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You want more?


Chapter 1

It should have been my honeymoon.

We were to discover this paradise together. Drinking cocktails by the pool. Walk hand in hand on the beach. Spend the night in our luxurious sea-view suite. Sexy lingerie, and hopefully new pleasures to explore.

Yes. That was the plan. Until my fiancé decides to abandon me at the altar, leaving me alone and humiliated in front of our families. Now alone in our bridal suite in paradise, I could mope, and cry over my fate.

Instead, I preferred revenge.

Kneeling before these two strangers, I’m ready to forget all good morals. If they ask me to open my mouth for them, I will. And if they want me to spread my legs to ruin me all night, I will too.

Gone is little Olivia who does everything right. Who follows the rules. Who accepts everything without complaining. Now, I take my destiny in hand, and above all, my pleasure… And something tells me that these two men were the perfect choice for this.

I know what they are… Dominants. And if I don't really know what BDSM is, I'm more eager than ever to try it.

I don't have the slightest doubt about it. Whatever these men do to me, I will receive more pleasure than I’ve ever had in my life. So, even if they seem impressive and the nervousness takes my stomach, I’m ready to embark on this most debauched revenge.


Chapter 2

I grunt, trying to fit my suitcase into the tiny compartment above my seat. What was I thinking when I made it? It’s way too heavy.

I let out a small cry as it slips from my hands. But before it falls on me, a pair of strong arms catches it, saving me. If I had to end up in hospital with a concussion, that would have been the final touch to this hell weekend.

I turn back to my savior as he places the suitcase in the compartment for me. The first thing I notice is his height. He's almost two heads taller than me and has the broadest pair of shoulders I've ever seen in my life.

My heart skips a beat as his eyes dive into mine and a smirk forms on his lips. In addition to being well built, the man has an incredible smile. He’s very attractive.

I blush slightly, realizing I’m staring at him. It seems to amuse him. His smile widens a little more as I stammer to thank him.

“With pleasure, Miss. It would be a shame to damage such a pretty face.”

I blush a little more. It's ridiculous. I shouldn't react like that to such a simple compliment. And yet, it feels good to hear such things. My fiancé never said anything like that. I shake my head, before settling into my seat. I must not think of him. He doesn't even deserve my insults.

My mouth drops open in surprise as the man who just helped me sits down next to me. Even though the seats are large, his shoulders are so broad that he almost touches me. I can't help but smile a little. Surely that's what it feels like, to have a bodyguard.

I give him another embarrassed smile. These situations are always so strange, when we would like to say something without really knowing what to say. The man breaks up this awkward moment by extending his hand to me. I take it without hesitation, noticing how tiny my fingers feel against his palm.

“Arthur.”

“Olivia.”

I quietly bite the inside of my cheek. Maybe I'm dreaming, but it seems that he lets his gaze trail over the neckline of my little summer dress.

It’s with regret that our hands let go, each returning to its place. I don't know what's gotten into me, but I can't help but imagine what it would do to me if his huge hands were to land on other parts of my body. I'm sure they could swallow me whole. As for my generous breasts? They would totally disappear.

I clear my throat. I really can't think of that. I've never been one to get an eyeful of strangers. Even less to fantasize about what they would look like in my bed, while they stand less than a foot from me. Something must really be wrong with me.

I grab my phone to try to distract myself and forget the warmth that is starting to grow in the pit of my stomach. But I quickly stop, realizing that I have no desire to read all the messages people have been flooding me with for the past two days.

To my left, another man sits down. I give him a slight smile. He's not as tall as Arthur, but he's just as attractive, in a different way. He wears slightly wavy blonde hair that cascades over his shoulders. And on his muscular arms, covered in tattoos. Usually, ink doesn't do anything for me. But I must admit that the style suits this man perfectly.

The voice of my savior resounds.

“Vincent, this is Olivia.”

“Nice to meet you, Olivia.”

I don't have time to speak when he grabs my hand and gives it a light kiss. A trail of goosebumps runs through my body at this unusual gesture. I swallow hard, before turning to the other man, taken aback.

“You know each other?”

The two men laugh.

“We were friends before we even knew how to walk.”

“Oh, well, I can move so that you sit next to each other.”

“Are you kidding? I've been putting up with him for years, it'll finally give me some peace. Besides, it's not every day that we can have such a charming woman between the two of us.”

I look down, feeling my cheeks flush again. I really need to calm down. I can't put myself in such a state with each of his remarks. Especially since it seems to amuse him so much.

For a few minutes, neither of us speaks, preferring to settle down for the long hours of flight ahead of us. But soon, our tranquility is disturbed by a flight attendant.

“Mr. and Mrs. Johnson, on behalf of the entire crew, we congratulate you on your wedding. Can I get you anything?”

“No, it's fine. And it's Miss Clark. Just me.”

“Oh.”

The flight attendant's face breaks as she takes in the situation, glancing nervously at Arthur. Missed. It's not him, my husband. She stammers an apology before walking away, surely embarrassed.

I’m mortified. I certainly didn’t intend to display my private life like this in front of the first comers. But I think that's the risk when you go on your honeymoon after getting dumped at the altar.

I pray that none of my neighbors will comment. But it's a waste of time, their curiosity is far too strong. Arthur leans toward me first.

“I didn’t dream, we were married for like, thirty seconds there? I think we just broke a record, even for Hollywood.”

I can't help but smile, forgetting my embarrassment for a moment.

“So dear wife, are you going to tell me why this stewardess said that?”

“Because my husband was supposed to be sitting in your place.”

“I understand that, but where is he?”

“He dumped me. Ten minutes before the ceremony. So, I'm going on my honeymoon alone. Nothing better to fight the humiliation than to hide in a luxury hotel, right?”

“He’s the one who should be humiliated. He must be really crazy to dump a woman like you.”

I huff and shake my head in disbelief.

“You don't even know me.”

“No need to know you to know that he made a big mistake. But maybe it's better. He may have done you a favor. At least you're not going to spend your life with such an idiot.”

I can't help but smile and thank him in a whisper. The man may be a stranger, but he said more nice things to me than all my family put together.

I shiver as his hand lands on my knee. It only lasts a second, the time to pat it gently in a moment of sympathy. However, to see this hand against my body makes me shiver, and immediately plunges me into a world of fantasies, each more depraved than the other.

I quickly got out of it when his friend speaks up, drawing our attention.

“Maybe we could distract her when we get there. After all, that's what gentlemen would do, right?”

Arthur nods slowly. I keep my head down, feeling my cheeks burning more than ever. I'm sure he says that with all due respect. But now, I can't help but imagine myself between these two men.

Their powerful bodies taking possession of mine, crushing me with all their animal strength. I shake my head, trying to get out of my mind the images of me on my knees, taking turns taking them into my mouth desperate to taste them.

This kind of behavior will get me in trouble. So, to forget the fire burning in the pit of my stomach, I focus on the map of the journey in front of me. And pray that they won't notice my nipples sticking out against the light fabric of my dress.

◆◆◆

Slowly, I rearrange the blanket on my lap. We are only halfway through the flight, and silence has fallen in the cabin. Everyone is sleeping, or watching movies. My neighbors seem to have dozed off. But my fantasies about them are wide awake.

I tried everything to distract myself. Watch movies, eat. Trying to resume reading War and Peace for the sixtieth time. Nothing worked. So, taking advantage of the ambient calm, I grabbed my e-reader.

In recent years, I have become totally addicted to romance books. Especially those containing sexy scenes. I didn't really have a choice. Sex life with my fiancé was not the most satisfying.

Maybe that's why I fantasize so much about the two men next to me. The beast was bent on a mediocre sex life. Now it seems ready to explore all the possibilities available.

So, I decided to fight fire with fire. Calm my lustful thoughts by reading others. Maybe it's a ridiculous idea, but at the moment, I don't have any others.

Now, I am completely lost in my reading. The story of a nice girl who is seduced by a tough but protective, and terribly sexy, biker. Of course, I can't help but imagine him looking like my row-mate. The man fits the picture perfectly. I'm playing with fire, and I don't care.

My breathing quickens a little more as I arrive at a hotter passage. The characters find themselves in the workshop of a garage. Anyone could show up, but they don't care, preferring to indulge their overflowing libido than think about the consequences.

I squeeze my thighs, trying to bring some relief to my throbbing clit. My mouth becomes increasingly dry as the biker undresses his partner.

“Well, I wouldn't have mistaken you for a woman with such readings.”

I jump. Horrified, I turn to the right. Arthur wears a big, satisfied smile. I stammer, pathetically trying to find an excuse. But what could I possibly say? He caught me in the act, and his eyes continue to scan my book.

The man seems passionate about what he reads there. I should probably turn it off, make sure he can't see the extent of my depravity. But I stand completely still. I don’t even resist when the man grabs the object to read better.

I'm embarrassed to death, yet I can't stop staring at him. I feast on his seductive features, and observe the slightest of his reactions, without being able to really explain it to myself. He turns to me with a smile that sends electric shocks straight to my clit.

“You’d like that, huh? That a strong man presses you to the ground to make you see the stars? You want him to tell you what a good girl you are, while he makes you spread your legs?”

I lick my lips, and without thinking, I nod. The man smiles, leaning into my ear while keeping his eyes fixed on my e-reader.

“Tell me, does it make you wet to read all these things? If I put my hand under your blanket right now, would you be soaked?”

I'm ashamed but nod again. He laughs softly.

“I can't leave you in such suspense. I interrupted you, so let me make it up to you.”

I look up at him questioningly, not quite sure where he's coming from. I shiver as his hand lands on my neck, pushing aside a few strands of hair. Then he leans towards me, his mouth approaching my ear.

“You're going to slip your hand under your blanket. You’ll imagine that it’s me who’s touching you, while I’m reading to you.”

I shudder. His voice grew deeper, more authoritative. It only adds to my excitement, if that's possible. Never has a man spoken to me like that, so directly. Even less a man whose first name I barely know.

That he's a stranger should be reason enough to stop me. And being in a public place would be a perfect reason to tell him no. And yet, without even thinking, I slip my hand under my blanket.

As he asked me, I direct it to my panties. Unsurprisingly, I'm soaked. More than I ever was, I think. It's not going to get better, with the man's breath against the bare skin of my neck, that simple trickle of air enough to make me lose all my means.

A satisfied smile forms on the lips of the stranger. I wonder if it happens often to him, to make strangers he meets do this kind of thing. I swallow hard as the man returns to his reading.

“The biker kneels between the thighs of the woman. He licks his lips seeing how soaked she is. He plunges his face between his mistress's thighs, drawing a long line over her soaked slit, harvesting her sweet honey nectar. Tell me Olivia, is that what you want too?”

I swallow with difficulty. I'm ashamed just to think about what I'm doing. And yet, I let him continue his game. It's far too good. The deep, warm voice of the man only makes things even more exciting. Quickly, he loses interest in the book.

“If it was me instead of this guy, I’d do much better. I’d lie down, and you’d come and sit on my face. I’d put my hands on your hips and make you ride me until you smother me with your little pussy. I’d keep licking you until you cum. I’d stick two fingers in your tight little pussy to make you moan even louder. Go ahead, do it.”

Without even thinking, I obey him, shoving my fingers inside me in a brisk motion. I’m so soaked that I don’t meet the slightest resistance. I bite my lip as I begin to move back and forth. My fingers aren't nearly as thick as his, but I'm settling for it, closing my eyes to better imagine all the things he whispers in my ear, in the darkness of the plane.

“You like it, huh? Riding me like a little slut. But just before you cum, I smack your ass and lift you up. I throw you on the bed and spread your thighs. Before you know it, my cock is inside you. You squeal. Every time you forget how huge my cock is. But you're gonna take it anyway, right?”

“Yes, please!”

I hear myself answering him in a voice I don't know. A desperate, excited voice. The voice of a slut. Because I must face the facts. That's what I am right now. A little thing controlled by her libido.

“Good girl. My cock plunges into you, inch after inch. It tears you apart completely and yet, you take it, like the good little submissive you are. Come on, press on your clit.”

I obey him again, not having the slightest bit of restraint. For a moment, I wonder what he meant by submissive. But the pleasure becomes too much for me to really care.

My lower abdomen is contracting more and more quickly, I can feel that my orgasm is not far away. I don't even know how this is possible, I who usually have the greatest difficulty in the world reaching ecstasy.

This man is a magician. Giving me so much pleasure without even having to touch me. I don't know how this is possible, but that’s what’s happening.

Soon, I have to bite my fist to contain my squeals of pleasure, remembering where I am, and who might hear us. It's already a miracle that his friend doesn't wake up to see the sordid spectacle we offer.

“Tell me Princess, you want to cum, right?”

I nod quickly, making him laugh softly.

“Good, very good. Keep on going. Show me what you are capable of. I take you faster and faster, my cock fills you completely, and you cream it with your excitement. Nobody ever fucked you like that. Come, come.”

I bite my fist almost until I bleed to stifle the powerful scream that comes from my insides. My limbs tense as a wave of intense heat runs through my entire body. My breathing is erratic. I can't believe I did this.

“Show me your hand.”

I turn to Arthur, totally stunned as I try to catch my breath. He smiles, gently stroking my hair in silent encouragement. Trembling, I comply without even thinking about the order he just gave me.

Slowly, I take my fingers out of my panties to present them to him. My cheeks are red with shame when I realize how soaked they are. He doesn't seem the least bit embarrassed. On the contrary.

He grabs my wrist, moving my hand towards him with mad sensuality. He tastes the excitement coating my skin, reveling in it as if it were the best of nectars.

“You’re delicious. What a good girl. Go to the bathroom now.”

“To… To the bathroom?

“You said you wanted to taste my cock, didn't you?”

I swallow with difficulty. yes, I said it. But that was in a moment of weakness, when I was caught in the mists of pleasure. I don't know if I can do it for real. In a plane moreover.

I should probably say no and apologize, even if it means putting up with his heavy gaze on me until the end of the flight. That's what a reasonable person would do. Yet… I’m incapable of being reasonable.

With a defiant look in my eyes, I rise, stepping over his imposing stature to walk to the aisle. While carefully avoiding eye contact with the people around me, I head for the bathroom.

It’s not a minute that I’m in here that, already, the man joins me. Immediately, his imposing stature takes up all the space in the tiny toilet cubicle. I find myself stuck to him, my head buried in his chest.

The man licks his lips as he looks down at me. Before I even have time to react, he picks me up and places me on the edge of the tiny sink. His face is only inches from mine, his breath caressing my face.

I dream of kissing him. To taste his full lips that taunt me with their ruby color. But I understood it well, he’s the master of the game. Only he can decide whether such a thing happens or not. And now, that doesn't seem to interest him in the least.

“Look at you. The perfect little submissive. Perfect for me. Spread your thighs. Show me how soaked you are.”

Without a moment's hesitation, I obey him, squealing pathetically when his hand comes to rest between my legs. He presses my clit, before grabbing the edges of my panties to slide them down my leg. Then, he puts the small piece of soaked cloth in his pocket, winking at me.

“My trophy. Damn, what you smell good. Normally, I’d take all my time with you. I’d make you cum several times before plunging my cock into your tight little pussy. But we don't have time. We can't risk getting caught. You’re ready?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. I don't really think anymore, to be honest. I just want to indulge in these perverted desires. Fucking with a stranger on a plane, I think I have my best revenge on my ex.

So, I spread my legs a little more while he pulls his cock out of his pants. My mouth opens in surprise, making him laugh softly. On this point, he didn’t lie to me. His cock is monstrous. Much longer and much bigger than any I have seen so far.

Although I'm relaxed after my recent orgasm, I wonder if I'll be able to take it. One thing is certain, I will feel it pass. However, not for a single moment do I think of stopping the man.

His mouth lands on mine, swallowing the squeal of discomfort that escapes me as his tip begins to thrust against my soaking-wet pussy. My fingers dig into his shoulders, I cling to them desperately, like a castaway to a buoy.

His tongue comes in search of mine, bringing me a distraction as his cock tears me apart. I don't even know how he manages to enter me like this. However, despite his imposing size, I manage to take him, my body opening little by little for him. It’s as if it recognizes this person who enters it, offering him all access.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he’s finally inside me. It makes him smile. Forcefully, he grabs my thighs, lifting me against him, pulling me even closer to his body, if that's possible.

Slowly, he moves me back and forth on his cock. With every movement, my clit rubs against his body in the most delicious way. I lay my head against his shoulder, nibbling it lightly to hide the moans. I can't risk anyone hearing us from the outside. What he's doing to me is far too good to stop now.

He seems in the same frenzied state as mine, his hip movements accelerating more and more. Breathing quickens as we meet erratically. Nothing we do makes sense anymore. There is only this frantic race to orgasm.

And when his hand slips between the two of us, I'm the first to cross the finish line. My whole body tenses around the man, clinging to him so as not to sink. My pussy contracts around him. He doesn’t need more to let go, emptying deep inside me.

My cheeks blush. I had never let anyone do this before. And I must admit… I love this idea.

Soon, we come back to reality. After a last kiss, he withdraws from me and closes his pants. Then, we go back to our seats under the disapproving eye of the flight attendant. Usually, I would have died of shame. But here, I don't care.

She can think whatever she wants. Never again will I apologize for going through with my fantasies. I don't know how this honeymoon will end up, but it started in the most delicious way.


Chapter 3

I readjust my sunglasses before lying down again on my deckchair. It's been two days since I arrived at my luxurious hotel, and I spent them basking in the sun by the pool. I turned off my phone, completely cutting myself off from the world. If this flight taught me anything, it's that I must take advantage of these moments away from my daily life.

I bite my lip, going back to looking around. Ever since I got off the plane, I've been haunted by the image of Arthur's hands on my body. Of his mouth. Of his cock. I only got a brief glimpse of what he was capable of. But his salacious words and every move he made are fixed in my mind.

It was fast, and yet, I had more pleasure in these few moments against his body than in three years of relationship with my ex. Now, I just want to do it again.

Especially since I did some research on the internet. The man called me Submissive several times. I had to find out what that meant, exactly. And the least I can say is that I wasn’t disappointed.

For hours, in the privacy of my honeymoon suite, I browsed dozens and dozens of sites. Read articles. Watched videos. I have seen women kneel there in front of men. They obeyed them without even thinking. They were tied by ropes, before undergoing the slightest desire of these dominants.

And I must admit… I loved everything I saw. I imagined myself in their place, trembling with pain and pleasure. Each time, a face appeared in my evil mind. Arthur's.

He was there, above me, as I touched myself again and again. I don’t know how many times I have reached orgasm since I arrived. All I know is that I'm still not satisfied.

My eyes roam tirelessly around the pool. The two friends told me that they were in the same hotel as me. But for now, I haven't met them yet. I heave a sigh. Maybe I'll have to fall back on someone else.

My cheeks flush slightly at the thought. I've never been one to sleep with the firstcomer. Now, it seems like the ultimate mission of this lonely honeymoon. I can't think of a better revenge than to focus only on me… And on my pleasure.

I straighten up on my recliner and grab my bottle of sunscreen. I want to look more gorgeous than ever when I get back to work. That everyone wonder how he could have dumped such an amazing woman like me. And that needs a perfect tan. No question of looking like a crayfish on my return.

So, I coat my body with a generous layer of cream, applying myself particularly to the curves of my rounded breasts.

“You need a hand?”

My body freezes hearing that voice. Before I even raise my head, I know who it belongs to. I hear him constantly, repeating these salacious words in the hollow of my ear.

My heart skips a beat when my eyes land on Arthur. He’s in a swimsuit, offering me the sexiest view. It should be forbidden to walk around with a chest like that. He's going to cause a riot. His friend is near him. And I must admit, he too is built like a god.

The two men sit on the deckchairs around me, surrounding me as they did on the plane. Their eyes roam my body barely covered by this microscopic bikini. The least we can say is that they are not discreet.

My stomach is inflamed. Am I dreaming? These two handsome men only seem to have eyes for me. I'm like the jackpot in the lottery. I have never felt so sexy and desired in my life. So, if I'm dreaming... I pray I never wake up.

I decide to play with them, lying back on my deckchair to give them an even more complete view of my body. Subtly, I arch my back, making my chest look even more appetizing.

I know, the men don’t miss a beat of the show that I offer them... And that makes me wet. Arthur decides to make small talk as if there wasn't this sexual tension clearly present between us.

“Have you had a good time since you arrived?”

“It was not bad. But a little lonely.”

“Good thing we found you then.”

I turn to the blonde, licking my inner lip, holding his gaze fixed on me. Behind me, Arthur resumes.

“Vincent has taken a good resolution.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“To never sleep on a plane again.”

My mouth drops in surprise at those words. He told him everything then? The way he made me touch myself, before taking me in the bathroom, making me come in just a few minutes?

My cheeks are flushed, yet I continue to stare at Vincent. He too is staring at me, his intense eyes sending electric shocks to my clit. Behind me, Arthur stands up and walks closer. I shiver as his voice whispers in my ear, his hands brushing my body.

“And if we offered him a catch-up session?”

My heart skips a beat. I can't believe he's so direct. We barely know each other. We could have had a drink first, learned a little more about each other. This is surely the most reasonable thing to do.

And yet, I don’t care about reason anymore. His words raced straight to my pussy. My thighs squeeze together, trying to calm my throbbing clit. In vain. The gaze of the two men on me is far too powerful. Only their hands on my body can relieve me.

However, before I give in to my most bestial impulses, there is something that I must clarify. I turn to Arthur.

“I have a question.”

“Sure.”

“A… Are you dominants?”

“What do you think?”

His voice deepened as his hand slid distractedly down my neck. My cheeks heat up, and I can't ignore my nipples sticking out against the thin fabric of my bikini. The man leans into my ear.

“Do you want to find out what it's like to be dominated, Submissive?”

My breathing stops. Images from the videos I watched jostle in my mind. I already imagine myself, tied up, begging as they punish me. I imagine their cocks inside me. I imagine myself totally surrendering to lust.

So, without even thinking, I hear myself asking them.

“You want to come to my suite?”


Chapter 4

More nervous than ever, I stand in the middle of my room. A few feet from me, the two men stand in front of the door, blocking my exit. Their eyes are on me, intense. Like two predators ready to eat.

And I’m their prey.

I concentrate on my breathing so as not to tremble. My position is the strangest. I would have thought they would jump on me. That they would kiss me, while their hands vigorously ran over my body offered to them.

But instead, they keep their distance, leaving me alone and vulnerable in the middle of this temple of marital love. Shame slowly creeps into me. I would like to close the curtains and hide in my bed. But I won’t do any of that.

By the pool, we discussed some ground rules. How far I was willing to go. Now I wonder if I can really do it. I want it though. And it shows on my body. My bikini leaves no room for doubt. My nipples point through the light fabric. As for my bottom, it’s wet by much more than the water of the swimming pool.

I shiver as Arthur sits up, his arms crossing over his chest. I can't believe that soon I'll be trapped in their embrace again. I will be tiny against them, protected from everything.

“So, you want to see what two dominants can do, right?”

“Yes.”

“You showed the potential to become a good submissive. You'll see. We will make you discover sensations that you don’t even imagine. You’ll be in pain sometimes, but it’ll only be to feel even more pleasure afterward. You remember the safe words I gave you?”

“Yellow to slow down, red to stop.”

“Good. Don't hesitate to use them. Until you say them, we won't stop. From now on, you belong to us.”

I swallow hard, nervous but terribly excited by the words he says. I don't know what's got into me. It's never been my style to be so docile. One-night stands are not part of my vocabulary either.

But with them, I forget all that. I have only one desire: to surrender myself completely to their law. Forget what is right or wrong and just disappear in a torrent of pleasure.

“Let us see your beautiful little body. Take off your swimsuit.”

I lick my lips, trying to control my heart beating faster and faster. Quickly, I silence the worried voice rising within me. I don't want to think anymore. Just act. So, I slide my fingers down my neck, undoing the tie of my jersey. I don't delay before tackling the next one.

The piece of fabric falls to the ground, freeing my chest. The two men remain perfectly impassive, as if they didn't care to see a woman undressing for them. However, in their eyes is born a glimmer of desire that they cannot hide.

“Keep going.”

I shudder. I can't believe I'm actually doing this. I've never done this sort of thing. Undress like this, in full light, far from a bed and the arms of a lover. And yet, without my being able to control myself, I slip my fingers under the elastic of my swimsuit, before letting it fall along my legs.

I stay perfectly still, my eyes staring at the ground. I dare not look at them anymore. Not now that they can see all of me. What if they were disappointed? If they realized that in the end, they don't want me that much?

My revenge would then turn into an unbearable humiliation. After the one I just went through at my aborted marriage, I don't think I could stand it.

So, despite my anxiety, I look up at them. I want to see what they think. And their reaction doesn’t disappoint me. On the contrary. I can feel my excitement sinking as predatory smiles form on their faces. Yes. They like it.

“On your knees, Submissive.”

I'm shivering. Vincent is the one who spoke. Until now, he stayed behind, letting his friend lead the game. It's over, it seems. I'm nervous to have to obey him. Even though I don't really know Arthur, I had some time to get used to him. A weak but very present bond has been created between us, helping me to hold on in this most improbable situation.

But now it’s to his friend that I must give myself. Not that it bothers me. On the contrary. He's incredibly hot. And while he doesn't have the stature of the other man, he exudes such an aura of power that it's impossible for me not to succumb.

So, slowly, I let myself slide to the ground. I try to stay elegant and sexy as much as possible. I've never had to do this before. Everything is new… And terribly exciting.

The man approaches me with calculated slowness. He seems to take pleasure in making this experience as theatrical as possible. When he gets close to my body, I look up at him, wanting more than anything to show him my docility.

A crooked smile forms on his lips. Gently, his hand rests on my head. He strokes my hair patiently. This gesture makes me blush, without knowing if it is pleasure or embarrassment.

The moment seems to last for hours. My emotions are mixed without my being able to draw anything logical from them. All I know is that I like to stand like this at a man's feet. It doesn't make the slightest sense. And I don't care. Soon it won't matter.

“You know, Arthur has been crazy since the other day. He tasted your body, but he couldn't really enjoy it. We should fix it, what do you say?”

I nod, ready to do anything to satisfy them. The man smiles, before wrapping my hair around his wrist. He pulls gently on it, making me understand that I have to get on all fours.

My heart beats faster, and yet I take the position he asks me without complaining. I keep my eyes fixed on Arthur, trying to calm my breathing as I focus on his now familiar face.

Vincent doesn't let go of my hair, tugging on it to make me walk over to his friend. I start crawling without thinking, following the movements of the man. The position is most shameful, and yet I find myself enjoying it. I roll my hips a little more, wanting to make myself irresistible. If I must do this, I might as well do it well.

Arriving near Arthur, I look up at him. Immediately, I notice the huge bump stretching his swimsuit. I lick my lips, remembering all too well how he felt inside me. More than anything, I can't wait to see this beautiful and terrifying cock again.

He kneels in front of me as his friend continues to hold me by the hair. Gently, he grabs my jaw in his huge hand. Then he leans towards me, tasting my lips again. I sigh into the kiss.

His tongue likes to force its way into my mouth, playing with mine in the most erotic of ways. I'm already soaked, when they barely touched me.

I moan as his fingers grab my nipples, pinching them firmly. The sensation is strange, new. The pain and the pleasure are mixed, without me being able to say which of the two prevails over the other. My nerves are raced with conflicting signals, all sent directly to my clit.

This one will remain unsatisfied for some time yet. Arthur has just broken the kiss. He gets up to get rid of his swimsuit. Within seconds, his wide cock is released. It stands proudly before my astonished eyes.

It's even bigger than I remember. I wonder how I was able to take it inside me, and with so little preparation. My fingers are nothing compared to such thickness.

His cock should scare me. But it's quite the opposite. I lick my lips. I want to take it in my mouth. To finally discover its taste. To see how much of that length I will be able to swallow before choking.

I can't help but smile. I can already imagine the newspaper headlines. “Dumped on her wedding day, she dies choking on a stranger's cock while on her solo honeymoon.”

With my gaze, I beg Arthur to give it to me. But instead, he pulls away to sit on the bed. He settles comfortably against my pillows, spreading his legs. Vincent tugs at my hair, encouraging me to climb onto the mattress as well.

I do so without thinking, far too focused on this taut stick waiting for one thing: my mouth. It’s only once I’m between his friend's thighs that Vincent lets go of me, walking away. I don't pay attention to him anymore.

My eyes are locked with Arthur's. I understand how it goes. I must wait for him to give me the order to be able to touch him. The wait seems cruel, endless. And yet, I submit to it without flinching.

I jump. I was so focused on one that I forgot the other. Vincent is back near me. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs one of my wrists and slides it behind my back. Then, he catches the other to cross it in turn against the other.

I let out a soft squeak as I tip over, losing my balance. My head is resting on Arthur's thigh, his huge cock inches from my eyes. I swallow hard, totally confused.

And it doesn’t get better when I feel a strip of fabric slipping on my arms. The ties of my bathrobe. This is what the man went looking for. Now he ties my wrists together, locking them completely in place.

This is the first time I've been tied down. I have never done anything like this, neither with handcuffs nor with restraints. Not even with the hands of a man holding me tight. No. This is all very new to me.

I close my eyes for a moment, trying to control my breathing. Without my hands, I don't really know how I'm going to manage to do it. I think I'm going to have to let myself go, and go with the flow. Abandon myself completely, as he had told me.

At that thought, something clicks inside me. I cannot explain it. Like an appeasement, followed by a burst of excitement. I’m about to become their little doll. And I can't wait for us to start playing.

When I open my eyes, I come face to face with this monstrous cock. I lick my lips, before looking at its owner. Arthur smiles softly at me, visibly pleased with my reaction.

He gently pats my cheek before grabbing my hair. He wraps them around his arm before pulling toward him. Behind me, Vincent grabs my hips. He helps me position myself so that my mouth is perfectly aligned with his friend's member, while making sure my butt is turned up, presented to him.

I swallow hard, wondering what he’s going to do with me. Even though I'm ready to play, I can't help but be nervous about not being up to it. But soon, I must let go of these thoughts. Arthur's voice echoes through the room, deep and sexy.

“Lick.”

I shiver at his authoritative tone. He doesn't plan to play anymore. So, obediently, I stick out my tongue, trying to ignore my precarious balance. If he wasn't holding me by my hair, I think I'd fall headfirst onto his massive cock.

I run my tongue along its length, experiencing its salty taste for the first time. Delicious. Never have I been so excited to put a man's cock in my mouth. But with him, everything is exciting, taboo.

In this position, I miss nothing of him and his body. I had only had a brief, too brief, glimpse of his cock on the plane. Now I can watch it and take care of it properly, even with my hands tied behind my back. Even with another man behind us.

Arthur squeezes my hair a little tighter, pulling me closer to his tip. He doesn't need to say anything for me to understand the message. However, I decide to play a little. The tip of my tongue, I play with his tip, collecting a few drops of his excitement pearling from his slit.

When his hand gets tougher against my head, I stop my little game. Without further ado, I open my mouth and pinch his swollen tip between my lips. He lets out a quiet sigh that makes me smile.

I hope to satisfy him even more with the next part. My tongue continues to wrap around his length, drawing unknown patterns. Then, I start to take him deeper, letting his hand in my hair do it for me.

He’s the guardian of my balance. He who helps me not to flow completely on his cock and risk suffocation. His thickness is even more impressive now that I try to make it enter completely intp me.

Still, I don't let that scare me. I want to prove to him that I'm worth it. That I can be a good sub, even though we've only just started playing together.

I shiver while, behind me, Vincent has just put his hand on my ass. He caresses it absentmindedly, making me nervous. Not knowing what he's going to do next makes the wait that much harder to bear.

Still, I must concentrate on my task. I cough a little as Arthur's cock hits the back of my throat. Both men laugh at my reaction, making me blush. I have never felt so open, so vulnerable. I’m at the mercy of their will and their desire. And for nothing in the world would I want it to be otherwise.

Forgotten the wise and reasonable girl, the one who was about to embark on a married life of the most banal and boring. I’m now a real slut under the hand of these dominants.

A scream escapes my throat. Behind me, Vincent has just slapped his hand on my ass with a loud and powerful slap. So powerful that I find myself propelled forward, spitting out Arthur's cock and falling onto his stomach.

The two men sneer at my reaction. I look up at my lover, lost. His fingers tug at my hair, pulling me to him as he lowers into me.

“You let two men take you like a little slut. Such behavior deserves punishment, don't you think?”

My mouth opens in surprise. I have never heard such depraved remarks. And yet, between my thighs, I can feel my excitement flowing. Yes. I want them to punish me. My eyes locked with Arthur's, I nod enthusiastically, making him smile.

“Good girl, you know your place. Suck my cock now.”

Without giving me time to answer, he pushes my head toward his cock again. I barely have time to open my mouth when it finds itself filled with this most imposing member. I cough but hold on.

Immediately, Vincent's large hand falls on my ass again, making me shudder. The man has such power that with each new slap, I find myself propelled forward, taking his friend even deeper at the same time.

Every time I think I've reached my limit, men make me go further, taking a few more inches of this monstrous cock.

Tears are starting to roll down my cheeks. Yet, I’m not afraid. I don't want to stop. I want to keep feeling this burn, in my throat and on my ass. Being in pain makes me feel better. It frees me from the weight of my shoulders.

There is only this moment that must be overcome. My breath to focus on. Trying to breathe, again and again, despite the assaults of these dominants who transform my body into their playground.

Without warning, Arthur starts pounding my mouth, holding me firmly in place with his strong grip on my hair. Behind me, Vincent doesn’t slow his spanking, quite the contrary. I feel like I'm going to pass out if this continues.

But soon, my lover freezes, his belly contracting as he empties himself entirely into my mouth. When he pulls back, he presses firmly against my jaw, forcing me to keep it closed.

“Swallow. Don’t you dare spill a single drop.”

This threat goes straight to my clit in an electric shock. Part of me wonders what he would do if I opened my mouth to let his seed run down the sheets and down his thighs.

But I hold back. The other man's slaps are already strong enough as it is. I don't know if I could take any more. So, I swallow everything he gave me, before opening my mouth to prove it to him. He pats my cheek.

“Good girl.”

These are only two words, and yet they are enough to make me wetter than ever. But my relief is only short-lived. Arthur lets go of my hair, causing me to fall heavily onto the bed.

Behind me, Vincent continues to knock. I'm shaking. Now that I don't have that cock to focus on anymore, I feel like that spanking is more painful, more intense.

A scream rips through the air as his hand crashes against my pussy. I collapse on the bed, rolling on my side with my wrists tied behind my back. My breathing is erratic, I dare not look at the dominants, too scared of what I might see in their eyes.

Immediately, a pair of hands clasp my hips, pulling me back into my previous position. I almost want to cry, thinking my punishment isn't over. I love this experience, but I don't know if I could endure this spanking for long.

A gasp escapes my throat as the man's fingers start toying with my slit, covering themselves with my excitement.

“Completely soaked. My little slut. Excited even by a spanking. You need a tougher treatment, right?”

I tense, wondering what he means by that. Is this going to hurt? Will I be able to bear it? Will I in turn receive pleasure?

My questions are quickly answered. Vincent has just plunged two fingers into me. He walks them back and forth in my pussy, preparing me for what's next. I don't know what his cock looks like, but from the glimpse I got of his swimsuit, I might feel it passing.

As if hearing my thoughts, he climbs onto the bed, the mattress sinking under his weight. In a few seconds, he finds himself against me. His cock is out, he pats it against my soaked pussy.

I let out a soft moan as he rocks it back and forth along my slit, covering himself in my arousal while teasing my clit in the sneakiest of ways.

My breath stops when suddenly he stops playing. His tip pushes against my entrance, forcing his way into me. I grit my teeth. His two fingers lazily playing inside me were far from enough to prepare me for his cock. I haven't seen it, but it feels as monstrous to me as Arthur's.

I raise my head to the latter, trying to find some comfort in this familiar face. The man doesn’t miss a beat of the show, his eyes fixed on the place where his friend’s cock disappears in me.

But every once in a while, he runs his hand through my hair. He caresses them distractedly, as if I were his little dog, congratulating me for being so docile for them.

I close my eyes again as the man behind me begins his long back and forth. Inch after inch, he takes possession of my body, marking me with his passage. I moan, indulging in this depraved and delicious experience.

“Damn, you were right. She's so tight it looks like she's going to swallow my cock.”

“Best pussy in the world.”

I open my eyes, my cheeks flushed with shame and pleasure. I can't believe they talk about me like that, like I'm a little toy, something that has no other purpose than to be a reel for them. It's degrading, humiliating. And I love that.

I look at Arthur who gives me a knowing wink. Between his legs, his cock is hard again. I lick my lips, making him laugh softly. It's not my fault it's so tasty. I want to have it in me, here, now.

I let out a disappointed sigh as Vincent pulls away from me and gets off the bed. His large cock filled me perfectly and brought me incomparable pleasure. But I got it. I have no say in this.

Arthur stands up too. But I don't have time to worry for long. His friend takes his place, his cock soaked in my excitement showing up in front of my face. And behind me, I feel the mattress sag. They just swapped places. For my greatest pleasure.

Vincent is the first to act, grabbing my hair to bring me closer to his cock. I take it without hesitation. I forget my shame as I feel my own taste along his length. The gesture is demeaning, and I can't believe I'm doing it.

But I no longer ask myself the slightest question when Arthur touches me, pushing without waiting his cock inside me. I sigh despite my full mouth. I can't explain it, but I missed his cock. It's strange to feel such a thing for someone you barely know. But I don't care.

The pleasure they bring me now is far too important to think about anything else. Behind me, the dominant is already starting his back and forth, tearing me apart like never before to force his way deep inside me.

In front of me, Vincent doesn’t hold back his hip movements, sinking ever further into my throat. I cough, I choke, but I hold on. I’m nothing more than their little toy, and I love it.

I gasp in surprise as Arthur's fingers slide against my pussy, covering themselves with my arousal, before rising much higher. I blush violently when I feel them approach my ass.

Without the slightest hesitation, the man presses a first finger against my crenelated entrance. He pushes it in, passing the resistance to sneak inside me. No one had ever touched me there. I had never even thought of it.

Good girls don't do that, do they? And yet, that’s what’s happening. Instead of a honeymoon with my husband, I end up with two strangers, letting them use every part of my body.

Naked and full as ever, I let these dominants destroy my body as they see fit. I’m their little thing, their little doll. And I love that. Arthur adds a second finger in my ass, making me feel many more new sensations. I'm torn like never before. And I love that.

I hold back a scream against the other man's cock as he slips his free hand between my legs, pressing down on my clit. My whole body is shaking now. I can't hold on anymore. I forget all logic, all reason.

It's just these electric shocks that are pouring through my nerves at a constant rate. They are getting stronger. And soon, without being able to control it, I find myself devastated by a powerful orgasm.

My whole body contracts around the two men as the waves of pleasure take over my body. My tight pussy leads Arthur in his fall. He pulls out just in time to squirt long spurts on my back.

It doesn’t take more for Vincent to withdraw from my mouth. Unceremoniously, he turns me around. Eyes misty with orgasm, I watch him jerk off on top of me until he covers my swollen breasts with his hot seed.

Panting, he leans towards me, catching my jaw between his fingers.

“Tell me Submissive. You came without our permission, right?”

“I… Yes. Sorry.”

“It’s ok. We have the whole night ahead of us. We’re going train you properly.”


Chapter 5

Quietly, I continue to swim in the warm water of the pool. I'm not quite sure how I achieve this. After that depraved night, it's a miracle I was even able to get out of my room.

It may not be very reasonable to exercise. I might have a cramp. But I really wanted to come and relax here. Besides, I have my knights in shining armor to get me out of the water if that ever happens.

I turn my head towards them. Vincent is lying on a deckchair, occasionally stopping his reading to look at me. Arthur meanwhile is sitting on the edge of the pool, his eyes never leaving me for a second.

I pretend to ignore him, resuming my laps. In fact, I can't help but smile as I feel his gaze on me. I have never felt so sexy. And powerful. I submitted to their law, and yet, I feel like I’m the one who has the cards in hand.

After a few minutes, I get tired of this little game. With a few kicks, I get closer to him. He spreads his legs and I come to between them, resting my wet hands on his bare skin.

I lick my lips feeling the power of his thighs under my fingers. I already imagine myself riding one of them, rubbing my clit against his impressive muscles until I reach orgasm.

Then my eyes drift to his cock. Even at rest, it forms a bump in his swimsuit. I took care of it all night, and even this morning, in the shower. Still, I'm already dying to see it again.

"See anything you're interested in, Princess?"

I purse my lips looking at him. His eyes may be hidden by sunglasses, I know they shine with mischief. I take an innocent pose, bringing my arms up around myself… And pushing my breasts together to make them look even bigger.

The man smiles before sliding into the water. Without even thinking, I put my hands on his muscular chest, desperate to feel his skin against mine again. His quickly find their way to my ass, squeezing it sensually.

I wrap my legs around his hips, sticking our crotch together. He smiles before capturing my lips, his tongue slipping into my mouth to play with mine. I moan, unable to stop myself. I think if I listened to myself, I would take his cock out of his swimsuit, right now, to impale myself on it.

“You really can't get enough of it, can you? When are you leaving here again?”

“Next Tuesday.”

“Perfect, that leaves us plenty of time to have a little fun.”

“For real?”

“Oh, Princess… We are far from finished with you.”

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

A Submissive Punishment

You liked this book? Next part is out!
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“Look at you, so desperate. Go ahead, open your mouth. Show me how sorry you are.”

I’ve been in this paradise for days now, my solo honeymoon turned into a lustful marathon. Surrounded by these two men I met on the plane, I let myself go to my darkest desires. Under their hands, I’m even ready to expose myself in public. I push all the limits, mine, but also theirs...

So, when I decide to disobey my dominants, the punishment is terrible.

My hands tied by a belt, I must face their manly treatments. I didn't know anything about BDSM before. But with them, I find myself being a submissive avid of their lustful games. I never say my safe word, even when they pull a crop out of their toy bag. I know it. The greater the pain and nervousness, the more intense the pleasure will be.

And when they start showing interest in the most taboo part of my anatomy, I know I'll soon be screaming with pleasure.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

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

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

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

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

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve.

They’ll offer everything to their Masters. Even if it means spreading their legs or opening their mouths for other men.

And in return, they’ll get everything they ever wanted. They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.

◆◆◆

Fully Used
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“You’re going to be mine for the weekend. I’m gonna use you where I want, when I want.”

After four years of marriage, our intimate life was starting to get boring. Until my husband introduced these free use weekends. Whatever he wants to do to me, I have to say yes, or use my safe word. Today, he sets the bar even higher. I won’t be allowed to reach ecstasy...

Unless I beg him to take the most forbidden part of my body.

To make me submit, my dominant will go to any lengths. He makes me crawl through the house, naked and with a vibrating egg inside me. And when I still resist, it's time for my punishment. Tied in handcuffs, I must bear his hands and his crop.

But no matter what I claim. I love that he uses me like that. Even when he humiliates me by filming me and forcing me to watch him degrade my body in the mirror. I’m his perfect submissive.

And even though he’s a big guy, I will welcome him everywhere inside me.
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