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You want more?


Chapter 1

My fingers close with a little more force around Arthur's. I'm suddenly nervous. To say I’m the one who wanted to come here.

We've been talking about it for weeks, this idea becoming part of all our fantasies, of all our games. Whenever he pounds me, he describes in stark detail everything that's going to happen to me here.

Now that it's getting real, I can feel the nervousness twisting in my stomach. What if I wasn't up to it? What if those men didn't want me? Worse… What if I disappointed my dominant? Nothing would shame me more than failing one of his tests.

Months have passed since we met on my solo honeymoon. He brought me back to life, after the humiliation I experienced by being left at the altar. He made me discover a pleasure that I didn’t know was possible. He revealed me to myself. Now he’s about to give me the ultimate test.

Oh, he already shared me. With Vincent, his best friend. Another dominant. But this is the first time he’s offering me to other people. It makes me nervous. And terribly excited. The idea of being the center of attention for these men inflates my ego.

For an evening, they’ll only have eyes for me. I’ll be their little thing. The toy that they can take as they please. What they ask of me, I will give. My legs will be spread apart for them, as will my mouth.

No matter how many they are. I’m ready to give myself to them, despite my nervousness. I know that as long as Arthur is by my side, nothing bad can happen to me. Oh, there will be pain, I'm sure. I hope so, even. No game seems complete without a good spanking. It doesn't matter if he gives it to me with his hands or with a whip. I'm ready to take it all.

I shiver as Arthur opens the door to the private club, his hand on the small of my back inviting me in. I bite my lip, taking in my surroundings. The places are of a hushed elegance. Everything exudes luxury here, from the marble floor to the red silk tapestries.

I barely react when Arthur takes off my coat, revealing the outfit he made me wear. A tight black dress, emphasizing each of my assets. My generous breasts, my slender waist, and my wide hips that he likes to grab every time he pounds me from behind. That is, almost every day.

I don't really know how it happened. One day, I was newly single, crashing at my best friend's place. The next, I found myself sharing a bed with this extraordinary man.

I thought it would just be a one-night stand. Now, the dominant can't seem to get enough of me. Much to my delight...

Day after day, he makes me discover his universe, transforming me into the perfect submissive surrendering under his expert hand. There is nothing I deny him. I have never regretted letting him use me as he pleases.

There is nothing I deny him. Not even the use of my most taboo entry. Before him, I had never even thought about anal. For me, it was a practice reserved for porn stars. Not to everyday people.

But with him, nothing is taboo. He can use me when he wants, how he wants. And even make me wear a plug all day, like the one that is now hidden in my ass.

My cheeks flush at the thought, and yet I can't help but hope he'll take me there tonight too. That he will invite one of these strangers that I’m about to meet to settle between my thighs to accompany him.

Be taken everywhere at once. To be nothing more than a doll submitted to their desire. This is what I want.

I jump as a man enters the room, dragging a woman on a leash behind him. She keeps her eyes lowered in submission. Her red dress is just as sexy as mine. My dominant doesn’t hesitate to look at her.

I should feel jealous that I'm not the only woman here. But on the contrary, it reassures me. It's like having a friend in the test. We share a smile as she looks up at me. This exchange is brief, her dominant starting to talk.

“Well, what a beautiful creature you bring to us tonight. I brought my sub too, I hope you don't mind. But there are many of us. I figured it wouldn't hurt to have an extra pair of hands.”

“Sure. It’s their hands that interest us the most.”

The men laugh and I blush violently. Still, I can't hide my excitement. I should feel humiliated, want to leave. But my nipples pointing against the thin fabric of my dress hide nothing of my feelings.

My dominant turns to me, pulling a leash out of his jacket. A shiver runs through me as the click of his leash closes on my collar. Then, it’s a piece of fabric that he takes out of his pocket.

“You remember the rule, right? You are not allowed to see club members. You're going to keep this blindfold on your eyes all along. I will be near you every moment. They all know your safe word. If you say it, everything will stop. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

My voice quivers a little more than I would have liked, squeezing a smile out of him. He gently pats my cheek before plunging me into darkness. My stomach tightens with nervousness and excitement. That's it. It's about to begin.

“You are perfect. Let's go. My friends are eager to discover your little body.”


Chapter 2

I'd never have believed it could be so difficult to walk blindfolded. My heels click on the floor as my master leads me into another room. Immediately, the atmosphere changes.

I don't need to see them to know this room is full of men. The sexual tension escaping from them is far too strong to ignore. Subconsciously, I move closer to my dominant, hoping to find some comfort against him.

He lets me go, continuing to push me forward, surely parading with pride. He likes to expose me. Show everyone that I belong to him. And me too, I love it. Despite the nervousness, I’m excited as ever.

Especially when gritty comments and whistles start flying all over the room. Apparently, they are happy with what is brought to them. So much the better. I’m ready to give them everything, as long as they give me the opportunity.

“It's a nice little thing you bring us here, Arthur.”

“She's the best submissive I've ever had. She’s very precious to me, so you better look after her.”

“Hey, you know us. We’ll take very good care of her.”

New bursts of laughter escape from the men. But it's my dominant's words that make me vibrate. Hearing him compliment me so naturally, in front of all his friends, thrills me.

The man tugs gently on my leash, encouraging me to move forward again. I try to focus on my breathing, rather than the anxiety building up in my stomach. I don't know anything about this room.

Is it big, small? Is it filled with torture objects, or just comfy sofas? I have no way of knowing. No way to find me. Only my leash gives me an anchor point, a link with my master. If he were to drop it, I would be completely lost.

My heart beats faster as we finally come to a stop. I can feel a piece of furniture near me, without knowing what it is. My dominant clicks his tongue.

“Bend over.”

Without even thinking, I do so, stretching my hands out in front of me until they come into contact with a fluffy surface. I think... I think it's a pool table.

I bite my lip. He hadn't lied about it being a gentlemen's club. But I didn't think it would go as far as getting fucked on a play table.

A shiver runs through me as he slowly lifts the bottom of my dress, bringing it up to my hips. A few whistles are heard at the sight of my ass. I blush violently, not believing that I let him do that.

A few months ago, I was a completely normal girl, with the most banal sex life, even vanilla. And now I get dragged around on a leash and show all of myself to strangers. I died of shame. And yet, the excitement flowing down my thighs hides nothing of my depravity.

Slowly, my dominant strokes my ass, making me squeal when he hits them for the first time. A few laughs are heard, but I can only focus on my dominant. On his hand that runs through me lightly, offering a show to his friends while reassuring me with his comforting presence. He relaxes me, reminds me that he’s there no matter what.

I can't hold back a squeal as he hits my ass again. Then, he slides his hand under the elastic of my thong, snapping it repeatedly against my skin, making me moan. I gasp in surprise when he yanks it, tearing it apart.

I bite my lip. Okay, that little piece of fabric didn't hide much. Yet, it gave me a semblance of protection. Now I’m completely exposed to their gaze. There is nothing left to hide.

In this position, I know they can plug it into me, and the extent of my perversion. My cheeks blush heavily when someone notices it out loud. My master wastes no time giving them a demonstration.

He grabs the toy, pushing it back and forth in my most taboo entrance. I can't help but growl loudly, causing the room to murmur approval. I'm sure everyone can already imagine taking me in this shameful place.

But no one will be allowed to do it. It’s a place that I reserve for my dominant, no matter the insistence of others. And even if my blindfold prevents me from seeing what is happening, I know that he will respect my choice.

I bite my lip as he stops playing with the plug and descends lower, until I reach my clit. He gently presses on it. Far too gently. Still, I can't help but sigh with pleasure. My nerves are so raw, each of his caresses seems more intense than the last.

Suddenly, he plunges two fingers into me, causing me to cry out in surprise. I bite my lip when already, a wet sound echoes in the room. If they had any doubts, now they can all hear how horny I am.

“I told you. My submissive is a real little slut. There won't be too many of you to take care of her. There will be something for everyone, right, Soumise?”

“Y… Yes, Master. Ah!”

His hand crashes hard on my ass to accompany my response. The moan that follows is of pain, but also of pleasure. I shouldn't feel such things. And yet that's how I feel every time he spanks me. I shiver as the man leans over me. His mouth so close to my skin gives me a trail of goosebumps.

“I believe it’s time for the game to begin. What do you say, Submissive? Are you going to be nice to my friends?”

I nod greedily, unable to answer. Ordinarily, that would have earned me a call to order. I'm supposed to use words when he talks to me. But today, it doesn’t seem to matter.

His arms wrap around my body then lift me up. Before I even have time to realize what he's doing, he has me on my feet. Without the slightest delicacy, he grabs my dress, undoing the zipper before dropping the piece of fabric on the floor.

I bite my lip. I’m now completely naked in front of all these men. My dominant didn't allow me to wear a bra. I understand better why now. It would have been a waste of time.

I swallow hard as he lifts me up to sit on the pool table. With authority, he spreads my legs. He doesn't need to speak to make me understand that I must keep them in this position.

I jump in surprise as his lips meet mine. It's soft, light. A gesture that contrasts with the brutality that awaits me. He whispers one last time in my ear.

“Let the game begin, Princess.”

I can't help but smile at this tender nickname he gives me. It's ridiculous, but these few words, these few gestures, are enough to give me confidence. And I'm going to need it.

Because no sooner does he move away than I feel new presences near me. I take a deep breath, trying not to panic. Hands land on my body. They glide over my skin, numerous and unknown.

At first, it remains almost chaste. They run through my sides, my arms, my legs. But soon, they are more reckless, sliding on the inside of my thighs, going up always higher. A hand embraces one of my breasts, palpating it forcefully, testing its softness, its firmness.

I squeal as fingers land on my clit. They are rough, abrupt. Light years away from the gentleness my dominant was showing moments ago. Still, I can't help but moan in response to the circles drawn on my nerve button.

My nipples find themselves captured in turn. Pinched, gently at first. Then, with a force that almost makes me scream. All my senses are awake. I no longer know where to turn, so many hands are resting on my body.

I'm just a doll they can play with all they want. I shiver when I feel someone climb on the pool table next to me. Soon, they grab my hand. I let myself go, not the least surprised when my fingers come into contact with a taut cock.

It’s clear that these men don’t have the patience of my dominant. He's the type to drag things out. No matter how hard his cock is. He always takes the time to play with me first. To push me to the limit, to the point where I couldn't take it anymore, starting to beg him to take me.

No, here, none of that. These men are impatient, eager to discover my body. To use it. So, I comply with their wishes. My hand closes on the outstretched cock, starting to give it a slow back and forth without even having to think about it.

With my eyes blindfolded, it’s impossible to know if the man likes what I do to him. I can only apply myself hoping to do well. Another man climbs in turn, putting my other hand to work.

I lick my lips, hoping my master doesn't miss a single crumb of this depraved spectacle. I moan as two fingers enter me. They’re not as wide as my master's, but longer, and with the same expertise.

I can't help moaning as they trace the outlines of my interior walls. The man knows exactly what to do to drive a woman crazy. My head falls back, I try to control my emotions as these men attack my body in new ways.

I let out a startled squeal as I feel metallic pressure on one of my breasts. A nipple clamp. I lick my lips as she closes in on my skin, cold and dangerous.

My dominant often used such objects on me. And yet, the pinch has never seemed so strong to me. Maybe it's being deprived of my sight that intensifies everything. I sigh as a second clamp is added to my opposite nipple.

I smile. The clip seems to be connected by a chain that falls on my stomach, and to which is hung a small bell. It chimes with every move I make, adding extra stimulation.

I let out a disappointed sigh as the fingers slip away from me, robbing me of their delicious simulation. My surprise is total when I feel them land against my lips. A single pressure is enough to make me understand that I must open my mouth.

I obey, welcoming those fingers, licking them greedily. I should be horrified to taste my own excitement like this. But I don't care. All I care about is cleaning those fingers that brought me pleasure. Show how good a submissive I am, ready to obey them at all costs.

Soon, the fingers withdraw from my mouth. For a few moments, nothing happens, except for the few hands that get lost on my skin. Suddenly, my breath stops. One of these men knelt in front of the pool table, his head now between my thighs.

For endless seconds, his warm breath caresses my pussy, never doing anything. I restrain myself with all my strength from advancing my hips to make him meet me. I know it, I will be punished if I show such impertinence.

Soon, I see myself rewarded. His tongue rests on my soaked skin. He draws a long line across my slit, capturing every drop of my arousal that lies there.

My breathing quickens. I find it difficult to keep up with the cocks stretched out in my hands, as my pleasure takes over. So, the two men help me, moving their pelvis in rhythm. Trying to forget about this man between my thighs, I focus on them, speeding up the movement.

Soon, the first no longer holds. His seed spreads over my hand, on my sides. I bite my lip. I’m far from disgusted by this gesture. On the contrary, it excites me. I like being degraded like this. His companion doesn’t take long to follow him in ecstasy, covering my other side with his seed.

Between my thighs, the man is active. No more shy little licks. He eats me now. His mouth traps my clit, sucking it hard. From time to time, his teeth gnaw at my skin, causing me to squeal uncontrollably. And then his tongue takes over, playing with my clit before descending, penetrating me quickly.

My fingers close around the edge of the pool table. My whole body is shaking. I can't believe I'm already about to come. And yet, the stimulation they all gave me, combined with the excitement that kept me going all day, seemed like enough to push me ever further.

I moan louder and louder, no longer holding back. Before I have time to stop it, an orgasm shoots through my body, devastating everything in its path. All my limbs convulse, my cry of pleasure dies in my throat, and I need all the restraint in the world not to grab the man's hair to force him to stay in place.

I slowly come back to myself, regaining control of my breathing. As I regain my composure, I realize that no one is touching me. They all moved away from me. Still, I can feel their heavy stares on my body.

I bite my lip, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. What is going on? I expected them to pounce on me. To find myself assailed by their powerful cocks. But instead, I am alone.

“I don't remember allowing you to come, Submissive. You train them better than that usually, Arthur.”

“She knows the rule though. If you want to punish her for it, be my guest.”

My heart is pounding. It's true. Usually, I ask permission before indulging in pleasure. But tonight, I forgot everything, far too absorbed by all these new sensations.

I jump as a hand crashes into my inner thigh, burning me with its intensity. Then, one of the strangers grabs my hips. I find myself turned around with force. He presses on my upper back, forcing me to bend over on the pool table.

With the tip of his shoe, he pushes on my heels, making me spread my legs for him. My ass is pointed towards him, totally offered. I’m sure of it. This is going to hurt.

The man slides his fingers down my back, tracing inch by inch down the line of my spine. I tense as he presses my plug without hesitation. He plays with it for a few moments, before withdrawing. I sigh in relief. But it doesn't last.

A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as his hand crashes down hard on my ass. The least we can say is that he doesn’t hold back. If he starts off this strong, what will it be like next?

My body shakes as he hits me again, sending me crashing into the hard wood of the pool table. He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my ear. I feel incredibly small compared to him.

“Now you’re going to count. Be careful. If you are wrong, I’ll start from the beginning. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Sir.”

My response is greeted with another powerful slap. I grit my teeth, holding back a cry, before counting out loud. The man starts again. Once. Twice. Thrice. The intensity of his blows doesn’t weaken.

Painful squeals escape my throat, but I continue to obey him. I wonder if he can see how soaked I am. I certainly shouldn't feel that way about being punished. And yet, I’m excited as ever.

Every spanking brings pleasure at least equal to pain. So, despite my tired body, I continue to count tirelessly… Until the moment I lose track.

I panic, fidgeting on the pool table. A moment of distraction, and I forget everything. My body is sweating, my breathing quickens. The gazes on me grow more intense, as the screams of the other woman fill the room. She seems to be having a better time than me.

“So, Submissive, I wait. Don't make me start over.”

My stomach contracts with worry. Was it eighteen? Or twenty-three? I don’t have the faintest idea. My heart is racing, my mouth is dry as I stammer.

“I…I forgot. I’m sorry, Sir.”

The man clicks his tongue, his hand running dangerously over my damaged skin. I moan as he slides his fingers over my slit, no doubt covering himself in my excitement. Then he leans towards me.

“I'll leave the choice to you, Submissive. Either I start all over again. Either I move on to a more muscular treatment. Ten crop hits.”

I try to concentrate despite my nervousness. I don't know how many hand spanks he intended to give me… So, start over? It seems like a lot. But the crop? I know the pain will be much greater. However, it’s the one I hear myself choosing.

“The… The crop, Sir.”

“Alright.”

For long moments, nothing happens. He makes this moment last, my anxiety increasing every second. Being deprived of my sight does not help matters.

Finally, the first blow lands. A scream dies in my throat. The man puts as much force as with his hand.

“One. Thank you, Sir.”

The man lets out an amused sigh. He didn't ask me to thank him, but he seems to appreciate the gesture. He drops his crop again with force, making me squeal. The blows follow one another, neither he nor I weakening.

When the ninth hit comes, I'm just a trembling, desperate little thing. But no matter what, I'm holding on. Impatiently waiting for the last shot. But this one doesn't happen.

I wait, I wait. The man plays with my nerves, sliding the crop over my thighs without ever dropping it. When I least expect it, he attacks. But not on my ass like before. No. It’s on my soaked clit that he decides to land his final blow.

An overpowering cry escapes from my throat, almost inhuman as the pain is strong. I collapse completely on the pool table, ringing my nipple clamps bell as I fall. I’m a mess, sweaty and flabby, like a disjointed doll. It’s only when he leans towards me that I come back a little countenance.

“Good girl. You took your punishment well. Now you are going to show us how well you take care of us. Prove to your dominant that you have learned the lesson.”


Chapter 3

In an instant, I find myself on the ground. My knees rub against the rough carpet that covers the floor. It will leave marks on me, but I don't care. On the contrary. It excites me. I want to remember this evening for as long as possible. And what better way for that than with marks on my body?

For a moment, nothing happens. All remain perfectly still, as if waiting for a sign. I lick my lips, waiting for something to happen. Finally, there is movement. Even without seeing them, I can feel these men surrounding me.

I bite my lip sexily. I can't wait to satisfy them with my mouth and my hands, or in any way that suits them.

Suddenly, I feel someone approach me. His hand glides authoritatively through my hair. Without even thinking, I open my mouth. He doesn't need to be asked. Immediately, he engulfs his cock in me, not depriving himself to push it without stopping.

It's not as long or thick as my dominant. Far from there. And yet, I must concentrate to take it. Because he compensates for his size with sudden movements.

With his hand blocking the back of my head, there's nothing I can do. I can only suffer his onslaught, accept his pace hoping for a quick deliverance. I know it. When he’s finished, others will take his place. All as strong and excited as him.

Muffled sounds escape my throat as he uses me for his pleasure. I wonder what my dominant thinks, seeing me being used like this by another. I hope he’s happy with me. If I do this for my pleasure, I also do it for him. To make him proud.

Soon, the man in my mouth can't take it anymore. His hand tightens more and more in my hair, sternly holding my head in place. A few more back and forth, and he empties into me with a loud rattle. Looks like he's been waiting for this for weeks.

It's silly, but I take great pride in it. The men in this room are important, real influencers in the city. Businessmen, lawyers, politicians… Lots of famous people, which is why I'm not allowed to see their faces.

These men could have whoever they wanted. Spend the night with the most gifted of prostitutes, or with top models. And yet I’m the one satisfying them. I who brings them all this pleasure. And that, thanks to my dominant and his crazy ideas.

The man withdraws from me, before closing to press my jaw to keep it closed. The message is clear. So, obediently, I swallow the seed he has just offered me, accepting it as the most delicious of gifts.

No sooner does he let go of me than another man positions himself. I start this little game again, pushing it into my mouth without the slightest hesitation. After a few moments, I feel another man approaching. My hair is pulled, forcing me to let go of the first cock to grab the other.

It doesn't take much to understand what is expected of me. Carefully, I move from man to man, grabbing their cocks in my hands to better stabilize them and get on with my task. I apply myself, drawing compliments from these two men.

From across the room, I can hear the other submissive. If I believe the deaf noises that resonate, she is being spanked in turn. With a paddle, I believe. I lick my lips, imagining myself in the woman's shoes.

Sure, I have just received a severe punishment. And yet, I can't help but want more. Too bad if I can't sit down for a week because my skin burns me too much.

The cries of the submissive excite me much more than they should. I never would have thought that hearing another woman could put me in such a state. I feel like I'm in the middle of the hottest porn movie. Secretly, I wish that were the case. Let them film me, to keep an eternal memory of this new and exciting experience.

I apply myself to suck the two men, giving them as much attention as I can, passing from one to the other. One of them slides his hand through my hair, blocking me so he can better use my mouth. The other withdraws from my hand, seeming to lose interest in me.

But a few seconds later, I hear the very recognizable sound of a hand jerking a cock. And if I had any doubts about what he was doing, the liquid I feel falling on my sides moments later gives me answers. He empties into a rattle, covering me with his seed, painting me with his excitement.

I continue to play my tongue on the first man. I'm everywhere at once, exploring the least of its hollows and veins. And my work is paying off. A few more back and forth and he explodes in my mouth. As with the man earlier, I swallow without asking myself the slightest question.

I catch my breath, enjoying the rest they give me. I know it, soon, I will surely have new men to satisfy. But it's not a cock that lands against my lips. No. It's a straw.

I open my mouth to take it. Slowly, I suck in the liquid until I feel a few drops of orange juice fall on my tongue. A hand settles in my hair, stroking it gently. My Master, without a doubt. He offers me a little respite, ensuring my well-being as usual, before sending me into new intense experiences.

As soon as they take the glass away from me, a new cock plunges into my mouth. Its taste is hidden by the acidity of the fruit juice. It doesn’t matter. I adapt to everything. Nothing really makes sense. Obediently, I move my head over this length. My jaw is tired, but I'm not weakening.

Suddenly, I’m lifted, depriving me of this tense member for me. Then, a hand presses on my shoulders, making me fall on all fours. My bell rings at this movement, my nipples still firmly gripped in the clamps.

I bite my lip, expecting anything. I feel a presence in front of me, a man kneels. Soon, a cock taps against my mouth, silently ordering me to let it in. I obey, unable to tell if it’s the one I already received a few moments ago, or a new one. Surely that doesn't make a big difference.

I shiver when I feel someone behind me. A hand rests on my ass, caressing my skin damaged by the crop. It hurts, and yet, I stay perfectly still. Because soon, he heads lower, joining my soaked slit. The man clicks his tongue.

“She’s completely soaked. A real little slut, this submissive.”

“You have no idea.”

I shudder at the sound of my dominant's voice. He's only a few steps away from me, it seems. I had been wondering where he was. If he was having fun with the other submissive or chatting with his friends. But no. He was there. Watching me. To take care of me. He would never leave me alone. Even though I'm not in danger, he watches my every reaction, ready to intervene.

My cheeks flush with pleasure at the thought. Never has a man taken more care of me than he. And this even as he degrades my body in every way imaginable, day after day. He humiliates me, makes me suffer the worst things... And I want more. Because after hardships come pleasure and comfort. For him, I endure everything.

Even this cock plunging deep in my throat, threatening to choke me for good. My fists clench against the ground, seeking some semblance of control over the situation. The skin on my knees burns from rubbing against the floor. But I hold on.

Behind me, the fingers continue to explore me, lifting my lower lips before lazily joining my clit. They barely press on it, making me sigh in frustration against the cock in my mouth.

Without realizing it, I push my hips back, hoping for a little more friction. The man's response is immediate. He hits my ass hard, propelling me forward with a high-pitched squeal. I nearly choke as in that same motion, the other's cock sinks deeper into me.

I cough, tears come to my eyes in response. My mascara is probably running down my cheeks. As for my crimson lipstick, I'm sure it's smeared all over my lower face at the moment. A depraved image, the perfect description of a slut who lets herself be used without the slightest shame.

This idea excites me. I can feel my pussy throbbing. I need to be filled, and fast. Fingers, cock, dildo... I don't care. I'll take whatever they want to give me. As long as they put something in me.

I sigh against the man's cock. My wish has been heard. Two fingers dig into me. Wide. Rough. They expertly tear me apart, plunging so deep inside me that I feel like they'll never stop.

The stranger begins to perform scissor movements, gradually opening me up for him. The feeling is delicious. My nerves are so raw that the slightest caress seems enough to send me into the most powerful of pleasures.

Still, I want more, much more. I would like him to enter me. That I find myself being pushed from one cock to another, choking me on one length while another smashes me from behind. But I have to make do with what I have.

I gasp in surprise as the man in my mouth jerks away. A few seconds later, he lets loose on my face without warning me. My mouth hangs open as I try to catch my breath. This is the first time a man has done this to me. It's so degrading. And yet… I loved it.

My pussy contracts on the fingers which continue their dance. I focus on my breathing, trying to bring it back to normal. It's the only thing I can control in this situation. I’m there, on all fours, totally at the mercy of these men. My chest, my sides, and my face covered with their seeds.

The other woman is screaming now. Judging from the wet sounds that come to me, someone is forcefully entering her. I feel a pang of jealousy. I too want to be taken. To be used with such intensity that I can't move for days. But I must defer to the will of the dominants around me.

I jump as a wet cloth lands on my face. I hadn't felt a man kneel in front of me. And not just any. My teacher. I will recognize this cologne among a thousand. When it mixes with his natural scent, it becomes an explosive cocktail that excites me and reassures me at the same time.

Slowly, he cleans me, removing the traces of his friend's passage. Then he comes even closer, caressing my cheek absent-mindedly before whispering in my ear in his deep voice.

“How about we fill in your little holes now?”

My breath hitches, and I nod greedily, making him laugh. He knows it. For him, I’m a real slut. Since the beginning of the evening, I have only been waiting for this. So, I respond appropriately, too afraid of being punished rather than rewarded.

“Yes Master. Please. I need it.”

“My little slut… Let’s get settled properly.”


Chapter 4

Ignoring my legs, aching from being on all fours, I follow my dominant. I concentrate on my steps so as not to fall despite my heels. Fortunately, we don't go far.

My mouth opens as my body encounters a piece of furniture. I don't need to see it to know what it is. The leather speaks for itself. It's a BDSM bench. I lick my lips. He has already attached me to such an object. And I can't wait to do it again.

I put my hands on the object, finding support there while my dominant wraps my body in his arms. In an instant, I find myself uplifted. My knees rest on promontories made especially for them.

Soon, my dominant is closing a loop of leather on my thigh, immobilizing me. The next one is quickly trapped in the same way. My heart beats a little faster as he grabs my arms, tying them in turn. Finally, he completely secures my position by closing a last strap around my waist.

I absolutely can't move. My spread thighs offer a royal road to my pussy, for whoever wants to settle there. And given the leaning position of the bench, it doesn't take long for me to realize that my mouth is as free to access as the rest.

So much the better. I’m ready to be used again and again. They can keep me there all weekend if they want. I will not oppose it.

Distractedly, Arthur caresses my ass, before playing with the plug in me. I don't tense up. I trust him completely to take good care of that part of me. He’s the first who took it. I have absolute confidence in him.

I squeal as he digs two fingers into me, moving them back and forth lazily. If I listened to myself, I would beg him to take me. To show them all why he is my master. No man thrills me like him.

They can all get over me. He’s the one who can bring me the strongest pleasure. My body responds to him instinctively, as if it recognizes him no matter what. I completely belong to him.

I feel him go around me. I don't need to see him to guess he's squatting in front of me. I frown as a wet sound escapes his mouth. A few moments later, he answers my question.

“You are delicious, Submissive.”

I feel myself blushing at these words. He tasted my excitement on his fingers. Moments later, his lips meet mine. His tongue makes its way into his mouth. I groan as I taste my own taste on his tongue. It is depraved, degrading, and terribly exciting at the same time.

I let myself into the kiss, moaning in disappointment when he parted our lips. I was ready to kiss him for the rest of the night. But his friends are waiting. I can't let this happen.

My mouth drops open as I feel one of them sticking to me. That's it. They will finally take me. I can feel my clit throbbing at the thought. It's like I can never be satisfied. I don't care how many men fuck me. I'm desperate for more.

I almost moan as the man starts thrusting his tip into me. I shouldn't be so reactive like that. But I can't help it. This is what my master made me with after weeks of training. I became his perfect submissive. Docile and insatiable.

The man sinks slowly, but never stops. He’s not very thick, but endowed with an unusual length. Every time I think he's going to make it to the end, he finds new inches to shove into me.

I can help but sigh when finally, his hips meet my ass. If he had taken his time until then, this is no longer the case. Because immediately, he starts pounding me quickly.

I growl, as much for pleasure as for the roughness of his rhythm. Each time he thrusts in, he forcefully encounters the damaged skin of my ass, reminding me at every moment of the harshness of my punishment.

But soon, my grunts turn into moans of pleasure. The rhythm may be insane, but it suits me perfectly. Each thrust of his thrusts hits me deeper, threatening to send me into another orgasm.

Quickly, another man comes to stand in front of me. My cries of pleasure are muffled by this cock that sinks into my mouth. Thus attached, I can do nothing but suffer their comings and goings. I’m their prisoner. And I love that.

It doesn't matter how many men want to use me tonight. I have energy for all of them. The other woman seems in the same mood, as her cries echo loudly through the room.

I hope the building is well soundproofed. The whole neighborhood could hear her, if she continues to scream like that. That doesn’t bother me. Despite the shame twisting my stomach, a dark part of me secretly longs to be caught.

I imagine the gaze of these strangers discovering what is happening here. Will it be neighbors, coming to complain about the noise? Police coming to put an end to this disorder? Maybe they could join us. Fuck me to teach all the men in this room a lesson. Show them what happens when you play with the law.

I smile to myself at the idea, failing to be able to do it for real. The man in my mouth is not going easy. He uses every available square inch of my warm cavity. I'm sure my jaw will be sore all week. But the pain is worth it, when I hear his moans of pleasure.

I frown when I hear a very recognizable sound. Someone is standing there, very close to me. A man jerking off looking at me. I feel both embarrassed and terribly excited hearing this noise.

The man is so impatient that he doesn’t take the time to wait his turn, preferring to touch himself while looking at me. Does he imagine himself using my mouth or my wet pussy? Maybe both. Perhaps he is even more depraved. Maybe he imagines using my little ass offered to his gaze.

His eyes are the only thing that will be allowed to use that part of me. Only two men have been there. Arthur, and his best friend, Vincent. A dominant who has shared our games from the very beginning. Since that solo honeymoon on a paradise island.

If Arthur is my real dominant, I also like to play with his friend. He’s often rough and impatient, taking me forcefully without being the least bit interested in my feelings. That doesn’t bother me. Arthur is always there to give me aftercare.

I'm almost disappointed that the man is not here tonight. Arthur told me he was on a business trip when I asked him. It doesn't matter. There are plenty of men here to satisfy all my desires.

I squeal against the man's cock in my mouth as the one behind me eagerly withdraws. Moments later, he empties on me, his seed splashing my ass, my back. I can't help but smile. He marks me, to remind everyone that he has been there.

The primary attitude of these dominants will always amuse me. It's as if they were driven by their darkest instincts, no longer thinking about anything but their pleasure and their power.

Immediately, someone comes to take his place. I can barely focus on his cock sinking inside me. I'm far too distracted by the one emptying into my mouth with a long, satisfied groan. How many did that tonight? I lost count.

He gives way to another in a perfectly choreographed dance. I wonder if they do this every week. Maybe even every night. That would not surprise me. They all seem perfectly insatiable. Like me.

I moan louder as the man behind me speeds up his movements. I try to move my hips to go at his pace. But I have too many straps on my body to really have any control over my movements.

My lover is accelerating on his own. A sound of pleasure comes to me from the side, quickly accompanied by a wet feeling on my back. The jerking man just unleashed himself on me. I no longer have the slightest shame, this depraved gesture exciting me to the highest degree. The dominant in me notices.

“She really likes it, the slut. Her little pussy contracts on my cock. I think she needs us to go even harder.”

I lick my lips as the man in front of me pulls away from my mouth. I wonder what those words mean, now that I find myself completely empty. Several hands rest on my body. Soon, I’m detached again.

I'm not free though. My arms are crossed behind my back. A rope slips over my skin, trapping my wrists. The position is not very comfortable and yet I love the feeling of these links on me.

A few moments later, I find myself lifted and again placed on the ground. I'm lying on the carpet, my ass pressing against my cuffed hands. The position is not comfortable, but I don't care.

I'm way too busy with the strong hands that land on my inner thighs, spreading them wide. A man slips between them. With the same vigor, he grabs my hips lifting them so that I align myself better with his body.

A scream dies in my throat as he impales me on his cock in a single motion. I may have already welcomed several cocks in me, I feel open in two. If Arthur is well endowed, this stranger is simply monstrous.

I focus on my breathing as he begins to move slowly inside me, pulling me apart like never before. Luckily, I'm wetter than ever. I don't think I could have endured it any other way.

In this precise moment, the thrill of pain mixes with that of pleasure in a delicious cocktail. Despite my hisses of embarrassment, I can't help but move my hips to find a better angle, to feel it a little more.

The man doesn’t waste a moment. He grabs my leg to put it on his shoulder. Then he leans over me until my knee touches my chest. I let out a long squeal. I feel full like never before.

His monstrous cock makes the presence of the plug in me even more imposing. My head jerks back as he begins powerful hip thrusts. He doesn't go particularly fast, but his size makes everything that much more intense.

This time, no one comes to occupy my mouth. He leaves me all alone. Probably more to savor my pathetic squeaks better than out of kindness. But that doesn't matter. Whatever the reason, I appreciate this short respite.

High-pitched screams escape my throat as he pounds me again and again without seeming to tire. I don't know how, he keeps up. Me, I'm just exhausted. Still, I hold on.

When a hand slips between my thighs, I know that my deliverance won’t take long to arrive. This time, I learned my lesson. Between two uncontrolled moans, I hear myself begging him.

“Please! Can I come?”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock splitting you in half.”

To accompany his words, the man bends me over even more, pushing himself even deeper inside me if that's possible. I scream now, unable to control myself as an orgasm shoots through me.

It's barely if I feel the stranger emptying in me a few moments later, as I tremble at the intensity of my orgasm. It's not until I hear my dominant's voice in my ear that I snap back to reality.

“How about we show them what you're capable of with your little ass, huh, Submissive?”

Breathless, I nod. I'm exhausted, but I don't want to stop there. Not until he takes me into that taboo area of my anatomy. This evening wouldn't be complete without it.

He gently strokes my hair before lifting me up. I shiver as his voice still whispers in my ear.

“You're not going to settle for just me, are you?”

I swallow with difficulty. Really? He wants to take me right away with someone else? Usually, he gives me time to get used to him. And yet, I decide to trust him. Again, I nod.

It doesn't take much for him to lower me back to the ground. I let out a surprised cry as I find myself sitting on top of a man, his cock taut against my clit.

I move my hips slightly to find out a little more about the man. With my hands still tied behind my back, I owe my balance only to my master who holds me by the shoulders.

It doesn’t take more than a few moments for the two men to position me and slide me on the big cock of the one lying on the ground. Gently, my master lays me down on the man's chest. His scent seems vaguely familiar to me, without my being able to put a name to it. It's only when he whispers in my ear that I recognize him.

“Are you having fun, Doll?”

“Vincent?!”

“You didn't think I’d let you enter this world without witnessing it.”

A big smile stretches my lips. I now feel much more relaxed. I know Vincent. I've done this with him many times before. I’m perfectly confident, despite the difficult ordeal that awaits me. I just want to slide on his cock again.

Behind me, Arthur settles in, slowly removing my plug. Then I hear the very distinctive sound of lubricant flowing from the tube. He even makes some fall between my buttocks, for good measure.

He pushes his tip against my crenelated entrance. I groan as he begins to push his way inside me. Even though I'm used to it, his cock still seems huge and impossible to take.

Yet, I must do it. I've held on so far. I wouldn't want to fail being so close to the goal. One last time, I must make him proud.

So, I let him sink into me, always further. My forehead rests against Vincent's shoulder. This one remains perfectly still, patient while his friend enters me. From time to time, he strokes my hair, whispering salacious words to me that I barely hear, so focused on my breathing. I have to hold on.

Finally, my dominant is deep inside me. He doesn't move immediately, so in turn stroking my bare skin to help me relax. Vincent is the first to move, surely impatient to taste me again.

I can't hold back a satisfied sigh as his cock thrusts back and forth inside me with a wet sound. I had missed it. I feel full as ever, opened by these two men who know me so well now.

I find myself moving my hips, inviting my dominant to move. He doesn't need to be told twice. In turn, he begins to visit me with his cock. For a moment, my breath hitches as he pulls out and sinks fully inside me again.

Soon, I get used to these feelings. The two men move in rhythm as they know how to do so well. They seem to take pleasure in alternating their movements to disturb me, to keep me from getting too used to their actions. That doesn’t bother me. On the contrary.

This constant friction only makes things even more delicious. My clit is throbbing. I’m in the perfect angle for him to be constantly stimulated. My screams fill the room. I don't know if the others are watching us. If they tune in to the show we offer them.

And frankly, I don't care. We might as well be at my dominant's, just the three of us. It wouldn't make the slightest difference to me. My pleasure would be the same.

My body contracts, my pussy tightens around Vincent's cock. Soon, he no longer holds, emptying into me. He chuckles softly, as if surprised he didn't last longer than that.

His hand pulls on the chain attached to my nipple clamps. I meow at the delicious tugging sensation.

“Come on doll. Come for us. Show them all how good you are for your master.”

I nod, moving my hips faster, going in a frantic race for the ultimate pleasure.

A few more movements, and suddenly, I feel myself leaving. The orgasm surges through me like a tsunami taking everything in its path. I collapse on Vincent's chest like a rag doll. This evening was so emotional that I can't even stand up straight.

This doesn't seem to bother my master in the least. He grips my hips with both hands, pounding me frantically before coming too, emptying himself deep inside me.

I let out a satisfied sigh against Vincent's shoulder. I know it. I successfully entered their world.


Chapter 5

I sigh, laying my head on Arthur's shoulder. He lets me do it, his arm wrapping around me, bringing me a little closer to him.

I stare absently out of the taxi window. The lights of the city parade before our eyes. Soon they turn into shapeless little dots as my eyes cloud with fatigue.

This evening was intense, and having been in the dark probably doesn’t help me to see better. It doesn’t matter. My dominant is near me, he will guide me to our destination. His apartment.

I could almost say ours. Even though most of my stuff is still at my best friend’s, I spend most of my time at his place. At first it was just a practical thing. A simple way to satisfy our darkest and most perverse needs, whenever we wanted.

But now I find myself naturally going there after work. We cook, we dine together. We watch TV, or we go out. Of course, these outings are often accompanied by perverted games, such as the use of remote-controlled vibrating toys.

But despite everything, our relationship seems to be growing stronger. Sometimes I even find it more real than the one I had with my fiancé.

I never thought it would come to this the day I let this stranger drag me into the plane bathroom to fuck me. And yet, here we seem to have a real relationship, without either of us ever really addressing the issue.

I know I probably should, to avoid getting heartbroken again. But not tonight. No. Tonight, I just want that sweet intimacy between us.

I sigh in relief as he caresses my arm. I will never tire of his tender gestures, so contrasting with the harshness of his actions when we play. I almost fall asleep, feeling completely safe.

I jump when he softly says my name. We have arrived. The taxi parked in front of his house.

I wince as I get out of the car. Now that the adrenaline from the evening has subsided, my body relaxes, and I feel each of these men passing through every nook and cranny of my body.

I can barely walk. My dominant notices it immediately. Without even giving me time to react, he wraps his arms around me and picks me up, ignoring the amused gaze of the doorman of his luxury building.

The man must just think that Arthur is gallant, that my feet hurt from a night out in too high heels. He must be light years away from imagining the depraved things these men did to me tonight.

After giving me a long hot shower, Arthur covers my body with one of his T-shirts, far too big for me. He kisses me tenderly before looking at me, an amused glint in his eyes.

“It's about time you brought some stuff in here, don't you think?”

“I like your T-shirts, they're comfortable.”

“You've been practically living here for weeks. You might as well move in.”

“You… are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more certain of a thing. I know we haven't been dating that long. Still, the feeling of knowing you. I have never had such a connection with a submissive. I want more. Much more. Of course, we don't have to. If it's too fast for you-”

“Let’s do it!”

I cut it with fervor. My dominant laughs at my enthusiasm, before wrapping his arms around me and kissing my forehead tenderly. I snuggle against him, breathing in his reassuring scent as he picks me up and leads me to his bed. Our bed.

I feel like I'm dreaming. But the painful aches I feel are far too powerful not to be real. It's truly my life. He lays me against him, kissing my lips softly, before whispering in my ear as I fall asleep.

“I love you, Princess.”

Lying in his arms, I smile softly before sinking into sleep. It’s certain now, I found the man of my life.

- THE END -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

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 of the series : A Submissive Revenge 

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

Dominated by the Biker
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“You have to learn your place. I’m the Dominant, you’re the Submissive. You don’t get a say.”

I’m the luckiest woman in the world. Stuck in a snowstorm, I could have ended up anywhere. But I came across a biker bar. And the owner plans to do much more than offer me a drink. I already found him attractive, but when I learn that he’s a dominant, I only have one idea in mind:

Let this stranger initiate me to BDSM

Whatever he orders, I obey without even thinking of saying my safe word. This is how I find myself naked in the middle of his bar, my wrists tied by his leather belt. The spanking he gives me is painful... And delicious. He’s a complete stranger, yet I offer myself completely to him. My whole body is open for him to take.

For this older biker, I become the perfect submissive.
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