
        
            
                
            
        

    
Submissive World was a weird place. I was realizing that very quickly.

“Hey, man!” Said one of my friends, who was currently playing with a beautiful woman’s breasts on the side of the street.

I tried not to stare as the scene unfolded in front of me, the surreal atmosphere of Submissive World enveloping my senses. The air was thick with a heady mix of desire and liberation, the boundaries of societal norms melting away into a blur of hedonistic abandon. Everywhere I looked, there were couples entwined in passionate embraces, their bodies moving in synchrony like a choreographed dance of lust and submission.

As I continued walking through the bustling streets, I couldn't help but marvel at the sheer openness with which these acts of intimacy were being displayed. It was as if the people of Submissive World had cast off the shackles of inhibition and shame, embracing their desires with an unabashed fervor that was both exhilarating and terrifying.

I passed by a group of individuals engaged in a primal orgy, their bodies a tangle of limbs and pleasure as moans and sighs filled the air. The scene was both mesmerizing and overwhelming, and I found myself torn between fascination and discomfort at the raw intensity of it all.

But amidst the chaos of flesh and desire, there was also an undeniable sense of freedom that pulsed through the very fabric of Submissive World. Here, there were no judgments or restrictions, only a raw expression of human desire unfettered by convention or expectation.

And as I watched my friend lose himself in the ecstasy of the moment, his hands exploring every curve and contour of the woman before him, I realized that in Submissive World, anything was possible. It was a place where fantasies became reality, where boundaries blurred and pleasure reigned supreme.

“Jerk me faster,” he said, as her hands wrapped around his dick.

As her hands tightened their grip, I couldn't help but notice her skilled touch, each stroke perfectly calibrated to elicit the most exquisite sensations. His eyes rolled back in pleasure, and his breaths came sharp and ragged. It was a sight to behold, and I felt a rush of arousal coursing through my own veins.

Intrigued, I approached the scene and watched as her skilled hands continued to pump his dick with an expert rhythm. Her fingers worked in tandem, one hand moving up and down while the other stroked his balls, creating a delicious friction that sent shivers down his spine.

The woman looked up at him, her eyes filled with a burning desire that mirrored his own. They locked gazes for a moment before she leaned in closer, her warm breath ghosting over his skin as she whispered into his ear.

“You want it rough, don't you?” she growled, her voice low and sultry. “You want to be dominated, to be taken and used for nothing but your pleasure. And I am more than happy to oblige.”

His eyes widened in response, a mix of surprise and lust flashing across his face. He nodded eagerly, and she smiled wickedly.

“Then let me show you true submission,” she crooned, her voice dripping with promises of pleasure yet to be unleashed. With that, she released his dick from her grip and spun him around, placing him on all fours before her.

I watched in fascination as she guided him into position, his body poised and ready for whatever she had in store. As she stroked his dick one last time, I could see the anticipation building within him, a powerful storm gathering in his eyes.

With a sudden, swift motion, she inserted her fingers into his ass, sending a jolt of unexpected pleasure through him. He gasped, his body arching forward in response. The woman took this as a cue to begin, her hands pumping in and out of him with an intensity that bordered on cruelty.

His body writhed beneath her touch, each thrust bringing him closer to the edge. I couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as I watched, longing to be the one to surrender to her expert hands.

As she continued her assault on his dick, the woman whispered dirty secrets into his ear, her words fueling the fire that now raged within him. He moaned and writhed, every inch of his body consumed by the pleasure that washed over him.

I could tell that the climax was close, his breathing growing more ragged with each passing second. The woman sensed it too, her own arousal growing alongside his as she worked him harder and faster.

Finally, he reached his breaking point. His body convulsed, his orgasm rippling through him like an earthquake. He cried out, his voice hoarse from the intensity of the experience. As he came, the woman continued to pump his dick, milking every last drop of pleasure from him. Her eyes locked onto his, and in that moment of ecstasy, he felt the power of her dominance pulse through his veins.

As the last few drops of his climax spilled onto her hand, she leaned in and licked it clean with a slow, sensual stroke of her tongue. He gasped, overwhelmed by the sight of her taking control, her confidence and dominance turning him on even more.

With a devilish grin, she pulled her hand from his dick, the wetness shining on her fingers. She reached up and rubbed his cheek with them, leaving a trail of his own release behind. She then placed her fingers in her mouth, sucking them clean, and her moans echoed through the room as she tasted him.

The man could barely breathe, his heart racing with desire and awe. He had never experienced anything quite like this before, and it left him craving more.

As she stood up from her position between his legs, she lifted her dress, revealing her sex - shaved and glistening, inviting him in. In that moment, he knew that he would do anything to be inside her.

She reached down and took his dick in her hand, guiding him to her entrance. He hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do next. But with a gentle push, he felt himself sliding inside her, feeling the warmth and wetness envelop him completely.

She moaned as he filled her, their bodies now intertwined in a dance of passion. Her hands gripped his back, pulling him deeper into her, her nails digging into his skin. The pain was pleasurable, and he could feel his own climax building once again.

Then, she began to move, her hips bucking against his, her body tempo matching his own. The left him breathless, unable to think straight, consumed solely by the need to please her.

As she continued to fuck him, she leaned in and whispered into his ear, her breath hot and heavy. "You're mine now," she whispered, "You're just a toy for me to use."

He could barely comprehend her words, his mind lost in the pleasure she was unleashing upon him. But the submission excited him, and he found himself craving more. He wanted to be her plaything, her slave, her victim to her sexual desires.

And with that thought, he surrendered to her completely, letting her take him to a world he had never known before - a world of dominance, submission, and pure, unadulterated lust.

I wanted this. I wanted a woman like that, serving me. But… who?

I continued down the street. I knew here, I had the choice to claim any woman I wanted; it was nationally decreed.

I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of emptiness as my mind wandered back to the memory of the woman and her dominance. I knew that in this city, I had the power to claim any woman I desired, but somehow, the idea didn't seem as exciting as it once did.

As I walked, I spotted a woman in the distance, her long hair flowing in the wind, her eyes locked on me. As she approached, I couldn't help but be drawn to her confident stride and the way her body moved with a sensuality that left me wanting more.

I knew what I had to do. I approached her, my mind already racing with ideas of what I would do to her once she was mine. Her eyes widened as I stood before her, my dominating presence taking over her senses.

"You're mine now," I whispered, my voice dripping with promises of pleasure yet to be unleashed. With that, I took her hand and led her away from the bustling streets, towards a quiet alleyway.

As we entered the shadows, I could feel her body trembling with anticipation. I spun her around, her eyes wide with fear and excitement. I placed her against the wall, my body towering over her, my dominance evident in every move.

"Let me show you true submission," I crooned, my voice echoing through the alley. I reached down and unzipped my pants, my erection springing free, begging for attention. She watched in awe as I positioned myself between her legs, my eyes locked onto her sex.

I began to thrust, my hips moving in a rhythm that left her breathless. Her hands gripped the wall behind her, her nails digging in as she surrendered to my every command. I could feel her body shaking, her moans of pleasure filling the alley.

As I continued to fuck her, I leaned in and whispered into her ear, "You're just a toy for me to use." Her eyes rolled back in her head, her climax washing over her as she succumbed to my dominance.

With each thrust, I could feel her body convulsing, her orgasm rippling through her like an earthquake. I cried out, my own body arching forward, my climax joining hers in the alleyway.

As I pulled out of her, I leaned in and kissed her neck, my tongue tasting her sweat and desire. She moaned in pleasure, her body still trembling from the experience.

I could see the flush of passion still on her face as I pulled back, my eyes never leaving hers. She whispered something inaudible, her voice hoarse from our activities. I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear.

"But remember, my dear," I said softly, "you are not the only one who holds power here. There are others who will want to claim you as their own." She shuddered at my words, her eyes widening in fear and desire.

I stepped back, allowing her to catch her breath. As she stood there, panting and disheveled, I couldn't help but notice the beauty of her body. Her curves, her firm breasts, her tight nipples, all on display for me. I reached out and ran my fingers along her neck, down her chest, and over her trembling abdomen.

She gasped as my fingers found their way to her wet embrace, her body reacting to my touch once more. I slipped one finger inside, then another, feeling her heat and the slickness of her desire. I moved my fingers in and out, her hips bucking against my hand as she yearned for more.

I knew then that I had her hooked, that she would follow me anywhere and do anything I commanded. With a final thrust of my fingers, I pulled out and watched as she collapsed to the ground, her body spent and spent again.

As I walked away, leaving her panting and gasping for air, I couldn't help but smile to myself. The game of submission and dominance was far from over, and I knew that my beautiful toy would be a willing participant in the twisted fantasy we were weaving together.

***

The city bustled around him as he made his way back to the marketplace. His mind still swirled with the memories of the alleyway, the woman's submission, and the power he felt within himself. He knew he couldn't go back to the life he once led; it no longer held any allure for him.

As he walked, his eyes wandered over the women around him. He saw them as potential playthings, toys to be used and discarded at his whim. But he also noticed something else. They saw him too, their eyes following him with a mix of fear and desire.

He smiled to himself, knowing that he held a unique place in this world. He was the ultimate prize, the one who could grant a woman the chance to experience true submission. It was intoxicating, this power he now wielded.

He spotted a woman in the crowd, her eyes locked on him, her body language pleading for his attention. He sauntered over to her, his confident stride making her shiver with anticipation.

"You want me?" he whispered in her ear, his breath tickling her skin. She nodded, unable to speak. "Then come with me." He led her to a nearby alleyway, her heart racing in her chest as she followed him.

In the shadows, he spun her around, his hands running over her body as he took in her reactions. She was trembling, her breasts heaving, her eyes pleading with him for release.

"Tell me," he growled, "what do you want?" She whimpered, unable to speak. He leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear. "Say it."

"I want you to use me. To make me yours. Please." Her voice was barely above a whisper, but it sent shivers down his spine.

Without another word, he grabbed her hard against him, his hips pressing into hers. She gasped as she felt his erection pushing against her wetness. He began to thrust, his movements rough but powerful.

Her cries of pleasure echoed through the alleyway as she surrendered to him completely. He could feel her body shaking with each thrust, her climax building towards an explosive finish.

As he felt the first spasms of her climax, he knew she was his. She was the perfect toy, ready and willing to submit to his every desire. He roared in triumph as he felt his own climax wash over him, the two of them lost in the ecstasy of their twisted fantasy.

In the midst of their shared release, their eyes locked, and for a fleeting moment, there was something more than lust in them. Something akin to understanding or even love. But it was fleeting, as the intensity of their passion began to wane.

Breathing heavily, he pulled out of her and stepped back. She stood there, naked and exposed, but there was no shame in her eyes. Instead, there was a mixture of satisfaction and longing.

"That was... unforgettable," she whispered, her voice hoarse from pleasure.

He smiled, his eyes glinting in the moonlight. "I thought you'd like it," he said with a cocky grin.

She smirked back at him. "You have no idea how much."

They stood there in the silence of the alleyway, both knowing that this was just the beginning of their twisted game. The city lay before them, filled with people who were nothing but pawns in their sordid desires. And together, they were going to explore every inch of it, seeking out their next conquest, their next rush of power.

But for now, they had each other. And that was enough.
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