I’m disappointed that the two men are not flying with me. They’re staying here for another week. I almost extended my stay to be with them. But reason prevailed. I can't hide forever. I must face my real life.

Sighing, I grab my phone, turning it back on for the first time since arriving in this heaven. Immediately, I find myself facing hundreds of messages. Ads, emails from work, text messages from my family and friends, worried about me.

I sigh again, tempted to turn off the phone for good. But I must face it. So, I skim through the notifications, mostly ignoring them. My blood freezes as I check the list of missed calls.

My ex-fiancé is the first name to appear on the list. He's tried to reach me every day since he dumped me at the altar. And he left me messages. I hesitate for a moment, before nervously calling my answering machine.

One after another, I listen to the pathetic pleas he left me. He regrets. He lost his mind. He just panicked. He wants a second chance. I can't just ignore him. We’re made for each other. I must answer him, and many more messages of the same kind.

I play nervously with my phone, not knowing what to do. Maybe I should call him back. I don't really want to. But that's the right thing to do. Talking about it as adults.

But as I'm about to call him back, my phone rings. My heart skips a beat. The name that appears is unknown to me, and yet I guess who’s hiding behind this “My Master.”

“Hello?”

“Hey Princess. I wanted to check if you made it to your plane.”

I smile stupidly when I hear Arthur's voice on the other end of the line. I didn't expect so much thoughtfulness from him. I didn't even know he had stolen my phone to save his number.

“Yes, we’ll be boarding soon.”

“Perfect. I hope you're not too sore.”

“A bit, but that's okay. I really enjoyed this week with you two.”

“Good. But you know, that was just a taste of what we can do. If you want, when I come back to town, I could offer you proper training.”

My mouth drops open at those words. Immediately, my lower abdomen warms up. I had never imagined seeing him again. I thought he would soon forget me, busying himself with other girls without thinking about me anymore.

And now he’s giving me so much more. Oh, I know it will probably just be a lustful relationship. A matter of bodies meeting and merging in pain and pleasure. An outlet for all sorrows.

And that's exactly what I need. I don't think about my ex-fiancé and his tearful messages anymore. It's amazing how much you can change in a week. I’m no longer the same. The new Olivia doesn't want to do things the right way anymore.

No. I just want to continue this quest for pleasure. So, without taking the time to think about it more, I answer the dominant on the other end of the line.

“As soon as you come back to town, you can do whatever you want to me. I’m ready. I’m yours.”

- To be continued -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Naughty Submission Compilation


Read the whole series, in just one book!
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I thought I hated humiliation...

And then I discovered BDSM.

Going alone on my honeymoon after being dumped at my own wedding wasn’t in my plans. Nor was following a stranger to the toilet of the plane. But I can say it now. It was the best choice of my life.

Because this stranger is now my DOMINANT.

On this paradise island or in his office, he trains me as he pleases. I’m no longer a vanilla woman. I discover a much darker and much more lustful side of myself.

His spankings are painful… And delicious.

His collar on my skin fills me with shame… And pride.

As for my most taboo place… I offer it to him with great pleasure.

And if he wants to invite his dominant friends to join us, I certainly won't refuse him.

Under his hand, I become a submissive without any limits.




You like short format better? Here is Part 1 : A Submissive Revenge and Part 3 of the series: A Submissive Training

◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.

◆◆◆

Used at the Office
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I HATE him. And yet, I want only one thing… To kneel and call him Master.

I don't know how this happened. Benjamin has always been my enemy. The man to beat. And yet that night, in the bathroom of our office, he gave me more pleasure than any man I’d known before him.

I should have been alone in the office today. But he invited himself, torturing me with his annoying but mesmerizing presence. Every time I see him, I fantasize about his hands on my hips, his mouth on my skin.

I knew he was gifted. But I didn't know he was also a DOMINANT.

I thought we'd do it quickly on his desk. Not that he would bend me over his lap to spank me. I’ve never been so ashamed. I should rebel. But deep inside me, a voice orders me to obey him. To submit.

In the office or in a luxurious hotel room, I let him do what he wants with me. He can tie me with his belt, submit me to his darkest desires. I just want one thing: to have him inside me. Anywhere inside me.

I’ve always been a strong and independent woman. Now, I’m the submissive plaything of my worst enemy.
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