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You want more?


Chapter 1

< My Master: I’m gonna eat you until your legs are shaking. You remember how I made you come four times with my tongue? It's nothing compared to what I’m gonna do to you when we meet again. I’m gonna tie you to the bed. Only your safe word can save you. But trust me, you won't want to use it. >

I hold back a gasp of surprise, holding my phone to my chest to hide this message. Nervous, I look around. Fortunately, none of my colleagues pay attention to me. They’re all way too interested in their work.

Good. I don't need to see myself in a mirror to know that my cheeks are flushed with shame and excitement. I should have known when I saw his name pop up on my screen. A man doesn't save his number on your phone as “my master” to text you about the weather.

I'm taking risks, and yet, I can't help but look at the message again. For a moment, I close my eyes. Immediately, the image of Arthur settled between my thighs reappears.

I never would have believed that such pleasure was possible. Yet in one week, this man gave me more orgasms than all the others before him combined.

This is definitely not what I had planned for my honeymoon. But after being dumped at my wedding by my fiancé, it was a much-needed break. I can now say it. Going alone to this paradise island was the best decision of my life.

I lick my lips. Arthur is no longer alone in this memory. His best friend joined us, pushing his impressive cock in my mouth, smothering my moans with his thrusts.

I open my eyes abruptly. I can't think of such things, not while I’m at work. It doesn't matter how good these two men were.

I still can't believe I gave myself to them like this. A whole week, legs wide open for these dominants, letting them take whatever they wanted from me.

I blush as I feel my phone vibrate again. Unable to help myself, I take a look.

< My Master: Tell me where do you want me to put my cock first? You won't dare say it, but I'm sure it's your little ass. Remember how you liked it when I filled your lil’ hole with my big cock. >

My mouth goes dry, immediately remembering what it felt like to have him deep in that taboo part of my body. I never thought I would do this one day. And I had even less imagined that I would love it. Playful, I decide to answer him.

< Olivia: What if I don't want it anywhere? >

Immediately, the man answers. I shiver reading his message. I should stop this. I can already feel my nipples pointing against my blouse. And yet, I can't stop reading it again and again.

< My Master: I’d throw you on my knees and give you the spanking you deserve. A good submissive never lies to her master. And you know it as well as I do. You are desperate for my cock. >

I bite my lip. He’s right. Ever since I got home, I’ve had nothing else on my mind. I'm obsessed with the idea of seeing him again, thinking of all the things we could do, if we could find ourselves in a bedroom.

It's like he's put a spell on me with his cock. I became his little thing. And now I don't even know if we'll ever see each other again. Of course, he sends me messages. But I know he's been back in town for a few days. And nothing has happened yet.

Maybe these lustful messages are just a way to pass the time for him. A fun thing to do, without consequence, which will eventually pass. Still, I cling to the idea of seeing him again. That's all I have.

The return to reality was tough. Wherever I go, people look at me apologetically. I’m the poor girl who got dumped at her wedding, and who finds herself living with a friend. All because the apartment where she lived belonged to the family of her ex-fiancé.

Oh, he did try to reconnect. But now, I know I'm better than that. I know the care and attention a man can give you. Pleasure, too. So, if it's not with Arthur, it will be a shame, but that’s ok. I'll find myself another dominant.

< My Master: What are you doing now, Submissive? >

< Olivia: I'm at work. But I can’t focus. >

< My Master: Really, why? >

<Olivia: I'm wet… >

< My Master: Prove it. >

I gasp in surprise. I didn't expect such a reaction. My mind is racing. I'm at work, I shouldn't do such a thing. But as often, my desire to please this man prevails.

So, trying to look as natural as possible, I rush to the toilet. My heart is pounding as I lock myself in one of the stalls. I can't believe I'm going to do this. I’ve never sent a dirty pic to a man before. I don't even know how to do it. Which angle is the best, the sexiest?

I take a deep breath and decide to take the plunge. Slowly, I slide my panties down my thighs before lifting my skirt over my hips. Then, I slide my phone between my legs, taking several photos.

Without thinking any more, I send him the one I find the best, hoping that he’ll like it too. His answer doesn't take long to arrive.

< My Master: Look at you, my little slut. You’re really desperate. Now, be a good girl, get back to work. Talk to you later. >

I can’t hold back a disappointed pout reading his message. I hoped that he’d continue the game. That he’d ask me to touch myself, while sending me messages each dirtier than the other. I believe I would have been able to do it, no matter the risk of being surprised.

But now I have to get back to the reality of my job. Obey him, even if it’s for a most boring task.

The rest of the day passes with unbearable slowness. I count the minutes until I can go back to my room and touch myself while thinking of him.

When the time to leave finally arrives, I don’t waste a single moment. I barely respond to the “good weekend” thrown around by my colleagues. All I care about is getting away from here.

But as I stride out of the building, I find myself stopped short. Leaning against a car on the sidewalk opposite is a man.

Arthur.

And from the gleam in his eye, I understand that it was me he was waiting for.

I shudder. Looks like all my wishes are about to be granted.


Chapter 2

My heart pounds as I cross the street, my eyes fixed on the man. He wears an elegant suit, which seems to have been tailor-made in an overpriced fabric. It’s so different from the outfits he wore on the island. Even if it must be admitted, I’ve seen him more often naked than dressed.

Trembling with nervousness, I observe him from every angle. I almost forgot how big he is. He's almost two heads taller than me, even with my heels on. As for his shoulders, they’re so broad that they could make me disappear with a single gesture.

And when the scent of his cologne hits me, I feel completely overwhelmed. My body reacts to his in an incomprehensible way. It's as if they were made for each other, and they answered each other, even before touching.

I stop in front of him, my eyes getting lost in his. He smiles at me, and I feel myself totally melting. If I listened to myself, I would throw myself around his neck and kiss him without any restraint.

But who knows who might see us? I'm supposed to be devastated by my recent breakup. Not show myself with a man. People wouldn't understand. They would judge me. I really don't need this.

And then, even though I'm still new to BDSM, I understood a few things. It's up to my dominant to decide what we should do.

With the back of his hand, he delicately caresses my face, making me sigh with relief. Then he opens the back door of the car for me, inviting me to enter without a word. I don't need to think. I'm so charmed by this man that I could follow him wherever he wants.

My mouth drops as I realize I'm not alone in this car. He has a driver. Shit. He’s much richer than I had imagined.

I can't help but stare at him as he enters the car. With a wave of his hand, he signals to his driver to roll up the window separating us from him to give us a little more privacy. I shiver, suddenly excited. You don't have to be a genius to figure out why he wants intimacy.

My fingers play nervously with the sides of my skirt. I wonder if my wetness can show, if I'm staining the leather seats below me. If I listened to myself, I would already be on the man's lap, straddling him and kissing him passionately.

I've only been sitting here for a few minutes, and yet I'm as desperate as if he's been making me languish for hours.

My body is on fire as the man approaches me, sliding his hand up my inner thigh. With an unbearable slowness, he goes up on my skin, until reaching my clit. I can't suppress a soft moan as he touches it through the fabric of my panties.

He smiles, leaning towards me. Without ever ceasing to press my button of nerves, the dominant nibbles the lobe of my ear, knowing full well the reaction that it will cause me.

I can't help but arch my back, trying to receive even more sensations. The man laughs, without changing his pace. His mouth slides down my neck, kissing it lightly and making me moan more and more.

“I missed you, Princess. I haven't stopped thinking about you since you left. I haven't jerked off like this since I was a teen. You drive me crazy. I need you. Do you still want me to train you? To make you the perfect little submissive?”

My response dies in my moan as his hand quickens. I can't control myself. The sensations are far too powerful for that. It's crazy to react with such force, when he only touches me lightly. But it just shows how much I missed him too.

A scream suddenly escapes my throat. The man just crushed his hand on my thigh.

“When your dominant speaks to you, you answer him.”

I bite my lip as the pain radiates up my leg. Something must be wrong with me. I shouldn't feel so much pleasure. Yet that's always what happens when he decides to show me his strength.

“Sorry. Yes. I want to be trained. Please. I’ll do whatever you want.”

A crazy smile stretches the dominant's lips. I let out a frustrated squeal as he jerks his hand away. But soon, he drew my attention to something else.

He rummages in his pocket, and I can't help wondering what will come out of it. With him, I know that anything is possible. It could be a vibrating egg, or a huge plug to hide in my ass.

But it’s something quite different that he’s now waving in front of my eyes. A leather collar, with a metal ring to decorate it. My mouth opens with excitement and nervousness. The serious things are about to begin.

What we did at this hotel was just a taste of what he can do. Now, I think I'm going to get a proper view of his dominant role. And I can’t wait for it. That's what I want. Abandon myself totally to his law. To see how far I’m able to push things, under the hands of this attractive man.

I shiver as he slides the piece of leather down my neck, his fingers caressing my thin skin in an excruciatingly sensual gesture.

“Here’s your first rule. As soon as I put this collar on you, you become my submissive. I can do whatever I want with you. The only thing that will stop me is your safe word. I count on you to use it whenever you feel the need. But if you stay silent, I’ll keep going. From now on, you call me Master. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man gently pats my cheek in a condescending gesture. All my senses are on alert. I don't know what's going to happen now, lots of scenarios are swirling around in my head. All I know is that the pleasure and the pain will be intense.

Slowly, he strokes my face, tucking a few strands of my hair behind my ear. I let myself go to this sudden outburst of tenderness, surely the last for a long time.

It's one of the things I like the most about him. The way he takes care of me like I'm the most precious thing on earth. He sends me to extremes, subjecting my body and my soul to the harshest torments. But he always ends up surrounding me with his warmth and gentleness.

“You look nervous. Want me to help you relax?”

I nod, before remembering his rule. I can't afford to disobey him before we even begin.

“Yes, Master.”

“Good girl. I’ve a special method for that. You trust me, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man smiles before pulling me to him, rocking me onto his lap. I find myself upside down, my ass facing him.

I shudder as his hand slowly pulls up my skirt. Then he pulls my panties down my legs, without bothering to take them off. He's far more interested in my bare skin than in my comfort.

My mouth opens as his hand gently caresses my ass. I don't know what he's going to do to me yet, but for now, I love it. Maybe he'll finger me, give me an orgasm to relax me.

Maybe his fingers will even end up venturing in my ass. Deep down, I hope so. I don't know where these dark desires come from. But he has already proven it to me. I can come when he touches me in this place so taboo.

I let out a high-pitched squeal. Instead of fingering me or playing with my clit, the dominant chooses a completely different route. He just slammed hard on my ass, pain radiating throughout my body.

I fidget slightly, surprised by this sudden behavior. His hand lands forcefully on my hip, forcing me to be still.

“Stay calm. You know, a spanking isn't just for punishment. It’s a tool to make you let go. To help you anchor yourself in the moment. You understand, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes, Master.”

“Good girl.”

Again, a slap falls on me, echoing throughout the car. I bite my lip, reminding myself that we’re not alone in this car.

I wonder if the man driving can hear us. I'm not sure this pane is enough to hide the squeals of pain that escape my mouth every time my dominant's large hand slams down on my ass.

What does the driver think? Is he used to this kind of behavior from his boss? I know I shouldn't be thinking about it, and yet, I suddenly feel jealous of all those submissives who've been there before me. Were they more beautiful than me, more gifted? They were probably more experienced.

I bite my lip, trying not to think about it. I’m the one he decided to spend the night with. I didn't have to beg him. So, he must really want me.

The blows are getting stronger, closer together. It's as if he could hear me thinking. As if he wanted to make me disconnect for good. It works. There is only this pain that radiates throughout my body.

His hand never stops, alternating on my buttocks, and sometimes even on my thighs with incomparable strength. My whole body is shaking. I think tears are starting to fall from my eyes.

However, I don’t stop him. No. Because these sobs are not of sadness or pain, but of relief. All the pressure, the worries… They fly away to make room only for this feeling of total emptiness.

I no longer have any strength in my body when, finally, he stops. He caresses the damaged skin on my ass, whispering compliments I barely hear. There is only the warmth of his hand, soothing this intense burn on my skin.

However, the man doesn’t let me rest for very long. His hand grips my ass, squeezing it tightly until I squeal in discomfort. My skin is hypersensitive, but he doesn't seem to care in the least. All he cares about is touching me.

I hold my breath as his fingers glide along my globes. With controlled slowness, he reaches my wet pussy. I bite my lip lightly before letting out a moan of pleasure.

His movements are slow. But everything seems to put me in a state of incomparable excitement. Especially when he starts plunging his fingers inside me. He goes slowly. So slowly it almost feels like torture. But I have to bear it. Only then will I get the long-awaited pleasure.

The man dives further and further, without ever hurrying. I can't help pushing my hips back, hoping to receive even a drop of pleasure.

Surprisingly, the man lets me do it. He even presses his thumb against my clit, making me moan even louder. I don't have to look at him to know he's smiling, pleased with the reaction he's causing in me.

Gradually, he speeds up his movements, making me moan louder and louder. They’re only slow comings and goings, and yet they invade me and make me vibrate like never before.

I bite my lip to hold back my cries of pleasure. I don't know what the driver may have heard so far. A shiver runs through me at the thought that I might catch his eye once we get out of this car.

But my dominant doesn't have the same thoughtfulness. Firmly, he slams my ass again, making me squeal.

“Your moans belong to me. Don't you dare hide them from me, understood Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

I stammer back, as his fingers resume their thrusts inside me. Despite the shame that twists my stomach and makes my cheeks redden, I start to moan loudly, letting myself go to my dominant's good treatments.

My eyes are closing, my breathing is more jerky. I won't be able to keep up this pace for very long. So, in a voice made higher by pleasure, I hear myself begging him.

“Please Master. Can I come?”

The man doesn’t answer me, having fun to make me languish. However, I feel that my excitement is coming at its paroxysm. If he doesn’t let me come, I don't know what I'll do. I don't think I can hold myself back. And if I disobey him... Then I will be punished again.

“Come on slut, come on my fingers. Come on. Now.”

A long moan escapes my throat. I never would have thought it possible, to come on command. I thought this thing only happened in books. And yet, as soon as I hear these words, I feel a long wave of heat flow through me.

I tremble against my dominant, trying to regain control over my breathing as his fingers still move inside me, accompanying me to the end of this delicious orgasm.

My eyes open again when he takes them away. That was one of the most delicious appetizers. Now I wonder what he has in store for me for the rest of the evening.

“On your knees.”

I don't react immediately, still too hazy from my orgasm to really register the words he speaks. So, my dominant abandons all patience, taking care of repositioning me.

One move, and I find myself on the floor, wedged between his legs. I lick my lips, my eyes resting on the zipper of the man's pants. The bump that stretches the fabric doesn’t leave much to the imagination. I look up at him, silently pleading. But he has another idea in mind.

“Open the mouth.”

I don't hesitate, sticking my tongue out as he approaches his fingers drenched in my excitement. He engulfs them in my mouth, making me discover my own taste.

A few weeks ago, such a gesture would have repelled me. But now it excites me. It urges me to lick his fingers cheerfully, reminding him of what my tongue could feel around his cock.

The man looks at me, a satisfied gleam in his eyes. He adds a third finger in my mouth, like that, just for fun. I take it without the slightest hesitation, knowing full well that his cock will be much bigger than that.

Every once in a while, I glance down at his cock still hard against the fabric of his pants. I wonder what he's waiting for to let me taste it. I dream of having it in my mouth again. To go down his length. To revisit each vein, each hollow.

But when the man removes his fingers, he doesn’t undo his belt. Instead, he gestures outward.

“We’re here, Princess. The game is on.”


Chapter 3

My mouth drops open as the man ushers me into his apartment. I should have expected that. When you're dressed like that and you have a driver, you can only live in a penthouse.

And yet, I can't help but be amazed as I observe the luxurious decoration, and the lights of the city stretching out before our eyes. Everything here smells of money. Of power. And I’ve only one desire: to see how far this dominant full of surprises will take me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I gasp in surprise. Not a "Do you want to visit", nor a "Do you want a glass of water?" No. Take off your clothes. The man doesn't seem to want to waste a single moment. I lick my lips, trying to hide my nervousness. Then I carry out his order.

Slowly, my fingers find my blouse. One by one, I undo my buttons, my eyes intently fixed on those of my dominant. I will do everything to seduce him. To make him think he's dealing with the sexiest woman he's ever met.

My bra is the next to slip off my body, exposing my generous breasts that he has played with so much. My nervousness kicks up a notch when I tackle my skirt. It's ridiculous. He saw me naked for a whole week.

So, focusing on my breathing, I let the piece of fabric fall to my feet. And then it's my panties' turn to follow it on the floor.

I swallow hard as I look up at the man. That's it. He can see everything about me. There is nothing left to hide. Does he still like me as much as when we were locked up in that hotel room?

But as my eyes drop on his body to see if his erection is still there, the man turns around, disappearing into one of the rooms in his apartment.

My heart is beating faster and faster. I’m alone, naked. Only my heels and the collar he put on my neck earlier adorn my body. I don’t know what to do. Must I follow him? No. He would have given me the order.

But he didn't order me to stay there either. Yet, I believe that is what I must do. He must surely be testing my docility. So, I close my eyes for a moment, trying to calm my racing heart.

My position is uncomfortable. I need him back, and fast. I want to feel him close to me again. That he takes me against him, that he strokes my hair while telling me that everything will be fine. But I remain desperately alone.

So, I open my eyes and begin to observe my surroundings. I admire the city lights, and then I observe the decor, trying to imagine how my dominant lives here. I notice a painting.

A woman, naked, kneeling in front of a man who holds her on a leash. I lick my lips, imagining that I’m in her place. Even if it's depraved, I hope that's what awaits me today.

My breath catches as the man finally reappears in the room. He took off his jacket and unbuttoned the top of his shirt. Now he rolls up his sleeves without looking at me. I bite my lip as his forearms appear, muscular and appetizing.

Soon I hope he will touch me again, and I get to lose myself against his body. But right now, the man doesn't seem to be the least bit interested in me. It's not until he settles into his couch that he finally looks up at me.

My mouth opens. I want him right now. Let him take me on the floor, if that's what he wants. I will let him do it without the slightest opposition. My heart beats a little faster as I desperately wait for a gesture, a word.

“On your knees.”

I'm so relieved to hear it that I comply without even thinking about it. I go down on my legs until my skin touches the cold marble of his entryway. I shiver, but I don't care. Nothing matters anymore.

Because my dominant has just taken his cock out of his pants. It’s tense, desperate to be taken care of. If it were up to me, I'd already be on it, surrounding it with the warmth of my pussy.

The man has much more self-control than me. He acts like he's not the least bit excited. This is surely why he is the dominant one, and I’m the submissive.

“Crawl.”

A big smile tugs at my lips as I drop to my hands. This is an order I have no trouble carrying out. I should be ashamed to walk in front of a man like that, to let him do whatever he wants with me. And yet, this feeling of humiliation brings me incomparable excitement.

As I get closer to him, I gain confidence. I roll my hips, trying to look as attractive as possible. I want him to forget his program. Drive him so mad with lust that he'll just want to take me there, immediately, not thinking of anything but his cock stroking back and forth inside me.

His legs spread when I finally get close to him, inviting me to sit there. I don’t hesitate for a moment, approaching closer to his taut cock. He gently pats my face, making me shiver.

I don't know where to lay my eyes. I want to meet his gaze, but also admire this cock that makes me want. A shiver runs through me as my dominant slides his hand through my hair, arranging it into a makeshift ponytail.

Then comes what I've been waiting for. He tugs on it. It doesn't take much for me to move my head towards him. I open my mouth. His tip is only one inch from my tongue. I could taste him, catch those pearls of his excitement already coming out of his slit. But I don't.

I understood the rules of the game. I must wait for his order, clear and precise. So, to convince him to finally let me do it, I look up at him pleadingly. He smiles at my depravity, and decides to make me wait a few more moments, before finally speaking.

‘Go ahead. Show me again how good you are.”

It doesn't take much for me to move my face forward and close my lips around his large cock. We both breathe a sigh of satisfaction. I dreamed of this moment for days. Now I savor that cock throbbing in my mouth.

I wrap my tongue around it, rediscovering each of its delicious curves. I take my time, a little too much for my dominant's taste. He presses down on my head, forcing me to take him even deeper. I groan in discomfort but let it go.

Even though his cock is huge, I know I can take it. So, I look up at my dominant, encouraging him to continue thrusting into me. Muffled sounds escape my body as he slaps the back of my throat mercilessly.

The exercise is difficult, and yet, I take it without flinching. Otherwise, how could I prove my docility to my dominant? And then, I want to go all the way.

Feeling his hot seed line the back of my throat until choking. Swallow every drop and stick my tongue out to show what a good submissive I am. He would pat my cheek and call me his good girl. There's nothing else I want.

Suddenly, the man pulls on my ponytail, forcing me to let go of his cock. I look at him with a disappointed pout as a smile tugs at his lips. He captures my jaw between his fingers before leaning towards me.

His free hand grabs one of my nipples, making me moan unnecessarily. He leans into my ear without ever ceasing to touch me.

“Tell me Submissive. Which of your little holes do you want me to take you in tonight?”

“All! Please, Master. I want to feel your cock.”

The man has a dark laugh that makes me shiver. He lets go of my nipple, causing me to squeal disappointedly. I no longer have any control. No more patience. I need him now or I think I'm going to die.

“You are too impatient, Submissive. I'll teach you how to control it. I’m gonna fuck you now. You can come or not, I don't really care.”

I bite my lip, trying to calm my racing heart. I should be happy, I guess. At least he's not forcing me to hold back my orgasm. He’s not going to send me very high to prevent me from falling into the ultimate pleasure. Still, I can't help but feel a tinge of disappointment.

Without looking at me, the man gets up, abandoning me again in the middle of the room. When he returns, he holds objects in his hands that I recognize only too well. Leather handcuffs, connected by long chains.

Without a word, he grabs my ponytail. Within seconds, I find myself lying on his coffee table, my breasts crushed against the glass. My dominant grabs a first wrist, enclosing it in a handcuff that he attaches to one of the table legs.

He repeats the operation with my other arm, stretching me to the maximum while my ass is up in the air. He comes back to position himself behind me, forcing me to spread my legs.

I swallow hard, not knowing what is waiting for me now. His hand slides down my thighs, collecting my excitement before joining my slit. He walks over it, having fun making me moan as he presses my clit.

Then he plunges two fingers inside me again. I arch my back, unintentionally tugging on my handcuffs. His scissoring movements inside me make me squeal. Yet, that's nothing compared to what he's going to do to me soon.

But I'm so hypnotized by his presence that the slightest of his gestures drives me crazy. I’m a little thing controlled only by her darkest desires. He withdraws his fingers, and soon I feel his body towering over me.

I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable. Tiny and defenseless against the big bad wolf. Tied like this, there's nothing I can do. I’m totally dependent on his will. I should be scared. And yet, I blindly trust this man I barely know.

With his fingertips, he traces a path down my spine, making me shiver. It's just a simple caress, but it intoxicates me, giving me the same sensations as if he were playing with my breasts, with my clit. I don't know why, but everything this man does is incredibly sexy.

I look up and come face to face with a mirror I hadn't noticed. It’s huge, reflecting the lights of the city… And reflecting the image of my body. This view is so depraved. I, tied to the table, totally open for my dominant.

I look up at him, realizing he's looking at me too. His eyes bore into mine, making me shiver. He seems to enjoy every second of this little game.

He grabs his cock, jerking off slowly while looking at me. I can't hold back a frustrated pout. This cock, I want it inside me. No matter where. I just want to feel it. I’m here, completely at his disposal. And yet, he prefers the company of his hand rather than that of my warm pussy. A smile parts his lips.

“Maybe I should just cum on your back, and leave you tied there all night. I’ll wake you up by plunging my big cock inside you. Go ahead. Tell me you wouldn't like it.”

I let out a long, frustrated moan. I don't want to wait until tomorrow to feel him. Yet, I can feel the excitement flowing between my legs. This is completely crazy. I want him to do all these things to me. To be treated like his little object, just there to satisfy him.

But I don't want to tell him that. He would be able to do it for real. So, I just look up pleadingly at him hoping that will be enough.

Finally, the man lets go of his cock. Forcefully, he lifts my hips, bringing me to my knees on his coffee table. Then, he kneels behind me. I cry out as his hand slams down hard on my ass, reminding me of the spanking he gave me earlier.

Then he plays some more, patting his cock against my soaking wet pussy, making me moan in frustration. It's far from enough to give me the slightest satisfaction.

Fortunately, my suffering is coming to an end. With painful slowness, the man pushes his tip against my soaked pussy. I clench my fists, clinking the chains against the glass of the table.

Despite my excitement and the first orgasm he gave me in the car, I feel him entering me. His cock is so long and so thick that it’s always a challenge to take it.

I look up at the mirror again. The man is so huge against me. So powerful. I look tiny as his body covers mine, and he sinks ever deeper into me. I focus on my breathing.

I know I can do it. Soon, this feeling of tightness will give way to intense pleasure. So, I have to hold on.

My breath hitches as he comes all the way out of me, before sinking back in one powerful thrust. He repeats the operation several times, opening me in two along his length. I gasp, trying to regain control of my emotions.

He stays buried deep inside me, his hand stroking my back, as if trying to help me get used to him. But I quickly realize that this sudden proof of sweetness hides another purpose.

His hand slides lower and lower until it reaches my ass. After covering his fingers with my excitement, he draws my crenelated outline with the tip of his thumb.

My heart skips a beat as he rams it into me. I grit my teeth. It’s not the first time that he plays with this part of me. But between his cock deep inside me, and that big thumb, I feel full like never before.

A long moan escapes my throat as he begins to move his hips, rocking his cock inside me. I can't really think anymore, so many contradictory feelings are jostling inside me. Shame, discomfort, pleasure… Nothing really makes sense anymore.

So, I stop thinking, surrendering myself totally to his law. That's what he wanted, right? That I forget everything to anchor myself in the present moment. It’s working.

His thrusts are precise and deep. And his thumb tracks the rhythm with crazy precision. Moans escape my mouth, and I can't stop them. Soon, he speeds up his movements.

He leans over me, his hand pressing on my head. My face is stuck against the cold glass. I can't move, and I don't care. His cock pounding me is far too delicious to care about my comfort.

I let out a disappointed squeal as he takes his thumb off my ass, making him laugh.

“Don't worry Princess. Soon, I’ll take care of your little ass. I'm going to destroy it so hard with my big cock that you won't be able to move for a week.”

I let out a long squeal at these words, both terrifying and terribly exciting. I don't care what he wants to do to me. I will take everything, absolutely everything.

With both hands, he grips my hips, pounding me with incomparable force. A continuous scream escapes from my throat, so much I can no longer contain myself. I don't know how the glass table under us still manages to withstand all these assaults.

But it could break, I don't care. There’s only this warmth growing in the pit of my stomach. I bite my lip before begging him.

“Please Master, can I come?”

“My little slut. Go ahead. Come on my cock.”

I don't need more to sink. In a scream loud enough to wake up any building, I let myself go to the waves of pleasure that come over me. The man continues to pound me, until he freezes, releasing his seed deep inside me.

My legs are shaking, and I collapse on the table when he withdraws. I barely react when he takes my handcuffs off and picks me up. Without the slightest difficulty, he carries me to his room for even more pleasure.


Chapter 4

I moan softly as I feel kisses being placed on my temple, on my cheek. Lazily, I open one eye, then the other. My lover didn't let me sleep much last night. Still, I don't mind that he’s already waking me up.

But when my eyes land on the man, a cry escapes me. He clasps his hand over my mouth to muffle my sound of surprise.

“Hush Doll. You wouldn't want to wake Arthur, right?”

I nod slowly, my eyes still wide in surprise. All evening, I wondered if Vincent would end up joining us, without daring to ask my dominant. I didn't want him to think his presence wasn't enough for me, when it is.

But I liked being surrounded by these two men at the hotel, being their little toy that they used without ever getting tired.

I certainly did not expect to see this handsome man arrive here in the early morning, as if he were the owner of the place. A devilish smile stretches his lips. Obviously, he’s proud of his effect on me.

Without ever removing his hand from my mouth, he slides his lips to my neck, kissing it so gently it makes me shiver. I close my eyes, already feeling the heat wash over me. I think he could wake me up like this every morning if he wanted to.

I've only just opened my eyes, and yet I'm ready to spread my legs for him. His free hand moves down my body, pinching one of my nipples. They're already taut through the T-shirt Arthur lent me.

I glance to the side to look at him. He’s still sleeping soundly, unaware of what is happening next to him. I wonder what he’ll say. After all, at no time did he give me permission to have sex with his friend. What if he punished me? Or worse… What if he kicked me out of his house, never wanting me to be his submissive again?

"Don't worry Doll. I'm sure he'll find it very exciting to wake up like this. It's not the first time we've played together, right?”

I nod slowly, looking him in the eyes. I arch my back as he pinches my nipples harder. This man has no delicacy. He is the opposite of Arthur.

If my dominant knows how to show strength, there is always gentleness in his gestures, in his words. But Vincent? It's just brutality. And I'm not going to deny it... I love it. They’re the good cop, bad cop, always sending me high in pleasure.

I bite my lip as his free hand leaves my breast and descends lower and lower until it reaches my crotch. Yesterday, Arthur made me put on one of his boxer shorts. It was the least he could do, after his caresses destroyed my panties.

His friend seems to be amused by this clothing choice, snapping the rubber band on my skin. Then, his fingers dive under the fabric, causing me to stifle a cry. Slowly, he presses my clit, making me sigh against his hand.

Despite his brutality, the man has undeniable expertise. No matter how much pain he creates, it’s always accompanied by at least equal pleasure.

I close my eyes, letting myself go with his gestures. Every once in a while, his hand slides lower, playing with my slit, having fun making me think he's going to stick them inside me, but never does. I give him a pleading look as I shift my hips. He smiles before leaning into my ear.

“What a naughty girl you are. Arthur didn't fuck you properly last night? You should tell him you need it harder.”

I can't help but smile. However, this is incorrect. Arthur took good care of me. He fucked me so hard that I still feel him between my legs. And yet, despite this tugging, I have only one desire: for Vincent to fuck me.

So, coming out of my torpor, I let my hands slide over his chest. I don’t waste a moment to unbutton his belt, or to open his pants. The man lets me do it, an amused glint in his eyes. I dip my hand to grab hold of his cock. A gasp of surprise takes me.

I know it though. I've played with it enough times, taking it in my mouth or between my thighs countless times. And yet, I can't help but find it huge against my hand.

Slowly, I start to caress him. Nothing that’s enough to relieve him. I enjoy making him languish, even though I know it will have consequences.

My breath hitches as he plunges two fingers inside me. I feel torn, yet I can't help but move my hips to accompany his movements. The man smiles, slowing down to frustrate me.

I look at him pleadingly as he removes his fingers. But soon, he spreads my thighs and removes my boxers. Feverishly, I grab his T-shirt. I want to see him naked. To feel his skin against mine as he thrusts into me.

He lets me do it, although I forget my submissive position. Guess he wants it as much as I do.

Barely taking the time to pull his pants down to his thighs, he lines up his cock to my entrance, thrusting into me without ever stopping. I squeal against his hand, my pussy still aching after Arthur's powerful thrusts last night.

However, I don’t intend to stop the man. I don't know when I turned into this insatiable little thing. Maybe it's always been there, deep inside me. These men set the beast free, I sure hope they never put it back to sleep.

The man begins his slow back-and-forth movements, making me moan. My hands grip his muscular shoulders, my fingernails digging into his skin as he moves inside me. I can't think anymore, I'm so obsessed with this large cock.

So obsessed that I don't notice the movement next to me. It's not until his deep voice rings out that I realize my Dominant is awake.

“What are you doing, Submissive?”

“I'm fixing your mess. Looks like you weren't hard enough last night. You know that she likes to be fucked hard. Right Doll?”

“No! Well yes… But yesterday was hard too!”

I stammer, trying to convince my dominant that his cock was perfect, while his friend's makes me lose my train of thought with its power. The two men laugh softly.

“So what, you're just desperate, an insatiable little slut?”

“Yes! Please, I need to feel you both.”

My dominant smiles, leaning into me as his friend sits up, gripping my hips to pull me even deeper onto his cock. Arthur nibbles on my earlobe, pinching my nipples through my T-shirt.

“Very well my little slut. We’re gonna take care of you as you deserve. But don't think you're going to get away with it that easily. This kind of behavior demands punishment.”

My mouth opens in pleasure as I nod, showing him that I understand. He pinches my breasts harder and harder, making me arch my back. It's far too good, and I feel my lower abdomen contract more and more under the effort of these men.

But just as I feel my orgasm about to arrive, Vincent freezes with a gasp, emptying himself into me. I let out a desperate squeal as he pulls away from me, and Arthur lets go of my breasts. Vincent leans towards me, capturing my jaw between his fingers.

“You didn’t really think it would be so easy? Your dominant told you. Your behavior deserves punishment.”

I shiver, all my senses on alert. Unhurriedly, he removes his leather belt from his pants, handing it to his friend before getting out of bed. It's just me and my master now. I stare into his eyes, anxiously awaiting what happens next.

“Take off your T-shirt.”

With trembling fingers, I obey him as he forms a loop with the belt. Slowly, he slides it over my breasts, lightly patting my tense nipples. I can't help moaning, unsure if I'm feeling pleasure or pain.

The sensation is acute as he lowers his hand, patting my clit repeatedly. Then he lifts the belt to my face, pressing it against my lips.

“Lick.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I stick my tongue out, carefully cleaning the leather covered in my arousal. I would never have believed myself capable of such depravity. To taste my own fluids. But there is nothing that I refuse to my master.

“Turn around.”

I freeze for a moment, knowing all too well what is going to happen once I lay on my stomach. However, a single click of the tongue from my dominant is enough to make me react.

Slowly, I change position. My dominant doesn't have the same patience. He grabs a pillow and slides it over my hips to elevate my ass, positioning me the way he wants. Then, without even announcing it, he hits.

A sharp scream escapes my throat. The pain is intense, piercing. It has nothing to do with that of his hand. And the rhythm he imposes on me does nothing to help me focus on my breathing.

It connects the blows at an unbearable speed, making redden the skin of my ass. I'm on fire, and pathetic squeals escape my throat.

Unable to help myself, I lower my hands to my ass in a futile attempt at protection. The man clicks his tongue.

“You better take your hands off if you don't want me to tie them up and start over.”

I swallow hard, hesitating for a moment before finally moving them. As much as I love being tied, I wouldn't be able to take this punishment all over again. Instead, I put my arms at my sides, my fingers digging into the sheets as he resumes his punches.

I’m drained. I barely feel the pain anymore. There is nothing that matters anymore, nothing makes sense. I feel like a lifeless puddle sprawled on his bed. A disarticulated doll who no longer has the slightest control over anything.

Tears well up at the corner of my eyes as he finally stops, throwing the belt at the foot of the bed. For a few moments, he doesn't move me, caressing my ass absently, bringing me comfort.

Then he wraps around my waist and lifts me up, turning me around to hug me. I bury my face in his shoulder as my fingers rest on his chest. With one hand, he continues to caress my ass, while his mouth rests on my cheeks, erasing the traces of my tears. I smile and push out a breath.

“Thank you Master.”

“You’re welcome, Princess. It felt good, didn't it?”

“Yes Master.”

The man gently kisses my hair. He seems happy with my docility. I too feel proud to have achieved this. All I care about is satisfying him, by any means at my disposal.

And if that means letting him hit me and then thanking him for it, then I'm willing to do it. Especially when these punishments put me in such states of excitement.

“How about we move on?”

I turn my head to the side to respond to Vincent. But my words die in my throat as I watch him, finding out what he did while my master punished me. The man smiles, visibly pleased with his surprise.

“Arthur has toys that are far too interesting to stay in a bed. What do you say Doll, do you want to play on the swing with us?”

I nod, too surprised to answer. I hadn't noticed the hook on Arthur's ceiling last night. Vincent has hung what he calls a swing on it, although it looks more like a harness attached to a long chain.

I lick my lips, before looking at my dominant. He smiles at me and slaps my ass to encourage me to stand up. I let out a high-pitched squeal as I jump to my feet, joining Vincent.

The man grabs my cheeks in his hands. Then he kisses me, his tongue immediately pushing against my lips. I open them, giving him free passage. For kissing too, he’s an expert. Each time he leaves me shaking, a little thing addicted to him.

Suddenly he picks me up. Arthur is behind us, holding the swing so his friend can put me down. Quickly, my thighs find themselves enclosed in straps, and my feet placed in stirrups. I’m suspended, open, totally at the mercy of these two men. And I love that.

They switch places, Arthur coming to settle between my thighs. For a few moments, he says nothing, contenting himself with roaming my body with his burning gaze. I lick my lips, desperately waiting for him to finally touch me.

His hand rests on my chest, caressing my thin skin without ever descending on my breasts. I hold back a frustrated sigh. I can't afford to upset him again. I won't be able to take another punishment.

“Go ahead. Lean back.”

My eyes widen in surprise and confusion. I'm not quite sure what I should do. If I lean back, I'll be totally suspended in the air, my head hanging down. But I decide to obey him blindly, trusting him once more. It doesn’t take long for me to understand what is expected of me.

Vincent stands there, his half-hard cock in his hand. I lick my lips, understanding well the sequence of events. The man approaches, repositioning me.

In an instant, I find myself with his cock in my mouth. It’s still wet, covered with our mixed fluids. I lick them patiently, knowing my treatments will get him hard again in an instant.

The least I can say is that these men have energy. No matter how hard they come. They always seem ready to do it again after a limited time of rest, for my greatest pleasure.

I growl against the cock as my dominant settles between my legs. His arms wrap around my thighs as he pulls me to him, impaling me on his massive cock.

Vincent may have been there not so long ago, but I still feel him entering. Each time, I feel the same tugging when one of them penetrates me.

Slowly, the man begins to move back and forth, and the swing begins to move. I go from one to the other, sinking into their cocks one after the other, without my having any control over my movements.

I’m just an object. A doll with which they play without the slightest shame. And I love that. I moan louder as Vincent places his hands on my breasts. He massages them gently, before pinching my nipples. I groan, my moans vibrating against his now hard cock.

I gasp in surprise as Arthur shoves two lubricated fingers between my ass. I hadn't even felt him cover them with my excitement, so lost was I in their movements.

I'm struggling to breathe, trying to get used to all these sensations going through my body. I can barely breathe, and yet I don't let go of Vincent's cock. I want to show them that I can do it. Whatever they want to do to me, I'll take it. So, even if I feel more torn than ever, I let myself go to their treatment.

When I finally get used to all these movements, they stop them. Vincent pulls his cock out of my mouth, as Arthur removes his fingers from me. Without ever leaving my soaked pussy, he helps me straighten up. Slowly, so my head doesn't spin too much.

He pulls me completely to him, wrapping my arms around his neck. It's not until Vincent presses himself against my back, his lube-covered cock poking against my ass, that I realize what's about to happen to me.

I'm shivering. I've already taken them both in my most taboo entry. But never when the other was between my thighs. Their cocks are so huge, I don't think it will be possible. And yet, I don't really have a choice.

Oh, I could say my safe word, stop everything now. But my libido forbids it. A dark desire comes over me. I want to do it, even if it's terrifying.

I dunk my head against my dominant’s shoulder as Vincent is already pushing against my jagged entrance. Although I've been prepared, I can't hold back a groan of discomfort. The man is so thick. I feel like I'm split open.

My fingernails dig into my master's back, who whispers in my ear.

“Breathe, Princess. You’re doing well. What a good girl. So docile for us. The best little submissive.”

I take a deep breath, listening to my master continue to encourage me. I focus on his voice, not even hearing the words. He’s my beacon in the storm. The one who helps me to endure this ordeal.

I whisper a surprised 'O' when, finally, Vincent is deep inside me. I didn't think it would happen so quickly. It seems my body is starting to get used to it. My dominant smiles and kisses me, as if congratulating me.

Behind me, his friend begins his long movements back and forth, not wasting a moment to visit every corner of my anatomy. My head falls back, resting on his shoulder as Arthur begins to move as well.

The two men go slow, but so deep that I feel like they're all over my body at once. They alternate their thrusts, making sure I'm always full. Feeling that I relax, they speed up their movement.

My sighs of discomfort turn into real cries of pleasure. My whole body is on fire, just waiting for one thing: for them to finally let me come. A louder cry escapes my throat as Vincent slides his hand in front of me, resting it on my clit.

He presses hard on it, matching his movements to those of his cock which is pounding me now. I can barely breathe. My lower abdomen contracts more and more, and incoherent words come out of my mouth. But they get the message very well.

They continue their thrusts, never faltering. Vincent leans into my ear, his deep voice finishing me off.

“Come on doll. Come. Show us how much you love being filled with our cocks.”

I squeal, trying to answer him. But the words are replaced by a deafening cry. My entire body spasms as waves of electricity rush through me. I’ve never felt such a powerful orgasm in my life.

I clench so hard that I drag Vincent down with me. He growls a loud "Shit" before emptying himself, filling me up for the second time in this short morning. He doesn’t withdraw immediately, waiting for his friend to come too.

Arthur pounds me, his hands holding so hard on my hips I think I'll get marks. It doesn't matter. All I care about is his pleasure. And it finally arrives. In a long rattle, he releases his seed in me, his head resting on my shoulder.

The three of us are motionless, panting, trying to come to our senses. Arthur pats my thigh and congratulates me.

“My perfect little Submissive. Come on. You deserved a good shower.”


Chapter 5

I let out a surprised squeak. Too lost in my contemplation of the city, I hadn’t seen Arthur bring the croissant to my mouth. I open it without complaining. These pastries are the best I have ever eaten. The advantage of having plenty of money, I guess.

The man gently caresses my lower back while watching me eat with relish. He left me no choice. As soon as we settled down to have breakfast, he made me sit on his lap. No matter how much I protested, he wouldn't listen. He said he wanted to have me against him as much as possible.

Those words made me shiver. Never before had a man taken so much interest in me. He did the most degrading things to me. He used my body in every possible way, sharing me with his best friend. And yet, he takes care of me with incomparable attention.

I sigh, leaning closer to him. The shower they made me take was not enough to relax my exhausted muscles. But how could that be, when Vincent made me get on my knees to use my mouth? And when Arthur took over, lifting me up against the tiled floor to ram his big cock inside me?

Yes, I had no chance to rest. It doesn't matter. I'd rather be stiff for a few more days than go without a morning like this.

I smile softly as Arthur continues to stroke my back, as if he can't help but touch me, even for the time of a meal.

I return to my observation. His penthouse is just as impressive in daylight. Light floods the premises, the large bay windows offering a breathtaking view of the city. I heave a sigh.

And to think that I'm going to have to go back to this shabby apartment that I must share with a friend. Oh, she was kind to welcome me, after I lost everything in this breakup. But it lacks privacy and comfort. Especially after spending the night in such a place. And in such good company.

Yes, between the microscopic dark apartment with my vibrator, or this huge penthouse with this dominant I'm crazy about... My choice is quickly made.

“I don't want to go back to Sofia.”

I press my hand over my mouth. I thought out loud, unable to stop myself. Both men smile, and Arthur lifts a lock of my hair to kiss my neck. I shiver as he slowly creeps up to my ear.

“You think I'm going to let you go? You're mine for the whole weekend. And then…”

“Then?”

“Then it will be my turn to welcome you.”

I turn to Vincent, my mouth open in surprise. I didn't expect him to say that. Even though he seems to be having great fun with me, I didn't think he would want me that much. Arthur leans against my ear again.

“We'll see. Maybe I'll keep you all to myself. But one thing is certain… You’re far from done with us, Submissive.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

Training the Club Submissive
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“You’re going to take it all. You hear me, Submissive?”

When I accepted this job as a bartender in a BDSM club, I thought it’d be just another job. I never thought I'd enjoy it so much that I'd ruin all my panties. Even less that I’d end up taking part in these lustful games.

But when this attractive DOMINANT offers me to become his SUBMISSIVE, I can't resist.

He’s older than me, and has more experience than any man I have known before him. Despite my nervousness, I surrender myself to his hand. Without ever saying my safe word, I let him trap my body in ropes.

And the dreaded spanking? It makes me scream with pleasure. Soon, I find myself begging him to touch me. To take me. Anywhere he wants.

Forget the shame and the vanilla ways. For him, I open up completely.
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