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> DIRTY OFFICE SERIES <


1. Used at the Office


Chapter 1

Loudly, I slam the bathroom door behind me. I know it's ridiculous, that I shouldn't let myself be so angry. But I can't help it.

I thought I'd have some peace and quiet today. Having the office all to myself on December 31, I don't think that's too much to ask.

All the lawyers are on vacation, getting suntanned on paradise islands, or skiing. I'm alone. Or at least, that's what I thought.

All I wanted was to get ahead on my files, know them all inside out to impress my bosses when they come back. So that they finally realize that I’m the best for this junior associate position. But of course, Benjamin had the same idea.

Benjamin, my lifelong rival, competing with me for this job. With his arrogance displayed on his face. His proud smile. His mouth, so perfectly drawn. Perfect for slipping between my thighs and….

No. That's enough, Valentina. Stop fantasizing about him.

With a sharp gesture, I turn on the faucet, taking a little water to splash on the back of my neck to calm myself down. Wasted effort. With him, it's always been like this. From the beginning, everything is a competition with him. To whom would win the most cases. To whom would find the most prestigious clients. And now, this associate position.

I look down, almost unconsciously biting my lip as I stare at the marble counter, almost too fancy for a restroom. Flashbacks come to me.

The Christmas party.

His hands on my body, pulling up my suit skirt.

His fingers ripping my thin pantyhose to gain access to my skin, quivering under his kisses.

I still don't know how we got here. I can't even blame the alcohol; we hadn't joined the party yet. So how did one of our most violent fights turn into the best sex I've ever had?

I close my fingers around the edge of the sink. Against my bra, I can feel my breasts poke, reacting to memories of that night. I had never done anything like this.

I have always been focused on my studies, then on my work. One-night stands were never really for me. And the few boyfriends I had were quickly fed up that I was more interested in the law than in them. That's probably why I succumbed so easily. I needed sex, that's all.

My breathing quickens as the images jostle faster and faster in my head. I don't know what pissed me off the most.

That he turns me forcefully to slam my bare ass, exposed to his gaze. Or the fact that I loved it. He spanked me again and again, making my skin and my cheeks flush. He did it with such assurance, such naturalness.

Never had a man taken me like this. With so much strength. So much expertise. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once. Holding my neck firmly, keeping me in a passionate kiss, while the other greedily roamed my body.

I only need to close my eyes to remember the feel of his fingers firmly pinching my nipples, making me moan uncontrollably. I wanted to remain silent, out of misplaced pride. Pretending that what he was doing didn't have the slightest impact on me.

But of course, it was wrong. His warm breath caressing my skin had been enough to make me wet. So, when his fingers moved lower, discovering how drenched I was, it didn't take long for me to totally lose my footing.

Firmly, he grabbed my ponytail, forcing me to sit up and look at myself in the mirror. He made sure I didn't miss a single second of his body burying itself in mine, squeezing louder and louder sighs from me.

I tried to remain silent by biting my lip, destroying my lipstick. Even though I couldn't really think anymore, I was still conscious enough to remember that out there, just outside this bathroom, were our bosses and our most important clients. No question of tarnishing my reputation for this sudden madness.

Distractedly, I readjust my outfit. I need to stop thinking about that night. It was just a one-time thing. It had been a stressful week, and it had been a long time since I had been touched by a man. That's all. It will never happen again.

Benjamin will never touch my body again. Never mind that it was the best sex of my life. It's over. I will stop thinking about it. I'm gonna step out of this bathroom and leave it all behind me. No question of fantasizing again. I will stay professional.

Taking a deep breath, I put my good resolution into action, placing my hand on the door handle with determination.

Professional.


Chapter 2

I hold back an exasperated sigh. Of course, he's still here. Doesn’t he have a life?

As if it were not enough to be in constant competition, we have to share the same space. Not for long. In three months, I will be appointed junior associate, I will have my own office.

I will no longer have to bear his mocking gaze. His bragging all day long, all because he managed to put his socks on properly when he got up. I can't help but smile at my own silliness.

“A thought to share?”

I roll my eyes, trying to ignore him. Three months is going to be way too long. Just hearing him breathe infuriates me. I'm gonna end up needing a lawyer if this keeps up. I don't know how I'm going to hold on without trying to wipe that smirk from his lips.

His lips so perfect… I have to bite the inside of my cheek to stop myself from thinking again about what they could do to me, if placed in the right place. His head stuck between my thighs… That would be a great way to silence him.

The worst part is that I'm sure he would be talented. It would make him even more arrogant if he could make me cum like that.

I clear my throat, focusing on my case. But very quickly, the lustful ideas resume. I can't stop my mind or my eyes from wandering. Without really realizing it, I stare at his hands.

They are perfect. Long and well-defined. Enough to get deep inside me and make me moan with pleasure. As for his thumb, it's the perfect size to take care of my clit, drawing circles on my button of nerves until I cum.

I quietly lick my lip. He could make things even more intense. Press me against the wall, holding me firmly by my wrists, preventing me from moving. I would be totally subject to his will. Maybe he could swing me onto his lap, give me a good spanking. Never has a man treated me like that, and yet, the idea obsesses me.

A mocking sound snaps me out of my thoughts. I look up, meeting Benjamin's snide eyes. Immediately, my cheeks turn red. I hate my body for having such a reaction. Usually, I’m really not the shy type.

In a courtroom, when all eyes are on me, I feel more powerful than ever. But being caught in the act makes me feel like a kid.

I focus on my screen, pretending none of this happened. But of course, he won’t do the same. As I pretend to work, I feel him get up. Slowly, he advances in the room, as if he wanted to mark it with his intoxicating presence.

“You're all alone for the new year, it's a bit sad, don't you think?”

“You can talk, you are too.”

“Don’t worry about me. I know I’ll find a beautiful creature to end up the night with.”

I roll my eyes before reading the same sentence for the third time. But his playful tone interrupts me again.

“Jealous?”

“In your dreams. Shut up now, I want to finish my report.”

He chuckles but says nothing, content with pacing the room. Even more than his comings and goings, it’s his perfume that bothers me the most. Before that famous Christmas party, I had never realized how good he smells. His cologne is intoxicating. A single puff is enough to awaken all my senses.

Just as a single look at me takes me back to that night. Without the slightest effort, I remember the feeling of his full lips kissing me so well. His hands knowing exactly where to touch me. His hard cock making me sink into unknown pleasures...

Stop Valentina. Ok, you're missing sex, and he's good, but that's not a reason. Fantasizing about the one man that's driving me crazy... It's got to stop.

I swallow hard as soon he’s behind me. However, I show nothing of my confusion, concentrating on the screen. Never has a contract seemed so exciting to me. Seconds pass, and nothing happens. Annoyed by his motionless presence behind me, I can't help but speak.

“Don't you have better things to do? Like, I don't know, finish the Johnson case, or go buy yourself one of those horrible things you call ties?”

An amused sound is heard behind my back, annoying me even more. I can’t wait for him to go.

“I finished my work a long time ago. As for my ties, it's called fashion. I'm not surprised you haven't heard of it.”

“If you're really done, why are you still here? Is your life really that boring?”

“Why would I leave when I’m in such good company?”

“You really think you’ll get good points because you stay late at work? That's not how they're going to choose the associate.”

“Nope. But I'd be silly to leave when I can look at your pretty face… And your tight ass. It looks so appetizing in your tight little skirts. You know you don't make my days easy when you wear them?”

I roll my eyes, exasperated. And yet, I do feel the blush rising to my cheeks. I’m pathetic. This man is the most annoying I have ever met. And yet, I blush like a schoolgirl. And for a phony compliment at that.

I shudder as he leans in towards me, remaining at a reasonable distance.

“Admit it, you were hoping I would come today, right?”

“No!”

I bite the inside of my cheek. I responded far too quickly and far too eagerly for someone indifferent. And he knows it. His laugh leaves no doubt about it.

I shiver as he takes another step, bringing our bodies dangerously close.

“Dare to tell me you haven't thought about what we did that night.”

“I… I haven’t.”

I can hardly articulate, my throat is so tight from his intoxicating presence next to me.

“Really? You didn’t think about how I pinned you against the wall? About my hand slipping through your soaked panties? About my big cock that comes and goes inside you?”

His voice deepens as his mouth moves closer to my ear. I shake my head weakly. I can't even utter a word now. His hand brushes against me without ever touching me, his hot breath makes me lose all reason.

And yet, I have to hold on. No way I’m giving him the satisfaction of agreeing to his lustful words. But he makes it harder than ever.

As I focus on my screen, he leans closer to me. With the tips of his teeth, he captures the tip of my ear. It's so light that I barely feel it. And yet, this gesture alone is enough to inflame my whole body.

I don't know where this little game will take us, but the heat between my legs indicates that my body is ready to go all the way. My mind still resists as his voice whispers in my ear.

“Seems to me you loved it last time.”

“Please. I needed a cock to release the pressure. Yours was the first available, that's all. Don’t give more importance to this incident than it had.”

“Hmm… Sure. So, if the old Bernstein had been there, you’d have cummed on his cock twice?”

I bite my lip at the memory. Two orgasms in less than five minutes I thought was only possible in books. But he proved me wrong.

I hold my breath as his hand slides around my neck, light but present. I’ve a hard time keeping still as his deep voice reaches my ear.

“If you need to release some pressure again, I can give you a hand. That's what co-workers are for.”

“Fuck you.”

I manage to hiss between my teeth, my mind fighting with all its might against my urges. I have only one desire, lean forward on the desk and lift my skirt to show him my soaked pussy. I want to feel his hard cock inside me.

He laughs, more vicious than ever. He loves hunting and competition, like all lawyers. But with him, it's incredibly sexy.

“That's what I'm trying to do.”

I bite down on the inside of my cheek with all my might as his mouth settles on my neck, his hand moving dangerously down to my erect nipples. And I remember his cock. Tough. Perfect.

I barely stifle a squeal as, without warning, he removes his hand from my neck and steps back, walking to his desk without looking at me. I can't help but be disappointed. I wanted it to happen. But I think the moment has passed.

I finally have peace to work, but of course, I can't. All I care about is watching him. He sits in his chair, legs slightly apart. With two fingers, he unties the knot of his tie and unbuttons the top of his shirt, giving me a brief glimpse of his perfectly muscled chest. Of course, he catches everything of my observation. Again, he teases me.

“Are you sure you don't want to take advantage of this? You look desperate for it.”

“Me, desperate? You’re the one who keeps insisting.”

A smirk forms on my lips. My turn to play. Rolling my hips, I approach him. He likes my curves stuck in that tight skirt, right? I intend to drive him crazy.

Arrived at his side, I put my hands on his shoulders. Thus positioned, my chest seems bigger. Appetizing, I hope. I lean towards him, my lips brushing his.

“I think you're the one who can't get this night out of your head. Tell me, how many times have you jerked off in the shower thinking about my tight little pussy around your cock? I'm sure you're thinking about it right now.”

As I say those words, I let my hand slide slowly down his chest. Through his shirt, I can feel his perfectly defined abs. His jaw clenches as I keep going down, not hesitating for a second before placing my hand on his bulge.

Through the fabric of the pants, I apply a simple pressure, feeling his cock grow bigger every second I touch it. I can't help but smile viciously. He thought he had me in his net, and yet, the opposite is happening. At least for the moment.

Before I have time to realize it, his hand grips the back of my neck firmly, approaching my face with force to capture my lips. For a moment, I can't breathe. This kiss is way too powerful for me to even think.

Without the slightest resistance, I let him introduce his tongue into my mouth, coming to meet it with mine. I don't think anyone has ever been kissed like this. My hand remains motionless, still tight against his cock growing between my fingers.

With his free hand, he encourages me to unzip his pants. Feverishly, I comply, not because he asked me to. I want to play with him. To take all my time, to make him beg.

But he has something else in mind. His hand slides on the front of my neck, holding it just enough to make me feel his power. He breaks the kiss, leaving us both gasping. Between his teeth, he hisses an order that makes me shudder.

“On your knees.”

I hate to admit it, but hearing him order me around turns me on as much as it annoys me. I don't know how to explain it. I want to rebel, but deep inside me, a little voice orders me to obey him. To give him whatever he wants. To submit.

But my pride forbids it. Despite that hand squeezing my neck, I stare at him, not moving an inch as my eyes remain intently on his. He can't help but smile at my resistance. His hand tightens a little tighter, his voice is firmer.

“I said. On your knees.”

“No.”

He clicks his tongue, visibly displeased. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as suddenly his free hand lands on my ass. The surprise is such that I cannot hide my excitement at this gesture.

And when his hand falls on me again, I can't help but let out a slight squeal of pleasure. He smiles, visibly proud of my reaction.

“On your knees, or you will be punished.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I can't believe he just said that. Worst. I can't even believe I want him to. But I do. When he said those words, I felt my clit throb, as if it was begging me to let him do these things to me.

I remain silent, unable to make the slightest movement. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he leans over me, his whisper against my ear making me lose my footing.

“I'm going to punish you. If it gets too much for you, you say red, and I'll stop everything. You understand?”

I frown, unable to react. Is this what I think it is? I read many erotic books in the evening, hidden under my covers. And I can't deny it, the ones with dominants have always been my favorites.

I never could have believed he was one. But the safe word he just gave me. The punishment. The ease he exudes... There is no doubt about it. I can already imagine him handcuffing me, whipping me...

And that's what I want.

I snap out of my lethargy, realizing he's waiting for an answer from me. Mouth half-open, I answer without even thinking about it. I nod my head, and immediately he flips me over onto his lap.

I barely breathe, the anticipation is so strong. Without missing a beat, he pulls my skirt up over my ass, tugging the fabric so hard it's a miracle it doesn't rip.

In the same way, he takes down my pantyhose, offering himself a perfect view of my ass. With a sound of approval, he plays with the lace thong I put on this morning.

I wanted to be sure that I was ready, if I ever decided to go out and meet a beautiful lover to move on to the next year. At no time did I think that I would offer it to him.

He doesn't take it off, just lets go of the rubber band so it snaps against my skin. I bite my lip. Soon, something much more powerful will come crashing down on it.

A sound of surprise dies in my throat as his hand falls for the first time on my bare ass. Two more hits follow before he pauses. With the same force, he massages my aching skin, his deep voice echoing through the room.

“Did it hurt?”

“I felt nothing.”

He sneers. I probably shouldn't provoke him while I'm in this position, totally submissive to his will. But I can't help it. My position is already humiliating enough. No way I give him more satisfaction by admitting that I’m wetter than ever.

His response is not long in coming. With even more force, he hits my ass. I bite my lip, holding back the slightest sound. Pain or pleasure, I don't really know what I feel. All I know is that I want him to continue, while he still hits me.

“Still nothing?”

“Nothing at all. Wondering why you spend so much time in the gym.”

He sneers again, putting even more force into his next strikes. My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands. I swallow with difficulty. It’s more and more difficult for me to remain unmoved by this treatment.

Soon, I'm shaking. He stops for a moment, caressing my ass with too much force for my skin, sore from these treatments.

“You complicate your life you know. It would be much easier if you admitted that you love what I do to you. That you want to belong to me.”

“Never!”

My voice chokes as an even stronger blow than the others falls on my skin. My breathing is getting harder. I have a hard time holding myself back.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as he suspends his spanking, using his hand to descend much lower. Without waiting, his fingers slide over my slit. Slowly, he covers them with my arousal as he comes dangerously close to my clit, making me moan despite myself.

“You're awfully wet for someone who doesn't feel anything. If I had known that the all-powerful Valentina loves being punished like this, I would have done it a long time ago.”

“You’re full of shit.”

Not a word comes out of his mouth to contradict me. Instead, he prefers gestures. Slowly, he lets two fingers slide inside me. My breathing betrays me, faster, louder, as he slips deep inside me.

My cheeks are red with shame. I can't believe I let him do this to me. I thought that we would fuck hard on his desk. I never thought I could submit to someone so easily, let alone him.

And yet, as his fingers move back and forth inside me, I feel all my barriers come down. It takes superhuman effort not to beg him to take me here and now.

“You’re so stubborn. Did you really think you could hide how much you want me? Look at you, soaked and desperate for my cock. I'm sure you're dreaming of me putting it in your tight little pussy.”

I swallow, using every ounce of control I have left to stay quiet. I'm not ready to satisfy him yet. But it gets harder, as his thumb lands on my clit, making delicious circles over it.

“Don't worry. You don't have to say a single word. I’m still going to take care of you. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk for days. And after that, I'll take care of that little hole.”

All the air escapes my lungs as he spins his hand, his thumb now resting between my ass. Without the slightest shame, he caresses my crenelated contour without penetrating it. My cheeks burn so much they are red.

No man has ever touched me there, let alone penetrated. I would like to play offended, get up and get dressed. Get away from this pervert for good. But I can't deny it. A dark desire is born in me. I want to try it.

“You’re even sluttier than I thought. Good girl.”

I bite my lip at this unexpected and original compliment. And yet, being called that awakens a strange warmth in me. Slowly, his fingers slip away from me, leaving me agonizingly empty.

This time I can't hold back a moan as his hand hits my ass again. It doesn't have the power he put out earlier. It looks more like a gesture of conclusion, to mark the passage to something else.

I lick my lip, hoping that something else involves his cock inside me. Anywhere inside me. I believe that if he asked me again to kneel, I would do it without hesitation. Not for fear of another painful punishment. No. Because I want to.

More than anything, I want to feel him inside me again. Remind me of what it feels like to cum with such a powerful man pounding me.

A gasp of surprise takes me as he lifts me without difficulty, sitting me on his desk. In this position, my ass will undoubtedly leave a mark on the surface. Maybe even my excitement will flow on it. I can't help but smile, imagining him working there while remembering my passage.

My breath hitches as he plunges his fingers into his mouth, perversely tasting the taste of my arousal. It’s one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen. With him, everything is so hot. He withdraws his fingers slowly, as if savoring the best of food.

“You are delicious when you are desperate for my cock.”

I roll my eyes, not caring about the consequences. Still, I can't help but shiver when he gets up. He looks bigger than ever as he leans over me, his hands resting on my thighs to keep them wide open.

I can barely keep my eyes open as his fingers dig into the thin skin of my inner thighs. I want to feel it inside me. Even more so now that his body is against mine, warm and imposing.

I want to lose myself in his arms. To be crushed under his weight. Spreading my legs to let him take me again and again.

His lips crash against mine again. An emergency arises between us. No more games and speeches. Only our bodies expressing themselves, only our desire that envelops us in its protection. It doesn't matter that we’re at work. We must satisfy this need that takes hold of us.

Without even thinking about it, my hands move down his body, grabbing his cock. His length is hot and thrilling. He wants it as much as I do. He growls against my lips, letting me stroke him for a few more moments before taking control again.

With a quick movement, he clears everything that was on his desk. Keyboard, files, everything crashes to the ground. But none of us care. Forcefully, he turns me around, pinning me against the desk.

I'm bent over, and I no longer have any will of my own. I barely react when he spreads my legs. I shudder, ready to moan with all my might as his cock begins to slide down my slit. He makes this wait last a few moments, before finally diving into me.

My breathing stops. I had forgotten how big he is. Yet, I let him enter me without a single complaint. I feel like I'm splitting open, and I love it. It's as if I could feel the slightest of his veins caressing my walls.

I take a deep breath, getting used to his presence as he already withdraws. Slowly, he makes long movements back and forth, making me feel his power. In this position, I have no control.

He pins me against the desk, his hand on my upper back. I just have to let go and moan as he takes everything from me.

His movements are faster, more abrupt. I bite my lip, still trying to hide my pleasure. A shiver runs through me as his thumb slips between my ass again.

I tense without stopping him. If I wanted to, I would have only one word to say. Red. And everything would stop.

But the only thing that comes out of my mouth is a long moan, as his finger begins to sink into me. He slows down his hip movements, making them longer to make the pleasure last longer.

No doubt he relishes my position. He does what he wants to me. I'm his little thing, lying on the desk for him. I let him spank me. I now let him use my most taboo entry. I will never be able to erase that from his memory.

I moan again as his other hand slips between my hips and the desk. Without hesitation, he finds my clit, rolling it between his fingers. My eyes are half close to better feel these delicious sensations he offers me. He leans over me.

“Look at you. You hate me and yet you're going to come on my cock, my thumb in your little ass.”

I bite my lip as he thrusts harder, shoving me against the hard edge of the desk with every move. For the first time, I can't find a smart answer to retort.

The pleasure is far too strong. It comes in waves, breaking faster and faster in the pit of my stomach. My moans turn into screams that I can't stop. I surrender completely, forgetting where I am, and with whom. There is only this intense pleasure that I feel.

Unexpectedly, my entire body tenses, a devastating orgasm coursing through me. For long moments, I no longer feel anything, my mind struggling to come down from this intense experience.

It's only when I feel him emptying into me in a triumphant gasp that I come to. Without waiting, he moves back and lets himself fall into his seat. As I start to straighten up, he clicks his tongue.

“I didn't allow you to move. I want to see my seed dripping out of your little pussy.”

In one motion, I straighten up and furiously pull my skirt down. No question of continuing to play this game. I have humiliated myself enough as it is.

I bend over to catch my thong, but he's faster than me. Furious, I watch him stuff it in his pocket. He pats it, looking me straight in the eye.

“I’m gonna keep this. It's my trophy.”

I clench my fists. I want to hit him. It’s impossible to be so annoying. In anger, I turn on my heels. Without a word, I grab my things and leave the room without even bothering to turn off my computer.

I really shouldn't have come to work today.

And yet, as I head for the exit, a degrading desire arises in the corner of my head. To kneel before him and call him Master.


Chapter 3

I’m stupid.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

What got into me? I could be home right now. In a nice bath, wiping every trace of him off my body. Or on my couch, eating a pizza and watching some stupid movie.

And instead, I'm in this hotel bar, surrounded by drunk people saying goodbye to this endless year.

I look up, immediately meeting Benjamin's eyes. For once, he doesn’t have that insufferable smile that's driving me crazy. He just looks at me, as seriously as when he caught up to me earlier.

The elevator doors were soon closed. I no longer thought of him. But at the last second, he broke into the elevator. His mere presence was enough to suck in all the air around us.

I took a step back, more out of play than fear. He continued to walk towards me until my back touched the wall.

“Quite a scene you gave us there, Valentina.”

“Isn't it what you wanted? If you think I'm going to let you fuck me in the elevator while there are cameras, you're dreaming.”

“Don't worry, that's not my intention at all.”

At these words, I couldn't help but feel a hint of disappointment. Not that I particularly wanted to be fucked in that tin can. But I wish he wanted me. What he said next ignited the fire.

“I'm just not in the habit of leaving a submissive unsupervised after a session, no matter how intense.”

“I'm not a submissive!”

“Yeah, sure. And I didn't spank you in the middle of our office. Believe what helps you sleep, Valentina. But you are a submissive. You could even be a very good one, if you were trained by the right master.”

Those words still resonate. When he said them, I pretended to be annoyed. But in the pit of my stomach, I could feel a rising heat.

For the rest of the descent, we remained silent. It was only in the lobby of the building that he offered me a drink. It was not very far from my house, so without thinking, I accepted.

Now I don't really know what to do with myself. We both remain silent, observing the people around us, before looking back at each other.

It should be forbidden to be so sexy. He’s hot, and he knows it. He’s playing with it. This makes him even more annoying.

I take another sip of my mocktail to regain my composure. I need all the help I can get for this. Along my thigh, I can feel his seed dripping. I have never done anything so depraved.

And apparently, that was just the beginning. I shiver as he leans toward me, the scent of his perfume intoxicating me again.

“Go to the bathroom.”

I remain speechless at this new order. I should roll my eyes, put my drink down, and wish him goodnight before walking away without a look.

We've done enough things in public as it is. And yet, I want to go there. He has way too much control over me. It's dangerous. And yet I don't care.

After all, I too have power over him. Otherwise, he wouldn't be there, staring at me like I was candy to devour. Yes, he wants me as much as I want him.

Forgetting all reason, I get up and walk away. To taunt him a bit, I start rolling my hips excessively, drawing all eyes to me.

But even if this room is filled with countless attractive men, there is only one that interests me. And if he wants to play, I’m gonna play.

I'm sure he's already imagining what we're going to do in that bathroom. About the way he's going to slam me against the wall, lifting my skirt and shoving inside me without preparing me. He's gonna take every bit of me.

And I will let him do. Just tonight. For once in my life, losing my mind.

Time seems endless as I wait for him in the bathroom, ready as ever. I intend to give him his money's worth. But the more time passes, the more worry arises in the pit of my stomach. What if he doesn't come? What if it was a way to make fun of me?

I snap out of my thoughts as my phone rings. A message.

Show me how wet your little pussy is.

My lips part, as much excitement as surprise. So that's his plan. That I send him pictures of me. The idea is exciting, but I'm not stupid.

Photos, messages… It’d give him proof of what we did. He could even use them against me. He's so twisted, I know he would do it without hesitation.

So, I decide to rebel. I turn on my phone's camera, but don't slip it between my legs. Instead, I place my free hand on my chest, making sure to give him a slight glimpse of my cleavage. Then I take a photo and send it to him.

I’d love to see his face when he opens the message, discovering a middle finger in place of the naughty photo he wanted to receive. Will he smile, amused, or will he grit his teeth, angry that I'm disobeying him?

Minutes pass with no response. I thought he would have insisted more than that. Now I expect him to show up any moment to punish me for my audacity.

I shudder, wondering if I can handle another spanking. But the idea excites me. I think if he asked me, I would drop to my knees and suck his cock as an apology.

But nothing comes. As I'm about to leave the bathroom to join him, my phone rings again.

Room 417. Now.


Chapter 4

My hand hangs in the air for a second. I'm nervous about joining him. I know it, the moment I enter this room, there will be no turning back.

I probably completely lost my mind. Play such games with a colleague. With an enemy. It's like jumping into the lion's den. And yet, I can't make up my mind. It's stronger than me. I want to enter this room.

The door is ajar, but I knock anyway. I shiver as his deep voice comes from the room.

“Come in.”

Without thinking more, I comply. So much for common sense. Only lust matters now.

The sound of my heels is muffled by the thick carpet covering the room. The room is incredibly pretty. Luxurious. But I don't really have time to watch it. Immediately, my gaze goes to the man.

I can’t help it. He’s like a magnet. His presence hypnotizes me. Obsesses me. To make matters worse, he made himself comfortable.

Sitting on a velvet armchair, he keeps his legs slightly apart, like a silent invitation to settle down between them. With difficulty, I manage to stop looking at his crotch to observe the rest of his body.

He took off his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeves. His finely chiseled forearms are left exposed, now appearing to me as the sexiest thing in the world.

I stay perfectly still, not knowing what he expects of me. This situation is completely new. I probably shouldn't worry so much. After all, he's not my boss. I have as much say in this as he does.

And yet, the words he said in the elevator remain etched in me, like a haunting thought. Submissive.

Oh, I know that term well. I have often encountered it in my nocturnal readings. But I refuse to admit it to him. To give him the satisfaction of obeying him a little too quickly.

Finally, he looks up at me. His piercing gaze is enough to make me shudder. Everything about him exudes power and confidence. If it usually annoys me to the highest degree, tonight it excites me like never before.

Can he guess how crazy he’s driving me right now, as he mechanically licks his lower lip while looking at me?

“Close the door and take your clothes off.”

I frown. Really? He wants to do it like that, here, in the entrance of this huge room? Out of habit, I contradict him.

“You, take your clothes off.”

He sighs loudly before leaning forward, resting his elbows on his thighs. A position I've seen him adopt many times when dealing with customers a bit too recalcitrant. If he thinks his little negotiation skills are going to work on me… He's probably right.

“You want me to believe you came up here to discuss the MacMillan case? Take off your clothes.”

I remain motionless for a few more moments, an annoyed pout on my lips. But soon, I find myself closing the door, sealing for good the course of the evening.

Without a look for him, I undo the buttons of my shirt one by one, taking longer than it really should. I have no experience in stripping, but I know how to make things last. And if I do, it's as much for the sexy effect as for the opportunity to annoy him.

My skirt doesn’t take long to join my blouse on the floor. Here I am, unveiled before him. My bra remains the only rampart to protect my modesty, since he has already stripped me of my thong. So, making things last no longer has the slightest interest. I take it off as well.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he gazes unabashedly down my body. Little by little, he explores what will soon be his.

“Crawl.”

I swallow hard, unable to speak. That I crawl? Has he lost his mind? No. I'm not going to do that. Without being able to speak, I shake my head no, at the risk of upsetting him. He sighs loudly again. This time, he gets up to come to meet me.

“You have to stop being like this, Valentina. The sooner you admit your true nature, the better for you. Believe my experience. You are a submissive. There's nothing to be ashamed of. To be honest, I find it really hot.”

I bite my lip when he's finally near me, letting his hand slide down the back of my neck in a gesture that's as reassuring as it is sensual. He leans towards my ear.

“Now you’re gonna crawl for me. You wouldn't want to be punished again, would you?”

My cheeks flush immediately, my mind wandering in memories of his hand falling hard on my ass. Maybe this time he could use his belt? He chuckles softly at my reaction, patting my cheek condescendingly.

“Alright. Be a good girl now.”

Without even thinking about it, I nod my head, making him smile. Without another word, he returns to his chair. Once installed, a single movement of the head is enough to bring me to my knees.

Ignoring the burning blush on my cheeks, I get down on all fours. The feel of the carpet beneath me is almost comfortable as I slowly move toward him. His gaze is on my body, making me shudder with every movement.

When I finally get between his spread legs, I dare not look up at him. I feel far too ashamed for that. And yet, I can't deny it, I'm more excited than ever. Even if I wanted to deny it, my body would betray me. The wetness between my legs is way too glaringly true.

I shiver again as his hand slides through my hair, pulling it up into a makeshift ponytail. Firmly, he tugs at it, forcing me to look up at him.

“Perfect.”

It's just a whisper hissed between his teeth, and yet it's enough to set my whole body on fire. He runs his thumb over my lips, smearing my lipstick all over my face. I don’t care. I’m so hypnotized by this gesture that I forget who he is. There is no more work or competition. It’s just the two of us now. Just this man that I want to satisfy.

“Now show me how good you want to be for me.”

As if he needed to be clearer, he looks down at his pants. I lick my lips, suddenly excited to finally taste him. Feverishly, I unzip his pants.

Without wasting any time, I pull out his cock, hardening at my touch. Slowly, I begin to stroke his length, enjoying every little twitch of his skin against my fingers.

There is no doubt about it. He likes what I do to him. But that's not enough. Firmly, he tightens his fingers on my hair, making me realize what he wants now.

So, I lean down, looking up at him as I let my tongue run over the ribs of his erect cock. Slowly, I go up toward his tip. I never really liked doing that. Each time, sucking my partners has been more like a chore than a pleasure. But with Benjamin, it's different.

With each lick, I can't wait to discover him a little more. To learn every corner of his cock. To discover the salty taste of his excitement which begins to bead from his slit. Never has a man seemed so delicious to me. And I never thought that one day, I would find myself so eager to open my mouth wide for one of them.

And yet, it’s with enthusiasm that I swallow his rounded tip. I can't help but smile when I hear the soft sigh he makes. He can laugh at me, remind me how much I submitted to his will. But we'll both know how crazy I drove him with my mouth.

His fingers instinctively close in my hair. Seeing him in such a state excites and encourages me. Without delay, I push him a little deeper into my mouth, only stopping when my limit is reached.

His cock is big. Much bigger than any man I've known before him. And yet, the challenge doesn’t scare me. So, I take a deep breath, driving him a little deeper inside me.

A new rattle comes out of his throat, barely stifled by his gritted teeth. I wonder if the submissives he's had in the past have taken him that far. I can't help but feel a pang of jealousy. Competition has always been my strong as well as my weak point.

So, despite my body's reflexes and my breathing quickening, I keep ramming him, only stopping once he's fully inside me, his cock slamming mercilessly into the back of my throat.

His fingers close like a trap around my hair, forcing me to stay in this position. I try not to panic as he leans slightly into me, his voice hoarse with excitement.

“I knew you had a big mouth, but I had no idea how much. Tell me, you've been dreaming about this for a long time, huh? I'm sure every day you've seen me, hoping that I shove my cock into your mouth. You were born for this. Go ahead, suck me.”

These words are by far the crudest he has spoken to me. And yet, they excite me like never before. As soon as he releases the pressure on my hair, I start moving my head again, moving back and forth faster and faster on his cock.

At a steady pace, his fingers close in my hair, without ever forcing me. I’m the master of the game now. I decide the rhythm, the depth. I keep my eyes on him, trying to give him the most pornographic of visions.

It seems to please him. He holds my gaze, keeping his jaw clenched. It seems like he too is trying not to show me how much he loves what I do to him. But soon, he can't take it anymore.

As I shove his cock deep into my throat again, he empties into my mouth without warning me, letting out a most exciting gasp.

It doesn't matter, I swallow his seed without him even having to ask me. He can't hold back a "Shit" when he sees me doing it. I don’t take my eyes off him, feasting on this image. Him, still dressed, panting and trying to come to his senses after what I just did to him.

I add some more, licking my lips in a sexy way. He lets out a chuckle before patting my cheek in a gesture of compliment. That's it. I've completed my first mission.

Barely recovered from his emotions, he already seems ready to go again. I stand still, watching him with mixed curiosity and concern. Without hurrying, he gets rid of his belt. What does he plan to do with it? Is he going to punish me again? But I did whatever he wanted.

I swallow hard as he picks me up, laying me firmly in his lap. Then he grabs my wrists and crosses them behind my back. With expert gestures, he wraps his belt around my arms.

Soon, I find myself completely immobilized. I should be worried about being so deprived of my movements, totally at the mercy of this ruthless lover. And yet, I feel incredibly good.

It's as if something freed me. Not being able to move means I'm out of control. I can no longer do anything wrong. All I have to do is savor the present moment.

Moments later, he picks me up again, placing me astride one of his thighs. My clit is now in contact with the fabric still covering his skin. I'm so wet, I’m staining his pants with my excitement.

This suit must be worth a fortune, and yet he doesn't care. He prefers to grab my lips again, his tongue visiting every inch of my mouth. I moan into the kiss as his hands settle on my breasts.

Mercilessly, his fingers grab my nipples and forcefully twist them, sending electric shocks through my body. My nerves are raw, unable to determine whether they feel pleasure or pain at the man's treatment.

I don't care. All I know is that I want him to continue. I could never have thought myself so insatiable. With him, I want it to last for hours. Let him take me again and again until I pass out from exhaustion.

One of his hands leaves me. Instead, it grabs my hip firmly. I moan again as he’s forcing me to undulate on him. My clit throbs at the delicious friction offered by the man's thick thigh.

As if he wanted to hear me moan better, Benjamin breaks our kiss, keeping his face close to mine to watch my every reaction. I can no longer think. My mouth hangs open as my chest heaves, panting. I no longer try to hold back my moans.

The pleasure only increases as he lowers his head, coming to capture my free nipple in his mouth. His tongue curls around my tense tip. From time to time, his teeth nibble at me, making me squeal.

He knows exactly what he's doing. Every moment, he reminds me that if he gives me pleasure, he can also make me suffer. He’s the one who holds the power.

I never thought when I woke up this morning that I would end up in a hotel room, my hands tied, straddling the leg of this man who drives me so crazy. And yet, now, I want this night to last forever.

But as I feel the orgasm getting closer, he strips me of all contact, lifting me up again. Without really understanding how, I find myself thrown on his shoulder.

Without delicacy, he throws me on the bed. My still-bound arms sink into the mattress as he's already on top of me, forcefully pushing my thighs apart. My chest heaves with excitement, but also with anxiety. What will he do with me now? I feel like a sheep about to be devoured by a wolf.

With painful slowness, he leans over me, his lips caressing mine, never giving me the kiss I've been waiting for. I swallow as he begins to move down my body, placing kisses here and there on my skin covered with goosebumps.

It’s as if he was marking his territory with his mouth. I hate to admit it. But I’m his property. His little thing.

I hardly breathe while his face is now between my thighs. I bite my lip. His hot breath caresses my wet pussy.

Without waiting any longer, he captures my throbbing clit. As if he wanted to drive me crazy, he stays motionless for a few moments, his lips offering me a warm blanket, but not enough to bring me the relief I hoped for.

After a few moments, he finally starts to move. His tongue draws unknown symbols on my nerve button, immediately making me moan. As I had imagined, his lips are perfect for this. I don't know who taught him to be so good, but I'm grateful to them.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, failing to dig into his hair. A scream stays stuck in my throat as he plunges two fingers into me without the slightest difficulty. I’ve never been so wet.

I don't care what he wants to give me now. I will accept everything, if it means obtaining the orgasm that makes me dream so much. Yet I should be wary of what I desire.

After long minutes of this treatment, the dominant seems to get bored. I'm so mesmerized by his tongue movements over my clit that I barely realize he's pulling his fingers away from me and aiming them lower.

It’s only moments later that I sit up abruptly, feeling his index finger soaked in my arousal land against my most taboo entrance. Faced with my reaction, Benjamin stops licking me for a moment, raising his head to give me a reassuring look.

“Relax. I promise you’re gonna love it. And if not, you remember your safe word, right?”

Without a word, I nod, gently leaning back as his finger begins to intrude. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. All my senses are confused as he resumes sucking my clit in the most delicious way.

Slowly, he pushes his finger deep inside me. I bite my lip. The feeling isn't nearly as bad as I thought it would be. Yet, it’s much more intense than what he did to me earlier, as he fucked me on his desk.

He goes a lot further, bending his index finger from time to time to pull me further apart. I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the intrusive thoughts racing through my brain as a second finger invites itself inside me.

If he prepares me in this way, it’s because he has something in mind. I don't have the slightest doubt about it. He's going to take me there. Plunge his large cock in my ass. Take everything there is to take from me. This idea is terrifying.

And yet, I’m ready to do it. There is no longer any shred of reason in me. I don't care who he is. I don't care about the consequences. I want to belong to him, body and soul. Let myself be enveloped by his powerful presence.

After long minutes of this unacknowledged pleasure, Benjamin removes his fingers and his mouth from my most intimate parts. Slowly, he moves up my body, capturing my lips to give me a taste of my own excitement.

Soon he grabs his cock, smoothing it down my slit. I can't help but be nervous, wondering what part of me he's going to shove it into.

I almost sigh with relief when his rounded tip slowly enters my soaked pussy. Despite my hands tied behind my back limiting my movements, I arch my back, trying to get even more in touch with his body.

The man can't hold back a smile, seeing me so impatient. Leaning over me, he forcefully grabs my legs, resting them on his arms to open me up even wider.

I can't hold back my moans as his cock is now deep inside me, tearing me apart in a tug. He’s massive, and I love it. I love feeling his hard rod take possession of every inch of my anatomy.

His lips brush mine, playing with my patience for a few moments, pretending to kiss me, only to pull back. I bite my lower lip as he begins to move back and forth.

His rhythm is excruciatingly slow but powerful. With each thrust, I feel like he’s burying himself deep within me. Never has a man gone so far inside me. Never has a cock made me feel so much pleasure.

The amused look in his eyes seems to tell me he knows. He knows he's the best cock I've ever had. He has no doubt about it. My pride wants me to remain silent. To not react at all to break his beautiful arrogance. But I can’t.

Not when his hip movements get faster, more precise. I can't even think anymore. With each movement of his hips, his body rubs against my clit, giving me just enough pressure to push me ever further into pleasure.

The orgasm is not far away. When he starts pounding me hard, there's nothing I can do to stop myself. My head goes backward as my feet curl up. I savor these intense sensations, ignoring Benjamin's face inches from mine, not missing a thing of the show I'm giving him.

For long moments, my body vibrates. Benjamin continues his movements a little longer, accompanying my pleasure to the end. I remain stunned for a few minutes, lost in the mists of pleasure.

It’s only when he withdraws from me without having cum that I come back to my senses. I know what he’s going to do. The way he turns me over gives me no doubt. Thus posed on his knees, my head buried in the mattress, I offer him a royal entrance to my ass.

Despite my urge to try this new and depraved thing, I can't help but be nervous. And he feels it, caressing my back with an unprecedented softness.

“Breathe.”

I do as he says, ignoring the warning signs in my body as he towers over me. I close my eyes, as his tip already aligns with my entrance. Without forcing, he pushes his way through my crenelated barrier without meeting the slightest resistance from my body.

However, my breath stops. This feeling is so strange. I felt like I was full when he was inside me earlier. But that was nothing compared to now.

His cock continues to enter me without stopping. Inch by inch, he takes possession of my body. I breathe harder, gradually making myself aware of this intrusion. I feel full. Whole. As if all my life, I had missed this cock lodged deep inside me.

Benjamin doesn't move. His hand gently pats my lower back, as if congratulating me for holding on. I feast on these welcome caresses, finding the comfort necessary to support this humiliating position.

Slowly, my one-night dominant begins long movements back and forth. I bite my lower lip. I don't quite understand how I manage to bear this. He’s so big. So imposing.

Even though I don't feel pleasure yet, I don't feel the pain and discomfort that I had imagined either. And he seems to savor every moment of this most perverse exchange. Behind me, I hear him grunt with exertion and excitement.

I may be overwhelmed by my emotions, but I don’t forget my true nature. Playful, I contract, trying to make him feel even more of me. He growls a little louder, before bringing me his revenge.

His hand slips between my legs, grabbing my clit without hesitation. A gasp of surprise escapes me as he presses hard on it, stimulating it almost too much after my recent orgasm.

I moan louder and louder as his thrusts became more intense. My body completely opens up to him. He no longer receives any resistance. He just has to take what he wants.

I can barely breathe. The pleasure is far too strong. He pounds me now, forgetting all restraint. It suits me perfectly. I’m moaning without caring anymore. I never thought I could have so much pleasure being taken like this in my ass.

I still can't believe he's the one making me feel such intense things. He still annoys me, even though it doesn't really matter anymore.

It doesn't matter who he is, or the dirty tricks he's done to me in the past. I only want one thing: to cum on his cock.

The heat in my belly is intense. Suddenly, all my members tense, devastated by an orgasm even more powerful than the others.

Behind my back, the man no longer has the slightest restraint. Letting go of my clit, he grabs my hips in both hands, pounding me like his life depended on it. I scream now, my orgasm not seeming to end.

We no longer have any control over our bodies. There is only this frantic search for pleasure.

After two thrusts more brutal than the others, the man comes to a complete stop inside me, emptying himself in long spurts in my most taboo entrance.

I don't know what time it is. Whether we passed the new year or not. I also don't know what will happen now that we have satisfied these animal desires.

I know only one thing: I want to do it again.


Chapter 5

With a groan, I wake up. I don't really know what bothers me the most. The outside light hitting my face, or the aches that make every square inch of my body scream.

The images of the evening come back to me in flashes. Benjamin, holding me in all possible positions, taking me in every part of my body. I still can't believe I submitted to him like this.

I’ve always been a strong and independent woman. Now, I’ve turned into the sex doll of my worst enemy. This is bound to backfire on me. I gave him way too much power. This new year to come is going to be terrible...

I finally manage to open my eyes, scanning the room. He's not here anymore. There are no longer his clothes, nor his overpriced coat.

I blink, still sleepy. Then, I notice a note on the nightstand next to me. I catch it with a grimace, my body sorer than ever. I’m going to have a really hard time walking today.

The note is brief. He has lunch with his family. I can use the room as long as I want. I should take a bath and drink tea. To call him if I have a problem.

Sure, like he's the one I’d call for help. I toss the paper on the floor in a nonchalant gesture, observing the city through the large windows of this luxury room. There are worse places to spend the first day of the year.

I'm going to get some more sleep, then order room service. I'll take whatever's most expensive on the menu, and a bottle of champagne that I can sip while in a hot bubble bath. Yes, spending his money seems to me to be the best answer to my worries.

At least I won't be seeing him for a good week, given the files we have to deal with. A week without him and his mocking face. That should give me enough time to recover and find a way to save face when we meet again.

I swallow, suddenly realizing when it will be. In ten days. The Gibson Affair. Los Angeles. The city of all desires. Several days spent behind closed doors in a hotel.

Who knows what might happen there?

With a sigh, I sink back into the comfortable pillows. Although I'm worried about succumbing to his power again, I can feel something other than fear growing inside me.

Excitement.

Apparently, one night isn’t enough to get rid of my desire for him.

Who knows. Maybe this trip out of town will be the perfect excuse to kneel before him again...

- To be continued -


2. Trained at the Office


Chapter 1

“Ssh, everyone’s gonna hear you. You don't want the whole plane to know what a little slut you are, right?”

A growl comes out of my mouth. God, I hate this man. I don't know why I'm still wasting my time with him. He’s arrogant. Always so proud of himself, as if he were the best person on earth.

A new thrust makes me moan louder. That's why I still do it. He may have an awful personality, but he's the best I've ever had in my bed. And by far.

With him, it’s so good that I forget all reason. If I were sane, I would never let him fuck me like that, in the bathroom of an airplane. Airplane in which most of our colleagues and superiors are.

I can already imagine the headlines in the press if we were to be caught. Two lawyers from the biggest firm in the country getting laid in a public place. It’d look so great on our CV.

And yet, we can't help it. Even if we’re always in competition. Even if we hate each other.

It started ten days ago. That famous evening of December 31st. The night he fucked me hard on his desk. The night he told me he’s a dominant.

The night I discovered that I’m a Submissive.

Bend over his lap, I let him spank me. Slap after slap, I surrendered to him. Of course, I’d have preferred to get that first experience with someone else. He’s my competitor. My enemy. The main obstacle to my race for the position of junior associate.

I should be working on the current lawsuit. Show my superiors that I'm the best they could find for this job. Not spreading my legs for the man I hate, in the plane’s bathroom. Benjamin clicks his tongue as I moan again.

“I told you to shut up.”

As I'm about to reply, the man shoves his tie in my mouth, forcing me to silence. With rage, I bite into it, hoping to damage it. I can't help but smile as I imagine him going back and sitting next to our boss, his tie covered in my saliva.

One of his hands wraps around my throat, making me shiver. I should hate that he has so much power over me. And yet, I love it.

I thought the last time was just some crazy incident. A way to pass the time and get rid of all the pressure of this stressful job. I thought that after that, everything would go back to how it was. That we would avoid each other or fight over stupid things. The usual.

But as soon as our eyes met at the airport, I knew that it wouldn’t happen like that. Apparently, one look is all we need now to lose our minds.

I squeal against my makeshift gag as his free hand slams down on my ass. My cheeks blush. Not because of the potential risk of being caught. No. Because of the shame I feel.

I don't know what I find more humiliating. Loving the pain so much. Fucking with Benjamin. Or that I’m letting myself be turned into a little toy without the slightest will, just for some sex.

But what sex.

His hand slips between my thighs, making me shake for good. With an expert gesture, he begins to play with my nerve button. The pressure is enough to bring me pleasure, without allowing me to fall completely into orgasm.

Now I'm glad he stuck that gag in my mouth. Without it, I think I would have started begging him. And no question of lowering myself to that. Not again.

I close my eyes, remembering how I begged him last time. Without the slightest hesitation, I implored him to put his cock in my ass. Never before did I let a man take me in this intimate part of my body. But to him, I gave it without thinking.

It's like he cast a spell on me. Each of his gestures hypnotizes me a little more, making me discover the extent of his talent. It should be illegal to be so good.

Usually, I’m a woman who knows what she wants. Independent. Strong. I was the best in my class, and when I plead in court, I fear no one. But as soon as Benjamin puts his hands on my body, I completely transform, becoming as gentle as a lamb.

I become his little thing, ready to do anything to satisfy him. He opened a door to my personality that I didn't know existed, and now I want more. With him or another, I don't care. I want to experience BDSM. Understand what it’s like to be a true submissive. Totally surrender to pleasure and pain, without fear of judgment.

Without even realizing it, my mind wanders to the thought of another dominant. I have a pretty good idea of who it could be.

Eric Miller. The strong man of the Los Angeles branch of the company. I only met him once, but I immediately understood why he was considered one of the most desirable bachelors in our country.

He may be older than me, but I wouldn't hesitate for a second to kneel before him and call him Master if he asked me to.

I wonder what Benjamin would say to that. It's not like we have a relationship. And I certainly don’t want one.

My mind keeps wandering, imagining what it would be like to find myself between the bodies of the two men. I’m brought back to reality when Benjamin quickens his movements, now pressing harder on my clit.

I bite the tie harder and harder. But not in a vengeful spirit this time. No. To hold back my cries created by the waves of heat that invade me.

Without my being able to hold back, I cum on his cock, creaming it until his turn comes, unleashing himself without the slightest hesitation deep inside me.

He pulls away immediately, leaning into my ear to whisper condescendingly.

“Good girl. You better clean yourself up before you go out. You don’t want the bosses to find out what kind of girl you are.”


Chapter 2

“Come on everyone, let’s wake up. It’s off to a good start for us, but we can’t relax just yet. It's the home stretch, I need you to give all you have. You all know what you have to do, so get to work.”

Immediately, everyone is on their way. The room buzz with excitement. I’d never seen so many lawyers and assistants in one room. Everyone is focused on the case, doing their job seriously.

And me? I can't do anything but look at the one who just spoke so eloquently. Eric Miller. The man is even more attractive than I remember. Square jaw, piercing eyes. A plump mouth that looks delicious.

In his brown hair, a few white threads betray his age. He must be a dozen years older than me, but I don't care. The man is simply attractive.

When he presented the case, I could hardly focus, my eyes glued to his hands that could easily break me. I imagine them, grabbing my waist as he pounds me hard, sending me ever further into pleasure.

I know I shouldn't be thinking about that. Even if he’s not really my boss, he remains one of the important associates of the firm. He could get me fired if he knew I was fantasizing about him instead of working.

I bite the inside of my cheek. This is the most important trial of my career. My chance to prove my worth. And yet, I can't help but fantasize. Like yesterday, at the trial, when I watched him plead confidently.

The man exuded such charisma. It’s impossible to not sink into desire. Whatever he was doing, my eyes were drawn to him. I couldn't focus on anything but his charismatic presence… And pray that my excitement didn't seep through my skirt.

I must focus. I've worked way too hard on this career to make a fool of myself like that. And yet, as soon as he approaches me, I quickly forget my good resolutions. Even his perfume is captivating. A blend of musk and amber, strong enough to cover my arm with goosebumps.

Nonchalantly, he leans against the wooden table of this luxurious meeting room. All my energy is focused on the expression on my face. I can't be smiling like an idiot. I must contain myself. I'm no longer a high school girl facing her first crush. I'm better than that. Even if his smile makes me melt. I must stay strong.

With professionalism, I answer all his questions on the case, answering point blank even when he tries to trick me. A satisfied smile forms on his lips, and he leans towards me, almost flirtatious.

My breathing stops. This man is attractive. And he knows it. He is playing with it.

“I understand why they’re raving about you. I understand you're aiming for a junior associate position at the New York firm?”

“Yes. It’s been my goal since I joined.”

“Good. Very good. We could discuss it over dinner tonight, what do you think?”

“With pleasure.”

The man stands still for a moment, staring intently at me. I don’t know if I’m taking my wishes for reality, but it seems that there’s more than professional curiosity in his eyes. Desire.

He gives me one last smile before getting up. Even after he leaves the room, my eyes remain fixed on the door where he disappeared. A throat clearing brings me back to reality. I forgot Benjamin is there. All the others are out. It's just us now.

I focus back on the case, pretending to ignore his insistent gaze on me. I shiver as he stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. Is it too much to ask for a little peace? Did they decide to torture me or what? At this rate, I'm going to have to go buy myself new panties, so much the excitement these men cause in me ruins the ones I took in my suitcase.

My breathing quickens slightly as he’s now close to me. I pretend to focus on my computer, flipping through the mountain of papers next to me from time to time. But in reality, I'm waiting to see what he’s going to do.

With him, everything can turn quickly. Like yesterday, in court. I barely had time to get to the bathroom when he was already pushing me into a stall, lifting my skirt to better slide between my thighs. He whispered nonsense in my ear, telling me how sexy I was as his thick cock pounded inside me.

Yeah, when he's around, I don't have the slightest restraint. No longer common sense. And I feel like it's about to happen again. I shiver as his voice comes in, stern.

“I'm surprised, Valentina. And a bit disappointed. I really didn't think you were the type to spread your legs for a promotion.”

I frown. Ok, I do fantasize about Eric. However, that doesn't mean I'm going to use it. I hit back, a smile on my face.

“Good, you've already realized that I'm the one who’s getting the job. But you and I know perfectly well I’ll get it thanks to my work, and nothing else. Plus, do you really think a guy like Eric Miller would be interested in someone like me? I usually attract losers, you know?”

I stare at him. His jaw clenches, as if holding himself back. I hold my gaze, pretending to be serene. Still, my heart is pounding. It doesn't get any better when he leans over me, almost menacing.

“Be careful what you say, Submissive. You know perfectly well that I could make you regret those words.”

I swallow hard but hold on. I try to ignore his presence, and the excitement in the pit of my stomach. Every time he calls me submissive, I feel my knees wobble, ready to drop at the feet of this man who annoys me so much.

My eyes close for a moment as his hand slides down my neck, making me shiver. Slowly, his fingers close around the back of it, forcing me to look at him. He leans closer, his lips inches from mine.

“Trust me Valentina. This man wants you. And from what I've seen in the past few days, you want him too.”

“I obsess you so much that you spent all this time watching me? That's cute Benjamin.”

I let go with a mocking smile. It's a dangerous game I play. I shouldn't push his limits like that. I see it. He’s close to cracking. And yet, I can't help myself.

It's always been like that between us. One pushing the other until they crack. But now when it happens, we don't just leave the room and slam the door. No. It ends in much stronger sparks. Pain. Pleasure. Orgasm.

His fingers close a little tighter, his lips come a little closer. But just as I'm ready to receive a kiss, I find myself surprised. Without delicacy, his teeth grip my lower lip, biting it just enough to make me moan, without hurting me.

My thighs clench against each other, trying somehow to control my excitement. He releases my lip, a mocking smile on his.

“Yeah, I think you really need a punishment to remind you of your place.”

I swallow with difficulty. This is madness. There are a thousand reasons why we shouldn't do this. But when he starts to undo his belt, I forget about them all, licking my lips longingly.

It’s not the first time he's using his belt to tie up my arms. I liked it before, and I'm not against doing it again. But my eyes widen in horror when I realize that's not really what he has in mind.

In a theatrical gesture, he claps the leather strap in the palm of his hand, before sitting down in the seat next to mine. He spreads his legs before pointing to the floor with his head.

“On all fours.”

I stay still for a moment, the time to let these words sink in me. But a harder look from him is enough to knock me to the ground.

Unceremoniously, he grips my hips, setting me up in the position where he wants to see me. On all fours on the ground, I turn my back to him, my ass pointing ostentatiously in his direction.

With force, the man grabs the sides of my skirt, pulling the fabric up on my hips, leaving my ass in the open air. He says nothing, but I can feel his gaze captivated by my skin thus offered to him.

With his fingertips, he plays with my thong, lifting it to better let it slap on my sensitive skin. I shiver, knowing that what’s coming is going to be much more painful than that.

I swallow with difficulty. I can't believe this is really going to happen. I think the hardest part is waiting. The longer he drags things out, the more my concern grows. I’ve never been hit with a belt before.

I loved being spanked by his hands. But will I be able to bear this? It must hurt a lot more. What if I hate it? Oh, Benjamin is not a bully. Even if he likes to push me to my limits and play with my patience, he wouldn’t put me in danger. That's why he gave me a safe word after all.

But I don't want to pronounce it. A voice inside me forbids it. It would be like losing to Benjamin. And that's an idea I can't bear. I must, and will, hold on. No matter the pain.

Still, an anxious shiver runs through me as he runs his belt over my ass. He loves it. I'm sure he's gloating behind my back, watching my every reaction. Delighted in seeing me nervous because of the wait.

I bite my lip when the first smack hits. The pain is sharp, and more concentrated than with his hand. However, it’s not unbearable. It’s even almost pleasant.

Of course, Benjamin doesn’t miss any of my reactions. He sees everything. He knows everything. It's as if he read me like an open book. So, he starts hitting harder, faster. My fingers clench against the ground, as if they were looking for something to cling to hold on better.

“Lean forward.”

My breathing stops. Yet, without thinking, I obey him. Soon, my head hit the ground. I try to ignore my disgust. Who knows what shoes walked there? For a moment, my mind wanders back to Eric. He stood there. So, it's a bit like I found myself at his feet.

Benjamin quickly brings me back to reality, leaning over me. In this position, he has a perfect view of my pussy. And my most taboo entry.

His hand slowly slides down my back, tracing the line of my spine until he arrives between my ass cheeks. With the tip of his thumb, he slips under my thong, absently tracing my jagged outline.

“This little hole belongs to me, you hear me, Valentina? I'm the only one who can decide what to do with it.”

“Y… Yes.”

I curse myself for saying such a thing. My body belongs to me. I’m my own mistress. And yet, I leave him in charge without the slightest hesitation. Behind me, I hear a small, satisfied sound. His hand descends lower, slipping between my lower lips. He clicks his tongue.

“Look at you. So wet when I barely touched you. They all think you're a good girl. I wonder what they would say if they saw you like that, offered to me. I'm sure they would line up to taste you. Eric in the lead. You’d love that, right?”

I squeal as he slowly pushes two fingers inside me, thrusting all the way. The image he just painted remains fixed in my mind. Men, cock in hand, wanting to use me.

One man in particular haunts this image. Eric, of course. I fantasized about him all week. But if I were to do something with him, I’d want Benjamin to be there too. After all, he’s the one who introduced me to BDSM. He who made me discover pleasures that I didn’t even suspect.

I can't hold back my sighs of pleasure as he plays with his fingers inside me. Lustful images assail me. I imagine the two men surrounding me with their bodies, taking me, exploring every part of my body for hours, until I pass out from exhaustion. Yes, that’s what I want.

I let out a disappointed squeal as he removes his fingers.

“Turn around.”

Legs still shaking, I obey him, kneeling before him. I place my hands on my thighs and look up at him. Without even thinking, I keep this position of submission, waiting for his next order.

“Open.”

Without waiting, he pushes his fingers soaked with my wetness into my mouth. I wince as I feel my own taste on my tongue. I prefer that of his cock. But I know, I have to deserve it. So, I put all my heart into cleaning his fingers, with as much ardor as if it were his tense member.

He lets me do it, a crazy gleam in his eyes. I don't know what he likes the most. Sex, or the power he has over me. Maybe a mix of the two. Maybe that doesn't really matter.

Slowly, he withdraws his hand, patting it almost condescendingly on my cheek. I stay still, even if I’d like to get up. We still have work to do, and someone could come. I really don't want to be caught like this, kneeling at my colleague's feet.

But he doesn't care at all. I gasp in surprise as he pops the buttons on my blouse. Why does he always have to destroy my clothes? He could have just opened it normally.

I’m in a bad position now. I’ll have to go out with a neckline that is way too provocative. But that's obviously not his problem. His eyes roam my chest made bigger by my bra. He seems particularly interested in the hook located on the front.

With his fingertips, he begins to fiddle with it, playing with my nerves. Then, with a sharp gesture, he pops the hook, freeing my chest in one movement. The glare I give him has no effect. He leans towards me again, capturing my chin between his fingers.

“You really want me to believe you’re worried? You are not credible at all. Not after what you let me do to you on the plane and in court yesterday. Don't pretend. I know you want this as much as I do. Your body doesn't lie.”

To back up his words, he lowers his hands, grabbing my tense nipples between his fingers, pinching them mercilessly. I bite my lip, trying to suppress a moan. The man is not fooled. He saw the state he put me in. He saw how soaked I am. And he knows that no matter what I say, his hands on my body are driving me crazy.

For long moments, he plays with my nipples, pinching them, pulling them, until he hears me squeal with pleasure. Then he moves forward, sitting on the edge of the seat. A crazy smile lights up his face.

“How about we put those pretty boobs to work?”

I swallow, not quite sure what he means. It's only when he pulls his cock out of his pants that I understand. I lick my lips at the sight of his member stretched out for me.

I feel almost proud to see him in this state because of me. He can tell me what he wants. Call me a desperate bitch. He's in the same condition, and he can't hide it.

I replace myself next to him, grabbing my breasts with both hands. Then I look into his eyes, patiently waiting for him to give me permission to move. Silently, he grabs his cock.

In an instant, it gets surrounded by my generous breasts. A growl comes out of his mouth. I can't help but smile. I love it when he can't hold back his reactions. It only makes things more exciting.

I keep my eyes fixed on him as I begin to stroke back and forth along his length. We don't talk, just stare at each other. Sensual sighs escape from his mouth from time to time.

With a mischievous smile on my face, I lower my head and stick my tongue out. Every time its tip approaches my mouth, I tickle it gently. Little by little, he starts to move, each time lifting his hips a little more so that his cock approaches my mouth.

Eventually, he loses his patience and grabs my hair. Losing interest in my breasts, he repositions me so that my mouth can close completely on his tense member.

I can't help but smile in the face of so much impatience. Even though he's in charge, I'm still in control. I’m the one who pushes him to have such reactions. And it makes me incredibly proud.

Before him, I never wanted to satisfy a man so much. But with Benjamin, it's different. I think I could do anything for him to admit out loud that what I'm doing to him is driving him crazy. But for now, I'm content with the reactions of his body.

I yelp in surprise as he suddenly pulls out of my mouth. As if I weigh nothing, he lifts me to sit me on the table. Beneath my ass, the case papers are crumpled. I could be fired for this most depraved behavior.

But that no longer matters. Not when Benjamin pushes my thighs apart forcefully, plunging his face between them without the slightest hesitation. My breathing quickens as his tongue begins to weave its way up my slit, skimming expertly over every corner of my pussy.

My fingers curl over the edge of the desk. Never has a man been so good with his tongue. I feel like I could cum in just a few moments. My head tilts back and I have to bite my lip to hold back my squeals of pleasure. I'm sure if I didn't, people would hear me from outside.

Slowly, his tongue traces careful circles over my clit. From time to time, he closes his lips over it, pinching it in the most delicious way. Then he moves back, descending ever lower.

This time, his tongue invites itself into my entrance, mimicking the movements his cock would have inside me. I look down at him, pleading. I need him. All of him. Even if I could come against his mouth, it’s with his cock inside me that I want to go to seventh heaven.

The man seems to hear my thought. Immediately, he sits up, wiping his mouth in a way that I find incredibly sexy. It doesn't make any sense, and I don't care. Right now, all that matters is that he takes me. Makes me his for good.

His mouth crashes hard against mine, taking my breath away again. The kiss is wild, passionate. Everything I love with him. Never mind that I can taste my taste on his tongue. I just want him to swallow me up. He can devour me as he pleases.

Unceremoniously, he grabs my thighs, lifting them with such force that I find myself lying on the hardwood of the table. Automatically, my ankles cross behind his back, inviting him closer.

His tongue continues its crazy dance in my mouth. Without ever breaking the kiss, he lines up with my entrance. In one fell swoop, he thrusts himself inside me. I moan against his mouth, feeling a tug. I may be completely soaked, he’s rather big. Without a doubt, he has the nicest cock of all the men I've slept with.

Without even thinking about it, my hands land on his shoulders, my fingers already digging into his skin as he comes and goes inside me at a brisk pace. Guess he still has an ounce of common sense in him.

We are right in the middle of the meeting room where all the elements of the case are. We’re already incredibly lucky that no one came. There's no time to lose. Now is not the time to play games of patience, to try to drive the other crazy. We have to be efficient.

It suits me well. The orgasm I've felt in the pit of my stomach since we started is just waiting to be released.

I have to break the kiss to bite my lip It's the only way I have to silence the cries that want to escape my chest. With each movement, his lower abdomen rubs against my clit, sending me ever closer to the precipice.

He starts biting my shoulder as he growls louder and louder. The pain associated with his increasingly erratic and powerful jerks drives me completely off my feet.

A warmth spreads throughout my body. The pleasure is intense. My members tense, my pussy contracts against him. It doesn't take much for him to let himself go, emptying himself inside me.

For a few moments, we remain panting, unable to move. Then, common sense takes hold of us. Quickly, we readjust our clothes and our hair as best we can, without looking at each other.

As I sit down in front of my computer, he picks up his things. Before leaving, he casually announces.

“See you at dinner.”

“At dinner?”

A mocking laugh escapes his throat. I glare at him, annoyed that he treats me so condescendingly while his hot seed is still inside of me.

“You really thought you were going to fuck Eric tonight, didn’t you? We’re all invited. Sorry Doll. You're going to have to fight fair for this job.”


Chapter 3

I scan the room, taking another sip of my soda. Benjamin was right. This is really not a one-on-one dinner. The whole firm is there, and even outsiders. This evening looks more like a gathering of Hollywood starlets than a bunch of lawyers in the middle of a trial.

Eric's house is exactly as I imagined it. A huge modern villa in the hills of Los Angeles, overlooking the city lights. Everything here exudes luxury. The rooms are large, the walls few, so many windows. As for the furniture, it was chosen with taste. Probably by a designer. I can’t imagine a lawyer as busy as him taking the time to worry about such things.

Discreetly licking my lower lip, I look around for Benjamin. Like me, he took the time to change. He still wears a suit, but even more elegant than the one he wore today. The cut is modern, highlighting each of his assets. His broad shoulders. His narrow hips, perfect for slipping between my thighs.

I bite the inside of my cheek and look away. It took me way too long to clean up after what we did. I can't ruin another underwear yet. Besides, it's not normal to be so turned on all the time. He made me cum not two hours ago, I should be satisfied.

Ever since he first laid his hands on me, I've become a needy little thing. I always want it. I constantly think about it. At this rate, I'm going to ask him to buy me a new vibrator. Mine will never go the distance.

“Can I ask what makes you smile like that?”

I shiver as I look up at Eric. I don't know how, but I didn't feel him approach me. Now that I see him, his charismatic aura surrounds me entirely. I forget everything around. There’s only this man two steps away from me, his bewitching perfume making me want to melt into him.

I'm trying my best to find an intelligent answer to his question. I can't decently tell him that I'm smiling thinking about how my co-worker railed me at our workplace.

“I was just admiring your house. It’s very different from the farm I grew up on.”

“Well, maybe one day you'll get one like that. I know you're not doing this job for the money, but it's still a nice bonus.”

I find myself confused. It’s true that I told him why I chose to be a lawyer. But that was months ago. I had just joined the firm. I didn't expect him to remember. A smile lights up his face, digging a few fine lines at the corner of his eyes.

“I have an excellent memory, Valentina. Especially when the person is interesting. One thing is sure, they’re going to have a hard time deciding between you two for the position.”

I nod, finding nothing to answer. I'm a lawyer though. And a good one, at that. But the man impresses me so much that I have lost all my beautiful eloquence.

At the mention of Benjamin, my eyes turn to him. From the other side of the room, he pretends to listen to the conversation going on around him. But I know him too well. All his attention is on me and Eric.

He looks at me intently. That same look that melts me every time. He's dripping with desire, and that's driving me crazy too. Between that and Eric's intense attention to me since the beginning of the party, I feel like the most desirable woman in the world.

I frown as I catch eye contact between the two men. It's quick. As if they were silently agreeing on something, from opposite sides of the room.

It's probably in my head. But between that and the two men's stares staring at my body all evening, I can't stop my mind from wandering again. Fantasies jostle before my eyes.

This party is so boring. I would a thousand times rather find myself naked, lying on the floor, offering myself to their darkest desires. To let myself go to incessant orgasms, until I pass out.

I bite my lip. I can't indulge in those kinds of fantasies when Eric is there, a stone's throw from me. Still, I can't help but stare down at his hands. They are delicate and perfectly manicured.

My mouth opens slightly as I imagine his long fingers coming and going inside me, at such a slow pace that I'd have to beg him to take me for real. Maybe he would use his large hands to spank me, punishing me for giving him an order.

Yes. I’m sure of it. Eric would make an excellent dominant. He and Benjamin would be the perfect duo to turn me into a desperate submissive.

I almost jump as the older man speaks again, snapping me out of my lustful daydreams.

“Let's go to my office. I would like to talk to you and Benjamin.”

I nod, excited. All I can think of is his hand resting on my lower back, guiding me as he motions for Benjamin to join us. I know he wants to talk about the junior associate position.

And yet, in my head, I pray that the topic of discussion is far less professional.


Chapter 4

Nervously, I tap my fingers against my lap. I don't know why, but sitting here feels awfully like being in the principal's office. Of course, at that thought, my mind can't stop thinking salacious things.

Me, in schoolgirl clothes, leaning over the desk to be spanked. I purse my lips not to smile at this image. Something is seriously wrong with me. I need to calm down. This will end badly.

From now on, I’m going to remain professional. To prove that I’m a model employee. To prove that I deserve the job, no matter what questions Eric may have. I’m ready.

“Can I ask you what you were doing earlier? When you were alone in the meeting room?”

I swallow with difficulty. I'm livid, as if all the blood had drained from my body at once. That's a question I didn't expect.

I pull myself together. There's no reason to think he knows what we did. He probably has no idea I let Benjamin spank me before I sucked him off and he fucked me on the table. I have to keep a cool head. It’d be stupid to get caught giving information that wasn’t known.

Next to me, Benjamin remains silent. I decide to play the innocent.

“Earlier? I'm not sure what you're talking about.”

“Really Valentina? Let me refresh your memory.”

Pressing a remote control, Eric turns on the screen hanging on the wall. My breathing stops. This is a surveillance video. The image is very clear. There is no doubt about the identity of the woman who gets violently rammed into the oak table.

I could almost find myself sexy in this position, if the situation were not so catastrophic. I can say goodbye to the position of junior associate. I can say goodbye to my career.

I've worked so hard, and now it's all screwed up for a little sex? All because I can't keep my legs together? I don't have the slightest doubt. I'm fired. No one will want to hire me after that.

I’ll find myself in a seedy country office, settling a dispute between two farmers over the boundaries of a piece of land. This is not why I went to law school. Not why I sacrificed everything. I’m so stupid.

I remain silent. What the hell could I say anyway? That's me in the video.

“We installed cameras a few months ago, after the document theft case. Looks like you didn't know.”

Discreetly, I glance to the side. Benjamin says nothing. He looks oddly serene. Did he know? No, probably not. It wouldn't be good for him either. And yet, I can't help but think he's part of it all.

I turn back to Eric. I don't see the stern look that I expected to find on his face. He doesn't seem upset, or about to fire us. He almost looks satisfied.

“Don't worry, I’ve already deleted the video from the system. No one will see it. This is the only copy, and now that you’ve seen it, I’ll destroy it too. It's a shame though... Even with this bad framing, it's much hotter than most videos online.”

My whole stomach is on fire hearing him say those words. He liked what he saw. He liked a video with me. This man can have whoever he wants in his bed. I'm sure every week he goes out with a different woman. Models or starlets, each one more beautiful than the other.

That he’s interested in me makes me melt. In his eyes, I see it. He wants me.

“I thought I’d been a better teacher for Benjamin. For a punishment to be good, you have to take your time. There's no point in hurrying things.”

My heart skips a beat. Teacher? Punishment? Does that mean… I turn to my colleague, questioning him silently. He just smiles, letting our eldest respond.

“I taught him a few things when he was an intern for me at the end of his studies. He was particularly appreciated in the club where I go from time to time.”

My mouth hangs open in surprise. I try to assimilate all the information that has just been given to me. So, Eric was his teacher, in all areas. No wonder he is so talented then.

My breath hitches as the man gets up, moving closer to me. He sits on the edge of his desk. In this position, he’s only a few inches from me and has a perfect view of the neckline of my dress.

I find it hard to breathe, I feel so excited. Surely that's not right, but I don't care. I’m getting even wetter when his voice gets deeper, sexier.

“Tell me Valentina, do you want to see what it's like to be with someone with experience?”

Immediately, my gaze turns to Benjamin. I really don't know why. It's not like there's a relationship between us. Sure, I let him take me as he pleases. That doesn't mean I'm his property. And yet in this moment, he represents a semblance of normality. Something to hang on to.

“Hmm. Looks like you did some things well, Ben. She already has the reflex to turn to her dominant. Good girl.”

An icy shiver runs up my spine at those words. This is completely crazy. No reasonable person would do that. I should get up and leave, but instead, I stare into Eric's, a proud expression on my face.

“Okay. Show me.”

A smile forms on the man's lips, and I feel Benjamin move beside me. He seems as excited as I am at the prospect. Éric gets up again, heading for one of his bookcases.

“Let's get this straight. What we do tonight is confidential. And none of this will influence my recommendation for the job. Here, there is no longer a boss, no law firm. Just two dominants and a submissive who want to have fun. Is that clear?”

We both nod without hesitation. Without a look for us, Eric switches a book in his library. My eyes widen as the heavy wooden cabinet moves, revealing a secret passage to another room. The man smiles, proud of my reaction.

“Rule number 1. In LA, always beware of appearances.”

I close my mouth and gently grab the hand he offers me. The contact is exhilarating, electric. His skin is warm against mine, and I can't wait to feel him all over me. With ceremony, he guides me towards the hidden room, Benjamin following us nonchalantly. He's clearly been here before.

When we enter the room, my eyes don’t know where to rest. In this windowless room, the walls are covered in deep purple. Glass shelves display a collection of toys of all kinds, worthy of an adult store. In the middle of the room, a bench sits proudly, awaiting the arrival of a submissive.

I swallow with difficulty. So far, I've only indulged in BDSM in light touches, in the office or a hotel room. Oh, sure, I’ve been curious, spending more time than I should have on websites dedicated to the practice.

But I didn’t think that I would take action on this trip. And even less in Eric's office. The man smiles, visibly satisfied with the effect his room of pleasure has on me.

He lets go of my hand, leaving me there. With a nod, he motions for Benjamin to come forward.

“Get her naked.”

I shudder hearing him say that first order. And he's not even addressing it to me. Immediately, my companion steps forward, laying his hands on me without hesitation. A crazy smile stretches his lips. No doubt. This situation excites him at least as much as me.

I bite my lip as his fingers land on my hips, lightly crumpling the fabric of my dress. Playfully, he does not take it away from me, preferring to press his lips against mine. I relax as his tongue invites itself into the kiss.

I may be excited, I remain nervous. This is all so new to me. This kiss brings me a little comfort. But soon, his hands are busy, lifting the bottom of my dress to go up along my body. He breaks the kiss to pull the garment over my head.

Then, he shifts slightly, allowing the other man to discover me. I hold back with all my strength from wrapping my arms around my body to protect it. It's ridiculous. It wouldn't help. Why hide from a man who will soon do the most depraved things to you?

So I raise my head, almost in defiance. The older man smiles before addressing Benjamin again.

“Keep going.”

With his eternal mocking smile on his lips, my colleague complies, passing behind me to pop the closure of my bra. My breasts fall under their weight, offering themselves to Eric. He stares at them shamelessly, licking his lips at the sight of my pointed nipples.

Although I feel embarrassed about my position, I also feel incredibly sexy. All attention is on me, and no one else. Soon, my thong is found on the floor. I’m completely naked, offered to the two men. I love this. Between my thighs, I feel the excitement flowing.

My gaze passes from one to the other, observing their slightest gesture, the slightest of their reactions. What are they going to do with me now? They don't seem in a hurry to show it to me.

Both are content to observe me, browsing the slightest of my curves, probably already imagining all that they will do to my body. I lick my lips, hoping to find out soon.

Benjamin positions himself next to me, blocking my view of the other man. I focus on my very first dominant, moaning softly as he presses his lips to my neck, nibbling at the thin skin.

I can't help but worry. I don’t want to get marks on such a visible spot. I'm sure he would do it, just to embarrass me. But none of that mattered when his fingers settle between my thighs, slowly playing with my clit.

My mouth opens, my breathing gets a little harder. I can't help but look around for the other man. Without my noticing, he approached us.

My gaze drops to his hand, to see what he's holding there. My brow furrows as I discover small clamps that he rolls between his fingers. Soon, images come to mind. I know what he wants to do with them, and that excites me as much as it terrifies me.

Benjamin takes two steps back, making way for his mentor. With his free hand, the latter caresses my face with unexpected gentleness, placing a light kiss on my lips. There is no urgency, no passion.

And yet, my whole body ignites at this contact. I've wanted him so badly that every little sign of attention he'll give me will be enough to knock me off my feet.

I sigh against his lips as he grabs hold of one of my breasts, gently stroking the skin before grabbing my perky nipple. Slowly, he twirls it between his fingers, making my breathing quicken.

I break the kiss with a squeak as I feel a metallic mouth close around my tense tip. The man looks at me intently, analyzing my every reaction. I focus on my breathing as he begins to play with my opposite nipple, his gaze on me burning me with as much intensity as if I were in hell.

Soon, the second clamp finds its place on my body. The sensation is new, but far from unpleasant. They are like little bites, attacking my nipples to make me wet.

The men stand motionless, admiring my body thus adorned with these lewd jewels. I shiver as Eric puts his hand on my body again, tracing my curves until it reaches my ass.

He grips it firmly, kneading it in the most erotic of ways. His teeth grab my earlobe, making me moan a little louder. I feel like I'm melting. We've only just started, and yet I’m totally soaked.

I want to be his right now. But I know I'll have to be patient. His mouth against my ear makes me vibrate.

“Tell me Submissive, do you see anything in the room that you’d like to try?”

I take a deep breath, trying to regain control of my emotions. I scan the room to find an answer to his question. I want to test everything. There's nothing I don't want.

But one object in particular catches my attention. Timidly, I point to it with my finger. The owner of the place begins to smile while patting my ass.

“Excellent choice.”

Without wasting another moment, he grabs my hand, pulling me after him. Benjamin follows us closely. He's the one holding up this most unconventional swing for me to sit on.

I bite my lip as one by one the straps close around me. Having my thighs locked in this way causes me crazy excitement. Never have I felt so ready to fuck with someone.

Suspended in the air, tied up, I no longer have any control. I give myself to them, fully. They can do whatever they want with me.

I shudder as the two men walk away, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable. Their presence near me was like a comforting sun. Now there’s only the loneliness of the night.

Hearing them talking behind my back doesn't help. They are probably looking for what object to put on my body next. What game to make me discover. But the wait is harder than ever. Especially when I hear Benjamin making comments.

“Yeah, she loved that last time.”

I wonder what he’s talking about. He never used toys on me. I don’t have time to ask myself more questions, they’re again in my field of vision. A gasp of surprise escapes me when I see Eric holding a flogger with many straps in his hands.

This is something unprecedented. After all, he had spoken of punishment. But I had not expected such an object for my first time with him. His hands are large and warm, I'm sure they’d have made me vibrate. But that's not for me to decide. I’m the submissive, they are the dominants.

A trail of goosebumps forms on my body as the older man brushes my skin with the tips of his straps.

“Benjamin gave you a safe word, I believe. We’re going to begin. If there is the slightest thing that bothers you, you say this word, and we stop everything. Without him, nothing will stop me. Understood?”

I nod, both eager and anxious to get started. The man clicks his tongue, lightly tapping the flogger on my sides.

“Is that how you address a dominant? Use words.”

“Sorry! Yes, I understand, Master.”

A smile lights up the man's face. He likes the title Master, it seems. Slowly, he resumes running the leather straps over my body. I close my eyes, trying to get used to this new feeling.

He doesn't seem to be in a hurry, as he announced in his office earlier. Taking his time is part of the game apparently. The least I can say is that it works. I’m more nervous than ever, unable to know what will come next.

In this position, my ass is facing the ground. What part of my body is he going to hit? Will I bear it? So many questions that I can't wait to find the answer to.

My eyes widen as I suddenly feel something between my legs. I straighten up slightly, enough to see Benjamin pushing an unidentified object inside me. When he pulls it out, the little piece of silicone is coated in my wetness. My cheeks turn red when I understand what he wants to do with it.

“How about we show Eric what you can do with your little ass.”

I swallow, barely finding the strength to say yes. I can't think anymore. All my senses are awake. Between the caresses of the flogger and the plug pushing against my most taboo entrance, I don't know where to turn.

I can barely feel any shame. I should feel embarrassed to be there, open, showing this powerful man what a slut I am. He could tarnish my reputation with a single phone call. And yet, I trust him, abandoning myself completely to his decisions.

I bite my lip as Benjamin finishes inserting the plug into me. The object is far from being as imposing as his cock, but without preparation, it feels bigger than ever.

Soon, I forget my embarrassment. A sharp pain runs through my body. The flogger just crashed on my chest. Each strip is like a sharp bite attacking my skin. My breath hitches as the dominant resumes his gesture. Once. Twice. Thrice.

Thus tied, I can do nothing. Even my arms are set up to remain still. I can't massage my sore skin. I must wait, and hope for the best.

I focus on my breathing as the man begins to circle me, hitting my meatiest parts randomly. Even if it’s present, the pain is bearable. I even feel a strange pleasure. I couldn't explain it, but that's how I feel.

Benjamin steps back, not missing a moment of his mentor's exploits. My breath hitches as the straps gently caress my clit, slowly covering themselves with my wetness.

The movement is gentle, but my nerves are so raw that I feel it with the same intensity as if it were a vibrator. A small moan of pleasure escapes me, making both men smile.

A cry quickly replaces it when Eric starts slapping the inside of my thighs mercilessly. I don't think I will get any marks from it, but his blows will remain etched in my memory forever.

I can't help but sigh in relief when I hear the object fall to the ground. It's done. And I managed to endure it.

My heart skips a beat as Eric's hand lands between my legs, squeezing just enough to make me moan. I roll my hips, trying to find a little more friction. But immediately, the man withdraws.

With calculated slowness, he circles my body, grabbing one of the swing ropes to reposition me. I now find myself completely horizontal, my head hanging in the void.

I quickly understand the interest of this new position. A few inches from my face, Eric opens his pants, taking out his already taut cock. I lick my lips at this sight.

His cock is beautiful. Long, and slightly thicker than Benjamin's. Without him even asking me, I open my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out in a silent invitation.

The man chuckles, grabbing his cock to bring it closer to my face. With my head back in this way, I offer him a royal route to my throat. He doesn’t hesitate to take it. Inch by inch, he sinks into me. He doesn’t stop, even when I gag.

There's not much I can do right now. Just focus on my breathing. It's difficult, and yet, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world.

He begins to move back and forth, going ever so deep inside me. My fingers cling around the straps that hold my wrists, the only control I can have over the situation.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I feel something cold running between my legs. Lubricant. Then, something pushes against my soaked entrance. A dildo. It's not as wide as the two men around me, but it's enough to make me feel full.

Benjamin rams it in without restraint, only stopping once it’s deep inside me. Soon, he’s copying his movements to Eric's in my mouth.

The position is degrading. Humiliating. And yet, I don't want them to stop. I want them both to use me as their little toy. This is exactly what I had hoped for when I entered this room. To be deprived of all self-will. Submit to their darkest desires.

My heart skips a beat as Benjamin removes the plug inside me, replacing it with the dildo. He goes slowly this time, giving me time to get used to this imposing presence.

Eric withdraws in turn from my mouth. He did not cum. It does not seem to matter to him. He seems more captivated by his apprentice making the object disappear always further into me. Distractedly, he strokes my hair, as if to encourage me to hold on.

When the object is fully inside, I let out a sigh of relief. Slowly, the men help me up, changing again the position of the swing. I find myself sitting, legs wide open. Behind me, Benjamin continues to move back and forth, opening me up little by little.

I'm almost disappointed when he removes the toy, leaving me agonizingly empty. Eyes full of longing, I watch him walk around me nonchalantly, taking his time to reveal to me the rest of his plans.

In turn, he undoes his pants, dropping them with his boxers on the floor. His cock is tense as ever. He doesn't feel the slightest embarrassment about standing like this half-naked in front of another man. All that seems to matter to him is me.

He slips between my thighs held open by the straps of the swing. In a single movement, he enters me, tearing me a cry of discomfort and pleasure mixed. My reaction makes him smile. Forcefully, he grabs my lips, pulling me into a passionate kiss as he begins to thrust his hips hard.

I moan in the kiss, pleasure invading every inch of my body. I’m ready as ever to cum. Still, my entire body tenses as I feel a presence behind me. Eric.

His hands rest on my hips before going down on my ass to grab it with force. He spreads my lower cheeks, letting me glimpse the thoughts that inhabit his brain. Benjamin breaks the kiss. I stare at him intently, panting.

He said it in the meeting room. This hole belongs to him. Of course, it’s truly mine. I can very well decide to give it to Eric if I want. And I want it. Yet, I don’t feel entitled to do so. Benjamin remains a dominant, even if he carries out the orders of his mentor.

From his smile, I see he understands the torment in which I find myself. This amuses him immensely. He grabs my chin between his fingers, eyeing me sternly.

“Go ahead. Ask for it. You know you're dying to.”

I bite my lip, trying to hold myself back despite his delicious cock pushes that make me lose my mind. To make it harder for me, he puts his thumb on my clit, pressing just enough to torture me. I close my eyes, not daring to look at him as I say those demeaning words.

“Please Master. Can Eric take my ass?”

Chuckles greet my request. Yet I hear it in the back of their voices. It excites them more than anything.

“Yes. You’ve been a good girl. You deserve it.”

Immediately, I feel the other man's lubricated cock slide against my ass. Now that it’s here, it feels even bigger than when it was in my mouth. I wanted it. Now it's up to me to prove that I'm capable of taking it.

Benjamin stops all movement, giving the other time to settle down. His cock is much thicker than the dildo that was inside me, and I have to grit my teeth to get used to this most imposing intrusion.

Inch by inch, the older man is tearing me apart, making a place for himself inside me. I feel fuller than ever as their two large members take me on either side of my body.

All I can do is focus on my breathing as Eric finally finds himself fully inside me. I feel strangely well, thus stuck between their bodies. Their warmth comforts and excites me just as much. I feel myself melting into them. We are now one unit, the ultimate means to orgasm.

I can't hold back my moans as they start to move inside me. I don’t care there are people out there. Too bad it's colleagues, bosses. Safe in his dungeon, I fear nothing.

I just want this moment to last forever. To keep being dispossessed of my own body as they now pound me. They’re no longer holding back either, obscene growls echoing around us.

I don’t know who owns the hands that roam my body. Who's the one removing my nipple clamps and replacing them with his fingers. Who grips my hips with so much passion. Who presses on my clit with such fervor. They’re dominants. They’re the ones who decide. And yet, it seems that only my pleasure counts.

I scream now. I no longer have the slightest ounce of restraint. I don't even remember my name anymore. Nothing else matters except the orgasm that I feel growing in the pit of my stomach, powerful and destructive.

A scream dies in my throat as my entire body tenses, contracting around their cocks as the most violent orgasm I have ever experienced slams through every cell of my being.

It's like electric shocks, waves of fire, a tsunami sweeping away everything in its path. I’m a disjointed doll, surrendering completely to these sensations as the men speed up, chasing their own ends.

I don't know which of the two comes first. And I barely realize I'm speaking when I beg them a few minutes later, their seeds running down my skin:

“Please. I need more.”


Chapter 5

I shiver, tightening my scarf around my neck. The weather is quite warm in Los Angeles. But my throat is sore. Probably because of what the two men did to it. They really didn’t hold back.

Oh, I'm not complaining. That was the most amazing night of my life. I never thought I would ever want to be taken like this. Before Benjamin, I even never imagined experimenting anal. So, getting fucked in my two entries at once? It was beyond my imagination.

But I’d do it again without hesitation. I'm almost disappointed to go back home. But that's how it is. We won the case; some others await us on the East Coast.

From a corner of the room, I watch everyone shake hands and say goodbye. I can't stop looking at Eric. Now that I know what he looks like in private, he hypnotizes me even more.

He exudes such an aura, such confidence. I was ready to call him Master before I knew he was a dominant. Now, I dream of staying here a little longer. A week, maybe more. Stay in his dungeon or at the hotel, spreading my legs for him when he wants. Let him take all of me. Begging him to let me cum over and over again.

I snap out of my thoughts, feeling an insistent look at me. Benjamin. I quietly clear my throat to regain composure as I feel my cheeks flush. He smiles. I’ve no doubt that he’s going to use this unforgettable night as a way to tease me.

I won't hesitate to respond. Because I know he liked it as much as I did. I saw his look when I was fucked by Eric. It pleased him to share me with another. Like something feral. Two wolves from the same pack, sharing the fruits of their hunt.

As we’re about to leave after the others, Eric stops us both. As we wait for the room to empty, I can't help but feel nervous. What is he going to tell us?

“I made my recommendations for the junior associate position, as requested. What we did last night is irrelevant. I told them what I think. Both of you would make excellent elements, and they won't make a mistake in choosing either of you. You both deserve it.”

We thank him quietly, having nothing else to add. As we are about to leave, Eric approaches me. Discreetly, he hands me a card.

“My personal number. Next time you're in LA, call me. I still have a thing or two to teach you.”

I nod, feeling my cheeks redden. Without delay, I carefully store the card and grab my suitcase. I can’t miss the plane.

In the hallway, I follow Benjamin, troubled. In my back, I feel the lustful gaze of the man we shared the night with. This simple sensation is enough to set my body on fire again.

No doubt about it. The flight home is going to be orgasmic again.

- To be continued -


3. Humiliated at the Office


Chapter 1

A greedy smile lights up the man's face. He saw it in my eyes. I’m ready to submit, whatever they ask of me. I bite my lip as, in my back, his mentor thrusts into me.

Inch by inch, his large cock takes possession of my most taboo entrance. Without delay, the two dominants begin to move in rhythm, splitting me open. My cries of pleasure fill the room, the heat in my belly more intense than ever. I'm going to…

“Valentina, did you hear me?”

I jump, coming out of my perverse daydreaming. At the door stands Mr. Davidson, one of the partners who own the firm. One of the men I have to impress to get this promotion I want so badly.

And now I look like an idiot, mouth wide open, unable to know what he just asked me. All because I can't stop thinking about what I did a few weeks ago in Los Angeles.

“Excuse me Mr. Davidson. You said?”

“Send me all the elements of the Mariner case, I’m seeing the client this afternoon.”

“It will be done.”

I sigh as the man disappears down the halls, taking his grim, dusty presence with him. I who usually like powerful men, this one puts me off. He really has nothing to do with his sidekick from the West Coast office.

Immediately, I start dreaming again, thinking about the feel of Eric's hands on my body. The man was so talented. The perfect dominant. Self-confident, with perfect control of his emotions… And of my reactions.

A mocking sound makes me jump. I turn my head to Benjamin. I almost forgot he was there. A surprising idea, considering he's the second man in my lustful daydreams.

“You are so desperate, Valentina. It’s pathetic.”

I roll my eyes and shrug, preferring to focus on my computer. Out of pride, I pretend not to know what he means. But the man can perfectly read me, and I know it.

I've submitted to him far too many times to pretend he doesn't know me. And that drives me crazy. Because even though I've spread my legs for him countless times over the past few weeks, I still hate him just as much.

Since his arrival at the same time as me in this law firm, everything has been a competition between us. And the position of junior associate that makes me dream so much is no exception. I can't let sex with him, no matter how good, get in the way of my career.

Ignoring his gaze weighing on me, I focus on my work. But I barely have time to dive back into the files when someone knocks on the door again. I look up, discovering Dany, even more exuberant than usual.

The office mailman is holding a shiny red package in his hands. I frown as he places it in front of me. On the package is a card, saying in bold letters: Be my Valentine.

“Valentina, you’re keeping secrets. Spit it! Who’s the wonderful man who sends you sweets for Valentine's Day? Come on, open it, I want to see!”

Slowly, I undo the gold ribbon, feeling Benjamin's intense gaze on me. Is he jealous?

Perfect. It's probably my best friend sending me something, but I love that he can believe that another man wants me. Even though we’re not together, I like this little game.

With a sudden gesture, I close the package immediately after opening it. I don't need to see them to know that my cheeks are now as red as the wrapper of that particular package.

“Well, what is it? Show us!”

My mind is racing at full speed. I need to find an excuse, and fast. I certainly can't show Dany what this package contains. It’s NOT chocolate, or a romantic gift of that kind.

I bite the tip of my tongue, preventing myself from looking at Benjamin. I'm sure a huge smile lights up his face. I don't have the slightest doubt. He’s the one behind this unexpected gift. Who else would have send me a vibrating egg to work?

“What… It's an erotic thing, isn't it? Come on, spit it out, I want to know!”

“She'll tell you at the break. In the meantime, some of us have work to do, Dany.”

The errand man rolls his eyes before motioning for me to join him at the coffee machine. In his dreams.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally disappears, leaving me alone with Benjamin. I look up at the man. He’s back at his work.

I ignore him for a moment, opening the package again. I can't believe he could give me such a thing. Let alone have it delivered to the office. And on Valentine's Day at that!

“You really have a problem in your head.”

“Sure, Valentina. Pretend you don't like to play. You’re very convincing.”

I let out an annoyed sigh before closing the box, putting it in a corner to focus on my work. But no matter how hard I try to pay attention to the legal case in front of me, my mind keeps going back to that little toy right there at my feet.

It doesn't get any better when Benjamin gets up, approaching me with his predatory gait. My breath hitches as he leans over my shoulder.

“Well? What are you waiting for to put your new toy in your little pussy?”


Chapter 2

I remain petrified. He didn't say that, did he? I can't decently put a vibrating egg in me while we're at work. Okay, he already fucked me here, on this desk.

But it was different. It was December 31, no one was there. It was just the two of us, no risk of getting caught.

Today, offices are bustling with activity. I can’t do that. I can't... I want to. But no. I can’t.

I shiver as he towers over me, letting one of his hands brush my hair slowly. I swallow hard as he puts it on the back of my neck. I don't need more to melt. Heat is already born in me, intense.

I’m a strong, confident woman. I fear nothing and no one. And yet, as soon as Benjamin's fingers meet my body, I change totally. I become a perfect little submissive, desperate for her master's attention.

Master.

I can't believe I call it that. I hate him, to the point of craving violence sometimes. But when he wants to make me his, it's like he's hypnotizing me, taking control of my mind to make me say what he wants to hear.

A gasp of surprise escapes me as his hand slides from my neck to my chest. He doesn’t hesitate for a moment before plunging it into my cleavage, playing with the curves of my breasts.

“You’re crazy, someone might come.”

“I know. You know what you have to do.”

“You’re insane.”

“No kidding. It's up to you, Valentina. You can go to the toilet to put this toy in your pretty little wet pussy. Or I'll take you there, on the desk.”

My breathing quickens at those harsh words. I should clap his hand, tell him to fuck off. Refuse to accept any of his conditions.

And yet, he’s right. I’m soaked. Once again, my libido takes over my reason. It makes no sense. But I want him. Here, now. And since I can't decently let him fuck me in the middle of the day, in the middle of the office... This egg now seems to be the right solution.

As if he felt me sway, the man takes his hand away and steps back. Without looking at him, I bend down to grab the toy, hiding it in my purse before heading for the restroom.

In the hallways, I curse myself. It's so humiliating. Stupid. Degrading. There are a thousand reasons not to. I’m a self-respecting woman… I was. Because what decent woman would hide in the bathroom of her office to slip into her a toy offered by her lover?

No, I can't deny it anymore… I'm a slut. Nothing else can explain my state of excitement. I’m so soaked that the egg enters without the slightest difficulty. It's not that big, just enough for me to feel it.

I wait a few moments, wondering if my dominant is going to turn it on. Seeing nothing coming, I wash my hands before leaving the toilet.

I focus on my walk. Every time I meet someone, I feel like they can see right through me. As if everyone knew what a dangerous and perverse game I’m playing with my colleague.

To think that we're supposed to be the future of this firm... Our bosses wouldn't hesitate to fire us any second if they found out what we do during our working hours. But I don't care now. I want to play this depraved Valentine's Day game.

As I walk through the door to our office, I can't hold back a squeal. Benjamin has just turned on the toy. The vibrations are light, but their start surprised me.

The man doesn’t pay me the slightest attention, preferring to focus on his work. Yet his hand remains resting on his phone. A way to show me that at any moment, he can change the rhythm of the toy in me. Make me scream in pleasure or sigh in frustration.

Nonchalantly, I sit down at my desk. No question of giving him the satisfaction of abandoning myself completely to his hand. Things are always spicier when I resist him a little.

More dangerous, too.

I lost count of the number of times I found myself lying on his lap after defying him, his hand slamming down hard on my ass.

I bite my lip, fondly remembering the feeling of pain and pleasure mixed. I don't know why, but being in pain does me incredible good. It's as if it freed me from something. It anchors me in the moment. There is no good or bad anymore. Neither enemy nor annoyance. Just a feeling of fullness and abandonment.

For a long time, Benjamin doesn’t change the rhythm of the vibrations. Miraculously, I manage to work. I can’t find myself behind him in the race for the position of junior associate. Especially because of his perverse ideas.

He can fight me any way he wants. Submitting to his darkest desires won’t cause me to lose this promotion.

My willpower is being tested. Because quickly, Benjamin begins to increase the speed of the vibrations. They’re still bearable, but their intensity distracts me. How to focus on the gibberish of a contract when heat fills my belly?

I reposition myself in my chair, trying to find a more comfortable position. A position that will make me bear this ordeal a little better… If that’s possible.

I take a deep breath, staring at my screen. Near me, Benjamin doesn’t miss a beat of the show. He may pretend to focus on his work, but the glances he throws at me from time to time are unmistakable.

I bite the tip of my lip to hold back my sounds of pleasure. How can such a small toy bring me so much pleasure, and in such a short time? As my dominant picks up the pace, I feel closer and closer to falling apart.

If I listened to my inner voice, I would get up. I would go near the man. Without hesitation, I would lift my skirt and bend forward, laying down on his desk to offer myself entirely to him.

It's completely insane. I can hardly believe I’ve such thoughts. Since we started these lustful activities, I no longer recognize myself. I’m totally driven by my libido. By dark desires that I had no idea existed.

I take off my suit jacket. Why is it so hot here? Haven't they heard of global warming or what? Why put so much heat on? I feel like I'm going to liquefy on the spot.

A mocking sound makes me turn my head toward Benjamin. A devilish smile forms on his lips. I frown, trying to understand.

It's only when I follow his gaze that I realize what puts him in such a state of amusement. My nipples point through my blouse. I'm so horny that my bra isn't enough to hide them.

I blush, hurrying to put my jacket back on. Someone could come in and see me like this. I can’t stand it anymore. I must do something.

Suddenly, I stand up. Without bothering to see if my excitement has crossed the fabric of my tight skirt, I leave the room. In the hallways, I don't pay attention to anyone. Too bad if I look like a mad woman.

I'm going to explode soon, and I need to be safe for that. Without thinking, I throw myself into the first toilet I find. Finally safe, I lay my head on the cool door of the stall where I have settled.

It’s quite clear now. Benjamin is going to kill me. I need to stop letting myself be like this. I'm about to cum, in the middle of my work, just because it amuses him.

The pleasure is intense, I can hardly restrain myself. Slowly, I squat down, ignoring the pain caused by my stilettos. In a fit of common sense, I pull up my skirt, trying to protect it as best I can from the flood of excitement pouring out of my body.

Benjamin doesn’t spare me, further increasing the intensity of the toy in me. How many gears are there on this stupid toy?

But my pain is not yet at its peak. I clasp my hand to my mouth as I hear someone enter the bathroom.

Of course, it has to be Brenda and Sophie. I know them, they’re not there to relieve themselves. They’re going to stay there for a long time, to put on makeup and talk about all the other employees. Nothing escapes them. And if they find me... My reputation is gone.

Before the hour is up, the whole cabinet would be aware of their discovery. The so-promising Valentina masturbates at her workplace. Unacceptable behavior.

So, I bite my hand, trying to contain my squeals as best I can. As if aware of my torment, Benjamin increases the speed of the toy one last time. I will make him pay. I don't know how yet, but I swear I will.

For now, I must find a way to remain silent and invisible to the two bitches. The heat waves are getting more and more intense. I want to scream at the top of my lungs. To lower my hand to press hard on my clit.

But I dare not. I make the pleasure last despite the delicate situation in which I find myself. I don't know why, but my ego orders me to. It's like a way to resist Benjamin's will. As if it was me who decided when to cum or not.

It's stupid. He's not even here to see it, so why fight him like this? It’d be so much easier to let the pleasure take over me completely, and then wait to be able to come out. But no. Waiting makes things stronger. More delicious.

I breathe a sigh of relief when the two women finally come out, leaving me alone with my toy. One of my hands lands on the wall, trying to find some support. I feel like I'm totally melting. I'm not far away.

My eyes close without realizing it. The waves in the pit of my stomach are getting closer, more violent. Soon, my whole body begins to shake as an orgasm ravages me.

I bite my lip almost until it bleeds to contain my cries of pleasure. My pussy contracts on the toy, making it almost too powerful as I slowly come to myself.

I could take it off, be rid of this stimulation. What could Benjamin do? Punish me? This prospect enchants me more than it frightens me.

But as I get up, readjusting my skirt, the toy turns off completely. I smile, relieved. This calm is most welcome after the storm it has just given me.

In front of the mirror, I readjust my hair, wiping the lipstick that has smudged slightly. No one should suspect anything.

After taking a deep breath, I step out of the bathroom. My body freezes while a few feet from me is Benjamin. He pretends to make photocopies. He never made photocopies.

I can't believe he could use such a bad excuse to keep an eye on me. Especially since from here, he couldn't see anything more than from our office. I'm sure he came just for this moment.

To see me come out of the bathroom, my cheeks still flushed from orgasm. My slightly shaky gait as I try to stay stoic. Yes. He enjoys every second of the decadent spectacle I offer him.

He doesn't even try to hide it, giving me a lustful wink. I ignore him, walking back to our office. I have work to finish. That's enough now.

He follows me closely. I'm sure his eyes are on my ass. He doesn’t seem to fear the gaze of others. However, if someone saw him, the gossip would run rampant. Sometimes this place looks more like a high school than a big law firm.

I sit back in my seat, completely ignoring him when he comes in after me, putting his photocopies on the corner of his desk. I go back to work. For a long time, he leaves me alone.

I manage to complete my tasks one after the other with impressive efficiency. Maybe I should cum more often at the office, it seems to boost my productivity.

I immediately regret that thought as the egg starts to vibrate again. I grit my teeth and look up at the man, glaring at him. He winks at me again, smiling at his own stupidity.

I close my eyes for a moment, summoning all the courage in me to stay focused on my work. I already showed him once that he had complete control over me. I don't want it to happen again immediately.

This time, he doesn't seem to want to push things. From time to time, he increases the intensity of the vibrations by a notch. But he always ends up bringing them down. It's as if he just wanted to remind me of his presence. His power.

Maybe he's keeping me warm for later. Who knows, he might have other plans for this unconventional Valentine's Day. I hadn't planned anything. Maybe buy me some chocolates and eat them in front of some romantic comedy. Using my vibrator while thinking about all the things Eric and Benjamin have done to me.

Now I secretly hope I don't end up alone at night. This orgasm was good, sure. But that's not worth a man's skin against mine. His warmth. The power of his cock sinking into me.

I lick my lip quietly, feeling the heat rise inside me. I wonder if he will take me to this small hotel where we have met several times. If he is going to tie my hands again with his belt. Or hit me with it.

He has already bought a toy for today. Maybe there are more, ready to be put on my body to make me scream in pain and pleasure. I hope it more than anything. I want him. Tonight, I want to be his submissive.

I don’t care it's the day of lovers. I want this to also be the night for girls desperate to be touched by their dominant.

I can't help but be disappointed when I see him get up and gather his things. He barely says goodbye to me. I grit my teeth. My reaction is ridiculous. I can't feel sad because he's leaving without me.

I don't need him. Neither to orgasm, nor for anything else.

I sigh, getting back to work. I still have a case to close. So much for the egg in me. It can stay where it is. I'll take it off before I leave. At least he had the decency to turn it off. I couldn't have endured those vibes for long if he hadn't been there to watch the show.

Only the beep of my phone a few minutes later manages to get me off my job. My breath catches seeing the message. And above all, its sender. Benjamin.

Meet me in the parking lot. Now.

A smile tugs the corner of my lip. What authority. I think I'll make him wait a little longer. I go back to my file, determined to finish it before leaving. A few minutes later, a new message.

You're playing with fire, Submissive.

My breathing quickens. I love it when he calls me that. It makes me feel even more like I'm his. Like I’m nothing more than an object that he can dispose of as he pleases. A little thing that spreads her legs at his will.

Without rushing myself, I send one last email before turning off my computer. Then, I grab my things, taking care to put on my coat. I know it. A stain of excitement marks my skirt. Even if the office is almost deserted, I don't want to take the risk of being seen like this.

A shiver takes me when, arriving at the elevator, the doors open on Benjamin. He came back to get me. At this idea, I feel my pussy throb. He doesn't look happy. He surely going to punish me. Good.

He grabs me forcefully, pinning me against the wall of the elevator as he presses the button for the doors to close. His face is only an inch from mine. A crazy gleam shines in his eyes.

He’s menacing, and yet he excites me even more. I know, even if he shows authority, he’s not dangerous. It's part of his game, his role. But one word, and I can make it all stop. He's proven that to me in the past. If I say my safe word, he stops everything he does to worry about my physical and mental state.

So, I let myself go in the face of this outburst, shivering as his hand closes around my neck. With violence, his lips are pressed against mine. His tongue forces me to open my mouth. He invests it with force.

The kiss is violent, passionate. Like a storm tearing everything in its path. My legs are shaking. If he let go of me, I think I would fall to the ground, drained of all my substance.

But he holds me tight until we get to the parking lot. I don't know by what miracle, no one showed up. With any luck, this will continue.

Obediently, I let him grab my hand. Without the slightest patience, he guides me to his car. I trot behind him, trying to keep up despite my high heels rattling against the asphalt in the parking lot.

Gentleman, he opens the door for me, helping me into his car. A sudden gallantry singularly contrasting with his violence of the previous minutes.

I have no idea where he wants to take me, and I don't care. The promise of pleasure outweighs my need to control everything. I want him. Now.

I bite my lip as I watch him sit next to me. The suit. The sports car. Everything about him breathes money. Power. It had never particularly interested me before. But since I discovered this submissive role, it only reinforces my fantasies.

As I reach for my belt to buckle up, he clicks his tongue, stopping me dead in my tracks.

“We're not going anywhere. I had planned a whole evening for you. To reward you for having obeyed me so well today. But you didn't deserve it.”

I look up at him, nervous. So what? It’s going to stop there? Why put me in his car if it's to let me go without touching me?

Not adding anything, he slides his perfect hands to the waistband of his pants. In a few movements, he frees his cock. I lick my lip seeing it proudly tense in front of me. Looks like he enjoyed those little games even more than I did.

“You’re going to be punished. But first, show me how sorry you are for your behavior.”

My mouth opens. I suddenly realize where we are. Even though most of the employees have already gone home, there are still a lot of cars parked around us. Anyone could show up at any moment. The place is far too bright to offer us any hiding place.

“Valentina. You don't want to push me. Not if you want to cum tonight.”

His firm voice tells me he's not kidding. I have a choice to make. Suck him right here, right now. Or go home, alone and frustrated.

The choice is quickly made. Without the slightest hesitation, I lean over him, forgetting all about good sense to take care of this erection I've caused. Gently, I wrap my hand around his base, ensuring a good grip.

Looking up at him, I stick my tongue out to lick his tip. Then I slip it between my lips without going any further. I alternate these gestures for a few moments, taking malicious pleasure in provoking him. He told me to suck him. He didn’t specify the pace at which I had to go.

Of course, he doesn’t let it pass. His fingers tangle in my hair. If he's not pushing on my head yet, he's reminding me of who's really in control. If he wanted to, he could make me take his long cock in one gesture. Hitting the back of my throat mercilessly until I choke.

He has already done it. And I loved that. Never mind the pain. Never mind my body's reflexes. Being transformed into his little sex doll excites me more than anything.

So slowly, I begin my descent on his member. Its taste is delicious. I don't know why, with him, everything is incredibly sexy and good. Even the things that disgusted me with others. Under his gaze, I’m limitless.

As my pace picks up, his fingers tangle in my hair. Not out of need for control. No. Because he loves what I do to him. Every once in a while, a growl escapes his lips. It just excites me even more.

So, I put in more ardor, taking him further and further down my throat. Even when he starts moving his hips, I keep pushing him deep inside of me. Muffled sounds come out of my chest, but I ignore them.

I have to hold on. I want to satisfy him. I want him to cum in my mouth. May the pleasure he feels make him forget the anger that held him, not fifteen minutes ago. Maybe if I do well, my punishment won't be too severe.

Without stopping, I curl my tongue around his length. I feel it. He's close. His stomach contracts. His eyes close. His fingers are tighter than ever around my skull.

His sighs turn into groans. He can no longer contain himself. A few more thrusts and that's it, he empties deep in my throat. I welcome his seed with pleasure, taking all my time before leaving him.

I make sure he looks at me before swallowing every last drop of his offering. In a provocative gesture, I stick out my tongue. As if to prove to him that I took everything from him. He smiles, patting my cheek condescendingly.

“Good girl.”

I bite my lip, yet I can't stop a smile from stretching my lips. I love it when he calls me that. It fills me with stupid pride, boosting my ego.

Without further ado, he zips up his pants and fastens his belt, motioning for me to do the same. After obeying him, I rearrange my hair while questioning him.

“Where are we going now?”

“My place. It's time for you to discover my toys.”


Chapter 3

“Interesting decoration. Not afraid to show what you are, uh?”

Benjamin turns to me, looking at the painting I point out. A woman in black lace underwear, a mask over her eyes. She’s on her knees, her face turned towards a man whose legs are only visible, covered with suit pants. In the eyes of the submissive can be seen the devotion for this man who pats her head.

I’m fascinated by this photo. A warmth rises in the pit of my stomach. I recognize myself in this picture. I'm almost jealous of the young woman. I would like to be in her place. Even if it means wearing this leather collar around my neck.

Benjamin approaches me, handing me a glass of water. My eyes still riveted on the image, I drink the liquid in small sips, appreciating the appeasement it offers me.

“Most people who come here know what I am. The others think it's just a porn-chic photo that looks good in a bachelor pad.”

I smile. This man is a walking cliche. An influential job. Money. An apartment in a tower overlooking the city. To believe that all powerful men come out of the same mold. No matter how much I look around the room, nothing of his personality shines through. No personal photo. No sign of any hobby.

Definitely, apart from sex, this man has nothing to offer me. It's ok. I don't need more. I just want to sleep with him. Explore this new world that is opening to me. The day I want more, I will find a dominant with a personality of his own.

At this thought, my mind wanders. I think of Eric. I remember his house filled with books and pieces of art. I remember our few discussions around music or politics. Oh, I'm under no illusions. If the man is still single despite his age and status, it’s no coincidence. But it gives me hope. The perfect dominant exists. I just have to find the one who wants me.

In the meantime, Benjamin makes the perfect playmate. I shiver as he takes off my jacket, his fingers caressing my skin through my sheer blouse. If our minds don’t agree, our bodies want each other. They attract each other, always hungrier for more.

“I’ve something to show you.”

Obediently, I set down my glass before following him down a dark hallway. Out of gallantry, he opens the door and lets me into a room. His bedroom, no doubt. His cologne floats in the air, intoxicating and reassuring at the same time.

I’m almost disappointed. I expected a room entirely dedicated to BDSM. A dungeon arranged by him, with the sole aim of leading his submissive conquests there. But no. It's just a regular bedroom. A huge bed, a minimalist decoration, and in a corner…

My mouth opens in surprise. I just spotted the camera installed to film the whole room. So, this is what he had thought of to “reward” me? Keep proof of what we do together?

But the man has not revealed everything to me yet. I freeze as he turns on a screen. Immediately, the image that appears makes me shiver. A video streaming website. Connected to the camera in this room.

He wants to stream our session online.

I turn to him, taken aback. He smiles slightly, visibly unaffected by my concern. I can't utter a single word, so many ideas are swirling around in my head.

This is madness. We are lawyers. We both dream of becoming among the most powerful lawmakers in the country. If the wrong person comes across these images, our careers and reputations are over.

Faced with my silence, the dominant ignores me, going to look for something in his closet. Then he comes back to me, a leather mask in his hands. I bite the inside of my cheek, worried.

“No one will recognize you with that on your eyes. Don't worry. I know what I'm doing.”

Without flinching, I let him install the mask on my face. His hand slides to the back of my neck, stroking it gently, giving me brief comfort. I hate to admit it, but I think he's right. This headband gives me a feeling of protection. Yet they can still see my eyes. My mouth. The shape of my face. Someone who knows me would have no trouble recognizing me.

But I don't care. Benjamin just put his lips on my neck, making me moan softly. I want his body against mine. I want him to take all of me. It doesn't matter who is watching us. His voice against my ear makes me shudder.

“There are plenty of men who feel lonely out there. We'll show them what you're worth. After that, I'll draw one. Only he will see how far you let me take you.”

I nod my head, almost absent. I'm ready to accept anything. As long as his hands stay on me, I don't need anything else. Gently, he catches my lips, pulling me into a soft, comforting kiss. It’s giving me strength.

And I need it. The man detaches himself from me, going to position himself behind the camera. I remain the only one visible. I take a deep breath as he begins the broadcast. Little by little, I see the names scrolling on the screen. People connect. I really have viewers now.

I look down at my dominant, now seated in a leather chair. He smiles at me without saying anything. I have to stay there, standing, in my suit and my stilettos. Alone, exposed to all. I bite my lip, trying to resist the voice telling me to run away.

I know it. It will end up being worth it. Each time he put me in a difficult position, the result always ended up pleasing me. So, I have to hold on. Even when his voice cracks through the air.

“Take off your clothes.”

A shiver runs through me. And yet, without even having to think about it, my fingers move toward my blouse. One by one, I undo the buttons, revealing my silky skin, my fine lace bra.

The sound of the messages gets faster and faster as my body reveals itself. Apparently, they like my red lace ensemble. I don’t read the messages, however, preferring to focus on the man present with me in the room.

“Take off the rest.”

I bite my lip. Taking off my blouse and skirt was easy. Even if my underwear is ultra-sexy, it was still protection. Like a slightly lustful swimsuit.

Now he wants me to show all of myself. And I don't know if I'm ready. But one look from him manages to decide me. Slowly, I let my fingers slide down my back, undoing the opening of my bra.

The pings are even closer now that my generous chest is freed from its prison of fabric, offering itself for all to see. I take a moment for myself before continuing, my hands descending over my body.

For a few seconds, I play with the elastic of my thong, building up the pressure. Benjamin smiles slightly. He obviously appreciates that I get into the game. Without taking my eyes off him, I let the last barrier of fabric slide down my legs.

That's it. Apart from my pair of stilettos, I’m completely naked. Offered to the eyes of all the curious who have connected to join us.

I'm not sure what to do now. I stand still, watching my dominant with growing anxiety. He’s the one who holds the reins. He can ask me whatever he wants. And that's what worries me.

“Play with your boobs.”

I barely hold back a sigh of relief. Yeah, I can do that. Without hesitation, I place my hands on my chest. I gently massage my globes, enjoying the weight and softness.

Then I grab my nipples, pinching them slightly to make them point even more. My mouth opens with the pleasure I already feel. Between my thighs, my excitement begins to flow.

The egg is still in me. Secretly, I hope Benjamin turns it on again. I need to feel more than these simple stimulations of my breasts. I want more fun. Let him make an orgasm grow inside me again. I’m ready to do anything for this.

“Stop. Turn around and bend over the bed.”

My breath hitches at those words. Trying to hide my nervousness, I rock my hips to turn my back to the camera. Do our viewers like my curves? Do they appreciate the roundness of my ass? The length of my legs? I can't see it now.

Slowly, I lean over the bed as he instructed me. Now I understand why his mattress is so high. Everything is calculated not for a restful sleep, but to have the best sex possible.

“Spread your ass. Show them how soaked you are.”

I feel my cheeks flush with shame. I can't believe we're really doing this. And yet, I let my hands slide down my back to obey him. I really hope this mask is enough to hide my identity.

Who knows, maybe there's someone I know watching. Someone from work. And he can see everything about me. Even the string of the egg still stuck in my pussy.

I dug my head into the mattress in a vain attempt to hide. To control my humiliation. I have never felt so bad. And yet, I’ve no intention of stopping.

And neither does my dominant. Behind me, I hear him move. I haven't the faintest idea what he's doing. Is he going to join me? Is he going to insert another toy in me? A plug, maybe. With him, anal has become an essential part of our sessions.

I shiver as his voice echoes through the room, announcing with solemnity.

“That's it. We have a special guest. Let the game begins.”


Chapter 4

I remain frozen in my position, unable to know what is going to happen now. Benjamin still won't come near me, and his lack of explanation only makes it harder for me. Finally, he speaks.

“That’s it, I disconnected everyone. It's just the three of us.”

I take a deep breath. Alright. Three is fine. It's better than hundreds, maybe even thousands. I can do it.

I close my eyes, trying to calm my worry. I don't know anything about the man who was drawn. It could be a pervert. Someone who will record everything to broadcast this video all over the Internet, so many times that it will be impossible for us to erase it.

Worse, it could be someone who will blackmail us. I really don't know why we're doing this. It's crazy... But I must admit, it's also incredibly exciting.

I’ve always been the reasonable type, doing things the right way, calculating all the risks of my actions. So, for once, I want to forget my shame and my fear. I want to let myself go in the thrill of danger.

To better bear the idea of this stranger looking at me, I imagine that I know him. That it's Eric, logging on to be with us for this very special Valentine's Day. That, so unable to do without my body for a moment longer, he could not help but participate in this session from a distance.

Benjamin's voice rings out again, filling the entire room with its commanding presence.

“Our friend just turned on his microphone. He’s going to give you orders that you will try to follow. If he needs it, I will help him. I will be his hands. As usual, you have your safe word available. If you say it, we'll stop the broadcast. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

Silence falls again in the room.

Heavy. Intense.

I wonder if the man behind his screen has ever done this. If he has ever dominated a woman in person or online.

What will it do to me to have to obey someone I can't see? To someone I can't feel? This opens the field of possibilities. And that excites me terribly.

“Get back into the position you were in earlier. Touch yourself again.”

I tense up. This voice. It seems excruciatingly familiar to me, without my being able to put a name or a face on it. My mind races, desperate to find an answer. I even forget my mission. Benjamin clicks his tongue.

“Well, Submissive. Our guest has given you an order. Don't embarrass me. Don't think I forgot your punishment. I’m counting on our guest to help me set it up, if he agrees.”

“Sure. Looks like she needs a lesson. I have a few ideas.”

I'm shivering. I think I know who our mystery guest is. I find it hard to believe it's him. And yet, it really sounds like Eric's voice.

Am I taking my dreams for reality? Are these my fantasies that come back to me, making me believe that they’re really happening?

Never mind the reality. I want to believe it's him. Plus, if I don't obey them very quickly, I'm going to have a bad time. So, I straighten up as he asked, facing the camera again.

Already shaking on my heels, I start touching myself. My breasts are the first to be visited by my hands. As before, I roll my nipples between my fingers, squealing slightly.

We haven't done anything yet, and yet I'm already wet. Slowly, I let one of my hands slide down my body, tracing a slow line on the soft skin of my belly. Eyes fixed on the camera, I hope to captivate the man who has earned the right to share this night with us.

Is he already hard? Does he have his cock in his hand, jerking off imagining that it’s his fingers that are on my clit right now? I lick my lips, secretly hoping so.

Slowly, I draw circles over my nerve button, letting out soft sighs of pleasure. I look at Benjamin, silently hoping to convince him to turn on the egg still hidden inside me.

But that doesn't seem to be part of his plans. The man looks at me, perfectly stoic. For endless minutes, I keep touching myself, desperately waiting for one or the other of the dominants to tell me what to do.

But they both seem to take malicious pleasure in remaining silent, observing me touching myself without the slightest shame.

“Shit, Valentina. You’re still so hot.”

I completely freeze when I hear those words. The man knows my name. He knows me. I keep telling myself that it's Eric, without daring to believe it. A laugh comes to me again.

“Well, I thought I was a more memorable Dominant than that.”

A huge smile forms on my lips. So much for the sexy side. I was right. I've only had two dominants in my life. It's Eric. I turn to Benjamin, who raises a mocking eyebrow.

“You really thought I was going to share you with just anyone?”

If I listened to myself, I would throw myself on his neck. But I know my place too well. And if that wasn’t the case, Eric now takes care of it.

“Tell me Valentina. I heard you were naughty today. You challenged your dominant. You know that such behavior deserves punishment, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

I immediately pinch my lips close, regretting having responded with such enthusiasm. I probably shouldn't be so excited about being punished. But I don't care. I'm not ashamed of who I am or what I love. My answer makes the two dominants laugh, before they too resume their role.

“Benjamin, cuff her.”

I look forward to being tied again. There is something incredibly relaxing about losing your freedom of movement. I no longer have to think about my every move. No more wondering if I'm doing it right or not.

I just have to let go. To take what is given to me. To focus on pain and pleasure.

My breathing quickens as Benjamin crosses my wrists in front of me. I stare into the camera as the rattle of handcuffs echoes. I can't help but smile, imagining the dominant behind his screen, not missing anything that happens to me.

At my feet, the other man imprisons my ankles. I’m completely stuck now. He can do whatever he wants with me. And I love this idea.

I know a punishment is about to befall me. What are they going to use? A whip? A flogger, like the last time? I remember the feel of the leather straps on my sensitive skin. Thousands of little stings, igniting my butt with force.

But Benjamin seems to have another idea. He sits on the bed before grabbing me by the waist. In an instant, I find myself bent over his knees still covered with his pants.

He loves doing this. Stay dressed as long as possible while I'm naked against him. Another way to show his power over me. He is the dominant, I am the submissive.

I bite my lip, waiting for the sentence to fall. The two men remain silent for what feels like an eternity. I can't help fidgeting a little, as if to silently protest the unbearable wait.

His answer is not long in coming. His hand slams down on my ass with force, making me groan in surprise. I had not expected so much power, from the start. Eric's voice echoes through the room.

“Here's how it's going to work. You're going to count out loud and thank him after every spanking. Is that understood, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

Immediately, a new slap falls on my ass. It's just as powerful as the first, making me cry out again. But I must remember my order.

“One. Thank you Master.”

“Again.”

I barely have time to hear his voice before the other man acts accordingly. For endless minutes, this little game continues. Benjamin hits. I count and thank him. Eric tells him to start over.

Five slaps. Ten slaps. Fifteen slaps.

I'm out of breath. My butt must be red as ever from being treated like this. They must see it. And yet, neither of the two men seems ready to slow down.

I scream a little louder when his hand just lands on my thighs. My heart races as he now traces my slit, ignoring for a moment the order to continue given by his mentor.

My breath catches. He just hit my pussy without the slightest restraint. The pain is intense. And yet, I still don't want to stop it.

“Twenty-three. Thank you Master.”

“Again.”

I groan as I hear the man behind his screen pronounce his sentence. I want to hold on. Go through with my punishment. I deserved it after all. But I don't know now if I'll get there without saying my safe word.

Benjamin has never put so much force into his spanking. I don't know if it's the presence of his mentor that pushes him to give of himself like this, or the little scenario of this very special Valentine's Day. But I'm starting to suffer, and I can't go on anymore.

I tremble as the twenty-fourth slap lands on my ass again. My breath catches, and for a moment I remain silent. Stuttering, I whisper.

“Twenty-four. Thank... Thank you, Master.”

“Again.”

I bite my lip, feeling tears well up in my eyes. But I hang on. I can do it. One last effort. I take a deep breath, anxiously awaiting the next slap.

I almost sit up when it arrives, surprisingly soft. It feels almost like a caress, compared to the others. Perplexed, I stammer.

“Twenty… Twenty-five?" Thank you Master.”

I stand perfectly still as the seconds tick by, endless. I don't know what he's waiting for. Eric stays quiet, so the other man doesn't move either. Even though they are both dominants, it’s the mentor who leads this lustful waltz. Finally, his voice is heard.

“It's alright. You took your punishment well, Submissive.”

I sigh at this announcement. Benjamin begins to massage my ass. The warmth of his hand soothes my damaged skin, and warms my body, which begins to cool from being left naked and motionless.

I lick my lips as his hand descends lower, caressing the contours of my lower lips. A satisfied sound escapes his chest as he discovers how soaked I am.

I can't hold back a disappointed moan as he pulls out the egg that was still buried inside me. I had hoped he would turn it on. Or better yet, let Eric do it. But that is apparently not part of their plans.

“On your knees.”

Without protest, I let myself slide onto the ground, taking my submissive position. My body is still numb from its punishment, and my heels sinking into the skin of my sore ass make me wince.

But all this is quite futile compared to what I know is coming soon. I lick my lips looking at Benjamin's swollen crotch. His cock seems perfectly ready to be taken in my mouth.

The man corrects me, shaking his head no, a mocking smile on his lips. He doesn't have to say it out loud for me to hear what he's thinking. Slut. A qualifier that suits me perfectly.

Without a look for me, he gets up, leaving again to look for an accessory. My mouth drops in surprise as I watch him install our next game.

In his hands, a large suction cup dildo. He hangs it halfway up against his mirror wall. I feel my body ignite, as much shame as excitement. I can't believe I'm going to do this.

And yet, when he reaches out his hand to help me up, I have not the slightest moment of hesitation.

Slowly, he guides me to the mirror. I turn my back to the object. My breathing quickens as the dominant places his hand on my back, helping me down. Soon, I find myself aligned with the dildo.

I have trouble breathing. It's so decadent. And yet, I let myself go when the man pushes lightly on my shoulders, causing the dildo to enter me at the same time.

I take a deep breath, trying not to panic as he pulls away from me. I'm now alone against the mirror, with this silicone cock half buried in me. My cheeks are red with shame.

I have never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. The camera pointed at me does not help me at all. No more than the silence of the two men. I stand perfectly still, waiting for an order that never seems to come.

“Go ahead. Show us how well you take that big cock.”

I bite my lip, feeling a wave of warmth fill my stomach at the sound of Eric's deep voice. Immediately, I obey him. Inch by inch, I let the toy slide inside me.

I can't hold back a moan. Even if it has nothing to do with those of my dominants, this fake cock remains pleasant. Between the toy and all these lustful games, I'm soaked like never before. I need to be filled.

Although wide and long, this dildo is not enough. I need to feel someone's warmth. The weight of a dominant crushing my body. But that will only happen if I manage to satisfy them first.

So, I get caught up in the game, going back and forth on this artificial length, taking it to the point of touching the mirror with my ass. I can't help but smile.

I imagine Benjamin getting ready in front of his mirror every morning, seeing the trace of my passage encrusted there. The idea of him having an erection every time helps me bear the shame that remains anchored in the pit of my stomach.

“Faster.”

Eric's voice comes to me from the screen, harsher than ever. Despite my trembling legs, my tired body, I accelerate the movement. My hips ripple, my ass slams against the mirror.

I look up at the camera. Does he see the determination in my eyes as I let out my moans? It's getting harder and harder to keep going, but I'm holding on. No matter how cold and lonely I feel. I want to show them what I’m capable of.

I look at Benjamin. His eyes are fixed on my body, as if hypnotized. Yet his expression remains stoic. If it wasn't for that bulge stretching his pants, I would think he was totally indifferent to my performance.

“That's enough. Put her in the other position.”

My breath hitches as my colleague approaches me, responding without hesitation to his mentor's command. Slowly, he lifts me off the wall, before lowering me to my knees.

I can't help but glance discreetly at the dildo. A smile forms on my lips when I see how soaked it is.

Without taking care of me, the man takes it off the wall before repositioning it lower. I lick my lips. On all fours, it should be easier for me to use this object of lust. Maybe they'll even let me cum.

Obediently, I let him position me. But when I expect to feel the dildo inside me again, the man pours a large dose of lubricant between my ass cheeks. I look up at him, slightly worried.

He just smiles, inserting one of his fingers into my most taboo entrance. A gasp of surprise escapes me. I can't believe this is what they both want.

My cheeks are red with shame as Benjamin replaces his finger with the tip of the dildo. He walks away from me again. I hardly dare to look at it. His arms are crossed over his chest, and a mocking expression lights up his face.

Being fucked in my ass is already something very special. But having to do it myself? It's something quite different. It's degrading. And that’s without counting this camera which misses absolutely nothing of my decay.

And yet, I don't hesitate to push my hips back, letting the object slide slowly inside me. I embrace these conflicting feelings. I let myself go in the moment. So far, I have loved everything they’ve made me do. So, I must trust them for that too.

Small sighs come out of my mouth as the object sinks deeper and deeper into me. I'm starting to get to know that tight feeling, as uncomfortable as it is delicious.

Little by little, I begin to move back and forth, getting used to this imposing presence within me. If my hands weren't always cuffed, I'd run them between my legs to bring some relief to my tight clit.

I speed up my movements, taking the object inside me like a pro. I'm soaked and shaking. Never has an orgasm seemed so close and so far away at the same time. I could never reach it without a helping hand.

As if he had heard me, Benjamin approaches me. He strokes his crotch through his pants, looking at me intently. I lick my lips, hoping he offers me his thick cock again.

But again, my hopes are

dashed. He slaps my ass before pushing me forward, robbing me of the large presence of the toy within me. I feel incredibly empty, and I hate it. But I know I must be patient.

My mouth opens as I feel a new toy enter my most taboo entrance. A plug. It’s nowhere near as long as the dildo, but its width is impressive. I'm out of breath. I have never had something so thick in this intimate place of my body.

I barely feel the man move next to me, freeing my ankles from their handcuffs. I'm way too busy focusing on my breathing. I feel like I'm split open. I don't know how I'm going to be able to bear this, let alone if he decides to use my soaked entrance again. I have to hold on.

A cry escapes my mouth as suddenly the plug starts vibrating inside me. This is something unprecedented. I'm short of breath. The sensation is intense, but far from unpleasant. I look up at Benjamin, hoping to see if he plans to increase the intensity of his vibrations soon.

But seeing his empty hands, I realize that he’s not the one controlling this toy. Immediately, my gaze goes to the camera. I hear Eric laugh softly through the screen. Then, the toy increases in intensity inside me, making me moan.

The feeling is delicious. But I’m quickly cut off in my thoughts by Benjamin's hands which land on me. With force, the man lifts me up. But he doesn't bother to take me to bed as I expected.

No. It’s on the ground that he puts me down, lying me on my back. Without wasting a moment, he kneels beside me, spreading my thighs as wide as he can before sneaking in.

I look into his eyes, staring at him intently. I want him. I want to feel him inside me. To have his body covering mine, crushing me with all his weight.

My wishes don’t take long to become reality. The man leans over me, his mouth catching mine forcefully. Languidly, he kisses me, making me his own with a flick of his tongue.

Between my legs, I feel him busying himself, feverishly undoing his belt to pull out his taut cock. It didn't take long for him to grab it and slide it down my lower lips.

I moan at this gesture, spreading my legs a little more if possible. Silently inviting him to finally take me. I've been waiting for this all day. I want him inside me.

A long moan escapes my throat as he finally sinks into my soaked pussy. His cock is swollen like never before, much larger than the dildo he made me play on. I lick my lips, happier than ever to find back that feeling now so familiar.

There is something incredibly soothing about being fucked by a man you know. It's like things are back to normal. Never mind that he's so big I feel like I'm being split in half. I would never want to get rid of this feeling.

Each thrust of Benjamin inside me adds to the pressure from the plug. I have never been open like this. Except maybe when they both took me. And with this remote-controlled toy by Eric, it's as if he were there too.

Even though I miss the warmth of his body, I feel him close to me. And that makes me feel incredibly good.

My back scrapes on the rug adorning the bedroom. I think this is the first time I find myself like this, fucked on the floor. It's decadent. Degrading. And incredibly exciting.

My still-cuffed hands rest on Benjamin's chest, trying to find some support as he thrusts into me at a mighty pace. My mouth stays open when the man has fun nibbling my neck.

I know I'm going to have to wear a scarf to work tomorrow if I don't want my colleagues to notice the marks it leaves on me. But I don't care. The feeling is too good. I want him to mark me. Let him make me his.

My eyes close to better face the sensations that run through my body. I shiver as my body is on fire. Nothing makes sense anymore. I no longer have a shred of shame in me.

Forget the humiliation of the camera, the egg, the parking lot. There is only this crazy race to orgasm. Benjamin is pounding me now, each of his thrusts pressing his pelvis against my clit. In my ass, the plug vibrates at its maximum speed.

I feel like I'm going to die. It's not possible to have so much pleasure. Maybe I'm already dead and in heaven. If so, I don't mind being deprived of life on earth. This one is much more delicious.

A cry louder than the others comes out of my mouth. Benjamin just pushed himself deeper into me. So far that I let go. A wave of warmth filled me, starting from my pussy and pouring out to the rest of my body. All my members tense.

I can’t see anymore. I can't hear anymore. I barely feel the man emptying inside me with a grunt. It's only his rambling compliments that finally snap me out of my trance.

“You were perfect. You’re such a good girl for us. Our perfect, perfect Submissive.”


Chapter 5

I sigh as the warm water runs over my body. I don't know what time it is. Definitely late. I've lost count of the orgasms. Lost count of how many times he put his cock inside me, taking everything in his path.

I'm not going to be fresh tomorrow at work. I don't have a shred of energy left in me. I only want one thing: to wrap myself in fresh sheets, surrounded by comforting arms. Oh, not that I have any new feelings for Benjamin.

No, he still annoys me. But after an intense session, it feels good to receive a little tenderness, even if it’s without feeling. Either way, he wouldn't let me go. He explained it to me the last time.

This is the first rule that Eric taught him. Always take care of a submissive after having subjected her to domination. Even when the session was not that strong. He must watch me. To make sure that I’m safe, both physically and mentally.

That's why I find myself here, standing in his shower. With my hands pressed against the glass wall, I relax as the hot water runs over my raw skin. Behind me, the man takes his time, carefully washing my hair.

I had never really liked taking a shower with a man. At least, not without it involving hot sex to make it more interesting. But there's something incredibly soothing about getting cleaned up by the one who degraded you for hours.

It's like a reward. Almost a way to be forgiven. Even if neither he nor I regret what happened tonight.

I still can't believe I did this. What a Valentine's Day. I hid a vibrating egg inside me when at work. Sucked him in a car. Let him expose me online and share me again with Eric.

I bite my lip thinking about him. About what he told us before cutting the connection. We're going back to Los Angeles. They have a big case, and he asked that we both go help them.

Oh, they have enough talented lawyers there. We all know very well why he called us. And it's not for our ability to plead, even if it’s good.

Despite the exhaustion that grips my body, I can't help but feel excitement rising in the pit of my stomach.

In a week, I'll be stuck between their two bodies again.

Their submissive, in pain and pleasure.




- To be continued -


4. Punished at the Office


Chapter 1

“Good girl.”

I shiver as my master's hand gently strokes my hair. I don’t think I can live without that kind of gesture anymore. Many would find it humiliating to kneel at a man's feet.

But me? I love it.

All I want is to obediently wait for him to take care of me, as if I were a toy or a pet.

It hasn't been that long since I discovered BDSM. I who have always been a strong and determined woman, I discovered a side of me that I didn’t suspect. Now, every opportunity is good to submit to the will of a man. Become his little sexual thing.

I look up at Eric, once again struck by how handsome he is. The man is older than me and exudes crazy charisma. I’ve always been attracted by him, but I never thought I would find myself in such a position with him.

The most influential lawyer on the West Coast. A hot and powerful man. He surely has no trouble finding company. But it’s me he chose to spend the night with.

This isn't the first time I'm submitting to him. But usually, we are not alone. We are accompanied by Benjamin, my colleague and rival. The lawyer to beat.

I frown and gently shake my head. I don't want to think about him anymore. Even if he helped me to discover my sexual inclinations, becoming my very first dominant, I don't want to think about him anymore. He is the past, and his mentor is much better than him.

My mouth opens as Eric delicately places his thumb there. Playfully, I pinch it between my lips, reminding him of what I can do with my tongue. He smiles, making the moment last a few more moments before turning away from me again.

I stay alone, on my knees in the middle of his bedroom. Like the rest of his house, the place is modern. The caricature of the Hollywood villa. And yet, I feel very comfortable here.

Maybe because his scent is floating in the air all around me. Maybe because he's there, a few feet away from me, his eyes intently on mine. When he looks at me like that, I feel like the most beautiful woman on earth. It's what makes me accept everything, even this leather collar imprisoning my neck.

This is the first time I've worn such a toy. I certainly should feel humiliated, or at least embarrassed. But I find it particularly sexy. With this lustful jewel, I feel like I belong entirely to him. I’m his little plaything. And there's nothing more I want right now.

Nothing, except maybe his fingers on my body. Because I don't have to slip my hand between my legs to discover I'm soaked like never before, even though he barely touched me. And I’ve played these games enough to know that only he can bring me relief.

If I want this to happen, I must behave. Respond to the least of his desires. I know I can do it. So, even if I want to move to take a more comfortable position, I don't.

It's my thong that bothers me the most. I would like him to take it off me, and that in the process, he shoves his cock inside me. But I know that's not going to happen any time soon. The man has way too many games to put me through first.

So, I close my eyes for a moment to take a deep breath, and try to forget the feeling of tightness I feel. Because under the taut string of my thong is the plug he installed in me a few minutes ago.

He never gave me such a big one. I feel like I'm split in half. Yet I know it. His cock will be even more imposing in me.

I lick my lips thinking that, soon, he’s going to take me in this taboo part of my anatomy. A few months ago, I wouldn't even have thought of trying anal. Now I can't get over it.

I can't stop myself from moving to settle down more comfortably. It may have happened hours ago, but I still feel the passage of his paddle on my ass, intense as ever. Secretly, I can't help but hope that he punishes me again.

I’m probably not normal. A grown woman shouldn't want to be spanked like that. And yet, I can't help but shudder when I think back to what he did to me in his office.

But as I indulge in my fantasies, I'm interrupted by the doorbell. I open my eyes again, gazing into the dominant's for some comfort. He smiles, visibly pleased. His deep and sexy voice makes me shiver.

“Let's go, Submissive. Our guests are here.”


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

With a sudden gesture, I close the screen of my laptop. I know that's not very professional behavior, but I don't care. I worked so hard, all so that Benjamin could get the promotion to junior associate?

I’ve done so much. Accepted everything. I'm even here, on the other side of the country, to help our Californian branch on a thorny issue. And they don't even bother to wait until I'm back in New York to tell me that.

Angrily, I get up, determined to get to the bottom of this. With a determined step, I head for Eric's office. Maybe he’ll have some answers for me. I know it's a bad idea, that I should calm down first.

Even if he’s not my boss, he is still an influential person in the business. I can't screw up my whole career just because of a failed promotion. Before knocking on his office door, I take a deep breath, trying to pull myself together.

His deep voice makes me shudder. I haven't forgotten what we did the last time I came to Los Angeles. The way he touched me. Spanked me. Took me in every part of my body.

This time, we haven't done anything yet. It wasn’t the desire that was lacking, if I’m to believe the heavy looks that we’ve been throwing at each other for a week.

As soon as the door is opened, the same heat spreads through my body. It's like a punch in the stomach every time I see him. My body reacts to his, as if they were connected in the most powerful way.

And yet, I don’t forget the reason for my visit. The anger and frustration are far too strong for my libido to take over. Forgetting all my beautiful resolutions, I almost lose my temper, slamming the door behind me.

“Benjamin! They gave the job to Benjamin!”

“Sit down, Valentina.”

“I work more hours; I bring back more contracts. I can't believe it. It's complete bullshit.”

I pace around his office, ruminating aloud on all the thoughts that have been twisting my stomach since the announcement of my defeat. I barely pay attention to the man, using him as a reel of my anger.

And he doesn’t like that. His voice is heard again. Strong. Severe. Enough to make me stop short and turn to him.

“I said. Sit down.”

I swallow. He looks more menacing than ever. And instead of scaring me, it excites me. I can feel my nipples starting to poke against the fabric of my bra. Wetness forming between my thighs.

I can't control it. The man exudes such power that my submissive nature returns immediately. How can I forget the pleasure I felt each time I followed his orders? Obediently, I sit across from him while praying not to stain my skirt with my excitement.

“If they gave the job to Benjamin, it's because I asked them.”

I open my mouth, puzzled. I can't believe he sabotaged my career like that. The blood throbs in my veins. I want to yell at him. But I can't do that. So instead, I stand up, ready to leave. His voice stops me dead.

“Sit down.”

My legs no longer obey me, bending to settle me back into the seat despite my desire to flee. The man stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. I feel myself melting when his bewitching scent reaches me. Despite the hatred bubbling inside me, I want him.

“I told them to promote Benjamin because I want you here.”

“Are you telling me that you ruined my career just to be able to fuck me?”

I’m furious. What a stupid reason. My anger only grows as he bursts out laughing at this question.

“No. Even if you are a good submissive, it’s for your qualities as a lawyer that I need you. New York is great, but it's in LA that you can get your career off the ground.”

I say nothing, confused by all this information. He had never spoken to me about this possibility, and I had certainly not thought of it.

I can't think anymore as the ideas are mixed up in my head. And his presence near me does not help matters. My breathing quickens as all the consequences of such a choice begin to flash before my eyes.

If I stay in New York, I'll have to put up with Benjamin's victorious air. He will become my boss. This idea is unbearable to me. Letting him dominate me is one thing. Owing him respect in the professional setting is quite another.

But coming here... It's across the country. Totally different clients, no one I really know except Eric…

I don't know what to think, what to feel. I'm angry, confused, and relieved all at the same time. My breathing is erratic, making it even harder for me.

Gently, he puts his hand on mine, bringing me immediate comfort. I don't know why, but he has the gift of calming me down. The man smiles, before speaking softly.

“You don't need to answer me right away. I just wanted you to know that it's part of your options. Breathe. You really don't have to worry about your future. Whatever you choose, I know you will succeed.”

I smile weakly, still tormented. My leg taps the ground nervously without my being able to control it. He can't help but smile again.

“Looks like you could use a pick-me-up. I can get you a drink if you want. But I have something even more effective to relax you.”

I look up to check if I understood the implication in his voice. He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my face.

“A good spanking would help you relax, I'm sure. Besides, technically, I'm not your boss yet. So I guess we can have a little fun.”

My breathing quickens immediately. I know I shouldn't accept. My career is at stake, and sleeping with the man who offers me a job is probably not the best thing to do.

But after all, he already made me the offer, and I know him well enough now. No matter what we do, he wouldn’t withdraw his offer. And I have to admit it. A session with him right now seems to be exactly what I need.

Without daring to speak, I nod my head to give him my answer. A smile forms on his lips. Slowly, he lets his hand slide down my neck. This touch is light, but enough to make me feel incredibly good.

This man always creates conflicting feelings in me, soothing and exciting at the same time. Because this simple gesture is enough to ignite me whole. Immediately, it makes me want to kneel for the man. To be there, fully open and available for the least of his desires.

I close my eyes as his lips brush mine. I'm more ready than ever for him to kiss me. But the man is playful and withdraws without giving me the long-awaited kiss. My sigh of frustration makes him smile without stopping his plans. With a gesture of a simple nod of his head, he points me to his office.

“Lean over there.”

I shiver at this order, almost surprised that it's already happening. I probably shouldn't allow it to happen like this, in the office, where we can be surprised by anyone. But I don't want to think anymore. I just want to feel better. And that's his promise to me right now.

So, I get up and obey him. I surrender completely, presenting him with my ass still covered by my tight skirt. Patiently, I wait for the man to begin his lustful game. But as usual, he takes his time, not touching me when I'm dying to.

I can't help a small squeal coming out of my mouth when finally, his hand lands on my ass. It's light, I can barely feel its warmth through the fabric. But it’s definitely there, making small circular movements while observing me.

My heart beats faster as his fingers move down, grabbing my skirt and pulling it up my hips. He stops again when my bare skin offers itself to him. Distractedly, he plays with the elastic of my thong, without taking it off me.

I shudder as I feel his hand creep dangerously close to my pussy. Subtly, I push my ass back, hoping he decides to venture under my underwear to touch me.

The man can't help but laugh softly at my impatience. But of course, he doesn’t act accordingly. I don't know why I keep hoping. He's the one leading the way, and the more desperate I get, the longer he'll keep me waiting. Just like that, to show me his power.

I moan softly as his hand firmly grips my ass, kneading my skin without the slightest delicacy. It's not very comfortable, and yet, I love it.

I'm disappointed when he walks away from me. His warmth against my skin was too short-lived. I want more. Much more. Even though I know it, he's definitely not going to hold back.

I stay still, resisting the urge to look up when I hear him rummaging through his things, wondering what will come of it. Crazy ideas cross my mind.

Maybe it will be handcuffs, to tie me to the legs of his desk. That's something that wouldn't bother me in the least. Along with spanking, I think being tied up is one of the things I love the most about BDSM.

Unless it’s to satisfy a man and to be rewarded in return. In the end, there's not much that I don't like. Except perhaps this interminable wait. I know it only makes things more intense later on. And yet, I would like these little games to be over already and for him to be near me again.

My breath hitches as a loud sound escapes behind me. He went to get a toy, and I don't know what to expect. A crop? A flogger?

Suddenly, I feel something hard caressing my ass. I think I know what it is. A paddle. My breathing quickens. Never before have I experienced this impact toy. But my research on the Internet allows me to know perfectly the power released by this instrument of torture.

I swallow hard, wondering if I would be able to handle it. During this time, the man passes the object on my ass in a caress of an unbearable slowness. At any moment, I know that the blow may fall. Hard, inflexible.

I concentrate on my breathing, the only thing in my power. I can't hold back a cry when suddenly the paddle crashes down on me. The pain is much more intense than I had imagined.

I'm suddenly scared. Will I be able to bear this punishment? To satisfy my dominant? I need to. I certainly don't want this impromptu session to end too soon. I need it to relax.

The man leans into my ear, his raspy voice making me shiver.

“Watch out for your screams, Submissive. You don't want the whole office to know what we're doing here, do you?”

I shake my head no, suddenly horrified. If these people are my future colleagues, they can't find out that I'm sleeping with Eric. And even less the kind of games we indulge in there, on his desk. If everyone were to find out that I'm a submissive for him, my career would be over.

Despite this terrifying thought, I can't help but feel excited. The thrill of danger is something I have learned to love, and even seek out.

I bite my lip as a second, equally powerful blow lands on my ass. We may be in a public place, but he obviously doesn’t intend to hold back. It's up to me to prove to him that I can hold on and follow his orders.

“Well? You no longer thank your Master?”

“Sorry! Thank you, Master!”

A satisfied sound escapes from the man's mouth before another blow falls, even more powerful than the previous ones.

It's only been three hits, and yet I feel like my ass is already on fire. I swallow with difficulty. If he's going to go into twenties, I really don't know how I could handle it.

I take a deep breath, trying not to worry about it. After all, we're doing this to help me relax. Not to make me more anxious. And then, I have my safe word. At any time, I can stop it if I need to.

I relax a little, taking advantage of the few moments of respite that the dominant offers me. Of course, it doesn't last. Soon, a new blow falls on me, making me squeal despite myself. Quietly, I thank the man, trying to ignore the intense burn on my skin.

I grit my teeth, already preparing for what's next. The paddle collapses against my skin once more with a thud. I wonder if people passing by his office can hear it. If they can understand.

I swallow hard, imagining that any minute someone is going to come in, looking outraged, to hold us accountable. My master doesn’t seem the least bit worried about this prospect. He keeps hitting me again and again.

Now I bite my lip until I bleed. All of this is really far too intense for just one person. He continues, knowing perfectly how to observe the signs of my body. Each time, he knows how to take me on this fine line, pushing me to my limits without ever exceeding them.

Finally, I allow myself to let go. I don't worry about anything anymore. Even my breathing seems to regulate itself without me having to think about it. There is only the hand of my master directing this object on me, making me heave little sighs barely stifled.

I'm grateful that this time he didn't make me count. No doubt he would have made me start over several times, I’m so incapable of thinking.

A small sigh of relief escapes my throat as he puts the paddle on the desk next to me. That's it, the punishment is over, and I feel more relaxed than ever. All the tension in my body evaporated. I no longer have any worries. There is only this suspended moment between him and me.

Gently, he begins to massage my ass, as if trying to erase the traces of his misdeeds. I let myself go, my body sagging slightly on the desk as it relaxes. A shiver runs through me as he leans over me, whispering in my ear.

“So, you look to feel better?”

I nod enthusiastically, making him laugh softly.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Whenever you need me, Submissive.”

I laugh softly, imagining myself coming into his office whenever an annoyance shows up in my work. An unpleasant client, a lost lawsuit... And here I am on his desk to be spanked. I sit up to look at him, suddenly realizing something.

“You keep a paddle in your office?!”

“Only for emergencies. Lie down. I'm not done with you.”

I lick my lips and obey him, pressing my generous chest against the cold surface of his desk again. I'm sure I’m going to wrinkle my blouse, but I don't care. I'm ready for what's next, whatever it is.

Maybe he's not going to do anything special, just admiring my exposed ass without the slightest shame in his eyes. Or maybe that little punishment turned him on. I'd like to turn around to see the condition of his pants. Is it deformed by a large erection?

The idea is appealing. But I know that if I straighten up, changing my position without his permission, that would be an excuse for him to punish me again. And that, I don’t want.

Even though his blows made me wet like never before, I don't think my body can take any more right now. So, I stay quietly lying against his desk, waiting for the next event.

A cry of surprise dies in my throat. I expected to hear him undo the belt of his pants. That he plunges his cock deep inside me, tearing me apart from his thick length without even taking the time to prepare me. But no. It is with his fingers that the man decides to play now.

Slowly, he slips them down my thong, playing with the piece of fabric. I can't hold back my contented sighs. I want him so much that the slightest of his caresses seems to me the most delicious in the world.

He catches my underwear, bringing it down my thighs. One by one, he pats my legs, making me lift them to completely remove this black lace thong that must now be completely soaked.

Nonchalantly, he places it on the desk next to me. He doesn't seem the least bit bothered by the idea of my wetness touching the surface where he works every day. For me, it's the opposite. My cheeks blush at the idea of leaving such an indecent trace of my passage.

But these considerations are quickly forgotten. Slowly, the man traces the contours of my lower lips, covering himself in my natural lubricant. Then he reaches my clit. With an expert gesture, he begins to press on it, making me moan.

I probably shouldn't be this excited already, when the man barely touched me, didn't even bother to kiss me, or caress the rest of my body. And yet, that is who I am. A little thing completely submitted by her body and her libido, spreading her legs to give him better access.

I bite my lip to hold back a moan. His fingers just slide into me, long, delicious. All of my energy is dedicated to remaining silent, as the man begins his back and forth inside me.

No matter how intense the pleasure, I must not forget that there are people outside, who can hear us at any moment. I have to control myself. Even though the man's thumb rests on my clit, pressing just enough to make my body shake.

His fingers accelerate into me, bringing me ever more pleasure. Mine close in on the edge of the desk, trying to find some semblance of support and control over the situation.

All of this is illusory, however. Nothing can prepare me for what my master has in mind. He alone knows my fate. There is no point in trying to anticipate it or having any control over the situation. I just must let myself go to the moment, take what he wants to give me and thank him for it.

I can't help but moan in frustration as he removes his fingers from me, leaving me excruciatingly empty. My disappointment is only short-lived. I shiver as his hand moves up, sliding between my ass.

With his fingertips, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance, soaking it in my own excitement. I moan a little louder, more excited than ever. I can’t hide it. I love being caught up in this part of me. Just as he likes to take me there, as he proves to me again.

One of his fingers begins to slide inside me, opening me up to him. I bite my lip, pushing my ass back, as if to encourage him to go further. He laughs softly at my lack of modesty before adding a second finger.

I bite my lip, trying to stay quiet. But how could I, as his other hand slides up my pussy, pressing down hard on my clit. In the pit of my stomach, I feel a very recognizable heat rising.

I blush thinking about my position. Here I am, lying on the desk of the man who may become my boss, my skirt pulled up over my hips as he fingers my ass. I don't know if I can go any lower than that.

And yet, even if I were offered it, I wouldn't change my position for the world. Too bad if that makes me a slut, a depraved. I’m ready to give myself entirely to this man, as long as I can continue to feel this intense pleasure.

Soon all my limbs are shaking, my legs struggling to support my weight, wobbling with pleasure. My master is not weakening, quite the contrary. He keeps thrusting into me and playing with my nerve button, doing everything to rock me into pleasure.

A few more seconds, and he succeeds. In a muffled squeal, I let myself go to orgasm, waves of intense heat engulfing me, taking everything in their path.

The man accompanies my orgasm for a few seconds, before moving away from me, leaving me empty and panting.

“You can get up.”

He walks away from me without a look, leaving me alone to wash my hands in the bathroom adjoining his office. As best I can, I get to my feet, rearranging my skirt, hoping not to look too scruffy.

The man returns to sit at his desk. Looking at me, he spreads his thighs. Then he gestures for me to come closer. I do it without hesitation, just as I don't hesitate to drop to my knees in front of him when he asks me to.

Thus installed between his legs, I look up at him, waiting for his next order. The man is dragging things out, looking at his computer. Absorbed in his work, he distractedly undoes his belt and the opening of his pants to pull his cock out.

I lick my lips seeing it, long, thick, and above all stretched to the extreme. A few drops of excitement are already beading at its end. I only want one thing: to collect them with my tongue.

“Go ahead. Show me you're grateful.”

It doesn't take much for me to move forward, my hand curling at his base as my mouth approaches his silky skin. Slowly, I let my tongue run his length, enjoying its ribbed contours.

Then I open my mouth, letting my lips cover his erection. I had forgotten how delicious it is. I don't know why, but the submissive position makes me love blowjobs.

With enthusiasm, I try to satisfy my dominant, to offer him everything I can to give him back some of the pleasure and serenity he brought me earlier.

I look up at him, wanting to watch his every reaction. Of course, he enjoys playing with my patience. This time he completely ignores me, focusing on his screen, visibly more passionate about his contracts than the woman sucking him off.

It makes me want to fight a little more. To do everything to succeed in diverting him from his work. To be the best.

I put more spirit into my comings and goings, taking him ever further, going so far as to hit the back of my throat with his imposing length. From time to time, his hand gets lost in my hair, caressing it absently, as if to encourage me in my mission.

He may try to concentrate, but I can see that little by little his mask of indifference is cracking, that the pleasure is starting to be too strong for him to control. So, he finally let go, turning away from his screen to focus only on me.

Sitting a little more comfortably in his chair, he lets his fingers tighten around the back of my head. Firmly, he forces me to take him ever further, feasting on my muffled little sounds.

Soon, he no longer holds back, emptying himself in the back of my throat without warning me. He leans toward me, jaw clenched in an attempt to hide his ragged breathing.

“Swallow.”

Despite the surprise of having received his seed so brutally, I obey him without hesitation. What he offers me, I gladly accept. Once this is done, I stick out my tongue to prove my obedience to him. Eyes still misty with pleasure, the man pats my head proudly.

“I could have you at my feet all day. This position looks great on you. But you're far too good a lawyer for that. And if they're too stupid to fight to keep you, lucky for me. »

The man pushes his seat back before reaching out his hand to help me up. I wince. My legs are sore from having been used like this for so long. The man gets up in turn, gently rubbing my chin, probably to remove the traces of my lipstick that must have run there.

“Come to my house tonight. I could show you what your life would be like here. I know people who would be happy to take care of you as well as I do.”

I shudder when I realize what he means. I should surely refuse such an indecent proposal. But I don't want it. After my disappointment today, I have only one desire: to forget reason and give in to my darkest desires.


Chapter 3

After a long hesitation, I finally ring the doorbell. The man's home is even more impressive than I remember. I don't know why, but being here makes me nervous.

I've been here before, and I know Eric well now. Maybe it's because I’m about to meet strangers. I understood that the purpose of this meeting is clearly not to build a network in this unknown city.

So far, I have only known two dominants. I have no idea if I can handle to have more, and at the same time. But it's too late to worry about that now. Eric has just opened the door, a carnivorous smile on his lips as his eyes scan my body.

I shiver, as every time I realize how much he wants me. I know he could have anyone. Women all more beautiful than each other. And yet, it looks like I'm the only one he wants to subject to his perverted games.

I grab the hand he extends to me, letting him guide me inside his huge villa. I know the path he takes me. We’re already heading to his bedroom. I swallow. He doesn't waste a moment, I see.

“I bought a little something for you. I’d like you to try it now.”

My mouth opens in surprise, and my cheeks turn pink as I see the outfit he has spread out on his bed. I don't need to get closer to see it better. It’s a sexy maid dress.

I've never played role-playing games in the bedroom before. But with him, I’m ready to experience everything.

“I have no one to do the service tonight. I thought it would look good on you, what do you say?”

I remain silent for a few moments. I should probably refuse that. It means having to serve his guests, in this far too-sexy outfit. It seems embarrassing. Humiliating.

My reason tells me to refuse. But my libido begs me to accept. The man approaches me, slipping his hand on my neck, his hot breath caressing my lips, making me want to kiss him without the slightest restraint.

“You'll be so pretty, sucking my cock while they're watching us. They’ll all want to be in my place, I’m sure of that.”

I smile, excited by this image. The man sees the change in my attitude, smiling victoriously. With a nod, he shows me the outfit, before sitting down on the bed.

Slowly, I shed all my clothes, dropping them to the floor. The man has his gaze fixed on me, not losing the slightest crumb of the spectacle that I offer him. I feel myself grow wings, intoxicated by the attention he gives me.

His face may be impassive as I stand there, completely naked in front of him. But the flame in his eyes reveals all the desire that consumes him. It’s with the same intensity that he watches me put on the outfit he has specially selected for me.

It fits me perfectly, as if it had been made to measure. I feel incredibly sexy, being devoured by this imposing man's gaze.

He pats his thigh, beckoning me to join him. Rolling my hips, I approach him, playing with his nerves until I find myself at his level. He places his hands on my hips, looking up at me.

For a moment that seems like an eternity, we stare at each other silently. Then he pulls me to sit on his lap. I shiver at the touch of my bare skin on his precious fabric pants. More than ever, the demarcation between us is displayed. He has the power; I am the submissive.

His hand slides to the back of my neck, squeezing it tightly as his lips land on mine. Without missing a beat, he begins to kiss me hard, his tongue digging into my mouth in the sexiest way.

I moan into the kiss, unconsciously moving my hips in hopes of finding some friction. Our little game has only just begun, and yet I already feel ready to explode.

If he wanted to slide his cock inside me, I wouldn't object to him. I want to feel myself disappear. That he melts into me, that he takes me again and again. But I know it won't be like that.

Without the slightest delicacy, he picks me up and throws me on his bed. I find myself with my ass in the air, pointing in his direction. I squeal as he smacks it with his large hand, more for fun than real punishment.

A shiver runs through me as he towers over me, dripping lube in my ass. Without wasting another moment, he pushes a plug against my most taboo entrance.

I grit my teeth. The object is imposing, especially without more preparation to help me to welcome it. And yet, it ends up entering me. I remain motionless, trying to get used to this thick presence.

I look up in surprise as I feel the dominant pull the thong I left on the floor up my legs.

“You wouldn't want our guests to see all of you, would you?”

I bite my lip, my cheeks red with shame. I was already ready to offer myself to them, this light dress for all the protection of my naked body. My dominant has understood it, and he plays with it, having fun making me feel ashamed.

He knows it, it’s by taking me to extremes that he will make me come in the strongest possible way.

“On your knees.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I let myself slide to the ground. My face is turned to him, waiting to see what he wants to do with me now. He doesn't seem ready to give me that information. His eyes are on me, carefully studying the curves of my breasts barely hidden by the deep neckline of this dress.

My eyes widen as he pulls out of his pocket something I've never experienced before. A leather collar. I bite my lip looking at it, unable to know how I feel about wearing such a thing.

Eric leans over me, gently stroking my hair in a reassuring gesture. I close my eyes, letting myself go in this fit of tenderness which, I know, will be too short.

But when I open my eyes again, falling on those of the dominant, I forget my concern. It doesn't matter what he wants to do with me tonight.

I will take up his challenge.


Chapter 4

Nervous, I stay hidden in the kitchen. From there, I hear everything going on in the living room. Two unknown voices join that of my dominant. Two men.

My dominant told me to come here, and take the tray he had prepared before joining them in the living room. I don't know if I can. Showing myself to strangers like this, in this depraved outfit, while a plug is tearing me apart.

Of all the crazy things I've done since I discovered BDSM, none has reached this level of stupidity. What if the two guests are also lawyers? I should work with them every day, knowing that they saw me in such a degrading position. I would lose all credibility.

And yet, I know I’m going to do it. To please my master, of course. But mostly to satisfy my own depraved cravings. Because I recognize the excitement in the pit of my stomach as soon as I think of the way other men look at me.

My dominant wants to expose me, make me a trophy to show off. I’m ready to let it be without asking myself any questions.

So, taking a deep breath, I grab the tray and put all my worries aside. Without losing my composure, I enter the room, sure of myself. Fake it ‘til you make it, right?

The passionate conversation the men have is immediately interrupted. Three pairs of eyes are now on me. I keep moving forward, as if it doesn't affect me. However, I can clearly see the smiles forming on their lips, a mixture of amusement and desire.

Yes, I’m definitely the attraction of the evening. And that pleases me. I find the same adrenaline as when I plead in court and all the attention is on me. Of course, usually it is for my intelligence and my ability to speak that people admire me. But it doesn't bother me that for once, people are more interested in my shapes.

So, I decide to play the game thoroughly. Sensually, I bend down to put the tray on the coffee table, making sure to highlight my generous chest at the same time. I take more time than necessary, letting them observe my sexy curves at their leisure.

Then I straighten up, biting my lower lip almost innocently as I cross my arms behind my back, arching slightly to emphasize my boobs. I look at my dominant and take my most innocent voice.

“Is there anything else I can do, Sir?”

He can't help but lick his lips, a slight amused smile lighting up his face. Apparently, he didn't expect me to show off so much. With his usual assurance, he answers me.

“There is a bottle in the fridge. Go get it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Immediately, I turn around in the most sensual way possible. Head held high, I go back to the kitchen, rolling my hips excessively, fluttering the little skirt of my dress.

I'm sure that way they can get a glimpse of the top of my thighs, the line of my ass. Maybe they even imagine what those hips could do, if I were to straddle them.

My stomach is inflamed at the thought. I didn't have time to observe them, but from what I saw, these men are attractive. I can totally imagine myself losing myself in their arms, as long as Eric is there too.

Staying in my role, I come back to them, setting everything up on the coffee table, worrying as much about what we offer them as about the sensuality of my gestures.

When everything is ready, I stand in front of them again, waiting for my next mission with mixed excitement and nervousness.

With a nod, Eric tells me to approach him. Still ignoring the other men so as not to be intimidated, I comply. With a snap of his fingers, he makes me understand what he wants. So, I bend my legs, settling on my knees at his feet.

I stare at the ground, my cheeks flushed with shame. I obeyed his order far too quickly, proving to them all that I'm used to this sort of thing. That I'm a real little slut, desperate and ready for anything when a man shows authority.

I put my hands on my knees as Eric begins to serve his guests. I stay focused on the movement of my hands, finding the distraction necessary to support this humiliating position.

Around me, the men resume their discussion, sharing news that I don’t understand much. I don't really try either. All I care about is fighting the shame in my stomach.

He didn't introduce us. I’m indeed his little thing, his object. I'm not his equal, so I'm not worth having my name said or knowing theirs.

As if sensing my nervousness, my master puts his hand on my hair, stroking it gently. The contact is light, distracted, as he continues to talk with his guests. But it is enough to relax me little by little.

Thus kneeling at his feet, with my collar and his caresses on my head, I look more like a dog than a woman. And yet, it leaves me indifferent. I should probably be furious, humiliated that he treats me like this.

But the opposite is happening. I feel incredibly good. As if with this simple contact, he proved the unbreakable bond that binds us. That of submissive and dominant.

Oh, I'm not fooling myself. We have no special relationship. For all I know, he might have a sub for every day of the week. But tonight, I'm the one who benefits from his attention. And that fills me with joy.

I take courage, no longer feeling the need to hide. So, I venture to observe his guests, discreetly, out of the corner of my eye. One thing is certain, they both have money. I don't recognize any of them. I don't believe they work at the firm. So much the better. It would have made things more difficult.

I tense as one of them turns to me, surely feeling watched. However, I can't look away, hypnotized by his two steel blue balls staring at me intently.

The man wears a very particular look. His dirty blond hair is long and wavy, sporting a messy look that looks carefully studied. Around the thin lips of the man, an impressive mustache falls into an unshaven beard.

The man gives himself a false air of neglect, and it suits him perfectly. It gives him a rough edge. I'm sure he's the kind of person to change his attitude in the blink of an eye. The kind to slam a woman against a wall to take her wildly.

I lick my lips imagining myself in this situation. Then my mind wanders. I wonder what it would be like to have his thick mustache between my legs, while he’d devour me.

I look away, suddenly embarrassed to have had such thoughts. I feel my cheeks flush with shame, and I'm sure the man could see it. However, he says nothing.

A few minutes pass, and as I regain my senses, I tense up again. The voice of the other man resounds.

“That's a good little submissive you've there. She looks pretty docile to me. And this body… I'm jealous Eric. You always find the best one.”

My dominant chuckles softly, patting my head proudly. My cheeks are red from hearing such words used to describe me. Oh, it happens that I get hit on. But it's the first time I've heard words spoken like that while I'm here.

These words are worthy of a gym locker room. I don't even feel ashamed of being treated like I'm a mere object. Like a work of art or a car. No. It makes me proud.

“Valentina, I think my friend is sad to be alone. Would you mind helping me cheer him up?”

I raise my face to my dominant, waiting for more precision. Gently, he pats the sofa, silently inviting me to sit between him and his friend.

Trembling slightly, I straighten up and comply. Despite my desire to obey him, I stay against him rather than get too close to his guest. But he doesn't seem to care too much. He approaches on his own.

My breathing quickens as his heady cologne reaches my nostrils. When his hand lands on my thigh, I feel ready to faint. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. I couldn't be more delighted. Even though I'm nervous, I want to embark on this new experience.

The tension in the room just escalated. Everyone understood that the niceties were over. The whole time, we pretended to ignore the elephant in the room, as if it was normal to have a woman in a sexy maid outfit sitting at the foot of the host.

By now, all bets are off. Yet, I stand still. This is all new to me, and I don't know what I should do. Should I throw myself into the arms of the man? That I enthusiastically show him my desire to satisfy him? Or should I stay perfectly still, and let him lead the way?

I know that in any case, I can find myself punished if I don't make the right choice. I didn't have a clear order, other than to sit on this sofa. So, I decide to wait, my eyes glued to this hand that rises with crazy slowness on my thigh, flirting with the limits of my skirt without ever exceeding them.

My mouth opens. I'm already running out of air from this sensual massage. Yet I know it will be nothing compared to what awaits me later, when the three men use my body.

My breath catches as the man places his free hand on my jaw, spinning me towards him. Unlike the other guest, this man is brown, and not a single hair on his face is unkempt. All are perfectly cut, styled.

I shudder, wondering if he'll take the same care controlling me as he does controlling his look. I close my eyes as he leans over me, pressing his lips to mine. I can feel that, against the fabric of my dress, my nipples are sticking out in arousal.

The man knows how to do it with his tongue, dragging mine one way and then the other, titillating me to better take control of the situation.

I can't help but think of the miracles that mouth would do if it were placed between my thighs. I'm sure the man wouldn't hesitate to devour me, licking me over and over, making me cum until I cried out for mercy.

His hand slides from my jaw to my neck, applying light pressure there for a few seconds before continuing its descent further south. Through the fabric of my dress, he grips my breast, feeling it in a gesture that makes me moan against his lips. I don’t know the name of this man, and yet, I am already ready to give myself to him.

I can't help but tense as I feel my master rise. Even though I know he will stay in the room, not having his comforting warmth directly against me anymore makes me nervous.

Especially when, moments later, I feel the couch slump next to me again, and a hand land on my inner thigh. I don't have the slightest doubt. Those fingers that greedily run over me don't belong to Eric, but to the blond man from earlier.

As I had imagined, he shows no delicacy. What he wants, he takes. This idea makes me shiver, as much concern as excitement.

The man to my right breaks the kiss, leaving me gasping. But I barely have time to catch my breath when it's the blond who pulls me to him and captures my lips.

For this as for the rest, the man does not show the slightest delicacy. His mouth takes possession of mine with force, leaving me not the slightest bit of control. I let myself go, ignoring the discomfort and worry inside me. I know, I have to let myself go right now.

I moan as hands move up my body, lifting the light petticoat of my maid dress to give themselves better access. A hand slips under my thong, pressing my clit with delicious force.

“She is already completely soaked.”

“I told you she's a good submissive.”

I ignore these degrading remarks, far too busy concentrating on the fingers that plunge into me with force. I moan, pulling my head back so I could breathe better. The blond man's eyes light up, he seems amused by my reactions.

He doesn't kiss me immediately, preferring to slide his lips down my neck. I moan again as he nibbles on my thin skin, marking me in turn.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as suddenly I find myself lifted. The coffee table is cleared of everything. I'm on it and hands are attacking my dress. In a snap of my fingers, I find myself completely naked, exposed to their gaze like a Greek statue.

My discomfort doesn’t last long. Immediately, the strangers grab me again, laying me down on the coffee table. I stay nervous until my dominant appears above me.

My relief is only short-lived, as immediately I see what he is holding in his hands. Some ropes. My breathing quickens a little more when I know very well what he intends to do with it.

Still, I let him obediently grab my arms and bring them above my head. Without rushing, the man makes complicated knots around my wrists, before tying them to the legs of the coffee table.

A few moments later, he takes care of my legs, repeating his gestures. I’m now completely immobilized, my thighs apart. Offered without the slightest shame in the eyes of these two men whose names I don't even know.

My breathing quickens. I'm more nervous than ever. And yet, I can't look away. I bite my lip, watching these men stare at me. They have all the power here, and yet I am not afraid. I am ready to give myself to them.

My dominant is the first to react. For a few moments, he disappears from my field of vision, before returning, two leather floggers in hand.

I swallow with difficulty. I have never been punished by two men at the same time. The flogger is already a difficult thing to bear. So, two?

A smile lights up the faces of the men who seem to see my torment. That doesn't stop them though. The dark-haired man grabs the flogger my dominant hands him, not wasting a moment before sliding it over my skin.

I shiver and close my eyes for a moment. Sometimes I think it is more difficult for me to deal with these kinds of caresses than with the blows that follow them. The wait is always unbearable. Not knowing when the pain will come makes it much harder. But that's part of the game, I have to comply.

I open my eyes again as I feel the second flogger begin to caress me. This one is held by my dominant. I’m relieved. I'm sure the blond man is very talented, but his power scares me a little. I don't think I could handle any of his punishments.

Slowly, the two dominants embark on an infernal dance. The leather straps roam my body, sliding over my bare skin, exploring it without giving me the slightest respite. My thighs, my stomach... Nothing is spared.

I don't have to look down to know that my nipples are pointing, that my pussy is soaking wet. This whole situation excites me to the highest degree, and I only want one thing, to surrender myself completely to them.

It doesn't matter if it means receiving a new punishment today, feeling the greatest pain. I’m ready to bear anything, if it allows me to receive such great pleasure in return.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly his guest drops his flogger onto the thicker skin of my inner thighs. The pain is sharp, and yet the sensation is much more pleasant than it seems.

It is with delight that I welcome his next blow, while my dominant remains motionless, observing the dark hair man’s exploits. His other guest doesn’t lose a crumb of the show either.

A vicious smile spreads his mouth, making me shiver. Everything about this man screams danger. And I think that's what makes me want to succumb to his charm the most.

Slowly, my dominant begins to caress my body with his flogger, letting him trace the curves of my breasts. It's slow, delicate. So much so that I forget the purpose of this object. It only makes the pain worse when suddenly it hits my chest.

My breath hitches for a moment. It wasn't as hard as if it had hit my ass, but the surprise mixed with the delicacy of my skin makes me feel this blow as the most violent I ever received.

He smiles, visibly proud of his effect. Then he goes back to caressing me, resuming his vicious little game. On my thighs, the blows resume slowly. The man seems to like to take his time. I'm beginning to believe that's a characteristic of all dominants.

For a time that seems endless to me, the two men have fun with me, alternating between caresses and blows, in a dance that seems perfectly synchronized.

The blond seems tired of waiting, motionless. He comes to stand next to my head, putting his hand in my hair. His caresses may seem innocent, almost kind, but I can't help but shiver. I don't think he's the type to be soft.

He proves me right a few moments later. My heart beats a little faster as slowly the man undoes his belt, showing his taut cock. Despite the concern that takes me, I can’t help but feel a touch of excitement and pride at the sight of this erection that I caused.

With an evil smile on his lips, he kneels down, positioning himself so that his cock lines up with my mouth. I know this is going to be difficult. My head is upside down, and although they seem to be slowing down, the men continue to play their floggers on my skin.

Obediently, I open my mouth for the man who immediately thrusts his length inside. He is neither as long nor as wide as Eric. And yet, in this position, I find myself coughing like a newbie as he pushes himself into me.

The man laughs seeing me in trouble like this, but he doesn't stop, making sure to enter me fully. He can't help but let out a curse when this is done.

“Damn, she knows what she's doing.”

“She's the best, so you better take good care of her.”

I can't help but blush when I hear this compliment coming out of my dominant's mouth. Oh, I probably shouldn't feel so proud of such words.

But I can't help it. I enjoy pleasing this man far too much not to get fired up when he gives me evidence of his approval.

Soon, the three men are back to their game. I do my best to satisfy them, focusing on my breathing as they use my body, hit me, own me.

I squeal in surprise, my throat vibrating around the man's cock. One of the floggers comes to rest on my pussy, without hitting me. Slowly the straps caress my taut clit, making me moan.

Fingers venture in its place, having fun tickling my entrance before sliding towards the plug, pressing it without the slightest shame. I don't know where to turn, especially since one of the floggers starts caressing my breasts.

My whole body is stimulated. In my mouth, the man goes faster and faster, making me cough. I'm good though. Even when he lets himself go, squirting all his seed into my mouth without warning me.

Without being asked, I swallow everything, as much for docility as to find my breath more quickly. The man laughs, patting my cheek before turning to the other stranger.

“We switch places?”

The other man nods without hesitation, letting go of the flogger to unzip his pants, grabbing his cock before he's even near me. My eyes stay on the blond, wondering if he's going to hit me now.

But he's not the least bit interested in the flogger on the floor. No. When he gets near me, he immediately drops to his knees between my legs held apart. My mouth drops open as I wonder what he's going to do.

Immediately, the man plunges his face between my thighs, letting his tongue trace a long line down my slit. I can't hold back a moan, quickly stifled by the other stranger’s cock sinking into me.

I close my eyes to better focus on these sensations. I’m nothing more than a toy that they can use as they please. And that excites me more than ever. Between my legs, the man is busy, more gifted than most of my lovers of the past.

I who imagined him as a caveman, taking everything for his sole pleasure, I discover that this is not the case. The man obviously has experience. He knows how to satisfy a woman.

Gradually, the heat in my belly grows. I can no longer focus on anything, letting myself be carried away by the movement without trying to control it. I let the other man use my mouth as he pleases, just concentrating on my reflexes as he slaps the back of my throat.

My limbs are tense, it’s more and more difficult for me to keep up the hellish pace that the man between my legs imposes on me. When he adds his fingers to the combination, I lose all control.

The dark hair man removes his still taut length from my mouth, letting me scream at the top of my lungs. I moan louder and louder, my fingers closing against the rope holding them down to find some control.

A few more tongue movements, and the stranger makes me come against his mouth and his fingers. He accompanies my orgasm for long moments, continuing his gestures until they become almost uncomfortable.

When he stops, he’s quickly replaced by the other stranger. He’s stroking himself, looking at my pussy shining with my excitement. He in turn lowers himself, settling between my open legs.

But it's not his mouth that meets my clit. No. It's his hard cock that he slides against me before shoving it into my soaking-wet entrance. I bite my lip, keeping my eyes fixed on his. I'm still sensitive from my recent orgasm, but I welcome it with unhidden pleasure.

I moan even louder as the blond places his hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples intensely, making me feel as much pleasure as pain.

My dominant remains on the side, a simple spectator of their actions. I smile at him as he winks at me. Then, I refocus on the man in me.

Thus attached to the table, I can do nothing but suffer the onslaught of his delicious cock. With each thrust, I find myself a little more pressed against the hard surface, feeling each of his thrusts with intensity.

The man is going faster and faster, his moans are getting louder. His orgasm is near. I moan more and more myself, the pleasure reborn in the pit of my stomach. And yet, the man doesn’t help me at all, leaving my clit untouched.

He climaxes alone, emptying himself into me with a gasp. I can't help biting my lip, disappointed and frustrated that I couldn't share this moment with another orgasm. But my disappointment is only short-lived.

As soon as the man has removed himself from me, the other two approach. Without waiting a moment longer, they undo the ropes that hold me. Taking advantage of the moment of respite they offer me, I move my aching limbs.

Then, I observe them, patiently waiting for them to decide on my fate. My dominant is the first to move, finally laying his hands on me. I can't help but sigh in relief. I hadn't realized how much I missed his touch on my skin.

He turns me around, giving him and his friends a perfect view of my ass, and the plug inside. He grabs it, having fun playing with it for a few moments before removing it completely from me.

My mouth opens. I knew this moment was coming, but now that it's here, I can't help but feel nervous. Only two men took me there and saw how enthusiastically I let them.

Still, I relax. After running a large dose of lubricant on his cock, he lifts me by the thighs, installing us in the most comfortable position possible. My back against his chest, I find myself totally exposed to the gaze of the other two men.

And yet, I'm unable to close my eyes as my dominant plunges his large cock into my most taboo entrance. I want to see the approval in their eyes. Their desire. Their jealousy too. Because there is no doubt that they dream of being there, in the place of my dominant. But only he can do it.

I end up closing my eyes as he goes deeper and deeper inside me. His cock is thick, and even though I've taken it there before, I feel just like the first time. I feel like I'm split in two. And this feeling is not about to go away.

Because no sooner has he impaled me completely on his length than the blond man approaches us. His cock is hard again. He slides it into his hand, his eyes fixed on where my dominant disappears.

In this position, I’m perfectly open to welcome him. He doesn’t hesitate to come and visit me. Without the slightest hesitation, he pushes his rounded tip against my soaking wet-entrance.

Without the slightest effort, he manages to slide inside me. My body welcomes him entirely, opening up completely to his passage. My breathing quickens. I’m ready to receive all the pleasure they want to give me.

Without even thinking about it, my arms wrap around the stranger's neck. I can't believe I'm letting myself be so taken by someone whose name I don't know as my dominant begins to take possession of my ass.

My fingernails dig into the man's skin, as I turn my head in search of my dominant's mouth. This one doesn’t play, immediately offering me his lips, kissing me with passion.

Gradually, the men find their rhythm, pounding me rhythmically, not giving me a second of respite. At every moment, I’m completely full, subject to their law. I can't do anything but take their cock strokes and moan. Moan again and again.

On an armchair, the third man is seated, his hand firmly holding his cock. He is already hard when he has just come, the spectacle that we offer him rekindling the desire in him.

I give him a sexy wink, before plunging my head into the blond's neck. When a hand slips between us, I completely lose my footing. My screams are getting louder. I can no longer think, no longer breathe.

There is only this orgasm that I hunt, letting myself be invaded by the increasingly violent waves of heat in the pit of my stomach. And then there is the explosion.

All of my limbs tense, my holes contracting uncontrollably around the men's cocks as a most violent orgasm shoots through every square inch of my body.

It doesn’t take more to push the men to abandon themselves in turn, emptying themselves one after the other deep inside me.

When I finally come back to reality, they have already withdrawn from my body and placed me on the sofa. After giving me a glass of water, my dominant approaches me, a smile that I know well on his face.

“How about we go to the bedroom?”

At the prospect of finding myself again in his dungeon, my brain doesn’t take long to give him an answer. Without saying a word, I grab the hand he offers me, ready to follow him on new lustful adventures.


Chapter 5

“You want bacon with your scrambled eggs?”

I nod, a bit absent-minded. Sitting at the island in the man's huge kitchen, I let my fingers tap against the luxurious marble counter. I hadn't imagined him to be the type to cook, let alone for a woman he spent the night with.

And yet, here he is, busy preparing us a gigantic breakfast. I really need it after this intense night. I don’t know how many times I came. How many times I took them, in all parts of my body.

All I know is that it all helped me to relax. To see more clearly. When Éric sits in turn, placing a plate in front of me, my decision is made.

“I agree to work for you. But on one condition.”

“I'm listening.”

“I don't know if you intend to continue playing like that with me. But if that's the case, nothing can happen at work. It's too risky. I don't want to ruin my career by being the office slut.”

“That sounds reasonable. I have a request too.”

I freeze, trying to prepare for all eventualities. The man keeps the suspense going, taking a bite of his meal before revealing his idea.

“If I can't touch you in the office, I expect you to spend many, many overtime hours here. I’m a very busy man. And I have plenty of plans for your pretty mouth and your little pussy.”

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a smile. The idea that he still wants me makes me even more excited than the prospect of a new life. He doesn't seem to get tired of my body, and the things he does to it. For my greatest pleasure.

“I think that can be done.”

“Good. We'll see the details of your salary at the office.”

I nod, suddenly relieved of a weight. It really is the right decision. I know that my future here is going to be most amazing, both professionally and personally. I turn my head towards him, feeling his heavy gaze on me.

“Well, aren't you going to thank me? On your knees, Submissive.”

I lick my lips, putting my fork down enthusiastically. As I drop to the ground, I can't help but smile.

Yes. My life in Los Angeles is going to be the most exciting.

- To be continued -


5. Shared at the Office


Chapter 1

Slowly, I pull my stockings up my thigh before tying them to my garter belt. A few steps back, and I can admire myself in the mirror. In this red lace lingerie set, I look to die for.

I already imagine myself in front of my dominant, revealing to him what I hide under my suit. Oh, I know it's unprofessional to do such things, especially on a trial day. But I don't care. The gleam of desire I will see in his eyes is well worth it.

Now I put on my blouse. The one that perfectly highlights my generous chest, my slim waist, while still making me look like a serious lawyer. As for this skirt, it perfectly embraces the curves of my hips and ass. A bait for my Master.

We’re supposed to do nothing at the office. Stay completely professional. A normal relationship between employee and boss. But nothing prevents me from showing him what will await him later, when I offer myself to him in the privacy of his villa.

Will he rip off my skirt to give me that spanking that has haunted him all day, as he stares at my tight ass in their fabric prison?

I shiver, already remembering the delights of his hands falling on my thin skin. Maybe he will use a toy. Paddle or flogger, I know them by heart now. And I adore them.

Normally, I'm the strong-headed type, fighting for my opinions and ideas. But when I find myself under the hand of this man, I turn into the perfect submissive. I surrender totally to his law, letting him do what he wants to my body.

I have no limits anymore.

Even if he wants to share me with friends, letting them take me all at once, using every part of my body without the slightest shame. I’m now a true little slut, no longer refusing anything to this man so powerful and so sexy.

It will soon be two months since I moved to Los Angeles, accepting his job offer. And since then, every night has been more delicious than the last. He barely lets me go home, preferring to keep me in his dungeon of pleasures.

I take a look around me. There are as many moving boxes in the room as there are bags from lingerie stores. I've never bought so many, but I have to do my best to keep the flame that consumes my dominant alive.

Even if these bits of lace stay on my body only for a short time. He always ends up undressing me without care. Or worse, he asks me to do it, forcing me to strip as he sits comfortably on an armchair, his eyes riveted on my body offered to him.

I have never felt so desirable since I started these games. At first, I did it with Benjamin, my colleague. He was not bad, I must admit, for someone I couldn’t stand.

But he does not have a tenth of the charisma and talent of his mentor. This is the first time that I have succumbed to the charms of an older man. He has it all. Experience, reputation, power.

I still find it hard to believe that it's me he wants in his bed every night, when he's regularly voted one of LA's hottest bachelors. Actress, model... He could have anyone.

It would surely be easier if I wasn't his employee. Because of this, we must remain discreet. Him, for his image. Me, for my credibility. Even though everyone recognizes that I’m good at what I do, I haven't been practicing long enough to be safe from such a scandal.

It is how it is. We must remain discreet. It suits me perfectly. I don't need complications, nor a relationship. Just raw fun. Indulge my darkest, most animal desires.

Forget about shame and good morals. I want to spread my legs and be devoured whole by this talented man. That, night after night, he make me his, until I become the perfect submissive.

I bend down to put on my heels. The final touch to my outfit. I know, with this, my walk will be perfect. Determined. Feline. Sexy. I'm used to eyes turning to me when I arrive in court.

But only one of them really matters to me. I hope he too can't stop looking at me when he sees me appear in the courtroom. Too bad if it distracts him during his plea. I only want one thing: to drive him mad with desire.

For a moment, I let my mind wander. I imagine him forgetting all common sense. He’d grab me and forcefully lay me down on the floor. He’d rip my panties to allow access to his cock barely out of his pants.

He would take me there, right in the middle of the courtroom, in front of the judge, the jurors, and all the people attending this trial.

Maybe they would even join us, in a crazy and depraved orgy. The story would surely make headlines. After that, I would just have to change my career to do porn, no one else will want to employ me.

I smile, imagining myself doing this full-time. But no. I love my career as a lawyer far too much for that. So, after touching up my lipstick one last time, I grab my things and leave my apartment.

I have a dominant to seduce.


Chapter 2

I sigh quietly, my eyes glued to the documents in front of me. I must stay focused on my work. Listen carefully to all the pleadings. And above all, ignore the burning gaze of my dominant on me.

I know I wanted to play with him, taking subtly sexy positions to tease him. But now that I must concentrate, I regret it. I can barely breathe. His presence is so intoxicating that it makes me lose all my means.

The delicious smell of his cologne wafts around me, turning me on more than ever. I can feel my nipples poke against my bra. It's ridiculous. Sitting next to him shouldn't put me in such a state.

And yet, there is nothing I can do to control it. My body responds to his, greedy and desperate. Even though we stand at a respectable distance, I can feel his warmth radiating, knocking me out of control.

Luckily, I don't have to plea today. He’s the one conducting the interrogations. I bite my lip as he gets up to question a witness. I can barely hear what he’s saying, too absorbed in observing his body.

His broad shoulders highlighted by his overpriced suit jacket, the V of his hips, perfect for slipping between my thighs and using me. I know everything that these clothes hide, and I have only one desire, to find myself again under this naked body to experience ecstasy.

I feel my cheeks blush slightly when he returns to sit next to me, giving me a discreet wink. I want this man more than ever.

Finally, the session ends. Feverishly, I gathered my things in my bag. Then, I get up without looking at my colleague and our client. With difficulty, I make my way through the onlookers who attended the trial.

I have only one idea in mind: to reach this small corridor and the toilets located at the end. I need to run cold water on my neck. And to wipe away the excitement that is staining my panties, dangerously threatening to seep through my gray skirt. And maybe even… Touch myself. Try to bring some relief to my clit tense with excitement.

Finally, the corridors empty, and my goal is within reach. But as I'm about to push open the bathroom door, fingers close firmly around my arm.

In an instant, I'm dragged into the men's room. I barely have time to understand what is happening to me that already, I find myself in a stall, the body of my dominant pinning mine against the tiled wall.

My breathing is erratic as we stand there, staring into each other's eyes without saying a word. My mouth opens, almost inviting him to kiss me. But it's something else that he puts on my lips. His thumb.

Without him even having to ask me, I start licking it, letting my tongue roll over it greedily. An amused smile forms on his lips. He looks visibly delighted with my docility.

I suck on his thumb, giving him suggestive looks, arching my body in hopes of getting his touch. But instead, it's on my neck that his hand tightens, menacing and dangerous.

I know I shouldn't react like that, but seeing him show so much power makes me vibrate, and get a little wet. I’m his little thing. He can do whatever he wants to me.

I let go of his thumb, determined to have a little fun, ignoring the danger I'm running into to provoke him.

“I thought we weren't supposed to do anything at the office? That it was bad for our image?”

“Really? You want to play the innocent after the show you just put on? I should punish you right now, in the middle of the court. That's all you deserve.”

I shudder, imagining him doing it. What a humiliation that would be. An adult woman, spanked in front of her colleagues by her superior. Something must be wrong with me. Because rather than being horrified, the idea excites me even more.

Slowly, I place my hands on the man's chest. Through the fabric, I can feel the muscles he so carefully maintains. I have already tried to train with him. Each time, I ended up lying on a weight bench, legs apart as he took me forcefully. This is the kind of sport I love the most.

I shiver as his free fingers slide over my chest, gripping one of my breasts through the fabric. I want him. I don't care about the dangers and the consequences. I would give anything to make that happen. So, I take a sulky pout, trying to coax him.

“What can I do to be forgiven?”

My dominant smiles devilishly, obviously as excited as me. This impression is confirmed when I push my body forward, sticking to him a little more. In this position, I can feel his cock straining through his pants.

“On your knees.”

I'm shivering. I've lost count of the number of times he's said those words in his deep, sexy voice. Dozens, hundreds maybe. Each time, it creates in me the same tremor of desire.

Without even having to think about it, I let myself fall slowly, sliding down his body. I wince when my legs hit the cold bathroom floor. Surely, I should be disgusted to touch this ground like this. But I don't care. When I'm on my knees, only my dominant's satisfaction matters.

Now, all I have to do is rely on my stockings to offer me some semblance of protection, and pray that they don't rip against the floor. The day is not over, I can't decently show myself in front of the judge with a scruffy outfit.

I put my hands on my knees, raising innocent eyes to my dominant. He smiles at me, always appreciating when I indulge in these little games. He caresses my cheek gently, before pointing to his cock.

I nod my head and put my hands on the waistband of his pants. With calculated slowness, I undo the layers of fabric covering him, letting them fall without caring.

All I care about is finally seeing his cock. I'm totally addicted. Yet I saw it last night, worshipping it with my mouth and my hands, before receiving it deep within me. And yet, I never seem to get enough.

So, I can't hold back a big smile when I see it. Gently, I take it in my hand, as if it were the most precious thing on earth. I bite my lip greedily. He smiles too, his breathing quicker now that I touch him.

He too imagined things. Otherwise, he would not already be so hard. From his tip, a few precum drops are already flowing. I dream of licking them, of rediscovering the taste that I love so much. That of lust.

But I decide to play a little. These are the only times he lets me have some power. So, even if we are in a public place and we could be discovered at any moment, I take my time.

Slowly, I trace his length with my fingertip, as if discovering it for the first time. However, I know it by heart now. It even seems to me that I would be able to recognize it among others if I were blindfolded.

I lick my lips, excited at the thought. It has happened to me to be surrounded by several men at the same time, their cocks presenting themselves proudly to my face, waiting impatiently to finally enter my warm and welcoming cavity.

So, I know how it would feel. Being blindfolded would only reinforce the feeling of being a disjointed doll, without a will of her own, there only to satisfy all their needs.

I don't know if my dominant intends to share me again one day. But if so, I think I would suggest this blindfold idea to him.

The man shudders as my thumb reaches his rounded tip. With a cruel slowness, I caress the thin skin there, playing with his slit. When I look up at him again, I realize he's not amused by my game at all.

Inwardly, I smile, delighted to put him in such a state. But his stern gaze quickly calls me to order. I have a mission to perform. Almost shyly, I stick my tongue out, causing it to replace my thumb. The contact is excruciatingly light, but still makes the man vibrate.

Even if I don't see myself being anything other than a submissive, these few moments of control make me understand why he likes to dominate me so much. There is something incredibly powerful about holding your partner like this. Playing with his nerves, making him waver towards pleasure without ever letting him down.

But the growl that greets my gestures quickly puts me back on the right track. He is indeed the master. I better not forget it. The longer I make him wait, the more he’ll make me pay.

It could be a severe punishment. Maybe he’ll hit me with his hands or his impact toys, making me count and thank him until tears stream from my eyes. Or maybe he will do much worse.

The blows, I can take them. I love them, even. But his other way of punishing me seems unbearable, maybe even cruel.

For hours, he stimulates me, bringing me ever closer to climax before stopping at the worst moment, letting the pressure drop and the orgasm disappear. I cried in frustration the last time he did that.

I totally lost control, begging him, promising him anything he wanted, if it could convince him to let me cum. When he finally gave me what I so pathetically asked for, the orgasm was unparalleled in strength.

I felt like I was coming for hours. That my whole body was turning into a terrible storm, making me feel an incomparable pleasure. And yet, I'm not sure I'm ready to do this again.

So, I behave, and close my lips on his rounded tip, snatching a slight sigh from him. The man rarely leaves his role. Usually, he does everything to remain perfectly stoic, making it more difficult for me. So, when he lets out satisfied sounds, it makes me feel incredibly proud.

Slowly, I slide his cock into my mouth, taking it inch by inch. The man is thick and long. Yet, I know that I can take it entirely. It is often laborious, I have to fight the reflexes of my treacherous body. But the pride of success always outweighs the difficulty.

However, I don’t decide to try it right away, going up slowly until I let go of his cock with a loud pop. I would almost forget where we are. My hand still wrapped tightly at his base, I stick my tongue out, letting it run his full length.

Happily, I rediscover every nook and cranny, playing with his ribbed lines. When I get to his point again, the man runs his hand through my hair, giving me the message. I have to stop playing now. I know what he expects of me.

So, I open my mouth again, capturing it without hesitation. With the same slowness as before, I slide my mouth over his cock. But this time, I'm not stopping. Looking up at him, I continue to go down. A slight smile forms on his lips. He sees how hard I try, just for him.

Suddenly, our moment of intimacy is disturbed. The bathroom door just opened. My eyes widen in horror. Of course, I knew it could happen. I even fantasized about being taken in front of the whole court.

But that it happens for real, that someone is there, a few feet from us, terrifies me. There is only this door to protect us.

I try not to panic, as the man's cock is still shoved deep in my throat. He smiles at me, as if to reassure me. Yet his hand remains clenched in my hair, holding me in this difficult and shameful position.

Worse, he begins to make me come and go on him, resuming my blowjob as if we were alone, in the shelter of his house.

I focus on my breathing, trying to get used to this new test that my dominant imposes on me. More than anything, I pray not to make noise. I'm really not ready for anyone to find us.

Finally, we hear the door close. We are alone. My dominant gently tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to let go. I look up at him, waiting for what's next. He didn't come, his taut cock twitching before my eyes.

But relieving him is apparently not part of his immediate plans. Without the slightest delicacy, he lifts me before pressing me against the cold wall of the bathroom. His mouth immediately lands on mine, pulling me into a fiery kiss.

He doesn't care where my tongue was moments ago. He plays with it, making my legs wobble with the passion of this kiss. With the same force, he turns me around, pressing on my upper back so that I bend over the toilet bowl.

Thus positioned, I offer him a plain view of my ass enclosed in my skirt. He caresses it gently through the fabric. Then he lifts the garment over my hips, giving himself a perfect view of my skin and the sexy underwear I put on this morning. He clicks his tongue.

“And you really want me to believe you're innocent, huh? Look at you. Only sluts come to the office dressed like that.”

My cheeks are red with shame to hear him talk to me like that. And yet, I love it. I don't know why, but I'm hornier than ever when he degrades me like that.

Without delay, his fingers attack my panties, pulling them down my legs. Once they're on my ankles, he forces my feet apart, using the lace tip as a makeshift rope to hold me in position.

I shudder as his fingers slide down my slit, covering himself in my arousal.

“Look at you. You're so desperate, Valentina. Good girls don't get wet like this. Only whores get turned on by giving blowjobs.”

I bite my lip to hold back a moan as his fingers plunge into me without difficulty. I'm so soaked that my body opens for him. For endless seconds, the man plays inside me, spreading his fingers to prepare me to receive his massive cock.

I must bite my lip when it lines up with me. Without waiting a moment, he plunges it into my wet entrance, taking what is his with power. My fingers resting on the tiles in front of me, I try to calm myself down.

He may have prepared me, but his cock is so big it feels like I’m split open. In a gesture of rare generosity, the man remains motionless, giving me time to get used to his presence.

To occupy himself, he lets his hands roam my ass. From time to time, he squeezes it hard, reminding me of the kind of pain he can inflict on me, if he chooses.

I must make every effort in the world not to moan as he begins his slow back and forth inside me, taking possession of my body. I’m nothing more than a doll, a toy subject to his desires.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I’m ready. Only one thing matters to me now: orgasm. He barely touched me, and yet I feel a recognizable warmth in the pit of my stomach. A feeling that I have learned to welcome with pleasure, and which I couldn’t do without now.

Never before having tested BDSM, I felt so much pleasure with a man. Now it seems to me that one look could make me take off.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his hand moves higher up my ass. Slowly, he begins to trace the contours of my crenelated entrance. He took me there many times. I’ve learned to love it.

But I didn't expect him to indulge in something so depraved in our workplace. We've dragged this game out for way too long already. I don't know how long we've been locked in this bathroom, but our absence will be noticed if we don't hurry.

He seems far from these considerations. With his thumb, he collects my natural lubricant, before riding it again on my most taboo entrance. This time he doesn't hesitate, plunging his finger inside me as his thrusts continue to pound me.

I bring my hand to my mouth, biting my fist hard as the man quickens his movements. I think I'm going to come on his cock like that, without more stimulation.

His opposite hand grabs my ponytail tightly, forcing me to arch my back a little more. Thus positioned, I feel everything about him. His cock does not leave me the slightest respite, taking me with force.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum.”

I can't even think anymore. I'm just a slave carrying out my master's dreams and orders. I let go of the hand I'm biting, bringing it down between my legs as my other arm gives me the support I need to keep from collapsing.

Without hesitation, I place my hand between my thighs, pressing down on my hungry clit. I don't need more than a few hand movements to succumb. Biting my lip almost drawing blood, I let the waves of heat wash over me, contracting around my master's cock.

These contractions push him in turn into orgasm. With a soft grunt, he empties into me, letting his seed wash fill me, mark me.

I hover there for long moments, trying to catch my breath. It's not until I feel my dominant's hand between my thighs that I snap back to reality. My cheeks flush as I realize what he's doing.

He cleans me with toilet paper. This is the first time he's done this. The gesture is both sexy, intimate, but also humiliating. Even after we're done, it keeps me in this object position that you clean up after using it.

When he's done, he helps me up. Then, he removes the few hairs that have stuck to my face. Slowly, he kisses my forehead before putting his hand on the door handle.

“I'm going ahead. You should fix yourself. Your look is really unprofessional.”

The man disappears with a wink, causing me to roll my eyes. It's his fault I'm like this.

Gradually regaining my senses, I pull up my panties before rearranging my hair and redoing my makeup. This little break was exactly what I needed. Now I feel perfectly prepared to work… Until our next round.


Chapter 3

Looking at myself in the mirror, I readjust my outfit. My Master is there, a few feet from me, not missing the slightest of my gestures. A lustful gleam shines in his eyes. He seems to like what he sees. I must admit that I do too.

The man really has an eye for that sort of thing. Again, he chose the perfect outfit. A dress, of course. Pants would make it harder for him to get access to my body. None of us want that.

Slowly, I play with the fabric, making it twirl. This is the first time I've worn such a gala dress. Of course, my Master wants me to be sexy. My generous chest is highlighted by a falsely modest neckline. My legs meanwhile seem endless, thanks to this slit that goes up to the limit of decency.

My outfit is completed with a pair of stilettos. My mouth is decorated bright red, and my hair is pulled back into a ponytail that I hope he'll pull on before the evening is over.

I have no idea where he wants to take me. Is it a gala? Dinner in town? A movie premiere? The man refused to tell me, sternly ordering me to get dressed when my questions became too many.

I turn to him, crossing my arms almost innocently behind my back, waiting to see his reaction. I shiver as he stands up. He's dressed in a particularly elegant tuxedo, showing off every last one of his assets.

And to think that it’s on the arm of this man that I’m going out tonight. I'm going to make a lot of people jealous, I'm sure. It may be complicated to make friends in Los Angeles under these conditions. But right now, I don't care.

The man just put his hands on my hips, making me shiver. The slightest contact with him, and I ignite. After careful inspection, he grabs a box that looks like it comes from a jeweler.

My mouth drops open when he opens it in front of my eyes. This is a necklace made of a black velvet cord. To this hangs a small gold medallion on which is engraved a V. Valentina.

I look up at him, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. However, an amused gleam shines in his eyes. He flips the medallion. On the other side, an E is engraved. Eric.

My cheeks blush. He had already made me wear a leather collar, owning me for an evening. But this is special. This gem looks innocent. But for those who look more closely, they will see a mark of his possession.

I probably shouldn't get carried away, this man has the means, it's not because he has a jewel engraved with our initials that he wants it to go further. As far as I know, there are dozens of submissives who walk around town with such a jewel around their necks.

And yet, I can't help but feel closer to him, as he closes the jewel around my neck. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he presses his lips to my bare shoulder, slowly moving up to my neck.

A few more kisses, and I could totally indulge my desires. Cancel the evening that awaits us to spend it just with him. We could order food, before he lays me on every surface of his house to take my body with passion. This is a project that I wouldn't mind.

But my dominant seems determined to show me off in town. His hand slips into mine and silently he leads me to the garage. There, he helps me into his sports car, of a red as deep as the one that decorates my lips.

Throughout the drive, I can't help but glance at him, far more interested in his hands gripping the steering wheel firmly than in the city lights streaming past my window.

I don't know enough about Los Angeles yet to know where it's taking me. So, I let myself go, enjoying these last moments of intimacy with him. From time to time, his hand gets lost on my thigh, his thumb playing lightly with my bare skin.

To my surprise, he parks in front of a house. I should say a palace. Eric's villa already seemed huge to me, but it would almost look like a dump in front of this one. Many cars are already parked, a sign that an evening is in full swing there.

Timidly, I grab the hand he offers me to help me out of the vehicle. I hadn't expected to spend the evening at someone's house. He probably wants to introduce me to acquaintances, expand my network in Los Angeles.

I suddenly feel nervous. More than anything, I don't want to disappoint the man who gave me my chance in this city of all possibilities. So, I take a deep breath, and let myself be guided inside.

When we enter the villa, I can't help but open my mouth wide, so impressed by the luxury that reigns here. Everything exudes luxury, from the works of art on the walls to the marble on the floor.

The guests are fitting with the premises. Everyone is wearing luxury pieces. I’m suddenly grateful to my dominant. Even if I don’t have to be ashamed of my salary as a lawyer, I’m only at the beginning of my career. I could never have afforded the designer pieces I'm wearing tonight.

Impressed, I let Eric guide me. Occasionally, he greets someone, briefly introducing me. I try to remember the names, but I'm far too distracted by my observations to really care.

Everyone is so beautiful here, men and women. Again, I let my mind wander. Since I was introduced to the joys of group sex, I can't help but fantasize about it.

The most I did was with three men. But now I can't help but want more. A real orgy, as we see in porn. Man or woman, it matters little to me, as long as I’m allowed to orgasm.

After greeting countless people, we finally find some respite. By the pool, Eric makes me sit down. His hand slides up my thigh, only further heightening my excitement.

I need to calm down. The likelihood of this being anything other than a mundane event is low. I need to stop taking my wishes for realities.

Still, I can't help but watch my hopes grow, as I notice other women wearing tight necklaces around their neck. Immediately, I imagine them submissive, tied in the middle of the room, their legs open, hit and humiliated, but loving it.

I shake my head. I really have to stop. It’s inappropriate. This kind of necklace must surely be fashionable in Los Angeles.

I focus again on my dominant. He moves his hand higher and higher as his lips crawl over the thin skin of my neck. I can't hold back a small moan when he nibbles on it.

This man always knows what he has to do to make me lose my mind. I think he knows my body better than I do. It's like he has a map in his head, a blueprint of all my erogenous zones.

For a few moments, I forget where we are, abandoning myself shamelessly to the caresses of my lover.

When my attention shifts back to the party unfolding around us, I start to blink. It seems that we are not the only ones to indulge our lustful desires, as if we were alone in a hotel room.

Gently, my dominant grabs my chin, forcing me to take my eyes off the show and stare at him.

“I think you understand. It's a somewhat special party, among knowledgeable friends. We don't have to stay if it makes you uncomfortable. But when I saw how enthusiastically you took my friends last time, I thought you might like it.”

I bite my lip, inflamed by his words. He’s right. Even if the prospect of taking action for real worries me a little, I want to try. I don't want to give up right away.

But before I have time to give him my answer, Eric speaks again, pointing at me with a nod a man approaching us.

“You have to make your decision now. The Master of Punishments is coming.”


Chapter 4

I'm shivering. The Master of Punishments, really? It sounds a bit extreme… But also, terribly exciting. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch the man approaching us. He must be about the same age as Eric and has the same confidence, although he looks a little arrogant.

I turn to Eric, a smile on my face. He doesn't need more to understand my decision. I know it well. If I want to stop a session because I feel uncomfortable, I only have a say. So why chicken out now, when what I've been fantasizing about for weeks is about to happen?

After squeezing his hand on my thigh one last time in a gesture of encouragement, my dominant gets up to greet the newcomer. They pat each other shoulders, the way men sometimes do.

Without wasting a moment exchanging small talk, the stranger turns to me while continuing to address my master.

“It’s a pretty thing you brought us this evening.”

“My new submissive. She’s very promising. Probably the best I've had in years.”

My cheeks blush with pleasure hearing those words. Even if my dominant never fails to compliment me, often calling me his good girl, hearing him compliment me like that makes me prouder than ever.

The other man nods, looking interested. With a few steps, he closes the distance between us, hovering over me as I'm still seated.

“Tell me Submissive, did you do anything that deserves punishment today?”

I bite the inside of my cheek, feeling the blush rise there. But I can't hide it. I haven't known the man for two minutes, and he's already talking to me about punishment.

I turn to my dominant, hesitant. Do I really have to tell the truth? I guess what we did in court today deserves punishment. But I'm not sure I can really admit it. He smiles at my hesitation and gently encourages me.

“Go ahead. Tell him what you did today.”

I suddenly feel shy, not entirely sure I can say those words out loud as their eyes are on me with authority. But I have to. So, taking my courage in both hands, I finally dare to speak.

“I slept with my boss at our workplace.”

“Oh, what a naughty girl. You really deserve a punishment. You’re lucky though. You have in front of you the master in the matter. I take it you trained her, Eric?”

My dominant nods, an almost proud gleam in his eyes.

“And she proved to be a particularly attentive and gifted student. You can go. She’ll take it.”

I blush even more hearing him talk like that. Okay, I always knew how to take his punishments. But even with spectators, he was the one administering it to me. And then, there were a lot fewer people. We were well sheltered in his dungeon in his villa.

It certainly had nothing to do with this place filled with dozens, maybe even hundreds, of people, all there to indulge in lust. And yet, despite the worry in my stomach, I don’t hesitate for a moment when the other man extends his hand to me, inviting me to follow him.

My eyes stay on my dominant who walks beside us, making sure that at every moment, I feel his presence close to me. I know it. As long as he's by my side, I'm in no danger.

Around us, the atmosphere has already changed. Everywhere, the skins are bare, and the bodies meet. As if the arrival of this mysterious master had triggered the activities. Although I don't know him, I squeeze my hand a little tighter in his as he guides me through the crowd.

For a few minutes, he will be my surrogate master. And already, I feel a connection. I don’t know him, but I’m ready to submit to him. To suffer his blows which, I know, won’t be tender. Why else would they call him the Master of Punishments?

I shake my head gently. I need to clear my mind. Everything is going to be fine. I’m not in danger, far from it. I know that the experience will be most enjoyable, provided that I let myself go.

When we get to the middle of the room, I try to ignore the people crowding around us, obviously eager to see the Master of Punishments at work. Me, I can only see one thing: the rope suspended from the air, waiting for me.

I swallow with difficulty. Although I like to be tied up, I usually do so horizontally. This position seems much more difficult to me. I’ll have to bear it. This is my test. I shudder as the dominant's voice is heard, loud and deep. Theatrical, too.

“This submissive was very naughty today. Her master asked me to punish her. Let this serve as a warning to all those who intended to disobey their dominants.”

I take a deep breath as my cheeks flush. The humiliation is at its height, and yet, I also feel incredibly turned on. Onlookers have become more numerous, closer than ever.

An assistant approaches, handing a rope to the Master of Punishments. This one makes complicated knots around my wrists, before hanging them in the air, connecting them to the hook descending from the ceiling.

When I lower my eyes, I meet those of my dominant. The least I can say is that they have a sense of the show here. An armchair has been placed in the middle of the room. And he settled there. Like a throne from which he can better observe my degradation.

I take a deep breath as he winks at me. The gesture is quick, but it is enough to help me calm down. I know it. Thus installed, he will watch the least of the gestures of the other man, and the least of my reactions. Nothing can distract him.

This idea helps me relax as the other man bustles at my feet. One after another, he imprisons my ankles in shackles connected by an iron bar. With such an instrument, I find myself totally stuck in this position. And it's not very comfortable. One bad move and I could fall, hurting myself terribly.

I close my eyes again to prepare myself for the ordeal that awaits me. Everything will be alright. No matter how much pain he inflicts on me. I know that in the end, the game will be worth it.

For minutes that seem endless, nothing happens. Here I am, exposed, vulnerable. I suddenly feel horribly alone. As best I can, I try to stay calm as the pressure builds in the pit of my stomach.

And to think that I still have all my clothes, what will it be when he takes them off? I shiver as the man is back beside me. He leans into my ear, whispering softly.

“Your dominant gave me your usual Safe Word. Do you want to change it?”

“N… No. Red is good.”

“Perfect. Relax now. You'll see. You’ll love what I’m going to do to you.”

I nod shyly. All of this goes far beyond what I have been able to explore so far and yet, I’m dying for it to begin.

The man's hands finally land on my body. Without a moment's hesitation, he grabs the zipper of my dress, pulls it down, removes my fabric protection at the same time.

My eyes stay locked in my dominant's as I feel the cool air from outside caressing my bare chest. Was he planning this moment when he told me not to wear a bra?

Whether that is the case or not, it doesn’t change much. I now find myself almost naked. Only a lace thong gives me some semblance of protection. Not for long. Because the man is now attacking it.

Rather than sliding the fabric over my legs, letting it rest on the metal bar, the man prefers to be theatrical. With both hands, he grabs the thin strip of lace, tearing it off without the slightest difficulty.

Here I’m now naked, exposed to everyone's gaze. Nervously, I bite my lip, trying as best I can to control my racing heart. With his fingertip, the man draws unknown drawings on my skin, exploring my body in the most sensual way.

He never touches my breasts or my ass, preferring to linger on my sides, on my thighs. I can feel the excitement welling up inside me. I get aroused easily now, the slightest stimulation making me wet.

I know it, however, soon, something much more difficult awaits me. I shudder as out of the corner of my eye I can see his assistant approaching. He doesn't come empty-handed. No. It’s a crop that he brings. He stays on the side, waiting for the dominant to finish exploring me before giving him the object.

Despite the nervousness in my stomach, I can't help but admire this show that seems well-established. Who knows how many other submissives have been in my place before me? Maybe this is all a rite of passage. A way to be accepted in their society.

If so, I intend to distinguish myself, and make my dominant proud. Whatever happens, I will do my best to hold on until the end. Still, my beautiful confidence wanes as the dominant reaches out, ceremonially grabbing the crop. That's it. It’s going to begin.

The man decides to take his time. Slowly, he lets the leather end of the object slide down my body. This time, he doesn’t hesitate to pass it on my breasts, making me shudder. I've been hit by floggers here before. This is probably the hardest thing for me to bear. But if he wants to do it, then I'll accept it with grace.

I tense up a little more as his crop slides lower and lower on my body. Soon it arrives where I feared it the most. Between my legs. I have to bite my lip to hold back a squeal. I’m so sensitive that this simple little gesture is enough to electrify me.

The man seems to see it, because he continues the movement without the slightest pity, surely having fun to see me struggling with myself like this. Then he brings the crop to my eyes, a smirk on his lips.

Cheeks red with shame, I realize that traces of my excitement are there. It's horrified that I see him hand the object to the crowd, reinforcing my humiliation by proving my depravity to them.

“Look what we found there. A real little slut. She’s already wet. I don't think she has any idea what the Master of Punishments can do.”

A few laughs echo around him, making me shiver. Never has the shame in the pit of my stomach been so strong. I must remember that this is just a game. No one really wants to hurt me.

To reassure myself, I look down at my dominant. A slight smile parts his lips. He barely seems to hear what is going on around him. His eyes are focused on me, and me alone. So, time seems to slow down a bit. It's like there's only us in the room.

But as I finally relax, that's when the dominant chooses to strike. A scream dies in my throat. The blow was violent, much more violent than I expected. My ass is already burning, as he lands two more blows on my thin skin.

My breath is cut off by so much force. However, I’m ready for him to start again. Of course, this happens quickly. I lick my lips, almost moaning with pleasure when the next stroke proves much more delicate. Compared to the previous one, it almost feels like a caress. Almost.

The man makes a satisfied sound. Slowly, he lets his crop caress my ass again, taking his time to explore my curves thus offered to him. This moment of respite is most welcome, while the skin of my ass burns me more than ever.

Yet, by now, I should know better than that. Recognize the games of a dominant. They are never generous by chance, especially during a punishment.

Without the slightest pity, the man whips my thigh, snatching me a cry higher than the others. Tension mounts in the assembly. I have the impression that our spectators are getting closer, eager to see the best spectacle of my torture. I don't blame them. I would be the first to do the same.

The pain sharpens as the man hits my opposite thigh with the same force. I shiver, trying to get used to the heat radiating from my skin. Once again, it’s in the gaze of my dominant that I find my comfort.

I shiver as he gets up, walking towards me. I can't help but worry. Did I do wrong? Made a mistake? More than anything, I don't want to disappoint him. Never mind the feeling of humiliation and pain. All that matters to me is him. I want us to get out of here and be proud of me.

The smile he gives me reassures me. I didn’t disappoint him. He just wants to have fun with us too. Behind me, the dominant continues to hit me, until my master comes close to us.

Only then does he offer me some respite, as Eric delicately places his hand on my face, stroking my cheek with the tip of his thumb with a tenderness he usually reserves for the end of our sessions.

This change of attitude doesn’t bother me, quite the contrary. It helps me regain confidence, as the beating resumes. I feel excruciatingly proud that he’s so intimate with me in public. If any subs had their sights on him, word got through. He wants to be with me. He leaves no doubt about it.

The assistant approaches again, holding out small silver clamps to my dominant. I lick my lips, knowing full well what he intends to do with them. One after the other, he grabs my nipples, pinching them before hooking the torture objects.

As the other man continues to pound my ass in a perfectly steady rhythm, my dominant slides his hand between my thighs, pressing down on my clit. I feel faint at this feeling oh so delicious.

I feel like I'm going to pass out, as the sensations going through my body are so strong and opposite. On one side, a sharp, stinging pain, giving me the impression that at every moment, my skin is going to tear in two. On the other, an intense pleasure given by the expert hands of my dominant.

Seeing my struggles, the man places his free hand on the crook of my waist, helping me stay on my feet. My arms start to hurt, my breathing is difficult. It seems to me that my ordeal will never end.

I shiver as my dominant leans in, his mouth against the hollow of my ear making me shudder.

“He won’t stop hitting you until you cum. Come on Baby Girl, show them what you're worth. Come on my hand.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I didn’t expect such an outcome. All I have to do is cum? It doesn't seem that hard, as my master's fingers accelerate over me, and the clamps on my nipples give me the perfect stimulation.

I close my eyes, focusing on the wave of warmth growing inside me rather than the intense pain I feel. Forget the awkward position, forget this crop that hits me relentlessly. I know it, the orgasm is not far away.

So, when my dominant slide two fingers inside me, I lose all common sense. Everything disappears around me. There are no more curious people watching us. It's just me and my dominant, in perfect communion.

Even the crop stopped hitting. Waves of intense heat devastate my body. I'm just a disjointed doll. My dominant has to catch me to keep me from collapsing and hurting myself.

Still in the mists of orgasm, I sketch a slight smile when I hear him whisper in my ear.

“You were perfect, Baby Girl.”

I sigh in relief when my hands find themselves untied, and my feet freed from their shackles. Slowly, my dominant wraps his arms around my body, gently massaging my shoulders for relief.

Then, he picks me up. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist and my arms cling to his neck. Eyes closed, I enjoy the warmth of his body against mine as he leads me into another bedroom. I forget everything else. There’s only us.

It’s only when he puts me on the bed that I come back to reality. Pride shines in his eyes. Desire, too. Without waiting, he bends over my body to cover me, both imposing and reassuring.

His lips capture mine with force, immediately awakening the desire in me. It doesn't matter that I just cum. When I’m under his hands, I no longer have the slightest measure.

With an evil smile on his lips, the man moves away from me, descending along my body without ever stopping to look at me. My breath hitches when he's between my legs. Immediately, he plunges his face between my thighs.

With his tongue, he traces a long line down my soaking wet slit, making me moan softly. Then, his lips capture my bundle of nerves, sucking it in slowly. I moan a little louder, trying to get used to the delicious feeling.

A noise catches my attention. Without my noticing it, people have been watching us, perhaps for several minutes already. I feel my cheeks flush. After the show I gave them in the big room, I shouldn't be embarrassed that they saw me like this.

And yet, it is as if we let them into our privacy. Despite my nervousness, I certainly don't want my dominant to stop. So, I close my eyes, focusing only on him.

But he stops. I look down at him in disappointment, trying to coax him with a sad pout. He shakes his head, amused. His hands rest firmly on my thighs.

“I have a few friends who would like to play with you. Do you want them to join us?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Even if I appreciated these few moments one-on-one with my dominant, I do not forget my fantasy. I will have other moments of intimacy with Eric. But who knows when I'll find myself in such a villa again, surrounded by such attractive people who want me?

However, despite my answer, no one moves. My dominant smiles again, pulling a piece of cloth out of his pocket.

“How about we spice things up a bit?”

I nod again. Of course, I will test this blindfold on my eyes. Anything he wants. Without delay, he goes up my body and plunges me into darkness.

I shiver as I feel people coming closer. It makes me a little nervous not being able to see them, not knowing who is near me, what they are about to do. But I trust my dominant. He will never leave me alone.

I let out a cry of surprise when, suddenly, I’m turned around. I’m now on all fours. But not for long. Someone is pressing down on my hips, pushing me down until my pussy is in contact with a mouth.

My breathing stops. I can't believe they’re making ride a face. It's so depraved. And so exciting. Soon, my own mouth is put to use. Someone digs their hand into my hair, directing me to his cock.

Without even thinking, I take it in my mouth, docile. It's not my dominant's. It's not big or long enough. So much the better. Everything is already so stimulating that I feel a bit overwhelmed. So it’s good that I don't have to choke on too big a cock to begin with.

My thoughts race as I feel another body approach my face, surely patiently waiting its turn to take advantage of me. I can't believe this is happening for real.

The atmosphere in the room is electric. Some are touching themselves, the recognizable sound of their hands running through their cocks reaching my ears. I don't know how many they are, jerking off on me.

All I know is that this tongue playing on my clit is more than good. Suddenly, I let out a cry of surprise as a lubricated finger enters my taboo entrance. I tense before immediately relaxing when a voice reaches my ear. My dominant.

“Don't worry. It's me. You know I'm the only one with your little ass.”

As best I can despite the cock pacing back and forth in my mouth, I nod. Immediately, he slips in a second finger, pulling me apart to prepare for what's to come.

I can't stop squealing despite my mouth being full. I’m in heaven. It’s everything I dreamed of. With enthusiasm, I take the new cock that comes to me, more imposing. Yet, I'm working on it like a pro.

Nothing scares me now. Neither judgment nor pain. All that matters is this mad rush for pleasure. This union of bodies, without judgment, without expectation other than pleasure. Never in my life have I felt so liberated.

I moan louder as I suddenly feel something pressing between my ass. A wide plug. Without difficulty, my dominant lets him into me, filling me like never before. I can't help but be impatient. To dream of the moment when he slips his cock in place of this little silicone object. But it's not for now.

The person beneath me pulls out, leaving my clit still hungry for an orgasm. They change my position again, straightening my hips. It only takes a few moments for someone to settle behind me, his outstretched cock caressing my pussy, even patting my clit to make me moan.

Then, the swollen tip begins to push inside. This cock is wide, taking every square inch of space, pushing the plug inside me. My fingers tighten on the sheets under me. I must hold on.

Here I am, taken from all sides. My body opens up to the stranger, letting him fully enter me. Without wasting a moment, the man begins to move back and forth. The one in my mouth coordinates. Soon, they alternate their movement, sending me on one cock then the other, like a perverse game of ping-pong where I would be the ball.

I moan, the roar of my throat causing the man's cock to quiver in my mouth. His hand tightens on my hair, and a few seconds later, he lets go deep in my throat.

I barely have time to swallow his offering when another cock comes into my mouth. I’m nothing more than the little toy of these men. Their reel. They use me as they please, taking possession of every square inch of me. And I let them do it without bringing them the slightest opposition.

Behind me, the man empties in turn, quickly replaced by someone else. I don’t know how much cock I take in me. It seems to me that it lasts for hours, that there are dozens and dozens of them lining up for me. And that excites me like never before.

Yet no one lets me cum. It's as if they knew when my orgasm was coming, stopping just before I could sink into intense pleasure.

My dominant hasn't touched me yet. I’m sure of that. None of those cocks felt like his. His absence is beginning to be long. I want to feel him inside me, to receive his reassuring hands on my body again. But that is not for me to decide.

Together, the two men in me empty themselves, filling me with their seeds in the most degrading of ways. I breathe with difficulty, I need a moment to recover. That's when two hands land on me.

Immediately, I calm down. It's Eric. I don't have the slightest doubt about it. His hand caresses my sides, helping me ground myself in the moment. Then he lays down on the bed and turns me around, pulling me against him. My back meets his muscular chest. Although I know what will happen now, I feel soothed to be held in this way.

With delicacy, the man removes the plug from my ass. Then, I hear him cover himself with a large dose of lube. Moments later, his hands direct my hips on top of him, aligning me with his cock.

I grit my teeth as he begins to enter me. He seems larger than ever. Still, I must hold on. So, I focus on my breathing, letting my body open up to him. Inch after inch, he enters me, until I’m comfortably installed. His mouth rests on my shoulder, like a discreet encouragement. Then he whispers in my ear.

“I proposed to the Master of Punishments to join us. You agree?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Now that I've gotten used to his presence inside me, I want to experience again that feeling of being taken by two men at once. And better have it done with the one who knew how to punish me so well earlier. He too has the right to a reward.

A few seconds are enough for him to be there. I can't see him, of course, but I recognize his perfume. I know it's him. His hands settle on my thighs, opening them a little more so that he can settle between them. And then he slides his cock inside me.

A scream chokes in my throat. He’s incredibly wide. Bigger than any man I've had so far. I feel like fainting, so full. And yet, I hold on, my nails sinking into my dominant's arm to make sure I don’t pass out.

Soon, they’re completely inside me. I hear a few admiring murmurs in the room, without really paying attention. When they finally feel me relaxed, the two men begin to move in rhythm. Slowly, first. Then, faster and faster.

My head falls back, resting on my dominant's shoulder. I don't even know if I'm screaming or if I'm mute, so much pleasure and so much. When my dominant's hand lands between my thighs, I totally lose my mind.

The orgasm that has been hiding since I laid down finally appeared. It bursts in the hollow of my belly like the most powerful tsunami. For what feels like hours, waves of heat ripple through my body, electrifying me. My dominant follows me in ecstasy, emptying himself into my tight hole.

However, he doesn’t withdraw immediately, leaving time for his friend to come in turn. I moan, almost ready to feel another orgasm run through my body as the man continues thrusting into me, powerfully.

I gasp in surprise as he pulls away abruptly, emptying himself onto my stomach. I can't help but smile. This is the perfect gesture to finalize this most depraved evening.


Chapter 5

I sigh as I slowly descend into the pool, letting the water engulf my body. After what I experienced yesterday, I have only one desire: to relax. I lick my lips, the images of the evening coming back to me. This orgy was everything I had hoped for, and more.

Since we got back, it's like I've been on cloud nine. Even my body aches don't feel so bad anymore. Such intense pleasure may well come with a few small inconveniences.

Once again, Eric took great care of me, taking the time to wash me, feed me, making sure to give me lots of water to drink and settle me comfortably in this now so-familiar bed.

I believe that since I arrived in Los Angeles, I have slept at my place only once. I probably shouldn't stay here so often. But how could I resist? On one side, there is my soulless apartment, in an average neighborhood.

On the other, there is this incredible villa where I can dive into the pool, eat the best dishes… And where I can get fucked whenever I feel like it. Yes, Eric got me used to this lifestyle, it will be difficult for me to go back now.

Slowly, I caress my neck, remembering the feeling of the tight collar there. I know it probably meant nothing, but I'd love to wear it again. Show everyone that I'm his thing. His submissive.

I smile as the man joins me, making himself comfortable on one of the loungers. He remains silent for a moment, observing my body floating on the surface of the water.

“How’s the temperature?”

“Perfect. You know, if you're not careful, I'm gonna get addicted to this life, and will never want to leave.

“Why should I be careful of something I want?”

I open my mouth, stunned. I can't say anything, as I didn't expect such words. I just thought I was teasing him, maybe even throwing him off balance. But now, once again, he’s the one who finds himself in the position of power.

The man smiles at my reaction, before turning serious again.

“You've been practically living here for two months. Usually, I'm not one to get attached. Never has a woman spent so much time here as you. I didn't expect this to happen. But there's something special about you that goes way beyond just being a good sub. Although I must say that it also plays.”

He adds with a wink before continuing.

“You can take the time you want to think, there is no obligation. It’ll change absolutely nothing in our work relationship. You won't get any special treatment because you live with me. But as far as I'm concerned, I think your place is here.”

I bite my lip. I didn’t expect such a declaration of feelings from Eric. My decision is not difficult to make.

When can I bring my things?”

The man smiles in response, before leaning forward to tower over me a little more.

“Everything in its time, Baby Girl. You're going to take off that little swimsuit first. It’s of no use to you.”

A smile lighting up my face, I hurry to obey my dominant, tugging on the straps to reveal this body he now owns.

I know it now. No matter what the future brings us.

I will do everything to remain his good submissive.

- THE END -





> FILTHY DISCIPLINE SERIES <





1. TRAINING THE CLUB SUBMISSIVE


Chapter 1

“Spread your legs, Submissive.”

A trail of goosebumps covers my body when I hear the man's voice. Low. Stern. It’s clear he’s not used to being disobeyed. A man who talks like that can only get what he wants. Because who would dare to say no? Not a good submissive, that's for sure.

“Don't make me repeat myself. You wouldn't want me to punish you again, would you?”

I shudder at this most serious ultimatum. I saw him do it. This dominant is not the type to make idle threats. I lick my lips, studying the submissive's face with interest. I don't hear her answer. A customer calls me, asking for a new drink.

Ignoring my nipples poking against my blouse, and the excitement flowing between my thighs, I get back to work.

When I accepted this job, I didn’t think that I would be so affected by the unusual activities of this club. Truth be told, I had barely heard of BDSM before. If I took this position, it was because it was well paid. That it was in a club dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh didn't really bother me.

Little by little, I discovered their practices. The toys. The role-playing games. The praises given to submissives when they behave well. The punishments when they disobey. I never could have believed that this would excite me.

I've always been more of a vanilla type, and few men have been able to bring me pleasure. For a long time, I even thought I was the problem. But now, I know that’s not true. I’ve seen women of all kinds come to this club. And all left satisfied, after experiencing orgasm after orgasm. So why not me?

Yes, I'm sure of it now. BDSM is for me. Otherwise, why would I be so excited every time I work? Every night I come home with soaked, ruined panties. If this continues, I’ll have to ask my boss for a raise so that I can buy new ones. Or… Maybe I should come to work without wearing any.

“I’d give a lot to know the thought that makes your pretty cheeks blush.”

I look up in surprise at the customer who just spoke to me. I don't believe I've ever seen him before. I would have remembered such a face, such a look.

The man is wearing a suit and a white shirt, as if he was just out of work. On his wrist shines a steel watch. The guy has money. And he’s older than me. He must be between thirty-five and forty years old, I would say. A dozen years older than me.

Everything about him exudes confidence and power. And the way he's staring at me right now, I have no doubt about his nature. He's a Dominant. The bracelet that decorates his wrist confirms this.

And its color tells me he came alone. It doesn't happen that often. Most of the time, dominants come here with their own submissive. This man is on the hunt. To see the gleam in his eyes, I’m his chosen prey.

The rules are clear. I’ve every right to spend time with a client if I wish to. But it must come from me. And I have no right to receive any compensation in exchange. Everything must happen between consenting and enthusiastic adults.

Enthusiastic, I could quickly be, if he continues to devour me with his eyes like this. Yet, I don’t forget his question, which makes me blush even more. I can't decently confess to a man that I consider coming to work without panties.

Oh, I'm sure he would like that. But I dare not. He gives up, ordering me a drink. His gaze is intense on my body as I prepare his mocktail. I know what he’s particularly looking at. My wrists.

“You’re not wearing any bracelets? Does that mean you're not at all interested in what's going on here?”

“More like I'm undecided. This is all new to me.”

The man bites his lower lip looking at me. He seems even more interested than before. He leans towards me, creating a little more intimacy between the two of us. The other customers have deserted the area around the bar, leaving us alone.

“And if you had to wear a bracelet, what would it be?”

“The… The submissive one.”

“You're right. It would look good on you.”

I can't help blushing again, both because I'm embarrassed to have said it out loud and to hear him agree.

My eyes slide to his hands as I pour him his drink. They are big. I'm sure he could spank me perfectly. And his long fingers… I can already feel them coming and going inside me as his large thumb presses against my clit.

My whole body ignites at the idea, encouraged by the obscene sounds that emanate here and there in the room. The submissive from earlier has stopped challenging her dominant. Her thighs are now wide open, another man enthusiastically devouring her clit as her dominant kisses her passionately.

Never since I started working here have I found myself so turned on. And the attention this man is giving me is not helping me calm down at all. Even less when he leans a little closer to me, a whiff of his cologne invading me.

“How about you take a break so we can get to know each other a little better?”


Chapter 2

I can't believe I'm doing this. My hand intertwined with that of the stranger, I let myself be guided through the room. I barely feel my body. It's like I'm floating. Only the warmth of his skin against mine makes me still feel alive. Without it, I would be totally disconnected.

I said yes. A colleague arrived to take my place, and I stopped thinking, blindly following the man. Now we sit on one of the benches. It’s a little out of the way, offering a perfect view of the club while ensuring some privacy.

My heart races as the man steps closer to me, his knee touching mine. He barely brushes against me, yet it's enough to make my whole body go up in flames. His perfume also puts me in all my states. These scents of amber and smoked wood envelop me and make me forget all reason.

The man looks into my eyes and introduces himself. Matthew. A pretty name. I giggle nervously giving him mine. It seems a bit silly to introduce ourselves only now, as his hand absently slides down my thigh.

“So, you want to become a submissive?”

“I… I don't know. I’ve never done that.”

“That’s good. Training newbies is my favorite thing. Go ahead. Tell me what interests you.”

I bite my lip, trying to find an answer to this most direct question. The man doesn’t lose any time. I should have expected it, and yet, I can't help but blush at the thought of saying these things out loud. I look down, too ashamed to look at him.

“When a dominant gives an order to his submissive. When she has no choice.”

“A submissive always has a choice. She can obey and be rewarded. Or misbehave and be punished.”

I shiver at these words. I've seen what punishments can look like. How some find themselves tied up, a crop falling on their naked bodies, exposed for all to see. At first, I dared not look. And finally, more and more, I couldn't look away, feeling the excitement in the pit of my stomach.

The man must sense my reaction, because immediately he squeezes his hand harder on my knee.

“Tell me more.”

“I would like… To be tied up. And punished. But I don't know if I can do it.”

“I'm sure you'll do just fine. You know about Safe Words, right?”

I nod my head. This is the basis. The man continues to ask me questions, presenting me with options. Would I like to be tied up with handcuffs or a rope? To be shared with other men? With other women? To be exposed to the eyes of all, or to stay just the two of us?

As the questions dig deeper, his hand moves higher and higher on my thigh. Soon, his fingers are playing with the fabric of my short skirt, and I can't help but move my hips forward in a silent invitation.

The man leans forward, his mouth resting on my neck. I close my eyes. Slowly, he moves up my skin, getting closer to my ear. I shiver as his voice whispers against it.

“What are you saying, Submissive? Are you gonna let me play with you?”

I nod enthusiastically. His hand goes under my skirt, getting dangerously close to the seam of my panties. Yes. I want him to play with me.

I must be absolutely crazy. I’m ready to give myself to him without asking any questions. To spread my legs and give him everything. That's what this place is for, right? To forget morality to indulge in all my fantasies, the darkest desires of my body and my soul?

Yes. Despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I’m ready to let this man do what he wants with me. I focus on this hand that has fun making me languish, approaching ever closer to my pussy before leaving. A laugh escapes him when I can't help but moan in frustration.

“Patience is the first virtue of a good submissive. Only your master can decide the rhythm.”

I shudder hearing him say that word. Master. It awakens in me a dark desire. That of surrendering myself completely to him. To become his little toy. Despite my fears, I feel incredibly safe under his hand.

I want more, but I have to contain myself. I understood it well. If I'm not patient, he'll make me pay. And I don't want that. Not immediately. I want to behave well first, find out what he has to offer.

My patience is rewarded. A soft cry escapes me as his hand lands unexpectedly on my pussy. He clicks his tongue.

“Look at this. You are completely wet. Who would have thought that such an angel face could hide such a slut?”

My cheeks ignite. Never has a man spoken to me so crudely. And to my surprise, I love it. His fingers attack my panties, playing with the elastic for a few moments before going under the fabric.

My mouth parts as he begins pressing down on my clit. No possible doubt. The man knows what he's doing. I can hardly concentrate on his movements; he seems so everywhere at once. With the tips of his teeth, he begins to nibble my ear. My breathing quickens as his other hand lands on my breast.

“Don't cum without my permission.”

To another man, I would have said no problem, convinced that no one could bring me to ecstasy. But with him? Everything seems possible.

A cry escapes my throat as he pinches my nipple firmly. I never wear a bra at work, despite my opulent breasts. The tips are always better when I do this. But now I realize that it gives me a much better advantage. That of allowing quick access to the man.

I tilt my head back, my moans growing louder. I move my hips, trying to get even more friction.

Suddenly, his fingers withdraw from me, his hand lets go of my breast. I open my eyes and look at him, confused. He grips my jaw, moving forward until his lips brush mine.

“What did I tell you. It’s up to the dominant to impose the rhythm. Don't try to take more than I want to give you. Understood?”

I nod my head quickly. More than anything, I want to prove my docility.

“Good girl.”

These words ignite me. I have often heard them uttered to submissives who approached my bar. I never thought they would put me in such a state of excitement.

With force, the man presses his lips against mine, pulling me into a passionate kiss. His tongue threads its way into my mouth, visiting it expertly. I moan a little louder, my hands landing without even thinking on the man's chest.

Through the thin fabric of his shirt, I can feel his hard muscles. No doubt the man is well-built. I can already imagine myself, lying under his naked body, pushed ever deeper into pleasure as his hips pound me with passion.

I forget all decency. I forget that there, around us, there are other people. Regulars. My colleagues. Even if we are sheltered, someone could notice what we are doing and come to observe us.

It’s ok. I'm ready to take the risk. Especially when the man's fingers plunge inside my panties again, making their way to my soaked pussy. I moan against his mouth.

With all my strength, I refrain from moving. I understood well. It's up to him to keep control. Even if I dream that he accelerates the movement, it’s not for me to decide.

His free hand slides inside my T-shirt, lifting my breast, testing its softness with the tip of his thumb. Then he pinches my nipple, sending electric shocks straight to my clit.

The latter doesn’t stay long without being stimulated in turn. His free thumb rests there, pressing harder. I have to break the kiss to be able to breathe. The man gives me no respite, plunging his mouth into my neck, nibbling at my skin as his fingers move faster and faster inside me.

I moan without thinking about the consequences now. Never has the pleasure been so strong. A warmth rises in the pit of my stomach. The kind I only thought could be achieved with the help of a vibrator.

But the man knows what he's doing. I feel my pussy contract around his fingers, and I don't know if I could hold back for very long. As I'm about to warn him, he slides his mouth against my ear again.

“Go ahead. Cum for your Master. Show me what a good little submissive you are going to be.”

My fingernails close on his shirt, gripping it tightly. I never could have believed that words could have such an impact on me. And yet, no sooner had he said them than I felt myself leaving.

I totally lose my footing. My head falls back and my eyes close as an intense wave of pleasure washes over my body. The heat radiates throughout my body, I think I have never felt anything so intense. And all this, only with his fingers.

He continues his movements slowly, making sure to accompany my orgasm until the end. When I open my eyes again, I feel my cheeks flush with shame.

I can't believe I just came right here, on a bench, at my workplace, with a man I didn't even know existed less than an hour ago. How is this possible? When did I become such a slut?

I look down, too scared to meet his gaze, or that of anyone else in the club. But the man decides otherwise. He puts his hand on my chin, forcing me to look at him. I shiver when I see the gleam in his eyes. That of a wolf ready to devour its prey. His voice is heard again, making me shiver.

“Good girl. You'll learn to be a good submissive in no time.”

I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at those words. It may be ridiculous, but I just want to hear him compliment me again.

“Be nice for me. Open the mouth.”

My lips part in surprise. It doesn't take much for the man to put his idea into action. Immediately, he puts his fingers soaked in my excitement against my mouth, forcing me to open it a little wider.

Without giving him the slightest resistance, I let him do as his fingers dig into me, making me discover my own taste. I think it's the most depraved thing I've ever done. Despite the shame I feel, I must admit that this excites me much more than I can explain.

With docility, I start licking his fingers without him even having to ask me. The man watches me, a satisfied smile on his lips. The expression on his face is enough to inflame my lower stomach. I put all the more effort into cleaning, almost disappointed when he finally removes his fingers.

I stand still, unable to know what to do now. The man does not give me any instructions, seeming to be amused to see me so uncomfortable. After endless minutes of waiting, he speaks to my ear.

“Kneel.”

I shudder. His voice became more authoritative, suddenly less charming. I remain unable to move, trying to register this new order that he has just given me. He takes care of it for me. He nods, pointing to the floor again, his expression sterner than ever.

For a moment, I consider not moving. Stand up to him to see what the consequences would be. Would he swing me over his lap to spank me? Or would he drag me to the middle of the room to tie me to this giant cross and whip me?

Even though curiosity twists my stomach, I decide not to play with fire. All of this is still far too new to me. Without stopping to look at him, I let myself slide on the ground.

Without him having to ask me, I just sit between his legs. I flip my ponytail back and place my hands on his thighs, ready to pull his cock out of his pants. Still, the man clicks his tongue disapprovingly.

“I didn't ask you to do this. Take your hands off.”

I look at him, surprised, but obey, resting my arms at my sides. That doesn't seem enough for the man. Without great delicacy, he grabs my shoulders and changes my position. Rather than being in front of him, turning my back on the rest of the club, I find myself in the opposite direction.

I bite my lip. It was much easier before. Now I feel more exposed than ever. As if not having him in front of me made me lose the protection I needed for my comfort.

And yet, I have to hold on. I understood it well. By agreeing to play with him, I agreed to follow his rules. And then he just proved it to me. The game is worth it. If he can make me cum so hard just by fingering me for a few minutes, what will it be later? When his cock will sink between my thighs, taking total possession of my body?

I lick my lips longingly. I have never wanted a man so much as I do right now. None of this sounds like me at all. And I don't care. I want to forget my habits, my beliefs. Even if for the moment, all this turns out to be incredibly difficult.

This position is most uncomfortable. There is something incredibly degrading in remaining thus at the feet of man. I probably shouldn't agree to do such things so blindly.

It’s incredibly demeaning to give such power to another person. And yet, that's what I want to do right now, even though I feel like the whole club is watching me. That's probably wrong, but that's how I feel.

So, to try to calm my racing heart, I decide to focus on what is happening in the room. On one of the scenes, a submissive is put to the test. Two men go after her, alternating their whipping at an insane pace.

The young woman trembles, moans, and sometimes even cries. And yet, she doesn’t stop them. On the contrary, she encourages them to go faster, harder, almost begging them. I wonder if I would ever be able to do such a thing, as I find my position already very difficult to maintain.

I jump as the man puts his hand on my head, gently stroking my hair. Despite my desire to turn around to look at him, I don’t move. I got it, that's what I must do. Stay in the position in which he wants to see me. Satisfy his desires rather than mine.

“Turn around.”

I don't need to be asked twice. Immediately, I face him, raising wide innocent eyes to him as I lick my lips. He gently pats my cheek, before making himself comfortable on the couch, spreading his legs.

I can't help but stare down at his pants. I’m not disappointed. Despite the ambient darkness, I manage to see that the fabric is stretched to the extreme. I lick my lips again.

I want to see his cock. Discover its length, its size. Taste it, too. Until now, I had only done this to please my partners, without much enthusiasm. But this man is different.

I want to prove to him that he did well to choose me. That I deserve his attention, and the time he wants to spend training me to be a decent submissive.

Despite my overflowing desire, I stay in my position. I understand what he expects of me. So, it's motionless that I watch him unzip his pants. My mouth opens when finally, his cock appears before my amazed eyes.

I swallow hard. No possible doubt. This is the biggest cock I've seen in my life. Long. Wide. Appetizing. I don't know how I'll manage to take it in my mouth, or even between my legs. I should be scared of its size. And yet, I have only one desire: to take it inside me. Everywhere inside me.

The man takes his time, no doubt having fun making me languish like this. I try not to be impatient, but I can barely manage it, fidgeting on my legs. The dominant slides his hand over my cheek, almost laughing.

“Look at you. My good little slut. You really want my cock, don’t you?”

I nod enthusiastically, watching him lazily stroke his length, hoping to quickly take his place. He clicks his tongue, forcing me to look at him again.

“Use words, Submissive. Tell me what you want.”

“I… I want to suck your cock… Master.”

A carnivorous smile forms on the lips of the man. He’s visibly delighted that I call him that without even having to ask me. It came naturally, without me having to think about it.

“Go ahead. Show me what you can do.”

It doesn't take much for me to slip between his legs. Slowly, I encircle his base with my hand, touching for the first time the softness of his sensitive skin. With my fingertips, I travel his length, discovering each of his lines, of his veins.

Then, I take out my tongue, taking the exact same path from his base to his tip. Arrived at his rounded tip, I start to tickle his slit, collecting a few drops of salty excitement.

The man runs his hand through my hair, his fingers tangling in my ponytail. He doesn't need to add anything. His message is clear. Until then, I was playing, doing everything to avoid the inevitable. Take his thick cock in my mouth.

I swallow hard before finally parting my lips, resting them on his tip. A shiver runs through the man as I welcome him into my warm cavity. I can barely open my jaw wide enough.

Still, I decide to ignore the fear and discomfort, taking him a little deeper inside me. Inch by inch, I let him sink into my mouth, occasionally stopping to play my tongue over his satiny skin.

Then I resume my descent, taking him further and further into me. Soon he’s tapping the back of my throat, making me cough. I don’t move, as much out of pride as to satisfy him.

For a moment, I keep him like that, deep inside me. His fingers tangle in my hair, stroking it for a moment to congratulate me before gripping it, imposing a rhythm on me along his length.

Without the slightest hesitation, I let myself be used. I'm not ashamed of anything anymore. I forget the people who can watch us. I forget the fact that I barely know this man. I let him take me like a little toy at his disposal.

I only dream of one thing: that he cums in the back of my throat. I'll swallow every last drop of it, if it can keep him playing with me. I haven't had enough yet. I want more. Much more.

If he asked me all these questions about the punishments I would like to receive, it's not to stop there, right? So, if I prove to him that I’m worth it, I will finally be able to taste these things that make me dream so much.

I redouble my enthusiasm, sensing him coming near his end. His fingers twitch uncontrollably in my hair. His belly is rising faster. He’s about to tip over. So, I give him a push, playing my tongue a little more, taking him even deeper if that's possible.

And it works. Suddenly, his fingers twitch in my hair and the man empties into me. As expected, I greet his seed with enthusiasm, swallowing it before opening my mouth and sticking my tongue out to show him my exploits. The shortness of breath, the man congratulates me.

“My good little Submissive. I think you've earned the right to take your training to the next level.”


Chapter 3

I feel like I'm on cloud nine as I walk through the club on the arm of this desirable man. We draw attention to ourselves. I know that many submissives must be jealous of my position, certainly hoping to be in my place.

I never would have believed myself capable of taking action. Now I surrender completely. I sigh with relief when I see which bedroom he's dragging me into. Here, none are the same. Some are as comfortable as those of a hotel. Others look like cold warehouses, with scarier toys waiting on metal shelves.

His choice is for a much more comfortable room. A huge bed stands in the middle of the room. There is also a leather bench, infinitely adjustable to support all the positions in which a dominant would like to put his submissive.

I lick my lips, wondering if this is where I'm going to spend the rest of my evening. I wouldn't mind the idea. Far from it. I saw what the submissives attached to it looked like. They were totally deprived of their liberty. And yet, they were sexier than ever. And they loved it.

For the moment, this does not seem to be the plan. The man lets go of my arm, leaving me alone in the middle of the room as he walks over to the bed to sit down. Again, I remain motionless, despite my desire to join him. I understood the rules. I have to obey him, no matter what.

I don't have to turn my head to see to know that he hasn't closed the door, inviting the curious to come and look at us. I try to ignore it, focusing only on the man.

He remains excruciatingly silent, his eyes scanning my body from head to toe. I bite my lip, feeling suddenly embarrassed. Still, I must hold on. I know it, the next part is not likely to be more comfortable.

“Take off your clothes.”

I tense up. I should have known this was coming. This is the logical sequence of events. And yet, I can't help but be surprised. It would surely have been easier if he had done it himself.

The warmth of his body would have comforted me, making me forget the incongruous situation. But no. It’s not what I’m getting. So, I take a deep breath. My fingers go up to my collar. Slowly, I undo button after button of my sheer blouse, keeping my eyes fixed on the dominant.

He supports my gaze, not seeming the least bit interested in the chest that unfolds before his eyes. I swallow with difficulty, but continue my mission all the same. I let my thumbs slip under the elastic of my skirt, pushing it away from my body and down my legs.

Here I am in front of him, my panties as the last defense to protect my privacy. What a sight I must give him, standing in the middle of the room, my generous breasts pointing at him, my legs surely seeming longer thanks to my heels. A sexy vision, I hope.

“Go on.”

I close my eyes for a moment to control my emotions. I thought I would never feel more vulnerable than when we were there in the great room, touching each other in the dark of the bench. I was wrong.

Now in full light, I feel more exposed than ever. And yet, I must continue. So quickly, as if it would help get rid of my embarrassment, I undo my panties, dropping them to my feet.

For what seems like hours, the man says nothing. He just stares at me, his face perfectly stoic. It’s impossible for me to know what he thinks of me. I think that's the hardest thing to bear. That, or my motionless position.

If I listened to myself, I would take refuge against him. I would kneel at his feet again, if that's what he wanted. It seems to me that any position near him would be much better than this one, alone in the middle of the room.

Fortunately, my torment is over. Slowly, the man gets up and approaches me. It's as if he suddenly fills the whole room with his intoxicating presence.

Arrived near me, he places his hands on my body, making me shiver again. I close my eyes as he uncovers me, tracing my every curve. With one hand, he pinches my nipples, while with the other, he grabs my ass.

I bite my lip, feeling the excitement creep up on me. I gasp in surprise as his fingers move dangerously towards my most taboo entrance. I look up at him, not quite sure what he wants to do. A mocking smile forms on his lips. He leans towards me.

“Tell me Princess. Have you ever let a man use your ass?”

Nervous, I shake my head no. He corrects me immediately.

“Use words.”

“I… No. Never.”

“Would you like to give it a try?”

My cheeks burn with shame. It would be a lie to say that I never thought of it. And yet, I don't know if I can say it out loud. The man's gaze is burning on my skin. I know he’s waiting for an answer. I could very well say no, and leave it at that. But that's not what I want.

So, in a very small voice, I dare to answer him.

“I would love to, yes.”

“Good girl. Don't worry. I'm going to take such good care of you that, soon, you'll be begging me to fuck your ass.”

I bite my lip, my nipples hardening with excitement. I never begged anyone. And yet, I have no trouble believing him.

Slowly he presses his lips to mine, kissing me for long minutes, giving me all the courage I need. Then he walks away, heading for the cupboard containing all the accessories made available.

He looks at me over his shoulder, an amused smile on his lips.

“But first, I'm going to tie you up.”


Chapter 4

I exhale slowly, trying to calm the rhythm of my racing heart. The man approaches me, long ropes in his hands. It was everything I had hoped for.

For hours I watched the women in the club wear them proudly, enduring every punishment, every humiliation, bound in those intricately knotted bonds. I imagined myself in their place, never thinking that I would be able to do it one day. And now this so seductive dominant is going to make me experience it.

Without a word, Matthew gets to work, glancing at me from time to time to analyze the slightest of my reactions. He’s still a complete stranger, and yet, I feel perfectly confident with him.

I don't know how this is possible, but the simple presence of this man soothes me, and with him, I feel ready to face anything.

I shiver as, with a first rope, he attacks my upper body. He begins by crossing my arms behind my back. It's not as uncomfortable as I had imagined. The burn of the rope against my skin is light, almost pleasant. The material is much less rough than I had imagined.

Despite the nervousness that still grips my stomach, I slowly relax, carefully observing hid movements in the mirror adorning one of the walls of the room. Thus positioned, I miss nothing of the expertise of his gestures.

I find that incredibly sexy. And I even appreciate the reflection I send back in the mirror. It may be pretentious, but I look hot with those strings on me. As if my body had been made to receive them.

I bite my lip as the man takes a step back, letting me admire his handiwork. My breasts look even bigger now that they're surrounded by those ropes. I can't help but smile at that sight in the mirror. But soon, the difficulty increases.

The man attacks my legs. In no time, I find myself kneeling on the floor, my thighs connected to my calves by expertly tied ropes. With the tip of his foot, he pushes my knees so that I spread them wider.

He did not tie my legs together. The reason is quite obvious. He gives himself privileged access to my pussy, wet again. I swallow with difficulty. The more the minutes pass, the more the discomfort goes up.

On the one hand, because of this position. Having your arms crossed behind your back is not the most natural thing in the world. But above all, I’m starting to feel more and more the effects of being deprived of my movements.

There is nothing I can do. I can’t get up. I also can't use my arms to defend myself. I'm totally vulnerable, at the mercy of this man I didn't know one hour ago. I know it, I only have to say my safe word to get out of this situation. But still, I can't help but be nervous.

The dominant seems to see it. He walks over to me and runs his hand through my hair. I close my eyes, reveling in the comforting touch. He doesn't need to talk. His mere presence near me is enough. Gradually, I relax. I think about what’s coming next.

What is he going to do with me, now that I’m under his complete control? Is he going to make me cum again? Is he going to take me, pushing his cock inside me in incessant movements, taking advantage of the fact that I can't move?

I lick my lips, already imagining him dragging me back and forth along his length. Using me as a doll, a toy only there to give him pleasure, and nothing else.

I look down to observe my body. My nipples are tense, as if begging to be touched. I want this man. I want to belong to him, all night if that's what he wants. Be his.

I look up again as the man moves, moving in front of me. In this position, it’s difficult for me to look at anything other than his crotch. He got dressed, depriving me of the sight of his member.

I can't help biting my lip, remembering how wide it was in my mouth. Yes. I can't wait to find myself again face to face with his cock.

But that's not his plan. His hand slips under my chin, forcing me to look him in the eye. I'm shivering. I suddenly feel incredibly small, thus positioned at his feet while he is standing.

“Look at you. So pretty on your knees. I could leave you in this position for hours, just to watch you. My submissive little doll.”

I lick my lips, a little nervous that he'll follow through on this idea. He proved it in the other room. He wouldn't be afraid to do it.

“But I have much better for you. A good spanking. You haven't done anything wrong... Yet. So, I want to show you what you are exposing yourself to, if you decide to disobey me.”

I shiver again. His face is suddenly stern. He’s completely serious. I know I should be scared by his words. But on the contrary, I’m turned on. I want him to punish me. I want to feel this intense pain on my ass and find out what I'm capable of.

I hope I won't regret those thoughts in a few moments. But it's too late now. Because without warning, the man grabs me by the waist, carrying me without the slightest difficulty. Then, bluntly, he throws me on the bed.

I tilt my head forward, deprived of my arms to cushion my fall. My ass is in the air, pointing directly at him. The man is now gripping my hips, pulling me closer to the edge of the bed, and his dangerous hand.

I focus on my breathing, trying to silence the worried voices in my mind. Everything will be alright. That's what I want. I must not be afraid.

Yet, my whole body shudders when the man puts his hand on my ass. He's having fun, it seems. He just caresses my skin. Every once in a while, he grabs a globe, pressing just enough to make me squeal.

I can't help but fidget at the intrusive touch. His hands then close firmly on my hips to keep them still.

I swallow with difficulty. Thus positioned, my balance is unstable. I can't hold on to anything, or really control where my knees go without risking tipping over.

He made it clear to me. If I can't stay in the position he wants me in, his patience will only be limited. Yes. Satisfying my one-night dominant is going to be a trial. I’m determined to take it up.

A cry of surprise escapes my throat when the first slap lands on my ass. I don't know why, I had expected the man to warn me before acting. Yet it is clear.

I have no rights, no power here. As long as I don't say my safe word, everything is allowed. I am his toy, his little thing. He owes me absolutely nothing.

At least that first hit was more than bearable. I'm almost disappointed, even. I had expected more sensations than that. But of course, the man does not intend to stop there. A few moments later, a new slap falls, much stronger this time.

It’s immediately followed by two others, equal in power. I wonder what the man has in mind. I've seen dominants hit their subs countless times, never seeming to get tired.

Is he going to do with me? Would I be able to bear even half of that? Even though I hope so, I can't help but feel nervous. A muffled scream escapes my throat as the man lands close blows again.

I think my skin is already flushed, unused to being treated like this. I close my eyes, trying to keep my emotions in check. Without a word, the man continues his punishment.

I think it would have been easier if he had given me a number from the start. I could have held on by counting in my head, knowing how much time I have left in my ordeal.

But the man leaves me in complete ignorance. Even his rhythm seems to be made to disturb me. At times, he goes slowly. On the other hand, he chained close shots. Sometimes it's soft. Sometimes he seems to put all his strength in his hand.

I'm out of breath. I feel like this will never end. My legs are shaking. I don't know how I'm going to continue. But I must hold on. Because despite the pain and discomfort… I love everything he is doing to me.

I don't have to slip my hand between my legs to know I'm completely drenched. If I hadn't seen all these women before me being treated the same way and enjoying it, I would have thought something was seriously wrong with me.

But now I know those darkest desires aren't so shameful, as long as you find someone to understand them.

I moan in pleasure as the man begins to gently caress my ass. The warmth of his hand against my irritated skin makes me feel good.

“You take your punishment like a good little submissive. I’m impressed.”

A warmth of pride invades my body. I probably shouldn't show so much pride in enduring such a depraved ordeal. But that's what I feel. These few words are enough to calm me down, and help me hold on.

Because the man starts hitting me again, with as much force as before. My legs are shaking, threatening to collapse at any moment. The pain is more intense than ever.

The man finally seems to get tired, caressing my butt again. Then he lets his fingers slide between my legs. He begins to caress my soaked slit, laughing softly.

“You really liked that, didn't you, my little slut?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

My cheeks are red with shame for daring to confess such a thing. But the feeling quickly evaporates when he slides two fingers inside me, pushing them all the way in without difficulty. I can’t restrain a few sighs of pleasure as he begins to perform lazy back and forth in my pussy.

I’m more sensitive than ever. It seems impossible, and yet, I believe that I would be able to come again in a few seconds, if he bothered to touch my clit.

But he decides otherwise. I let out a disappointed squeal when he removes his fingers, leaving me agonizingly empty, and wanting more. Suddenly, my whole body tenses. The man just slid his fingers higher up my body, not forgetting my earlier confession.

I swallow with difficulty. So, he’s really gonna do it. My breathing quickens as he begins to trace the contours of my crenelated entry.

“Breathe. You’re gonna love it. I promise.”

I nod against the sheet. I really hope that will be the case. I would hate to have to stop it because I can't stand it. I really want to like this.

I groan in discomfort as the dominant pushes his index a little harder, driving a first knuckle drenched in my arousal inside me. I cannot describe what I feel. The feeling is so new, so strange.

It doesn't hurt. Far from it. I lick my lip as he presses down a bit more, continuing his dive into this still unexplored part of my body.

His other hand is resting on my hip, holding it as if to help keep me from sinking. I believe this is what I need. My legs are still shaking from the punishment he gave me.

I moan a little louder when his finger found itself fully embedded in me. He remains motionless to begin with, giving me time to get used to this unconventional presence.

I feel a slight tugging. I'm incredibly tight around his finger. And he wants to put his cock in me? I don't know how this will be possible. I already feel like I'm completely full.

He proves to me a few moments later that this is not the case. A second finger invites itself inside me. My breathing is choppy. It’s more difficult to enter. But that doesn't stop the man.

Without hesitation, he continues his dive, forcing me to open up for him. I moan against the sheet, trying to adjust myself to this uncomfortable position.

“You can do it Princess. I know you can. Relax.”

The man continues to murmur his encouragements. I don't know why, but his words help me. I feel calmer. I think that above all, I want to prove to him that he was right to choose me. That I may be a novice, but that I'm ready to take anything, if he shows me the way.

Gradually, he achieves his ends, plunging ever further into me. I feel torn apart like never before. And yet, I get used to this presence. Worse. I find myself liking it. I even moan as he starts scissoring me, pulling me further apart.

The feeling is delicious. Behind me, the man lets out a satisfied sound. His free hand gently caresses my ass, as if congratulating me for taking him so well. I'm almost disappointed when he withdraws his fingers.

I got used to it, and I think I would have been ready for a little more. Too bad. It's up to my master to decide.

I shiver as he pulls away from me. I can't help but worry. I don't like being alone, vulnerable.

I turn my head, hoping to be able to follow his movements in the large mirror. He's looking for something in the toy cabinet, but I can't see what. Too bad. I have to be patient. So, in the meantime, I let my gaze rest on my body.

I bite my lip seeing myself exposed. In this position, with my ass in the air, I’m completely open. Anyone could come behind me and grab my body. I couldn't stop them. I would just have to let them fuck me and moan.

I lick my lips and smile. When did I become such slut? I blame this new job. In reality, I must have had these tendencies in me for much longer. There's no point in kidding myself. I was made for this.

The dominant comes back to me. Without a word, he puts one of his hands on my buttocks, spreading them apart to give himself better access to my most taboo entrance. I shiver as he pours an icy liquid into it. Lubricant.

I can't help but tense up. He's not really going to take me there, like that, now? I expected a little more play between us before that. Let him visit my other entrance first. Even though I liked his fingers, I don't know if I could take his massive cock.

“Relax. I’m going to take it slow.”

I relax a little when I feel an object stick to my little hole. A plug, I believe. He begins to insert it into me, slowly. The toy is wider than his fingers. But by relaxing, I manage to welcome him in turn. I focus on my breathing, gradually making me his presence.

A scream escapes my throat as, without warning, the man turns me around. I find myself on my back, my arms wedged between my body and the mattress. I don't have time to worry about the discomfort of my position. The man does not give me the opportunity.

With his hands, he spreads my legs, opening me completely for him. He licks his lips, his eyes immediately drawn to my pussy. I blush violently. Oh sure, he's been seeing me naked for a while now. He even made me cum with his fingers.

And yet, I can't help but be embarrassed to see him staring at my pussy so intently. I feel embarrassed, but also incredibly sexy.

This man could have spent the evening with any of the submissives in the club. And he chose me. It’s on my body that he lets his gaze satisfy. And if I believe the bulge in his pants, he likes what he sees.

I gradually forget my embarrassment, pride resurfacing. He leans over me, his hand resting on my breast, kneading it firmly. Then he enjoys capturing my nipple, making me moan uncontrollably.

He smiles at my reaction, before climbing onto the bed as well. I frown. He’s still dressed, sexier than ever in his suit. He winks at me, surely realizing my confusion.

My mouth opens in surprise. Without wasting a moment, the man slips between my thighs. His warm breath caresses my most intimate parts. He doesn't touch me, and yet I'm already moaning.

Without the slightest restraint, I raise my hips, taking the risk of tipping over because of my bonds. A mocking laugh escapes his throat. Firmly, he presses my lower stomach, pressing me against the mattress.

He straightens up to look at me better. I bite my lip. I was impatient, and now he's going to make me pay for it. I see it in his eyes. He revels in my mistake.

Installed on his knees, he overlooks me. With his fingertips, he begins to caress the inside of my thigh, having fun making me shiver. My mouth opens. I can't help moaning pathetically. He was about to lick me, I know that.

“Do you want something, Submissive? I can’t read your mind. Use your words.”

I swallow with difficulty. He plays with me. Of course, he can’t read my mind, but you don't have to be Einstein to understand what I want. It's all part of his little power games. It's his way of showing his dominance over me. I have no choice but to bend to his will.

“I’d like… I’d like to feel your tongue on my pussy.”

“Beg me.”

I tremble, trying to register his request. His finger approaching ever closer to my clit does absolutely nothing to help me concentrate. But I must do it. This is the only condition of my orgasm. So, I close my eyes, forgetting my shame.

“Please, Master. Eat me. Please. I need it.”

A small laugh escapes his throat. I expect him to refuse, to make me beg him even more. But he doesn't. He resumes his position between my thighs, and immediately lets his tongue run over my slit.

I let out a long moan as he reaches my clit, teasing it with the tip of his tongue before capturing it between his lips. Under me, my fingers manage to grab onto the sheet beneath me.

The man doesn’t hold back. He devours me. He has the same enthusiasm as a thirsty person falling on a stream. His tongue seems everywhere at once, licking, sucking, making me tremble with desire.

Heat returns to the pit of my stomach as two of his fingers plunge into me. He moves them bluntly, taking possession of my soaked pussy as he did earlier.

I moan loudly, and soon, people come to the door, observing without the slightest shame our licentious exchange. I close my eyes to ignore them. Only my dominant and his expert tongue matter.

Finally, I recognize the sparks that wriggle within me. Shortness of breath, I warn him.

“Master, I’m gonna! I’m gonna!”

“Come for me.”

His growl against my clit is what makes me lose my footing. My whole body arches despite the ropes that hinder it. My members tense, and here I am, experiencing my second orgasm of the evening.

The man straightens up immediately. My eyes still clouded with pleasure, I watch him undress without wasting a single moment. The dominant loses his patience, it seems. I barely have time to admire this perfectly drawn body that he comes over me.

His large member is so tense that it seems painful. He pats it against my clit, making me moan from the overstimulation. However, I have no desire to stop him. I want him to come inside me now.

This time, I don't need to beg him. The man is already pushing his tip against my soaked pussy. I grit my teeth as he pushes it inside me. I've never had anything so big in me. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this.

I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing as he thrusts into me, his cock pressing against the plug stuck in my other entrance. Finally, he manages to enter completely.

I open my eyes, panting. Gently, the man pushes back one of the strands of hair that stuck to my forehead. I smile at him, enjoying the sudden burst of tenderness.

Feeling me relax around his width, he begins to make long back-and-forth motions, pulling out of me entirely before plunging back into it. Gradually, he picks up his pace. My sighs of discomfort turn into moans of pleasure.

His hands rest on my thighs, spreading them apart. I no longer worry about the ropes getting under my skin and robbing me of my movements. I only want one thing, that he continues to pound me like this.

An even stronger desire seizes me. The one he empties into me. That he releases all his seed deep in my body, marking me in the most intimate way.

I jump in pleasure and surprise as he suddenly pulls back and walks away without a look, without a word.

I'm shivering. It seems to me that I could have come again. And now I find myself alone, abandoned on this big bed, my wetness flowing on the sheet under me so excited I am.

I frown as he comes back to me, a dildo in his hand. It's not as big as him, or even as long. I look at him, confused. The man just smiles mischievously. Then he turns me around.

I feel my arms being released from their rope. I shake them lightly, happy to find a little feeling. The man grabs my wrists and puts them on either side of my head. I understand the message. I have to stay in this position.

He then grips my hips, making sure to align them with him. I gasp in surprise when he removes the plug from my ass.

“I'm sure you'll end up begging me to fuck your little ass with my big cock. But today, we're going to take it easy.”

I nod my head, shaking. Part of me is relieved. I don't know if I would have taken him inside me. Especially when I feel the new toy pushing against my tight entrance.

Despite the large dose of lubricant that the dominant has put on it, the dildo still meets resistance when he pushes it into me. My fingers grip the sheet. I'm grateful he untied that part of me. This intrusion is much easier to bear that way.

Slowly, the man moves back and forth with the toy inside me, always opening me up a little more as he passes. Then he leaves it deep inside of me. I stay still, knowing full well what to expect.

A few moments later, the man is sinking into my wet pussy again. He feels even thicker than before, now that there's this toy taking up all the space in my other hole. However, this does not stop the man in his progress.

He pushes his way through, always opening me up. I bite the sheet under me. This intrusion is not easy, and yet, I don't want him to stop. No question of saying my safe word. I want to see how far I can go.

Slowly, the man resumes his hip movements. I bite my lip. The sensations are intense, new. If someone asked me my name, I don't think I would be able to answer. I'm too overwhelmed by what is happening to me.

And when the man grabs the dildo inside me, making it move as he pounds me, I lose my mind. I can't even hear the things coming out of my mouth anymore.

I beg him, I believe. Not for him to stop. No. For him to continue again and again. The pleasure I feel is far too strong to stop.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum on my cock.”

Without even thinking, I slip my hand between my thighs. My fingers rest on my clit. No matter what stimulation he's already received, he's tense to the limit, begging for another orgasm.

I get down to it without delay, trying to reproduce the gestures that the man had just now. I scream louder and louder, and the man behind me growls too. His thrusts are more jerky, less precise.

Suddenly, he stops, releasing all his seed deep inside me. This last depraved act is enough to throw me completely off my feet. Frantically, I press down on my clit, sinking into the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced. My whole body is shaking as I’m shot through with dozens of electric shocks.

When it finally calms down, I barely feel the man tighten his arms around me to hold me back. My members finally gave out. Mind totally clouded by this intense orgasm, I hear myself whisper.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 5

I wince in front of my mirror, as I raise my arms to redo my ponytail. Every muscle in my body hurts. I even believe that I discovered new ones. Who would have thought that being attached, immobile, could in fact be so much sport? Not me, that's for sure.

However, I have absolutely no regrets about what happened last night. I had often fantasized about that first time. But none of my dreams were even close to reality. What Matthew did to me yesterday was beyond comprehension.

I never could have believed that such pleasure was possible, even after seeing dozens of submissives come to this club and cum endlessly. I had no idea it would be this intense.

Fortunately, I’m off today. But while I'm glad I don't have to stand for hours, I can't help but be disappointed too. It was only once, and yet, I’m already completely addicted. Between my legs, I feel wet every time I even think about what I went through yesterday. Yes, I'm ready to start again.

Matthew was most considerate once he was done with me. Gently he untied me, stroking my body to soothe the fire consuming it. At no time did he rush me, holding me in his arms and whispering compliments to me as I slowly came back to earth.

Then, he took me to the bathroom adjoining this pleasure room. With unparalleled care, he washed my body, focusing on the parts he particularly abused. And then he walked me back to the bar where I resumed my service as if nothing had happened.

He stayed there. Some people came up to us, smiling at me and congratulating me on my performance, complimenting the dominant on his technique. Each time, my cheeks turned red with shame… And with pleasure.

I did not expect such reactions. They only encourage me in my opinion to start again.

The dominant stayed at the bar for the rest of the evening. He could have gone home, or found another submissive. But no. He stayed by my side, ensuring my well-being. When my shift ended, he walked me back to my car, making sure I was fit to drive.

Before leaving me, he handed me his card with his personal number, sternly ordering me to call him if there was anything I need. He even made me promise.

Then he asked me when my next service was. He didn't say anything when I answered him, just nodded. I don't know if he'll be here tomorrow night, or even if he'll want to play with me again.

Only one thing is certain… I have never been so eager to get back to work in my life.

- To be continued -


2. HUMILIATING THE CLUB SUBMISSIVE


Chapter 1

“Hello, Submissive.”

A cold shiver runs through me. I don't have to turn around to see who just spoke in that deep voice. Immediately, I feel my nipples poking against my blouse. It's ridiculous to react like that to a simple word. But it's not like I can control it.

It's like my body is responding to its master, even before my mind permits it. Who would believe from my reaction that I've only seen this man once before?

I bite the inside of my cheek, immediately transported into my memories. It happened two days ago, but it could have been two minutes ago. For months, I have been working in this BDSM club without ever taking part in the lustful games that take place there.

And yet, it only took me a few words from this man to totally switch. It's as if he had me spellbound, his words awakening in me desires that I didn’t know I had. With patience, he proved to me that I am a submissive.

I lick my lips, remembering the feel of his hand hitting my ass hard. His fingers going back and forth in me, making me cum harder than ever. Before that night, I had never experienced ecstasy with a man. With him, I reached it three times.

I can't help but blush remembering that one of those orgasms happened as he thrusted my pussy hard, while pounding my most taboo entrance with a dildo.

Before him, I’d never even considered anal as a possibility. But now I want to do it again. And even go further. I think I could beg him to put his huge cock in my tight little hole.

I don't know when I became such a slut. All I know is that I still have a lot to learn. And if this man wants to keep training me, I won’t stop him.

Putting on my sexiest look, I turn around to face the man. I gasp when my eyes fall on him again. He's even more attractive than I remember. Today again, he wears a dark suit that emphasizes his broad shoulders.

I know that under this shirt hides muscles carefully maintained in a gym. I dream of laying my hands on his salt-and-pepper hair-strewn chest again. The man is older than me, but I don't care. This gives him a most welcome experience. I feel much more comfortable in his hands, knowing that he has perfect control of his gestures.

Like when he tied me up with his ropes, submitting me completely. I hope we can start again tonight. But as my eyes continue to roam his body, sliding over his long hands that have brought me so much pleasure, I find myself disappointed.

Because on his wrist, I notice that his bracelet has changed color. It still indicates that he’s a dominant. But this time, it says that the man is already taken.

So, he came with someone tonight? I should have known. Just because we did a session together doesn't mean we have any kind of relationship. He played with me two days ago, he can play with someone else tonight. He probably doesn't want to waste his time with a beginner anyway.

Trying to hide my disappointment, I greet the man, forcing myself to smile.

“Hello Matthew. What can I serve you tonight?”

“Just a coke for me please.”

I grab a glass to serve him. As I put it in front of him, I can't help but ask him.

“And for your submissive, what will it be?”

“My submissive?”

The man raises an eyebrow, both amused and intrigued by my question. I bite my lip, suddenly feeling stupid. Why am I asking him that? I'm sure he could hear the jealousy in my voice. But it's too late now. I spoke, so might as well go through with it.

I nod my head at his bracelet. He follows my eyes before looking at me again, amused.

“Do you see a woman near me?”

Timidly, I shake my head no. The man smiles, before pulling another bracelet out of his pocket and waving it in front of me.

“I think I see her right in front of me. What do you say Chloe? Do you want to be my submissive again tonight?”

Immediately, my face lights up. I can't help but smile stupidly. He wants to play with me again. This news fills me with joy. But just as I'm about to reach out my wrist for him to install this unavailable submissive bracelet on, I stop, glancing around the room.

As employees, we’re allowed to play with customers, as long as we are willing and unpaid for it. The only condition is that there’s always someone to hold the bar.

No matter how much I look around me, none of my colleagues seem available to replace me. I bite my lip in frustration. The man just greeted me. Two short sentences. But I'm already completely soaked.

I want to play with him again. Become his little thing. But I must face it. It's not for now. I look at him, almost desperate.

“I can't. There aren't enough of us tonight.”

“It’s ok. Give me your wrist anyway. I want them all to know who owns you.”

My mouth opens with excitement. Never has a man spoken to me like this, nor shown so much desire to possess me. I should probably be scared of such a thing. But with him, it excites me more than anything.

Without hesitation, I give him my wrist. A shiver runs through me as his long fingers close firmly over my skin, igniting it with his warmth. At this contact, I remember what it feels like to be a prisoner of his so powerful body. To feel his cock come and go inside me, turning me into a desperate little thing.

The man smiles, holding my hand in his for a few moments, having fun making me languish. Soon, however, I must regain my senses. A customer calls me. I must resume my work.

For what seems like an eternity, I find myself serving one customer after another. It's as if they all gave each other the word to come now and prevent me from playing with my dominant.

The man doesn't move, sipping his drink while keeping his eyes fixed intently on me. When finally, all my customers are served, I approach my master, a shy smile on my lips.

“Sorry. There are a lot of people tonight.”

“Don’t worry. I'm sure we'll find a way to have fun anyway.”

I lick my lip and step closer to him. There are still a lot of customers around the bar. Instead of going back into the room with their drinks as they usually do, tonight, they all prefer to stay around. They’re going to kill me.

I focus back on my dominant, trying to ignore the curious looks on us. According to one of my colleagues, many of these dominants wanted to take my first time as a submissive. Now they know I’m willing to do it, they’re even more interested.

Too bad for them. Even if I’m a newbie, I’m convinced that no one else but Matthew can make me discover properly this new universe. With him, I think I would be ready to do anything.

And he knows it. Otherwise, why would he ask me that?

“Give me your panties.”


Chapter 2

I freeze in place, my mouth hanging open. He really wants me to do this? It's so decadent. And yet, part of me is excited at the idea. I can already see myself coming back from the bathroom and quietly slipping my soaked panties into his hand.

I frown. I can't go to the bathroom. There are really too few of us tonight. I can't afford to leave the bar unattended, especially for such a perverted thing.

I'm shivering. His eyes move down my body, staring intently at my core before moving back up to my eyes. He doesn't want me to do that here, in front of everyone? There are all these men leaning on the counter, looking at me with almost as much intensity as Matthew.

In front of my inaction, he clicks his tongue, his voice becoming severe.

“Well, Submissive. Did you forget your training? When your dominant orders something, you must obey him.”

My heartbeat quickens. The situation has been made even more difficult for me now that the people around us are listening to us attentively. They know that it can quickly become interesting for them too.

My cheeks burn so much they are red with shame. I can feel a bead of cold sweat running down my back. I could stop it all there. Pronounce my safe word and give up this little game he offers me. And yet, I can't.

The urge is too strong. Never mind the shame. I want to surrender myself fully to this feeling. And too bad if I pass for a slut with the members of the club. They're not exactly innocent either.

As best I can, I try to ignore the way others look at me. I don't take my eyes off my dominant as my hands lift my tight skirt to better reach my lacy panties.

A few hisses escape here and there. I ignore them, pulling down my panties and hiding my pussy with my skirt. Hopefully, the dark club light was enough to hide some of my modesty.

Trembling, I give my panties to my dominant. A huge smile stretches his lips. At least he seems proud of me. It's already something.

My whole body tenses. I had expected him to slip the piece of lace into his pocket, keeping it as a perverse memory of our evening. But no. Instead, the man lays my panties on the counter, exposing them for all to see. And if I thought my shame couldn't go any further, he proves me wrong.

“Already wet, huh? What a little slut you are. I will be back. I have to go wash my hands.”

I would like to disappear underground. The man raises his fingers, showing everyone my excitement. Worse, he walks away now, leaving my panties prominently on the bar. I must get back to work, and serve these men who have seen all of my perversion.

Each in turn, they call me, ordering me the most complicated drinks just for the pleasure of keeping me close to them a little longer. They know very well the effect their looks have on me. But as I think of my humiliation at its peak, a voice shouts from the crowd.

“Who is the naughty submissive who forgot her panties? She should get punished.”

Anyone could have found that piece of fabric. But it had to be him. I don't know his name, but the man has always impressed me. He's more of a loudmouth type. And from what I've seen, he's not one to hold back when punishing a submissive.

He is also the type to like to humiliate his partners. I saw him dragging a woman on a leash for an entire evening, without giving her the slightest attention.

I swallow hard feeling his gaze on me. I don't think I can escape it. Silently, I pray that my dominant comes back now. Even though I don't know him very well yet, his presence is always comforting to me. A knight in shining armor against this ogre ready to eat me alive.

I bite my lip. Too late. He calls me out.

“So, Chloe, what's with the panties you leave lying around on your bar? You shouldn't let submissives do that, you know it, right?”

I start to stutter, trying to find a lie. But nothing comes.

“I... It's... It's mine.”

The man laughs loudly, making me shiver. I have never felt so embarrassed in my life.

“Well, what's going on with you? Were you too hot?”

“It's... My dominant asked me.”

“Your dominant?! Oh, you do have a bracelet on your wrist. I always knew you’d make a great submissive. I’d rather you were mine. I'm sure my collar would go great around your neck.”

“You had to be faster, Mike. Or just be a little more delicate.”

I can't help but breathe a long sigh of relief when I hear my dominant's voice. He smiles at me, before grabbing the panties and stuffing them in his jacket pocket. I bite my lip, imagining him going to work tomorrow, my piece of fabric still in his pocket. A depraved memory of our night together.

My relief is only short-lived. From his opposite pocket, the man takes out objects. I swallow with difficulty. I've been here long enough to recognize them. A vibrating egg, and a tube of lube. I look up in horror at him.

I know what I was exposing myself to by agreeing to play with him. But I couldn't have believed it would go this far. I hadn't realized how much he loves playing in public and exposing his submissive. I should have known though.

Two days ago, he made me suck his cock on a bench in the middle of the club. And even when he took me to a room to continue tending to me, he left the door open, inviting anyone passing by to stop and watch us do it.

My heart is beating at full speed. The men around us miss nothing of our interaction. I even have the impression that they got closer. It's as if the walls of the club are closing in around me. The prey stuck in the trap.

I take a deep breath, gazing into my dominant's. I must remain calm. Panicking won't do me any good. I have managed to overcome everything so far. Why not that?

My mouth opens. I realize that I want to. Even if it is incredibly degrading. Although I won't be able to look the people around us in the eye after that. Maybe I should even change jobs, I would be so ashamed to come back here.

Still, the prospect of changing jobs scares me less than saying no to my dominant. More than anything, I want to satisfy him. Especially when I know that in return, he will make me experience the most intense pleasures.

“Just because you can't leave the bar doesn't mean you can't have a little fun, right?”

I swallow hard, but still nod slowly. A few enthusiastic whistles greeted my response. They act like they're my dominant, as smug as if I was responding to them with such docility.

This excites me terribly. There are a whole lot of things they could be doing right now. Watch other scenes. Playing with their own submissives. But they don't. They are interested in me. I have never felt so sexy in my life.

Without hurry, my dominant covers the small object with a large dose of lubricant. Then he hands it to me. My mouth opens in surprise. I don't know why, I expected him to put it on me. But customers are not allowed to come behind the bar, and he seems determined not to break this rule.

I hesitate for a moment, before finally giving up. Ignoring the hissing and gritty comments around me, I grab the egg. I hold it in my hand for a long time, unable to make up my mind to install it. My dominant clicks his tongue.

“Well? You know what to do with it, right? Put it in your little pussy. Don't worry about your ass, I'll take care of that later.”

I swallow with difficulty. I remember perfectly his large cock. Last time he didn't ram it into my most taboo entrance, just using a dildo. It was the first time I got anything in that part of me. I didn't even think I would do this one day. And even less that I would love it. However, I'm still not sure I'll be able to take his large cock in this tight and fragile place.

The tension escalated around us. Seems like the mention of anal sex is enough to drive all these men wild with desire. I don't think I will escape it. Tonight, I'm going to take his cock. Too bad if it scares me. Curiosity is stronger.

That’s why I need to prepare myself for that. The more I obey him and behave myself, the more patient he will be with me. Besides, if I can come once or twice before that happens, that will help me a lot too.

So, forgetting all reason, I lower my hand to guide the object between my thighs. I lower my gaze, not daring to look at anyone as I bend down to facilitate the intrusion of this object into my soaked pussy.

When I straighten up, I realize that all eyes are on me. They're all there, hungry, waiting for my every reaction. With a wave of the hand, my dominant makes me approach him. I obey him immediately, almost leaning over the bar to be closer to him.

His hand slips into my neck. I close my eyes, finding this contact incredibly sexy. His long fingers provide just the right amount of pressure to make me shudder. With this gesture, he proves his dominance over me. His power.

It wouldn't take much for him to break me in two. And yet, he also knows how to be incredibly gentle. He leans back, pressing his lips to mine. I moan softly into the kiss. This outburst of tenderness is most welcome.

Even though I indulge in this passionate kiss, I can't help but remain on my guard. Any moment now, the egg is going to start. Will I be able to bear it? I’ll have to. I can’t stop my work. I can’t disappoint my dominant either.

The latter ends up releasing my neck. I almost squeal in disappointment. I could have played with his tongue like that for hours if he had let me. But as always, the pace is up to him.

“Good girl. Go back to work now.”

I nod, heading towards a couple who have just arrived to ask me for a drink. Surprisingly, that kiss gave me courage. It may be misplaced pride, but I feel excruciatingly proud. Proud to have obeyed my dominant. Proud to show everyone who I belong to.

I'm sure there are a lot of jealous people in the audience. Tonight again, Matthew only has eyes for me. And he's not ashamed to show it to everyone.

As if nothing had happened, I resume my service. Yet I feel the imposing object within me. I can't help twitching around him, as if to make sure he's in place. After all, it is a gift from my master. I would hate to lose him.

It's nowhere near as wide as its cock, yet its presence is just as intense. I end up getting caught up in the game, navigating between men looking at me with envy and amusement. I suddenly feel excruciatingly sexy. But my beautiful confidence evaporates quickly.

I had forgotten the primary use of this toy. My dominant is quick to remind me. A gasp of surprise escapes me as he turns the toy on, sneakily vibrating it inside of me.

My reaction excites my viewers, who chuckle softly as my chest heaves in excitement. I lick my lips, surrendering to the sensations before getting back to work.

In this moment, there is nothing I would like more than to stop and make the most of the pleasure it offers me. I know I can't. So, my gait a little less sure, I go back to work.

Many of them are ordering me drinks tonight. And not simple things. No. Only complicated cocktails, for which I have to think, measure, and weigh to the nearest gram the ingredients used in these preparations.

I don't know what I did to deserve this. One thing is certain. This egg inside me is both the worst and the best thing that has ever happened to me. The vibrations increase, my breathing quickens. The man knows exactly what he is doing.

Little by little, he increases the pressure. The vibrations increase, before descending slyly. Soon, I feel as much frustration as pleasure. I would like him to stop playing to give me what I want the most.

I freeze at that thought. If he really gives me what I want, that would mean coming right there in front of all those people. Sure, they've already seen a lot more of me than I would have liked. But does that mean I'm willing to let them see me orgasm?

The question is no longer asked. I turn to my dominant, a disappointed pout on my lips. He just cut the toy. He smiles mischievously at me, before waving his hand. His way of reminding me that I have customers to serve.

Swallowing my frustration, I pick up my cocktail. I think I still preferred when he gave me too low vibrations. At least it made me feel something. Now it's as if he's completely taken the object away from me.

My pussy contracts on the egg, as if to try to make it start again. I know it's useless, but I'm desperate. My boobs aren't helping me either. My nipples are stretched to the extreme against my light blouse. It's almost painful.

I’m so desperate that I think I would beg anyone for a little relief. They're all there, staring at my chest, which reveals itself shamelessly through the fabric.

They would just have to reach out and grab one of my breasts, and bring me some relief. But I know it. None of them will. Not without my dominant giving them permission. And I would be surprised if he did. No. I'm alone with my traitorous body. All I can do is wait as best I can.

A cry of mixed pleasure and surprise takes me when suddenly the toy turns on again. And the least I can say is that he doesn’t spare me. Immediately, he put his toy on one of the highest intensities.

I have to make every effort in the world not to moan out loud. A much more complicated exercise than it seems. My pussy throbs around the toy, as if to try to increase the pleasure felt a little more.

Soon, I feel a very recognizable warmth in the pit of my stomach. The one he was the only man to give me. I take a deep breath, focusing on my breathing. I must stand firm. I can't let myself go to this point in front of everyone. I must hold myself back, even though my body is begging me to let go.

With slow gestures, I continue my work at all costs. My dominant is not helping me. Quite the contrary. He plays with his remote control, taking me from one extreme to another. One moment, the vibrations are weak, and I barely feel them. The next second, they are at their maximum, making me twist with pleasure under the perverse gaze of my spectators.

Suddenly, a more intense vibration makes me completely lose my footing. Without me being able to hold it back, an orgasm devastates my body. The wave of heat that passes through me is so intense that I find myself bent over, leaning over my bar. My fingers close on the counter. I can no longer hold back my moans as my dominant makes me feel so good.

As I slowly come back to myself, I begin to realize what just happened. I hear the comments of the people around me, all more gritty than the other. One thing is certain, they enjoyed the show I gave them.

My cheeks are red with shame, I dare not sit up to face their gaze on me. I can't believe I did this, and at my workplace too. I should probably resign immediately. Run away. How could I again face all these people who saw me come without the slightest shame?

My breathing remains rapid, although my orgasm has passed. I can't control the emotions racing through my mind.

“Submissive. Look at me.”

I straighten up immediately when I hear my master's voice. Once again, man proves to be indispensable. My lighthouse in the night. My eyes bore into his, and I calm down when I see the slight smile on his lips.

I smile back at him, starting to feel a little proud. I held on. I accepted my master's game and was rewarded. Too bad there were a little too many spectators for my taste. They are not the ones who count. Only my master.

But as I move to join him in hopes of receiving a comforting kiss, I freeze upon hearing someone's comment.

“She came without your permission, Matthew. You're not going to accept such behavior, right?”

I swallow hard while staring at my master. It's true that I didn't ask, and he didn't allow me anything either. The man continues to smile serenely, and for the moment, I think I'm out of the woods. This moment is only short-lived. My dominant clicks his tongue and nods.

“That’s right. I didn't know my submissive was such a bad girl.”

My breathing quickens, harder than ever. I know how his punishments are. The man doesn’t hold back, he puts all his strength into his blows. And even if I loved it two days ago, will I today?

In this moment, I’m grateful to have this bar to protect me. I can't move from my post. But luck is not on my side tonight. Because it doesn't take more than a few seconds for one of my colleagues to arrive. With a big smile on her lips, she tells me.

“The boss told me to replace you. Go have fun.”

To calm my anxiety, I focus on my dominant again. Only he matters. I calm down little by little seeing his gaze. I know it. I have a choice. It doesn't matter what people want to see me do. I have the final word.

And the more I look at my dominant, the more I know what I want. Him. He proved to me that I could trust him. And that, whatever happens, the pleasure is always there. So, putting all my fears aside, I walk around the counter to join him.

For a few minutes, it's just him and me. He holds me close, kisses me, and whispers encouragement as his hand wanders over my ass. It’s only once he feels perfectly relaxed that he decides to move on.

“Lean over the bar.”

I swallow hard but obey him anyway. Behind me, the curious approach, not wanting to miss a single crumb of the spectacle of my degradation.

The man gently caresses my ass, before grabbing the vibrating egg. I feel my cheeks blush with shame as he pulls it off and lays it out for all to see. I have never felt so embarrassed in my life. They're all here, so they can see how depraved I am. How wet my master's games got me.

Still, I'm not moving. I let my master expose me like this without ever even thinking of stopping him. I am his little thing. His property. And if he wants to share me with his friends, then I'll let him.

I let out a high-pitched squeal as he slams his hand down on my ass without warning. The pain is intense. And yet, he still has that dark part of me that likes to feel it. So much so that now I want him to do it in front of all these people. But again, my hopes are dashed.

“I'm going to wait a bit before punishing you. You looked so sexy behind that bar. You made me hard. You’re gonna fix that, right?”

I nod enthusiastically, making the man laugh softly.

“On your knees.”

I don't have to be told twice. In an instant, I shift away from the bar, hiding for a moment my soaked pussy in the eyes of these voyeurs. However, I know that they won’t miss anything of what’s going to happen now.

Without wasting a moment, I position myself at the foot of my dominant. Once settled in, I look up at him, licking my lips patiently waiting for him to give me what I want most: his cock.

The man gently pats my cheek, as if congratulating me on being so obedient. Then he unzips his pants, giving me the perfect view of his taut member. I feel a strange pride to see him so excited. I know, I caused this.

Patiently, I wait for him to give me permission to touch him. It's not long in coming. His hand slides through my hair, grabbing my ponytail to bring my head closer to his cock. I think it's even bigger than I remember.

If I didn't already have it a few days ago, I would think it would be impossible for me to take it in my mouth. But now I know I can do it. So, oblivious to everything around me, I stick my tongue out to approach his length.

With patience, I slide it over his satiny skin, rediscovering with joy his delicious taste. Arrived at his point, I start to tickle it, collecting the drops of his excitement already there.

Finally, I take him in my mouth. Inch after inch, I slide him inside me, under the admiring gaze of the men around us. No doubt they imagine themselves to be in his place, receiving exploits from my mouth. But too bad for them.

That thing I reserve for my dominant. Like everything else. I’m convinced that none of them could measure up. How could they be as good as him? It’s perfectly impossible. I’m totally intoxicated by this man. And I intend to show him my gratitude.

I keep taking him deeper and deeper until he hits the back of my throat. It makes me cough, but I don't care. I want to do it. I want to satisfy him. And according to his hand that squeezes my ponytail, I succeed.

I try to take my time, to make him languish. A way for me to make him pay for the way he had fun with the vibrating egg. But as usual, it's him who leads the game. He tightens his hand in my hair, and begins to impose a hellish rhythm on me.

At this speed, there's not much I can do. I rest my hands on his thighs trying to find some stability as he pounds my mouth. Muffled sounds come out of my throat. I focus on my breathing.

The comments are more intense behind me, the tension is at its peak. Everyone tells my dominant to teach me a lesson. To show me what a real dominant is. I have tears in my eyes as he is going strong.

Still, I don't want him to stop. I look up at him, encouraging him to continue. He smiles at me for a moment before his whole body tenses. In an animal rattle that excites me, he drops all his seed deep into my throat.

When he withdraws, I swallow without him having to ask me. Unceremoniously, he grabs my jaw and forces me to turn my head toward our spectators. Then he presses a little more to force me to open my mouth.

Obediently, I stick out my tongue to show them that I have taken all of my master's gift. I'm out of breath, my knees and throat hurt. And I feel an intense shame to be thus observed by all these men now totally excited.

My dominant leans towards me, making me shiver.

“Let’s go. It's time to punish you now.”


Chapter 3

I keep my eyes on the floor as my dominant leads me into the middle of the room. I hoped he would take me to a private room. That he finally offers me a little bit of privacy. But today, the man has only one idea in mind: to humiliate me. To show everyone the extent of my perversity.

Slowly, he guides me across the room, bringing me onto a stage. There's a big cross there, and I can't help but worry about being attached to it. This object is most impressive. I don't know if I will be able to bear it.

Luckily, that's not where he's directing me, but to the other piece of furniture adorning this room. A BDSM bench. I told him I wanted to use it. Looks like he hasn't forgotten. The man takes his time, observing my reaction for a moment. My smile is enough to let him know that I'm ready to do it.

But before I dive into it, there is something else to do. The man pulls away from me, taking a few steps back. I swallow with difficulty. His presence against my body was more than necessary to help me bear all those eyes on me.

I've never been one to show off. I never liked speaking in public. And here he is imposing it on me, and for one of the most depraved things.

“Take off your clothes.”

My mouth opens. I don't know what I expected. Of course, I must be naked to continue his perverted games. And yet, at this moment, it seems perfectly impossible to me.

There are all these people around us. Men and women. They are all on the lookout, ready to discover everything about me. I’ve been serving them for months. Of course, they won't miss it.

I would have preferred that my dominant undressed me himself. His warm hands on my skin would have brought me some comfort. But after all, I have to be punished, right? So, I have to accept the rules of the game.

Eyes fixed on my dominant, I tackle the button of my blouse, revealing my chest as slowly as possible. I shiver as I feel the cool air caress my pointed nipples. I hope that soon he will come to touch them.

But I know he won't until I'm totally naked. So, despite the blush on my cheeks, I let my fingers run up my short skirt. As slowly as I can, I lower the zipper.

Soon I can't fight anymore. The piece of fabric falls at my feet, its fall greeted by a few gritty whistles and comments.

I bite my lip, trying to ignore them and just stare at my dominant. He smiles quietly at me, his eyes roaming my body slowly. After all, this is only the second time he's seen me naked like this.

He seems to take as much pleasure in looking at me as he did the first time. So much the better. It would be hard for me to do all of this if he wasn't there, staring at me like I was the sexiest woman on earth.

I drown in his gaze, trying to forget my embarrassment. Trying to forget that I'm here, standing in my high heels, naked in front of all these people. And all of this is just the beginning. He will soon do much more, I know it. And my humiliation will only be greater still.

I'm already shaking as the man walks towards me. He’s much taller than me, and seems even more impressive to me when he is there, in his expensive suit while I am naked.

His hand rests on my cheek, before sliding into my neck. He exerts a weak pressure, before continuing lower. I moan softly as his fingers grab my nipples. Forcefully, he begins to pinch them, making me squeal louder.

A few laughs break out around us. Apparently, they all like the show we give them. My dominant only has eyes for me. At all times, he keeps them fixed on me, watching for the slightest of my reactions. I shiver as he leans into my ear.

“Are you ready to be tied up?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Being tied up had brought me such comfort the last time. As if being deprived of my movements actually gave me incredible freedom. I just had to indulge my master's desires, and the sensations he offered me, whether pleasant or painful.

“Do you really think that's a way to address your dominant?”

I swallow with difficulty. I forgot his rule. Use words. Almost stammering, I pull myself together.

“So… Sorry Master. Yes, I am ready.”

Without taking the time to congratulate me for doing the right thing, the man grabs my hand and leads me to the bench. Without rushing me, he helps me climb onto the object. I feel nervous feeling the leather under my skin. Things are getting very real.

Even if I had dreamed of using this toy, it’s still more impressive than I could have imagined. And then, I didn't think it would be done in front of so many people.

As best I can, I keep my eyes on the ground, so as not to meet any eyes. But this is not enough to forget their presence. Their gazes are burning on my body, and their comments are far too strong to ignore.

At least their words are positive. Everyone finds something to compliment my silky skin, my plump ass. Some lament that they can no longer see my gorgeous breasts. I lick my lips, filled with unspeakable pride. I knew I had assets, but I hadn't realized how much they could appeal to others.

I refocus as my dominant grabs a first wrist, placing it in its receptacle before closing leather handcuffs around it. He starts again with the opposite hand. Then, he takes care of my spread legs.

In the same way as with my arms, it closes the links on my thighs, on my calves. My ass is pushed back, and my soaked pussy is visible to all. My cheeks are red with shame at being exposed like this.

But despite this difficult feeling that I feel, I can’t help but be excited. Now I must prepare for what's next. I know it, my punishment won’t be the easiest to bear...


Chapter 4

“This submissive behaved very badly. She disrespected me. She came without my permission. Such behavior deserves punishment.”

I swallow hard as I hear my master's deep voice addressing the crowd. Here and there, a few shouts of approval are heard. I have never felt so nervous in my life.

And yet, not for a moment do I think of stopping the man. To pronounce my safe word. No. I want this to happen. Even though I know it’s gonna hurt. I’m ready.

I shudder as the man slides his hand over my ass. He plays with my nerves. He runs it through me with crazy slowness. If he hadn't announced his punishment, I might think he's doing this to give me pleasure.

But I know it. Soon, his hand will be much less soft. It will come down with force on my sensitive skin. It will make me scream in front of all these people eager to feast on my suffering.

How many times have I been in their place? From my bar, I observed the punishments, imagining myself in the place of these submissives, so sexy under the hand of their Master. I never thought I would end up doing it. I thought it would all just be an unfulfilled fantasy. An image to help me come when I’m playing with myself, in the privacy of my bedroom.

And here I am, tied to a BDSM bench, my legs spread wide so all can see the extent of my depravity. I'm already soaked, as my dominant points out. His fingers slide over my slit, getting wet with my excitement.

I can't hold back a moan as he presses my clit, just enough to bring me some pleasure. The man takes his time, making me languish in an unbearable way.

I think I'd rather he hit me already. The sooner he begins his punishment, the sooner it will be over. Waiting like this only makes things more difficult.

Despite myself, my body relaxes under the caresses of my master. Although I know that the punishment will soon arrive, I can’t help but let myself go to the pleasure he offers me at this moment.

I almost moan in frustration as he stops touching me. Moments later, the difficulty only increases. The man walks away from me. I find myself completely alone on the stage.

I try to turn my head to watch him. To have a sign of what will happen now. But I can't see anything. I close my eyes, trying to calm my breathing. I’m not in danger. It's all part of his game. I have to prove to him that I can handle it.

Soon, my patience is rewarded. The man is next to me again. Slowly, he starts to caress my ass, signaling his presence. I relax immediately in contact with this touch so recognizable now. My master is there. And no matter what he does to me, I know I'll love it.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I feel his fingers replaced by something else. I swallow with difficulty. I think I know what it is. On my skin, what looks like a small piece of leather runs, discovering the roundness of my globes.

I'm pretty sure it's a crop he's holding in his hands. Without a doubt the object that scares me the most in the arsenal of the good dominant. It seems so violent, so hard to bear. And yet, I know that I have to do it. I have no other choice, if I want my dominant to continue playing with me.

For what seems like hours, the man continues to caress my ass like this, having fun seeing me shiver with each pass.

Suddenly, the man stops playing. Without warning, he lets his crop fall on my skin. I scream, as much surprise as pain. Despite my anxiety, he managed to get me to let my guard down. I'm paying the price for it now.

My breathing is choppy. I can’t calm my racing heart. Yet, I know, the man is just beginning.

“You were very naughty, Submissive. Now I’m gonna punish you. After each hit, you’re gonna count, and you will ask forgiveness. Understood?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

Without waiting a moment longer, the man brings down his crop again on my ass.

“One. I’m sorry, Master.”

The man lets out a satisfied sound before hitting me again. Whatever he does to me, I submit to his will. I don't know which is harder. Bear the pain or remain sufficiently centered not to lose the thread of the calculation.

“Five. I’m sorry, Master.”

Having to count makes things much more difficult. I must stay perfectly focused. I can't just let go right now. Whatever happens, I must satisfy my master.

“Eleven. I’m sorry, Master.”

He doesn’t weaken. His blows are precise and irregular. I know it, he wants to disturb my senses, to make my task as difficult as possible. I can't see his face, but I'm sure right now he's smiling to see me so upset. My voice chokes as another blow lands.

“Seven… Seventeen. I’m sorry, Master.”

“You’re doing good, Submissive. Very good. »

The man compliments me by stroking my ass. I relax, feasting on that hand gently massaging my damaged skin. But my comfort is only short-lived.

“You're halfway there. Show me what a good little submissive you are.”

I can't help but squeal when I hear that. Halfway? How could I endure even five more blows? It seems impossible to me. And yet, this is what my master wants. He’s a man of experience. He knows what he's doing. Many were the submissives he had under his hand before me.

Taking a deep breath, I decide to let myself go for the moment and not think. If it gets too hard, I'll say my safe word. Although I really hope it doesn't have to come to that.

The man resumes his blows, more powerfully than before. I can barely speak, my breathing is so difficult. Yet I must. I believe he would make me start over if I ever forgot to count.

Things are made even more difficult as he viciously brings his crop down on my thigh, making me scream even louder. Around us, the spectators don’t lose interest. Quite the contrary.

I feel like the tension in the room only increases with each hit on me. Everyone seems to be holding their breath, as if they were about to see me break down. But I'm stronger than that.

A burst of ego takes me. I will prove to everyone that even if I am a novice, I deserve my place under the hand of this so attractive man.

He still doesn’t weaken, alternating between my ass and my thighs without giving me the slightest indication. This ignorance is undoubtedly what makes things even more difficult. I may have my pride, but I don’t know how long I will be able to last like this. Tears well up in my eyes, the pain is so intense.

“Thirty. Pl... Please Master. I'm sorry… Please, please!”

The man suspends his gesture for a moment, as if he wanted to think.

“Do you want to say your safe word, Submissive?”

I don't answer immediately, considering his question before shaking my head.

“N… No, Master.”

“Alright. Don't interrupt me then. You have five hits left. Do not disappoint me.”

I moan, complaining about something I said I wanted. Without the slightest pity, the man resumes his blows. My tears are flowing now, my sobs making my words almost unintelligible. However, this doesn’t seem to bother my master, who continues his way.

I look up at the crowd, meeting Mike's gaze. The man behind my punishment stands in front of me, not missing a beat of my torment. His devilishly satisfied smile makes me shiver.

And yet, I can’t look away from this man. There is something strange that draws me to him. A sordidness that makes me wet.

A blow stronger than the others makes me scream in pain. It takes me a few seconds before I can regain my senses. Gasping, I finally manage to speak.

“Thirty-five. Thank you, Master.”

The man laughs softly before patting my ass with his hand, making me groan. He seems to appreciate that I thank him. This is a depraved thing though. To say thank you to a man who has just hit me with such force.

If I hadn't seen all those other subs doing it before me, I would have thought something was wrong with me. But here, it’s just the norm. And no one can judge me for my darkest desires.

Slowly, my master caresses my ass, accompanying me in my descent, helping me to calm down after this intense punishment. Then his hand descends, approaching ever closer to my soaked pussy. He clicks his tongue, slipping his fingers into it.

“What a little slut we have here, my friends. She’s completely soaked from my punishment. Maybe thirty-five hits weren’t enough.”

I tense up at these words. It seems more than enough to me. I don't think I could handle one more. A few slaps of his hand, perhaps? And only because it would make me feel the comforting warmth of his skin against mine.

I moan as he pushes his fingers inside me, expertly exploring my cavity. Then his thumb rests on my clit, gently playing with it. I bite my lower lip, letting myself go in this delicious dance that gives me so much pleasure.

A gasp of surprise escapes me when he jerks his fingers away. Without wasting a single moment, he pulls them up. Slowly, he draws the contours of my crenelated entrance. I tense as he begins to penetrate me.

“Relax. Remember how you loved it last time.”

I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to come to terms with the intrusion. My cheeks are so red with shame that they burn. He said it so loud that I'm sure everyone could hear it. Everyone now knows that I have already let him use this so-taboo part of my body… And that I liked it.

His finger comes and goes slowly inside me. I slowly open up, almost moaning in pleasure as the discomfort subsides.

My mouth opens in surprise as a second finger slips inside me. My breathing quickens. I feel like I'm split open. I know it yet, this width is nothing compared to that of his imposing cock. I still can't believe I'm going to be able to accommodate him in this tight spot in my anatomy.

He seems convinced of it. His fingers withdraw again. Soon, I feel something push against my entrance. A plug covered in lubricant finds its way. It's even wider than his two fingers, and I have to focus all my energy on my breathing. When it's finally in place, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief.

Matthew walks around me, his hand running over my bare skin as he approaches my head. Once in my field of vision, he crouches down to come up to me. He pats my cheek, a smile on the corner of his lips.

“You took your punishment well, Submissive. I'm proud of you.”

I lick my lips, trying to contain my delighted smile. However, that's what I feel. I’m delighted to have been able to satisfy him in this way, to endure his ordeal despite the difficulty. I know this is far from over. The man has no intention of untying me at all. And what he offers me goes much further than what I had imagined.

“You got a lot of my friends hard tonight. It would be rude to leave them frustrated like that, don't you think?”

I swallow hard, not sure where he's coming from. His hand slides down my neck, making me shudder.

“I would like to share you with them. Let them find out what a good little submissive I found myself there. No doubt they’ll all be jealous. What do you say, Submissive? Do you want to show them what you're worth?”

My heart is pounding. Of all the depraved things he could have offered me, I think this one is the worst. I already imagine myself, legs spread wide open, offered to all these men who will pass over me one after the other.

It's not something I had fantasized about before. It's frightening. And yet, I nod without thinking. I don't want to think anymore. No more wondering if something is right or wrong. I just want to surrender to the decisions of my dominant. So far, he has proven to me that I can trust him blindly. I don't see why that would change.

“If you ever want to say your safe word and your mouth is taken, tap your hand three times on the bench. Go ahead, show me you understand.”

Immediately, I submit to his request. He pats my cheek in a sign of encouragement, before turning to face the crowd.

“My little submissive is insatiable. I may be an excellent lover, but she always needs more. So, if there are volunteers among you, now is the time to take advantage of it.”

I shiver at these words. No doubt, after that, I’ll win the title of the biggest slut in the club. I should probably be embarrassed at the idea. And yet, quite the opposite is happening.

Immediately, the men approach the bench, their pants stretched to the extreme. It's me they want. Me they want to relieve them of their overflow of desire. So, even if it scares me a little, I’m ready to offer myself, for as long as my dominant wants.

A big smile lights up his face. He loves every second of this debauched spectacle. And that makes me want to satisfy him even more. Who knows, if I pass this test, maybe he will want to make me his for good.

I already imagine myself, a leather collar around my neck to represent his possession on my body. I've only known him a few days, and yet I think I'd be willing to let him do whatever he wants with me.

But before that happens, I have to prove to him that I'm worth it. And that goes through all these men who crowd around me. The tension in the air is at its peak. They are only waiting for one thing: that my master gives them permission.

After one last glance in my direction, my dominant nods. It doesn’t take more for a first man to arrive and settle in front of me. In this position, I can barely see who it is.

A regular, I believe. Someone rather discreet, whom I see more often watching than participating. It seems that with me, that changes. He pulls his cock out of his pants, giving it a few hand strokes before directing it towards my mouth.

Obediently, I open it, letting him slip his tip into me as if it were the most natural thing. He wastes no time pushing it all the way inside me, using me as an object to relieve himself. Fortunately, he’s neither as long nor as wide as my master. So, it's not that hard to endure his repeated assaults.

I growl around his length as someone moves behind me. Without any ceremony, fingers begin to browse my slit, discovering every nook and cranny. I moan as the fingers dig into me, beginning unbearable back-and-forth movements in my wet pussy.

A thumb pushes on my clit, bringing me even more pleasure. In my mouth, the man goes faster and faster. In this position, there is not much I can do to control the rhythm. I just have to endure the onslaught of his cock.

Behind me, the stranger aligns his movements with the other man, as if it were a competition to see which of the two will cum faster. In this race to orgasm, the man in my mouth wins. In a rattle, he empties, offering me his seed that I swallow until the last drop.

It doesn't take long for someone else to come and replace him. I take him the same way, no longer worrying about my reputation. I think it's too late for that now. They all saw my true nature. Might as well assume it and play the game to the end.

Behind me, the fingers withdrew. But I'm not left empty for long. I shiver as a cock slowly begins to enter me. I really can't believe I'm doing this. That I let a stranger take possession of me in this way, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The man is gentle, taking his time to squeeze inside me and letting me get used to his length. Even though he’s nowhere near as thick as my dominant, I appreciate the intention.

Especially when the man in front of me absolutely doesn’t have the same regard. He pounds my mouth nonstop. He looks like a man just released from prison, having not touched a woman in years.

Despite the discomfort of the task, I feel terribly excited. I could never have believed that being treated like a little sex toy by strangers would do me so much good. I only want one thing: that this evening never ends.

One after the other, the men use me. Soon I lose count, just letting go and focusing on my breathing so I don't choke on those cocks that come and go with force inside me.

I don't know if I could move tomorrow, and I don't care. The pleasure is too much for that. From time to time, one of them thinks of me and slides his hand between my thighs, making me reach the heights of pleasure.

Even if I’m their toy, these men take the time to make me come. As if it were a matter of pride for them. A way to show what they are capable of to others.

Suddenly, the movements calm down. The last men relieve themselves in me before withdrawing. I’m left empty. I'm almost disappointed that it's over, although my body is happy to finally be able to rest for a moment. My dominant approaches me, gently stroking my hair.

“You remember what I said earlier, right?”

Slowly, I begin to think, my mind still clouded by the multiple orgasms he has just received. Then everything becomes clear. I shudder looking at him. Yes, I remember. He wants to use my little ass. And I will let him do it.

With satisfied smile on his lips, the man steps out of my field of vision and walks behind me. It doesn't take long for him to pull out the plug still deep in my ass. I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. I know this ordeal is going to be hard to bear. And yet, I must do it.

I gasp in surprise as I feel lube running between my ass cheeks. I thought at least he was going to untie me. I didn't expect my first time with his huge cock in my most taboo entrance to be right there in front of all those people as I'm deprived of movements. That is exactly what is about to happen though.

Slowly he lets his cock settle against my ass. He pats it on my globes, having fun seeing me squeal at the feeling. Then he just does it. His tip approaches my entrance. I can't help but tense up.

“Relax, it’ll be much more difficult if you are nervous.”

I refrain from making a snide comment. It’s obvious he’s not the one who’s about to receive a huge stick of flesh in his ass. But I hold back. It would be stupid to upset a man who wields so much power over me, especially when I'm deprived of my movements.

With patience, he begins to push inside me. My fists clench, my fingernails digging into my skin at the intrusion. He feels even bigger than I thought. His plug was nothing compared to the width of his cock.

I think I could faint, so intense the feeling of tearing. The only thing keeping me going is my dominant's hand gently stroking my lower back, soothing me with its warmth.

Around us, silence fell. It's like they're all holding their breath, anxious to know if I'll be able to take it. Despite my labored breathing, I don't stop the man, letting him sink ever deeper into me.

I let out a long sigh of relief when he’s finally inside me. I can't help but smile, oddly proud of myself. That's it. I managed to take him. I didn't think it was possible, and now he proves me wrong.

After a few moments to let me get used to his presence, the man begins to move slowly back and forth. I moan, first in discomfort, then in pleasure. I don't know how this is possible, but that's what I feel right now. Pleasure.

I gasp in surprise as the man pulls away from me entirely, not seeming to want to return. I’m even more destabilized when, slowly, he unties me. He didn't come, and neither did I. What else is on his mind?

I freeze as Mike walks up to us, a devilish grin on his face. I swallow hard, a whole bunch of scenarios going through my head. But I don't have time to panic. Already, my dominant lifts me to my feet. He leans into my ear, his hand wrapping around my stomach.

“How about we take you both? You liked it with the dildo last time. “

My mouth opens. I don’t know what to think anymore. Yes, I loved being taken in both holes at the same time. But it was with a toy between my ass. Not with his huge cock. And I know it, Mike is well endowed too.

I should say no. Asking to finish these games in a bedroom, just the two of us. This is what reason implores me to do. And yet, this is not what my body decides.

No sooner had I nodded than my dominant picked me up. The other man approaches, grabbing my thighs and holding them wide open to better help my master position himself in my back.

They'll take me like that, standing on the stage. They don't care about comfort. All they care about is this pursuit of orgasm. And I’m ready to follow them there.

My fingernails dig into Mike's skin as my dominant pushes his way inside me. He seems larger than ever. And yet, I hold on, letting him once again take me completely.

It doesn’t take long for the other man to approach, his proudly erected cock rearing up between us. Soon, he too slips between my thighs. My eyes widen, my mouth drops open as he thrusts inside me.

I don't know how this is possible. These two men are so wide, so long. It's like being torn in two. But despite the discomfort, I don’t intend to stop them. I want to see how far I can go to satisfy my master… And myself.

Slowly, the two men begin to make long strokes inside me. If they first let me get used to their presence, very quickly, it’s after their own pleasure that they start running.

Their hands holding me firmly, they begin to pound me, sometimes together, sometimes alternating, so that I’m never left empty for long.

My head falls back, landing on my master's shoulder. Without the slightest shame, I moan out loud. Soon my screams fill the room. My dominant has just slipped his hand between my thighs, pressing hard on my clit hungry for another orgasm. He growls in my ear.

“Go ahead. Cum on our cocks.”

I don't need more to completely lose my footing. A wave of intense heat passes through me, devastating everything in its path as the most powerful of tsunamis. My whole body contracts around the two men. In turn, they come, emptying deep inside me.

Panting, I barely feel them coming out of me and putting me on the ground. My dominant holds me in his arms, gently stroking my raw skin to help me come to my senses. When I finally emerge from the mists of orgasm, I feel my cheeks flush with shame. And to think that I'm going to have to work again for all those people who saw me behaving in such a depraved way.

But when I see my dominant's smile, all that doesn't matter anymore. I succeeded. I accepted all of his games and took him in my tightest hole. He’s proud of me. And I have to admit it: I’m proud too.


Chapter 5

I can't hold back a long yawn as the city lights flash past my window. Next to me, Matthew can't help laughing. I stretch, trying to relax my tired muscles.

I can't believe I'm already starting to feel sore. I can't even imagine what it will be like tomorrow when I wake up. Maybe I’ll have to take a day off, so unable to move.

I bite my lip and turn to my dominant. He wears his eternal serene countenance as he takes us through the city. I expected it to be like the last time. That he would walk me to my car before telling me to call him if I needed to.

But no. This time, he left me no choice. We’re going to spend the night together. Not because he hasn't had enough. No. Because he wants to be able to keep an eye on me.

I'm still a novice, and what we did tonight was pretty intense. He wants to make sure that my descent goes well. To be there to provide me with all the care and assistance necessary for me to recover.

For the moment, I'm still on my little cloud, and don't really feel the need for it. But it's true that the other day, I would have appreciated having someone to hold me in their arms as I fell asleep.

This is what he offers me tonight, and I’m most delighted. Also, I'm curious to know a little more about this man that I barely know. See who he is in real life. Discover his universe. I let him do the most degrading things to my body before I even knew his last name or profession. It’s going to change tonight.

He first suggested that I go home, so that I was in my element, with my things. That's what I wanted in the beginning. But when he talked about the jacuzzi that I was going to find at his house, my opinion quickly changed.

I shudder as the man places his hand on my thigh. It’s a slow and discreet movement. Almost like a habit between us, when we hardly know each other.

It's pretty crazy when you think about it. The way I gave myself to him. The trust I put in him, only days after meeting him for the first time.

There is nothing official between us, and yet, I can't help but imagine myself going ever further with him. Test new practices. Let him share me with even more people if he wishes. To be his little thing, at the club or anywhere he wants.

Yes, I don't know what the future holds... But I can't wait to find out.

- To be continued -


3. USING THE CLUB SUBMISSIVE


Chapter 1

“I'll pick you up at eleven o'clock. Wait for me in front of your place. No need to wear panties.”

For the hundredth time since yesterday, I re-read my dominant's message. I haven't seen him for over a week. An eternity.

He was so busy with his job that he didn't even come to the BDSM club where I work. Usually, he comes to each of my shifts, making sure that I wear his collar clearly in full view of everyone. And when my breaks come, he makes sure that I spend them in the most enjoyable ways possible.

I have lost count of the number of times I have found myself kneeling in front of him, obeying his every command in the hope that he’d take care of me. If I behave well, his fingers quickly slip between my thighs, making me cum as many times as humanly possible. If I disobey him, then I am punished.

I have to admit it… I often behave like a bad girl. How could it be otherwise, when his blows on my thin skin make me tremble so much? No sooner does the pain radiate through my body than I start to get wet.

Before him, I had no idea that I was a submissive. I took this job like that, because it paid well. I never thought I would end up playing these decadent games too. Now, I have no more shame, no more taboos.

I lick my lips, remembering our last session. The way he got me on my knees. I begged him again and again to touch me. But he remained perfectly insensitive to my pleas. He didn't care that I was totally soaked. All he wanted was that I stay in my place. That I submit to him. That I show him a perfect obedience.

Under his hand, I turn into a true little slut. There is nothing I refuse him. He can hang me from the ceiling with ropes, beat the delicate skin of my ass with a crop, or even give me to all his friends at the club. And as for receiving his huge cock in my ass… I love it so much I'm ready to beg him to do it.

Yes. He really found out how to bring out the darkest desires of my soul.

Before leaving my house, I stop for a moment in front of the mirror, checking one last time that I match to his instructions. Red colors my lips, and my hair is held back in a high ponytail.

As for the dress I'm wearing, it couldn't be sexier. It's so short that it perfectly reveals my legs, and my cleavage is much deeper than what I'm used to wearing. He was the one who offered it to me, having it delivered here. A perfect choice.

I'm sure he's going to love seeing me arrive like this, perched on my heels. I usually would never dare to go out in such an ordinary. But with him by my side? I fear nothing. Only the pursuit of pleasure matters to me when I’m in his company. And that's what he's going to give me, right?

On the sidewalk, I wait nervously to see his car appear. I have no idea where he's taking me. When he offered me this weekend out of town, I didn't hesitate for a second. Two whole days of letting him use my body in every possible way? I would be crazy to refuse that.

My heart skips a beat as he parks in front of me, getting out of his car immediately. The man is incredibly attractive. He's a dozen years older than me, which makes him even sexier in my eyes. Nothing beats experience, especially when it comes to being dominated.

His broad shoulders are made even more impressive by his tailored suit. My eyes can't help but continue to descend on the man's body. I don't miss a single detail.

I know it, under these clothes hides a perfect body. And in these pants, there is the most perfect cock. I had never seen one so beautiful. Long. Thick. And whose taste intoxicates me. Before him, I’d suck guys only out of obligation. But now, I could keep him in my mouth all day long.

I greet the man with a big smile. Immediately, he leans over me. His fingers close around my throat in a possessive gesture. His lips press against mine with authority, making me moan.

It's so good to find my dominant after so much waiting. His body is warm against mine. If we weren't in public, I would already be kneeling in front of him to serve him with my mouth. But I must behave. It’s up to my master to make the decisions anyway. I'm not allowed to act on my own… Unless I want to be punished.

As much as I like it when he spanks me, I don't want to start the weekend by being a bad girl. I want to prove to him that I can behave well, and that he was right to offer me this lustful trip.

He breaks the kiss, leaving me panting. My mouth drops as he pulls a familiar item from his pocket. A leather collar, the mark of his possession on me. On the small golden medallion, we can read the letter C, for Chloe. On the other side, it’s inscribed "Property of M." His initial.

I blush with pleasure as he put it around my neck. I should find that degrading. But it is quite the opposite. Nothing satisfies me more than being his little thing.

“Are you ready to go, Submissive?”

Enthusiastically, I nod my head, making him laugh softly. He helps me settle into the car before taking his place behind the wheel. We are off for I don't know how many hours on the road.

With all my strength, I refrain from asking him where we are going. I know that would be unnecessary. He won't tell me anything. Soon, he offers me a much more interesting topic of conversation.

“Tell me, Submissive, did you follow my instructions?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Show me.”

Without hesitation, I slowly lift my skirt. My bare pussy finally appeared, perfectly shaved as he asked me. A smile forms on the man's lips. He reaches out his hand, placing it without hesitation on my clit. A mocking sound escapes his mouth.

“Already wet, huh? It's good, Submissive. Very, very good.”

I can't help blushing with pleasure at those words. I like it when he talks to me like that, complimenting me on the most depraved things. A small moan escapes my throat. Eyes riveted on the road, the man continues his exploration.

Slowly, he runs his finger inside me. My mouth opens, my eyes close. He caresses me lazily, and yet, it's enough to awaken all my senses. A week without being touched, and I turn into a desperate little thing.

I almost moan in disappointment when he pulls his fingers away, leaving me agonizingly empty. A mocking sound comes out of his throat. The more I suffer, the more it amuses him.

“We'll be there in an hour. I have a house in the country, I'm sure you'll love it. I also invited some friends to join us.”

I barely hold back a disappointed grimace. I thought I would have him all to myself this weekend. Too bad. I must go with it. I shiver as he places his hand on my thigh, squeezing it gently.

“You know some of them. I count on you to behave well in their presence. I can trust you, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

I answer him without hesitation. My mind is racing. The only friends of his that I know are those who frequent the club.

Now I can't help but wonder. Are they one of those men who took me that time, when my master decided to humiliate me in public?

My lower stomach is on fire as I remember that crazy night, when he tied me to a bench on the stage, right in the middle of the club. How he shared me with whoever wanted to, letting them use me as they pleased.

What does he have in mind for this weekend? I don’t have the faintest idea. Only one thing is certain.

I can't wait to find out.


Chapter 2

My mouth drops in surprise as we finally park. When he mentioned a country house, I pictured a cabin deep in the woods. Not a huge mansion. Inside, everything is brand new. And in the large garden, there is a swimming pool worthy of a decoration magazine.

But I don't really have time to enjoy the facilities. Already, other cars are parking in the driveway. Male voices ring out, calling Matthew enthusiastically.

Suddenly shy, I almost hide behind my dominant as he greets the newcomers. I feel their burning eyes on me, and hardly dare look at them. But I end up doing it anyway. They are five, and they didn’t come alone. With them are two women. Two submissives, if I believe the collars around their necks.

My master was right. All of these faces are familiar. All attend the club. I don't know if it’s my sexually frustrated side that’s speaking, but I find them all more attractive than the other. I shiver as one of them speaks, leaning toward me.

“So, this is your first time here, right? Are you ready for a weekend of free use?”

I frown, not quite sure what that means. Before I can ask, my dominant intervenes.

“I hadn't told her yet. Subtility is still not your forte, right?”

The others laugh, leaving me still in the dark. Matthew turns to me, caressing my arm absently.

“That's what we do here when we come for the weekend. Our submissions are pooled.”

“P… Pooled?”

“It means that if a dominant wants to play with you, whether I'm there or not, you have to spread your legs and give yourself to him. A kind of shared domination, if you will.”

I swallow with difficulty. This is something I certainly didn’t expect. A whole weekend, letting them use me again and again? It sounds intense. Am I really capable of doing this? My dominant seems to think so.

“Of course, you can always use your safe word. In this case, the dominant you are with must stop everything and bring you to me.”

My mind is racing. I don't know what to answer. I don't want to disappoint him. And then, I must admit that the idea excites me. After all, I loved that he shared me last time. So why not try?

Seeing me relax, the man smiles and pats my cheek proudly.

“Good girl. I know you’re gonna make me proud.”

I nod, suddenly sure of myself. I’m ready to do anything for his pleasure... And for mine.

He pulls away, letting his friends see me a little better. I find it hard to bear their eager gazes on my body, but I face it. All of this is just the beginning. If I can't bear the stare, how could I bear their hands on my body, their cocks in my mouth? One of them finally speaks.

“All that is great, but I find her way too dressed. That's not what you got us used to, Matthew.”

“You're right, you're right. Chloe, you heard my friend. Take off your dress.”

My mouth opens in surprise. Has he forgotten that I'm wearing absolutely nothing under this dress? If I take it off, I won't be like the other submissives, who are already in lingerie. No. I will be completely naked.

If they'd ever seen me like this before, it was in the dark of the club. Here, my body will be exposed in broad daylight. All my flaws displayed to them.

But given the insistent look that my dominant gives me, I understand that he knows what is going on. So, I have no choice. What my master wants, my master gets.

Slowly, I tackle the zipper of my dress. In less time than it takes me to tell, it falls at my feet. The men whistle, visibly delighted with the spectacle that I offer them.

The other submissives are not shy to look at me too. I look down at the floor, suddenly embarrassed to have all these eyes on me. I shudder as my dominant approaches me, pressing on my chin to force me to look up at him.

My mouth drops in surprise as I see a long leather strap in his hand. A leash, which he quickly attaches to my leather collar. Immediately, I feel a wave of heat invading the lower part of my stomach. There is something incredibly depraved about being held like this. And I love that.

His hand rests on my sides, stroking me gently as he begins to kiss me, his tongue reaching out to mine and leading it into a libidinous dance. It's so good that I almost forget that we have spectators. My dominant is quick to remind me.

“Simon wasn't there last time, when you let the whole club take you like a little slut. I think he deserves you to take care of him first, right?”

I freeze for a moment. Things are getting very real. But I pull myself together. I nod, muttering an intimidated ‘Yes, Master.’ He pats my cheek to congratulate me. Then, he gently pulls on my leash, inviting me to follow him.

The said Simon is already sitting on the sofa, his legs wide open. My dominant leads me over to him, settling me between his thighs before tugging on the leash to force me to my knees.

Then, he unceremoniously gives the leather strap to the other dominant. He takes it, licking his lips looking at me. I swallow with difficulty. He'll make short work of me, I'm sure of it.

Still, I can't stop looking at him. His eyes are an intense green. I could drown in it. He gently strokes my hair, before looking up at my dominant.

“Looks like you trained her really well, Matthew.”

“Thank you. But I can't take all the credit. She’s naturally very docile. You'll see. You won't have any trouble getting her to do what you want.”

I bite my lip, and my cheeks flush. He talks about me like I'm not there. As if I were an object. A car or a watch that you exhibit to make your friends envious. I should be embarrassed, but I love it.

The man slowly undoes his belt, then unzips his pants. I lick my lips as he pulls out his already taut member. It hasn't been fifteen minutes since we've all been here, and we’re already doing it.

No doubt possible, this weekend is going to be the hottest. All I hope is that I will have the stamina to endure it. So far, my experiments have never exceeded a few hours. A whole night, at most. So, a whole weekend, having to satisfy all these dominants? Sure, I'm not the only submissive. But we are only three, for six dominants. No doubt about it, it’s going to be exhausting.

I take a deep breath, focusing on the man in front of me. One thing at a time. That's what my dominant taught me, right? Focus only on the present moment. No longer worrying about anything but satisfying my darkest desires. This is the BDSM creed that I know.

Patiently, I wait for Simon to signal me to start taking care of him. He doesn't seem in such a hurry, lazily stroking his length as he gazes at me. He plays with my patience. I just want to take him in my mouth and show everyone the extent of my talents.

“Come on Submissive. Show me what you can do with your tongue.”

I don't need to be told twice. The man has barely removed his hand from his member when I catch him between my fingers, holding his base firmly. Then I let my tongue run down his length, not hesitating for a moment.

Simon heaves a sigh as my fingers are already slipping over his balls, squeezing them gently, caressing his delicate skin. Then I place my lips on his tip, engulfing it just enough to tickle his slit with my tongue.

Immediately, the man forcefully closes his fingers in my hair, letting out a curse.

“Shit. She knows what she's doing.”

“I told you. Best submissive I've had in years. Perhaps ever.”

If I didn't have my mouth full of the man's cock, I'd turn to my dominant, just to see if he really means it. But that’s impossible. I have to satisfy the man. This is what my master asked me. So, I continue to move back and forth along his length, taking him so deep I make him swear again.

Then I go back slowly, bringing him out of my mouth to tickle his tip with the tip of my tongue. The man's belly is heaving at full speed. He seems to be having more and more trouble containing himself.

He moves his hips, driving his cock even deeper into me. It's hard, and yet I'm holding on. Finally, I’m rewarded for my efforts. In a long rattle, the man empties inside me.

His hand stays tight in my hair. He forces me to hold him deep in my mouth as he lines the back of my throat with his hot seed. I swallow it obediently as he tries to collect himself, gently patting my cheek.

I can't help but turn back to my dominant. It's his reaction that matters most to me. And from the smile that adorns his lips, it looks like I did my job well.

I stand perfectly still, waiting for my next order. None of them seem really rushed. They chat among themselves, as if it were any weekend with friends. As if they didn't have three submissives at their disposal, naked and ready to fulfill their every desire.

One of them ends up moving, grabbing the other two submissives by the waist to drag them toward the pool. Here I am now, alone with the five other dominants. I stay on my knees in front of Simon. He acts as nothing happened, just sitting on the couch, chatting with his friends like I don't exist.

I do my best to stay still, despite the discomfort I feel in this position. I wish I could get up, get dressed, or dive into the pool too. But that's not for me to decide. I’m their little thing. Only they can decide my fate.

I hold my breath as one of the men approaches me, his hand almost absentmindedly lost in my hair as his eyes roam my body shamelessly.

“If you want to test her mouth, do yourself a favor. I totally recommend it.”

“Tempting, very tempting. But I rather want to taste her little pussy. I've seen her parading around the club for months with her little skirts. I always wondered what she would taste like.”

My cheeks blush violently at those words. Of course, I know the effect my provocative outfits have. It's always great for tips. But hearing it said out loud is a whole different feeling.

Suddenly the man leans over me. My breathing quickens as his mouth is only inches from mine. He grabs my leash in his hands, pulling it down slightly.

“Lie down on the floor.”

Without a moment's hesitation, I obey him, letting my back meet the padded rug. I wonder how many other submissives have found themselves there, in this position, obeying these men they barely knew. How many of them wore my master's collar?

I shake my head. I don't have to think about that. It's no use being jealous. For now, I'm his, and it's up to me to keep it going. So, I refocus on this stranger and his most indecent proposal.

His ruby-colored lips are plump, and my clit is already throbbing at the thought of having them between my thighs. I who thought that only my mouth would be involved this weekend, I am delighted to see the opposite.

The man settles between my legs, a ravenous look on his face. But as he settles down, his hot breath already caressing my most private parts, my dominant's voice rings out.

“A moment. I have a rule before you start. Submissive, no matter what we do to you this weekend. No matter how much pleasure you get. You can’t come. If you disobey me, you’ll be punished. Is that clear?”

My mouth is wide open in surprise. How can he do this to me? He knows since he started training me, I come at lightning speed. It's stronger than me. The right stimulations at the right time, and I sink into the most powerful orgasms. How am I going to be able to get out of this?

“I asked you a question, Submissive. Don't disobey me when we've only just begun.”

“Sorry! I understand, Master.”

Smiles appear on the men's faces. They are ready to see me sink. The one between my legs even more than the others. A vicious smile stretches his lips. I can see that he’s going to do everything possible to force me to come.

It's more tense than ever that I get his mouth between my legs. I was right, it’s delicious. The man begins slowly, as if he wanted to take his time exploring me. Then he speeds up his movements.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, sneaking into every nook and cranny of mine before returning to my clit to stimulate it without the slightest mercy.

I close my eyes. The experience is completely new to me. Instead of letting go like I usually do, I have to focus, struggling with my traitorous body.

My breathing quickens, my body races. If this continues, I really won't be able to hold on. He makes it even harder for me, plunging two fingers into my soaking pussy as his lips suck on my nerve button.

My sighs turn into moans, and I feel the gaze of men more intense than ever on my body. They seem to hang on my face, waiting for only one thing: that I come, and disobey my master. Soon I hear myself moaning pathetically.

“Please, please! I’m gonna come!”

“No. Hold back.”

I squeal in despair as my master's voice thunders through the air. I can’t do it. It’s too hard. I already feel the waves of heat surging in my lower abdomen. I do my best to hold them back. I know, however, that soon, they will be too numerous, and that they will completely invade me.

I open my eyes in surprise as, after what feels like an eternity, the man pulls his fingers and mouth from between my legs. I look at him curiously. Without ceremony, the man wipes his mouth.

Then, he goes back on my body before kissing me hard, making me taste my own excitement. A lustful gesture that I love more than anything. Then he breaks the kiss. Against my thigh, I can feel his erection through the thick fabric of his jeans.

“You held up well against my tongue and fingers, I'm impressed. But can you resist my cock? That's what you want, right my little slut, my cock?”

Greedily, I nod my head, making him laugh. Without wasting another moment, the man unbuttons his pants, pulling out his member. He barely takes the time to undress, taking off his pants just enough to be free to move.

My breathing quickens. He’s rather thick. I know I will feel it pass. And yet, I lick my lips, eager to feel him inside me. When did I become so insatiable? We've barely arrived, and here I am, already with my legs spread, ready to take them all one after the other if that's what it takes.

His tip finally enters my wet pussy. I let out a long moan. These few moments of respite were not enough to reduce the pressure. I'm horny as ever, and I know orgasm won't be hard to come by. I know most women would be delighted about it. But for me, it's a curse.

Slowly, he sinks into me. I'm so sensitive that I feel everything about him. The slightest of his veins seems to caress my inner walls in the most perfect way. And while he burrows deep inside me, his fingers are no slouch.

Slowly, he pinches my nipples, as his mouth lays light kisses on my neck. All my senses are on edge. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. And yet, I don't really have any other choice.

To try to distract myself, I turn my head outward. Maybe if I focus on a specific point, like the leaves in the trees for example, I’ll be able to fight this heat that takes over my whole body.

But it's a waste of time. At the edge of the swimming pool, the dominant has fun with the two other submissives, offering me a most pornographic vision. One of them is on all fours, getting fucked from behind by the man, while licking the other submissive lying on the floor. The moans of the latter are intense and excite me even more.

My fingers close on the carpet under me, hoping that with this little control, I can overcome this ordeal. The man is pounding me at a steady pace now. With each of his thrusts, his pubic bone comes to meet my clit, giving me the most difficult stimulation to bear.

I look at my dominant. This one doesn’t lose a crumb of the spectacle that we offer him. I beg him silently. My whole body is shaking, and I know that soon I won't be able to hold on anymore.

But the man remains perfectly insensitive to my pleas. His gaze is stern. He knows what I want, and he forbids me. I close my eyes. The ordeal so intense that I almost cry with frustration.

Suddenly, my body betrays me. Without my being able to control it, all my limbs tense. Electric lightning passes through me. I can no longer hold back my cries. I cum uncontrollably, my body arching against the other man's in desperation.

My pussy is contracting around his cock at a frantic pace. It doesn’t take more for the dominant to come in turn. With a long gasp, he empties into me, his head resting on my shoulder as he continues to pound me haphazardly.

It takes me a few moments to recover from the experience. When I finally come out of the mists of orgasm, the man has withdrawn, and my dominant is on top of me, looking stern.

“I warned you, Submissive. You were not allowed to do that. Now, you’re going to be punished.”


Chapter 3

My breathing quickens as my dominant pulls me outside. He’s not violent but exerts enough force on my arm to make me shudder. I know the power he’s capable of deploying in his punishments. And I disobeyed him when the session had just started. This can't end well for me.

I shiver as a rush of cool air caresses my naked body. He has exposed me like this before. But never outdoors. The thing is simply frightening.

Fortunately, we are in the middle of nowhere. There is no risk that a neighbor will stick his head over the fence to watch me. A naked adult being spanked by a man. What a shame it would be for me to be seen like this.

However, I still have spectators. The others followed us, and by the pool, the trio paused their playing, gazing at us with curiosity.

Arrived near the garden lounge, my dominant presses on the upper part of my back, forcing me to bend over the coffee table. Despite the nervousness that grips my stomach, I let him do it. I know the more I fight him, the more my punishment will be intense.

I have to prove to him that I'm a good girl, capable of taking his hits. That I can be obedient if he gives me the chance.

One of the other dominants approaches. In his hands are two chains, at the end of which dangle leather handcuffs. My heart rate quickens as together the two men trap my wrists. Then, they firmly tie the chains to the legs of the table.

I lick my lips. Although it makes me nervous to be in this position, I also really enjoy being tied up. There is something extremely liberating in being deprived of my movements like this. My master slaps my ass, before making me spread my legs.

“You really are a little slut, aren't you? To dare to disobey your master in this way, and in front of my friends at that. I should whip you for hours, just to teach you.”

“Pardon me Master, it was too difficult to hold back. I’m sorry!”

“Sssh Submissive. Breathe. You know you’re going to love this.”

I purse my lips, suddenly red with shame. What's worse is that he's right. I'm going to love every one of his strokes on my skin. Every time he punished me, I ended up totally wet. Today shouldn't be much different.

I swallow hard as I hear him unbuckle his belt. I can't believe this is what he's going to punish me with. I have already tasted his hand, a crop. Even to a flogger. But a belt? Never.

I close my eyes as he lets the leather strap brush my body in a menacing caress. He likes to do that. Whenever he wants to punish me, he takes his time to get on my nerves, giving me fake sweetness to make me let my guard down. Then he strikes when I least expect it.

“Submissive, you’re going to show my friends how well I trained you. After every hit, I want you to thank me. Is that clear?”

“Yes Master.”

I barely have time to say these words that the man drops his belt with force on my ass. I yelp at the rough contact. I don't know if it's because he wants to show off in front of his friends, but it seems he puts on a lot more force than he used to.

Usually, he always starts off slow, gradually building up the strength in his wrist movements. Today, it seems he’s not going to hold back. At least, I hope so. Because if that's the minimum he can do with a belt, I don't know if I can handle his maximum. I’ll have to, though.

I certainly don't want to say my safe word. Not when we are just starting our weekend. Not when the others are watching us. Who knows how many submissives they've seen on my dominant's arms before me? If they must compare me to them, I want to be ranked among the best.

So, I grit my teeth and thank him every time his belt slaps on my skin. I can't help fidgeting at times, feeling everything with unprecedented intensity. My dominant clicks his tongue as my chains rattle against the table.

“Hold still, Submissive. I'm far from done with you.”

I squeal pathetically but do as he asks. I don't want to risk his punishment becoming more severe. The man raises his arm again and drops it, once again loudly slapping my ass.

“Thank you Master.”

Although I can't see them, I perfectly feel the gaze of the others on my body. They can see all of me. My thighs trembling under the difficulty of the exercise. My red-skinned ass. My wet pussy.

I let out a much louder cry as my dominant decides to land his next blow right there. The pain is intense, almost impossible to bear. It feels like this pain is radiating for hours. I squeal as he places his fingers on the very spot where he just hit me, bringing me as much pleasure as discomfort.

“I don't think I'm punishing her hard enough. She is completely soaked.”

“Keep going then, Matthew.”

My dominant agrees with his friend's suggestion. Immediately he starts hitting me again. This time, it’s on my thighs that his blows are carried. I can’t stop moaning, the pain becoming almost unbearable.

My breathing is getting harder and harder. Tears start to well up in my eyes. However, I don’t stop him. I want to continue, just a little bit more. Make him proud. Pushing my own limits.

A terrible blow makes me scream even louder. I tremble in all my limbs. I gasp, my breathing controllable. Still, I have to say it. Stammering, I obey my master.

“Thank you Master.”

“My pleasure, Submissive. It's over now. You can relax. You took your punishment like a good girl.”

I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief, making him laugh softly. He places his hand on my ass, stroking me gently to soothe my burning skin.

He continues for long minutes, while the others lose interest in me, returning to their own pursuit of pleasure.

Gently, my dominant unties me and helps me up. He kisses me almost lazily, before catching my chin between his fingers so that I look at him.

“You’re good. You can go have fun again. But don't forget. If you cum again, I will punish you.”

I nod to answer him. I understood my lesson well. I won't do the same mistake. From now on, I’ll do everything to contain my next orgasm. Whatever it costs me.

With an amused smile on his lips, my dominant holds out his hand to lead me to a new challenge.


Chapter 4

With the tip of my foot, I project a spray of water. What a luxury to have such a pool available. I could spend hours sitting like this with my feet in the water. But that's definitely not the direction this weekend is heading.

I look up, automatically drawn to the moans coming from the other side of the pool. Anna is being taken from behind by Matthew. While pounding her, he shoves a finger deep into her ass. And she seems to love it.

I should probably be jealous to see my dominant fucking another woman. But it actually turns me on. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some friction to my desperate clit. I would like to be in the place of the submissive. Be taken violently. Screaming so hard with pleasure that it damages my vocal cords.

I must be patient. Because I know my dominant isn’t going to give me permission to cum so easily. Not without making me suffer a little before.

And it looks like it's going to happen much faster than expected. Mark, one of his friends, approaches me with a big smile. I must admit, the man is quite attractive. I lick my lips as he approaches, silently inviting him to join me.

But rather than sit next to me and enjoy the coolness of the pool, the man grabs my leash. He tugs on it gently, forcing me out of the water. Without the slightest hesitation, I obey him.

Kneeling by the water's edge, I keep my eyes on him, eagerly awaiting his order. He pulls on the leash again, forcing me to get on all fours. Then he starts moving forward. My cheeks flush with shame as he’s making me crawl at his feet, like I'm his little dog.

Despite the wave of humiliation that comes over me, I follow him without the slightest difficulty, even feeling a warmth rising in the pit of my stomach. He finally settles on one of the deckchairs, sitting down on it before spreading his thighs wide.

Obediently, I kneel between them, keeping my eyes fixed on him. I try to ignore the monster standing between his legs. I thought Matthew had the biggest cock ever, I think I was wrong.

I swallow hard as he pulls it out of his shorts. So close to my face, it seems even more impressive. I don't know if I can take it, either in my mouth or in my pussy. It looks like I'll find out soon. The man pulls on my leash, before grabbing his cock in his big hand.

“Suck it.”

My heartbeat quickens. His request seems impossible to grant. But I have to. I stop thinking and open my mouth. I'm almost choking, with only his tip inside me. My jaw hurts already, but I hold on, continuing to take him ever deeper. Gently, he strokes my hair, encouraging me to continue. I do my best to satisfy him.

It doesn't matter that my dominant doesn't look at us. I want him to be proud of me when his friends tell him how well I take care of them. So, ignoring the reflexes of my traitorous body, I push him all the way inside me.

From time to time, the man growls, giving me signs that he likes what I do to him. As best I can, I begin to stroke back and forth along his length, alternating between speed and depth, making him hit the back of my throat.

Soon, the man no longer wants to play. With force, he grabs my hair and forces me to speed up my movements. I no longer have any control over the situation. I'm just a little toy he plays with. I’m his thing, and I love it.

His thrusts accelerate. He's pounding my mouth now. But when I expect to receive his seed in the back of my throat, the man does not. At the last moment, he withdraws, emptying himself on my boobs in a long rattle. Slowly, I try to catch my breath as the man pats my cheek with a laugh.

“The others were right. You really know what you're doing with your mouth. It deserves a reward.”

I shudder. Usually, I would have been thrilled at the idea of being rewarded for my efforts. Who wouldn't want a little pleasure? But now that I'm not allowed to cum, it almost feels like torture.

“Thank you, Sir, but I’m fine. I’m here to serve you.”

“You don't think it's going to be that easy, do you? I'm the dominant, it's up to me to decide. And I decide that you have the right to a little fun too.”

I moan in frustration as the man picks me up without difficulty. He throws me over his shoulder before slapping my ass.

“I know how to be nice. Where do you prefer to do this? On the table or in the pool?”

“In… In the pool.”

I manage to stutter despite the nervousness gripping my stomach. I figure that hopefully, the cool water will help me keep my heat down and control myself. I'm not really convinced, but right now, I have no other hope to cling to.

Without delay, the man drags us into the water, immersing us until I can no longer stand. I now completely depend on him. He forcefully presses his lips to mine. Automatically, I tighten my legs around his waist as my arms wrap around his neck.

As his tongue explores my mouth, his fingers grab one of my breasts. He doesn't have to do much to make me moan into the kiss. I'm so turned on my nipples are responsive, responding to the man's fingers as if they're resting on my clit.

Without further ado, he grabs my opposite nipple, tugging even harder if possible. I squeal. The sensation is almost painful. It's all I love. Being transported on that fine line between pain and pleasure. I can't explain it, but it produces a fire in me that I don't want to see extinguished.

Slowly, I begin to move my hips, rubbing against the man's semi-hard cock. One of his hands goes down to better caress my ass. He grabs one of my globes forcefully, digging his fingers into it to hold me against him as if afraid of seeing me fall.

I can't stop rubbing against him, hoping to find some semblance of comfort. That's silly. The more I rub myself, the more I feel pleasure, and the closer I get to my orgasm. But as I stop, listening to my reason, the man takes over.

One of his hands slides between us, and his thumb is quick to rest on my clit throbbing with desire. I break the kiss to catch my breath. I bite my lip in an attempt to contain my moans as he plunges two whole fingers inside me. Like his cock, they are long and thick.

Right now, I'm mad at my dominant. If he hadn't trained me so well, I wouldn't be so sensitive, and I wouldn't already be feeling another orgasm waking up in the pit of my stomach.

I try to distract myself, to think of something else. But my environment doesn’t help me. The other two submissives are still getting fucked hard, and their moans are worthy of porn movies.

I turn my head, feeling a gaze on me. My dominant is done playing with the others. He’s sitting on the edge of the pool, his gaze seeming to decipher my every reaction. I give him a nod, as if to prove to him that I remember his order correctly.

I’m not gonna come. I’m not gonna come.

I repeat this mantra in my head continually, naively hoping it will be enough to keep me going. But the man intensifies the movements of his thumb on my clit. It's as if he knows exactly what it takes to bring me down. He presses where he needs to, when he needs to, making me lose my footing.

I lean forward and start biting his shoulder. He doesn't stop me, even laughing at my pathetic attempt to get out of it. His fingers accelerate into me. I moan louder and louder.

I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. I don't want to cum. I don't want to be punished again. It would be far too difficult. And that's what will happen to me if this continues.

My mind is thinking as fast as it can. Suddenly I have the solution. In a high-pitched cry, I pronounce my safe word.

“Red! Red!”

Immediately, the man removes his fingers from my wet pussy. Then he looks at me, almost worried. If he's ever heard submissives say their safe word, it probably wasn't right as he fingered them. Rather, he was hitting them, or causing them intense pain. Not pushing them to orgasm.

I can't help but smile. The man understands and chuckles.

“Clever, Submissive. Very clever. Come on, let me take you to your dominant.”

I can't help but blush with pride. Using my safe word to avoid coming and being punished is something rather well thought out. Of course, I'm not sure my dominant shares that opinion.

His face is totally neutral as we swim toward him. Mark quickly leaves us alone. I put my hands on Matthew’s thighs, still sitting on the edge of the pool. He catches my jaw between his fingers, leaning in towards me.

“I knew you were a player, but I’d never have thought that of you. I'm not sure I should let you off the hook that easily. It looks a lot like disobedience.”

The man seems to hesitate. As he mentally debates my fate, Anna joins us. She slips into the water next to me. She sticks to my body, before looking at my dominant.

“Come on Matthew, be indulgent. She is still new to this after all. I'm sure you can find other ways to torture her.”

My dominant smiles without saying anything. Looks like she just saved me from punishment. She turns to me, a big smile on her face. I have always been attracted to men, and only men.

But I must admit that this woman might change my mind. Her long red hair floats around her, coming to stick to her generous breasts. I can't help but lick my lips as I stare at them, blushing and wondering what it would feel like to touch them.

She seems to notice, a mischievous look on her face. She leans a little closer to me, her full mouth inches from mine. Then she puts her hands on my hips, sending an electric shock through my whole body.

With incomparable sensuality, she begins to caress me, until she grabs my breasts. Between her perfectly manicured fingers, she rolls my nipples, making me squeal with pleasure. My dominant doesn’t miss a beat of the show, absently stroking my hair to remind me of his presence.

Anna leans towards me, capturing my lips in a kiss. Then she slips her hand between my thighs, beginning to press expertly. I moan against his mouth, my whole body igniting again at the stimulation.

I will never be able to get out of this. It's obvious now. I’m gonna be punished again because of an orgasm. But just as I feel it about to burst, the submissive pulls away and comes out of the water, leaving me panting and confused.

My dominant pulls gently on my leash to bring me back to the edge of the pool. He leans in to kiss me. Then, sitting cross-legged, he makes me lie on my back, my head falling on his bent legs.

I don't really understand what is happening to me. Not until Anna returns. She kneels in front of me, gently spreading my thighs before leaning over my body. My mouth opens in surprise.

I look up at my dominant. He smiles, amused at my confused expression. I’ve never been with a woman. I had never even kissed one before a few minutes ago. And now, this goddess puts her lips on my clit, making me moan.

My dominant wraps his arms around me, and immediately I dig my nails into them. How am I supposed to hold on, as the woman shoves two of her long fingers into my wet pussy? I squeak pathetically, desperate.

Her tongue explores me, titillating my clit before descending to meet her fingers dancing inside me. I raise pleading eyes to my master. He has to give me permission to cum. I won’t be able to hold myself back. The woman is way too good, and my nerves are way too raw.

A mocking smile forms on his lips. One thing is certain, he loves to see me suffer so much.

“Very well, Submissive. You can come. But only if you let Anna finger your little ass.”

I gasp in surprise. I had expected everything except this. He's the only one who touched me there. I never let anyone else do it. I never even thought of it. He was the one who introduced me to the pleasures of anal sex.

I never thought I would let someone else touch me there. This place is reserved for him. And yet, I can't help looking at the beautiful redhead, and imagining her doing these things to me. If it had been a man, I would have said no. But a woman?

I nod. Immediately, the young woman withdraws her fingers from me, sliding them in my ass. She begins by introducing one. She doesn't have the same patience as my dominant, who always takes his time. She pushes it all the way in with one thrust, making me moan in discomfort.

But soon her caresses on my inner walls help me relax and welcome her second finger soaked with my excitement. I close my eyes. My chest heaves with more force as my body adjusts to this unnatural intrusion.

To help me relax, the young woman places her lips on my clit again, pinching it gently. She even nibbles it, sending electric shocks throughout my body. As if to be forgiven, she starts licking my sensitive area, making me moan.

Little by little, she moves her fingers more and more inside me. It begins first with long back-and-forth movements. Then she spreads them, enlarging my most taboo entrance.

I lick my lips and look up at my dominant. He doesn’t miss a second of the show. Close to my head, I can feel that he is tense as ever. I can't help dreaming of his large cock, thrusting deep inside me. Each time, I loved it, despite the shame, despite the nervousness. I always came with his cock in my ass, open as ever for him.

I close my eyes, imagining him already inside me, taking complete possession of my body and my soul. This image is the tipping point. I no longer struggle, finally letting myself go to a devastating orgasm. All my limbs tense. Waves of intense heat pass through me one after the other.

The submissive accompanies my orgasm. She continues her movements with the same intensity. So much intensity that I wonder if she's trying to make me have a second orgasm.

“It's good Anna. I think she's had enough for now.”

I swallow, barely hearing my dominant’s voice. My head still in the mists of pleasure, I barely feel him lift me. My back is glued to his chest. Against my ass, I can feel his hard cock, desperate to enter me.

However, the man takes his time. His hands caress my body, patting my pussy firmly to make me squeal. Then he grabs my nipples again to pinch them hard. I can't help but wiggle against him, inadvertently rubbing his large cock.

“You haven't had enough, have you, my little slut? Who gave me such an insatiable submissive? I see only one solution, to put my cock in your little ass.”

No sooner had he said those words than he picked me up to turn around. I find my head pressed against the cold tiles of the terrace while my ass is in the air, pointing at him. Anna comes back to us, handing a tube of lube to my master before being dragged on the floor by another dominant.

I moan as Matthew lands two powerful slaps on my ass. Then, he makes the liquid flow between my globes, before covering himself with it. Seconds later, I can feel his tip stick against my crenelated entrance.

Subconsciously, I clench my fists, dreading this intrusion. Even though Anna prepared me, he’s still much wider and much longer than her fingers, and I know I'm going to feel him go through.

A long moan escapes my throat as he finally begins to sink inside me. No matter how slow he goes, I feel like he's tearing me apart with his big cock. He doesn't waver, giving me no pause as he tries to fully enter me.

Around us, the other men moved closer, their lustful gazes passing between me and Anna with unhidden pleasure. I breathe a sigh of relief as finally my dominant is inside me. I couldn't have taken half an inch longer.

He stays still for a few moments, letting me get used to his presence. He strokes my ass, slapping it occasionally, making me moan. Then, he begins long movements back and forth.

I feel like I'm torn in two. And yet, I have absolutely no intention of stopping it. Because despite the difficulty of the situation, I feel a new warmth rising in the pit of my stomach. I'm horny as ever, my arousal flowing out of me, dripping onto the floor.

His movements are getting faster and faster, making me moan louder. He almost pounds me. Now I only dream of one thing, that he slips his hand between my thighs to press his throbbing clit.

But that's not what's happening. Without warning, the man withdraws from me, leaving me horribly empty. In front of me, I see legs appear. I look up until I meet Mark's gigantic cock.

I swallow with difficulty. I have played these games too many times at the club. I know what will happen now. I find myself being lifted by the two men. Mark settles between my thighs, wrapping them around his waist while Matthew sticks to my back, holding me too.

Mark is the first to slide inside me. I’m so wet that I manage to welcome him without too much difficulty. I never thought I could fit his huge cock inside me. I was wrong.

For a few moments, he makes slow movements back and forth, as if to discover my warm and welcoming cavity. I moan. I think I could come very quickly, if he were to continue at this pace. But as I expected, my ordeal doesn’t end there.

Behind me, my dominant grows impatient. He wants to taste the tight heat of my most taboo entrance again. So, he ends up sinking into it. My fingernails dig into Mark's shoulders.

I have never felt so full. I don't even know how this is possible. And I don't care. The men begin to move rhythmically, filling me up completely. My brain disconnects. I can't think of anything anymore. Only their cocks pounding me, and that hand resting on my clit.

I scream with pleasure now, letting myself go completely pleasure. If we had been in town, I'm sure someone would have called the police when they heard me screaming like that. This is all way too much pleasure for just one woman. I’m going to pass out if they continue this hard.

Suddenly, my dominant empties in my ass, filling my most taboo entrance with his hot seed. I don't need more to come in turn. My pussy contracts around the other man, who growls against my shoulder. He fucks me like crazy now, using me until it’s his turn to reach climax.

When the three of us come back down to earth, my dominant takes me in his arms, making sure to bring me the comfort and tenderness necessary after such actions.

“Did you like it, Submissive?”

“It was awesome!”

“Good. Rest now. The weekend has only just begun…”


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief as I step into the hot tub that adorns the terrace of Matthew’s magnificent apartment. Lately, I've been here and at the club more than in my own apartment. Often, I only went there to pick up some clothes before meeting my dominant.

After our weekend at the cabin, he never let go of me, taking me to his place without even asking. As if it were the most natural of things. And this, for my greatest pleasure.

I smile as he joins me in my midnight bath. Without a moment's delay, he pulls me against him, sliding me between his legs. He wraps his arms around me, and lets his mouth run down my neck.

I shiver, and already I feel my nipples point. This man has incredible power over me. A single caress, and I'm wet. I have never felt anything so intense. As much on the sexual point as on the intimate side.

I have never felt so confident with someone else. So in symbiosis. Because it's not just sex between us. Even our discussions are most interesting. Despite the difference in age and social background, we constantly discover common traits, shared passions. We can sometimes chat for hours without seeing the time pass.

When I arrived at the club, I didn’t think for one minute that I would end up indulging in these lustful practices. But I imagined even less that I would fall so strongly under the spell of one of the dominants.

No one has ever taken care of me like this. He fucks me like I’m the biggest slut, before treating me like the most precious woman on earth.

“What are you thinking about, Princess?”

“How good I feel with you.”

“Me too. I've had a lot of subs in my life. I also had relationships with amazing women. But never both at the same time. Looks like you were made for me. The perfect combination of lust and wit. Actually, there’s something I wanted to talk about with you.”

I pull away from him, turning to face him. My eyes search him, as if I could see answers to all my questions in his face. He caresses my cheek gently, then kisses me before explaining.

“Things are going so well between us. Since I started your training, no other woman has interested me. You almost live here. But I need more. I want to make things official. Be a real couple. Not just a dominant and a submissive. I want you to live here full-time. We could go out to restaurants and museums, travel for romantic weekends. What do you say, Princess?”

I remain silent for a moment. I would like to make him wait, play with his nerves as he plays with mine when we are in the middle of a session. But I can’t. The smile that lights up my face betrays me too much. I put my hand on my chest, pretending to be thinking hard about it.

“I have a condition.”

“Oh, yeah? Go ahead, I'm listening.”

“When we go away for the weekend, we bring toys. And then, if from time to time you want to share me with a friend or two, I wouldn't mind...”

“Oh Princess, it was already planned.”

The man says with a laugh. I wrap my arms around his neck before grabbing his lips to seal our new deal. His hands slide to my hips, and soon I find myself rubbing my clit against his hard cock.

It doesn't matter what tests my dominant wants to put me through in the future. I’m now the queen of his BDSM kingdom.

-  THE END -





> FULLY SUBMISSIVE SERIES <





1. FULLY USED


Chapter 1

< I’m gonna use you where I want, when I want. You're gonna be mine for the weekend. Only your safe word can stop me. See you tonight, Submissive. >

My cheeks flush as I read for the tenth time today the message my husband sent me this morning. Instinctively, my thighs tighten, seeking to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit.

This day is never going to end. I want to… No. I HAVE to go home. I need to find my dominant, to receive his full attention. To come again and again.

For three months now, we have been playing this very particular game. Once a month, I let my husband do what he wants with me. For the time of a weekend, I turn into his submissive little thing.

The first time he proposed this idea to me, I was afraid. It seemed so intense. Especially when he started talking about tying me up and spanking me. Up until then, our sex life was very vanilla. After four years of marriage, and six of a relationship, it often came down to a missionary in the dark before sleeping. Nothing very exciting.

That's why I accepted despite my anxiety. I wanted to rediscover the passion of the beginnings, when we couldn't take our hands off each other. For this risk, I was rewarded.

I thought the sex between us was good. But after that first weekend of submitting to him, I discovered how powerful an orgasm can be.

Now I’m insatiable. If he asked me, I think I would let him put my submissive collar around my neck every night.

I fidget in my chair, trying to get rid of the infernal throbbing of my clit. One week. It's been one long week since he touched me. Oh, not because he was too tired to do it. No. It was done on purpose to frustrate me. To turn me into a little thing, quivering with desire.

He knows it. By depriving me of my libido in this way, he’s going to make me accept each of his requests much more easily. I’m going to turn into the ideal submissive. A cunning strategy, but extremely effective.

Discreetly, I leave my workstation to go to the bathroom. I'm completely soaked, just thinking that in a few hours, he's going to play with me again. I'm so excited that I'm afraid it’ll end up going through my skirt and exposing me to the eyes of all my colleagues.

Sitting on the toilet seat, I try to regain my composure. But rather than think about anything other than his hands crashing down hard on my ass, or his perfect cock pounding me, I decide to add fuel to the fire. Grabbing my phone, I send him a message.

< I'm so wet thinking about your big cock. I can’t wait to see you tonight, Master. >

I almost blush as I hit send. I still can't believe I call him that. Yet, that's what he is to me when we play these lustful games. I probably shouldn't be texting him like that while he's at work. What if someone else read it? What a shame that would be for him and me. Our darkest secrets revealed to all.

But before I can imagine catastrophic scenarios, my phone vibrates.

< Behave, Submissive. Otherwise, I will force you to touch yourself. You don't want your co-workers to find out what a little slut you are, right? >

I'm shaking. No. I'm really not ready to do this. Obeying him when we are safe in our home is something. Doing it in a public place is another. Putting my phone away, I return to my workstation. I can wait a few more hours.

◆◆◆

My heart races as I park in front of our house. I have never been so excited to come home. I almost run to him when he opens the door to greet me.

He chuckles softly as I jump into his arms without warning. His hands grab my thighs as my arms wrap around his neck. Immediately my lips meet his.

Our tongues meet as he leads me inside the house, slamming the door behind us. I will always be amazed by the strength of my husband. He’s about one head taller than me and built like a tank. I feel so small in his arms. Protected, sheltered from the world. He sets me down on our kitchen counter, breaking our kiss to look at me with a sneer.

“Someone is enthusiast. Has the day been long, Princess?”

“You mean the week!”

I exclaim before reaching for his lips again. He lets me do it, giving me a few more moments of control over the situation before the game begins.

I can feel it in the way his hands hold me. He’s as horny as I am. He could put his cock in me, right here, right now. I'm sure I would come in less than five minutes.

But that's not what he planned. And now, I'm going to have to give him total control of the game. Stop taking initiatives, if I don’t want to take the risk to be punished.

I shiver as his hand settles on my neck, sliding slowly over my blouse until it brushes my breasts. I arch my back slightly, trying to make him touch me for real. He clicks his tongue, almost disillusioned.

“Be still. You know me better than that.”

I make a sulky pout, snatching a frank laugh from him. He kisses my forehead before locking eyes with me. I don't know how he manages to always remain in control of his emotions. No matter the excitement and intensity of our exchanges. He stays blissfully calm, leading the game exactly where he sets his mind.

“Ok, here is how we’re gonna play. As usual, you are at my disposal. I can do whatever I want with you. You have a safe word if you need it. But this time, I’m adding a new rule.”

I freeze, wondering what else he's come up with. He keeps the suspense going, knowing full well that it will only make me more nervous.

“You have no right to come. Except on one condition.”

“A… A condition?”

“You can come if, and only if, you beg me to fuck your little ass.”


Chapter 2

My breathing quickens, I feel like I'm running out of air. I wonder if I really understood what he said.

I had expected all sorts of challenges. From the most basic, like serving him all weekend, to the most humiliating, like constantly crawling behind him. But that I beg him to do something as shameful as that? I don't think I can.

My cheeks are red with shame. I think of our last weekend of free use. When he made me cum so many times that by the end, I couldn't even think. It’s also the first and only time that he has used this taboo area of my body.

At first, I thought I was dreaming. That I hadn't really felt his thumb brush against my crenelated entrance. He ended up proving to me that it wasn’t a mistake. He dripped lube on it, before pushing his finger inside me.

And I let him, despite the shame I felt. Because there was also something else. The discomfort soon turned into a feeling of fullness. I slowly opened for him. I even ended up coming, while his fingers were still deep inside me.

We haven’t really talked about it since, and I thought it would have been a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Not that he wanted to do it to me every time, like the spankings and rough uses in the middle of the day. And yet, that’s exactly what he offers me.

I could say no. Say my safe word immediately. But a dark part of me convinces me to stay silent. To see how far I’m willing to go to satisfy him. So far, I've loved everything he's done to me. So, I decide to trust him once again.

John remains silent, watching my intense reflections without ever rushing me or asking me questions. Despite my cheeks flushed with shame, I slowly relax, and he sees it.

Slowly, his hands slip under my skirt, absentmindedly stroking the thin skin on the inside of my thighs. I'm shivering. He would only have to climb a few centimeters higher to discover my soaked pussy.

“Ready to start the game, Princess?”

“Yes, Master.”

A satisfied smile lights up his face. Immediately, he takes a few steps back, leaving me on the kitchen counter. His eyes roam over my body hungrily, and I almost blush at the intensity.

“Take off your clothes.”

I bite my lower lip as I bring my hands to my blouse. I unbutton it slowly without ever taking my eyes off my man. He looks totally impassive, yet I know he likes what he sees. The sparkle in his eyes leaves no doubt about it.

My chest appears, enhanced by a black lace bra. With no care, I throw my blouse on the floor. Then my fingers are down the zipper of my skirt. Without standing up, I lift myself just enough to slide the fabric down my slender legs.

I pause, arching my back ostensibly, making my breasts look even bigger.

“Keep going.”

Subconsciously, I can't help but stare out the window. Our kitchen overlooks the street. Anyone passing on the sidewalk and looking a little too closely inside our house could see me. It would give me quite a reputation in the neighborhood. The slut who walks naked at home.

And yet, the prospect of scandal frightens me less than not satisfying the demands of my dominant. I take off my bra, releasing my breasts which fall slightly under their own weight.

Without waiting any longer, I run my thumbs under my thin thong, making it meet my skirt on the floor. Here I am, completely naked, sitting on the counter of our kitchen. Where I prepare our breakfast every morning. I should find that disgusting, but I think it turns me on even more.

Without saying a word, John leaves the room, leaving me horribly alone. I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart rate. There is something extremely uncomfortable about not having your dominant close to you when playing these kinds of games.

When he’s near me, his presence is like protection. A barrier to my shame. If there are two of us doing this kind of thing, then it's less shameful, right? But if anyone were to enter our home now, they would only see me, completely naked in this strange position.

Fortunately, he’s back again. He dug into our growing collection of toys. The first one he uses is almost indispensable. A leather collar, marking his possession on me. When he puts it on my neck, I immediately feel good. As if I were finally whole.

Then, he takes out small metal objects from his relatives. Clamps, which he used for the first time during the last session. Those dangerous teeth look almost cute, with those fluffy little balls decorating them.

I sigh softly as he closes them one after the other around my breasts. The tugging is sharp, as if he was pinching my nipples firmly between his fingers for long minutes. This sensation is enough to send an electric shock straight to my clit.

I lick my lips, my excitement kicking up a notch. My dominant puts his hands on my thighs, forcing me to spread them. I feel my cheeks flush as he stares intently at my pussy.

I’ve never been particularly proud of my body. So, seeing him looking at me with such intensity makes me slightly uneasy. But I hold on. Because soon, one of his hands lands on my wet pussy.

He firmly presses the palm of his hand against my clit, already making me moan uncontrollably. He laughs softly, before putting his mouth to my neck. All of this makes it difficult for me. How am I ever going to manage not to come, when my nerves are already on edge, and I'm feeling everything so intensely?

Yet, I’ll have to. Even if his fingers that sink into my pussy already make me quiver with desire. When he takes them out, he brings them in front of my face, enjoying making me blush.

“Look how soaked you are already. You've been like that all day, haven't you? I should forbid you to work. I don't want you to meet other men when you're like this. You’re mine. And mine alone.”

“Yes Master.”

I answer in a higher voice than usual. I love when he shows such possession over me. I let out a surprised squeal as he presses his soaked fingers to my mouth. He presses just enough to make me understand that I must open it.

Forgetting my embarrassment about tasting my own arousal, I obey him, letting my tongue carefully clean his fingers. He watches me carefully, as if monitoring the quality of my work.

Once his fingers are clean, he pulls another toy out of his pockets. I look at it, seeing it for the first time. From his other pocket, my dominant takes out a kind of small remote control, before raising the egg-shaped object in front of my eyes.

With a simple pressure on the control, he makes it vibrate. My mouth opens in surprise. This is a toy I didn't know about. Quickly, he lowers it between my legs, plunging it without the slightest difficulty into my drenched pussy.

The object is not yet on that I’m already moaning. There is no possible doubt. This weekend is going to be endless if I’m not allowed to come. Still, I'm far from feeling ready to beg him for something as taboo as what he wants to do to me.

Patiently, I wait for my master to move on. He doesn't turn the toy on immediately, instead giving me his hand to help me off the counter.

“I'm going to cook us dinner. You just wait here.”

As he speaks, he puts his hand on my upper back, forcing me to bend over the kitchen island. Then, he goes about his business, no longer interested in me. The wait seems endless. For long minutes, the egg in me remains desperately off. It's so long that soon I let my guard down, almost forgetting its presence.

Suddenly, I start squealing. The vibrations have just started. They may not be powerful, but they have the effect of a bomb on me. I can't help but arch my back, as if my body was looking for even more sensations.

Discreetly, I raise my eyes to my dominant. He remains perfectly impassive, continuing to prepare dinner as if it were any evening of the week. As if I was not there, naked and trembling under the effect of his games.

I bite my lip as he quietly increases the vibrations. The pleasure intensifies, amplified by these clamps that firmly hold my nipples.

I clench my fists, focusing on my breathing as I feel a warmth rise in my lower stomach. I recognize that feeling all too well. And I'm definitely not ready to let that go.

I must stand firm. If I disobey him and come without even begging him, who knows what he'll be up to? Punishment would be waiting for me, that's for sure. But of what nature? I'm not ready to find out.

I almost sigh in relief as he turns the toy off, giving me a few moments of respite. Despite the frustration I feel, I can't help but be grateful. I wouldn't want to fail the first test.

Soon, he's turning the egg back on, amusingly turning up and down the intensities, making me moan louder and louder before shutting the toy off again. Throughout his preparation of the meal, he continues like this. Turning the vibrations on and off, blowing hot and cold on my excitement. When it’s finally ready, he does not offer me the slightest respite.

“On your knees. Crawl to the table.”

I swallow hard before sliding to the floor. My dominant seems to like more than anything to see me lowering myself to his feet. Slowly, he accompanies me, walking at my pace, towering over me with his commanding presence.

Suddenly, I have to stop. He has just turned the toy back on. Violent waves of heat surge from the pit of my stomach. I breathe harder, moaning, and unable to move forward. He abandons me to my torment to sit down in his seat.

“I'm waiting for you, Submissive.”

I look up at him, silently begging him to stop my torment. But I only meet his stern gaze. His fingers tap the table, displaying his impatience. I take a step forward. The effort seems insurmountable, and soon I must stop again, bent to the ground.

I shudder as I hear his chair move back, and his footsteps come closer. With force, he seizes my body. He grabs me by the waist and drags me to the table. He almost throws me in my place, before coming to sit down in front of me.

My cheeks are flushed with shame at being treated like this. Like I was a bad girl, willingly going against his will. When nothing matters more to me than to satisfy him, to obey him perfectly.

He turns off the egg again, giving me some respite. He serves us both, before telling me to eat. I comply, even if the delicious food that my husband has prepared is the least of my worries.

Because the vibrations start again. They are more erratic than ever, seeming to follow no pattern, no cycle. At any moment, they can stop, or go to maximum power.

“You don’t eat?”

My husband talks like we are any night of the week. As if I weren't there, naked, squirming with pleasure over my dinner. He doesn't need to say it to know what he expects of me.

So, as best I can, I finish my plate. Several times, I find myself on the verge of sinking into ecstasy. It's only stopping the vibrations that saves me from an unauthorized orgasm.

When my husband finishes his meal, he casually slides his plate to the side, before tapping the table with his fingertips. It doesn't take much for me to drop to my knees on the ground.

Slowly, I crawl over to him. Without the slightest effort, he lifts me up. My butt ends up on our table, right where he eats every day. My breathing quickens as he removes the egg.

He places it on his plate, as if it were a simple kitchen utensil. When we are in one of our sessions, he no longer seems to have any limits. The only thing that matters to him is the pursuit of his pleasure… And mine.

I almost shiver, feeling incredibly empty now. His fingers lazily stroke my inner thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my bare skin.

He then looks up at me. My mouth opens. God this man is handsome. I want to grab his head in my hands and slide into his lap to kiss him. If I had that audacity, there is no doubt that he would forcefully slam me on the table to give me a powerful spanking.

Even if the idea is attractive, I prefer to see where his will lead us. Firmly, he spreads my thighs.

“It's time for my dessert.”

A gasp of surprise escapes my mouth as he leans down, resting his between my thighs. Slowly, he draws a long line across my soaking wet slit, tasting my arousal as if it were the best of nectars.

My sighs gradually turn into loud moans. My fingers curl around the edges of the table, a desperate attempt to regain some control over the situation.

The man takes all his time to taste me. I can't even figure out what it does to me. On the one hand, I'm frustrated. On the other hand, I'm grateful that he doesn't send me right away into orgasm, as he usually knows how to do so well.

His little game lasts a few more moments. He sucks my clit, before sliding his tongue further south, making it penetrate my wet pussy before going up again.

He ends up getting bored of it. He sits up, suddenly huge against me. With one hand, he pushes me back, forcing me to lie down on the table. I swallow as he forces my thighs apart. I look down at his crotch as he unzips his pants.

Soon his wide cock is released. His erection is like the rest of his body: massive. Without taking his eyes off me, he grabs his member to bring it closer to me. I bite my lip as his tip pushes against my entrance.

Although I'm used to his size, I can't help but close my eyes to get used to his presence inside me. As often during a weekend of free use, he doesn’t hold back. His pleasure matters more than mine.

Without taking his time, he sinks completely into me, tearing me in two. And he wants me to beg him to put this monster between my ass? How would that even be physically possible?

I moan as he tugs on the clamps still attached to my nipples, playing with the elasticity of my skin. This pain is delicious, and only tightens my pussy around him even more.

His hands cling to my hips, and already, he begins long movements back and forth. My back rasps against the wood of the table. The awkward position is only made more difficult as I have to control my pleasure. I must not sink.

His movements are faster and faster, his pubic bone constantly coming into contact with my clit, desperate to be touched again. I bite my lip. I want him to make me come. That he gives me this pleasure so intense that only he knows how to give me.

I know what I must do to get it. But I’m absolutely not ready. No pleasure can really justify receiving such a monster in my ass. The man stares at me intensely. When he sees that I'm not going to give in, he speeds up his movements, thinking only of his own pleasure.

A few more strokes, and he withdraws from me, dropping all his seed on my stomach. I wince. I'm going to have to thoroughly disinfect this table.

I can't help but smile. What a funny idea to think about while sleeping with your husband. At least, that distracts me for a few moments from my frustration.

The man helps me up, before ordering me to get rid of the leftovers of our dinner. I comply, trying to ignore my throbbing clit. I think I must get used to this feeling. This is what awaits me all weekend.

Unless he manages to convince me to succumb to the worst taboo...


Chapter 3

Eyes down, I kneel by the bed. Then, I put the tray on the mattress near my dominant. The man grabs it and starts eating his breakfast without paying me the slightest attention.

I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the goosebumps that run through my body. I'm almost cold in this position. Since last night, he hasn’t given me permission to get dressed, forcing me to remain naked.

I wasn’t allowed to wash either. As best I can, I avoid thinking about his seed that has dried on my skin. I feel so ashamed. And yet, I must hold on. The weekend has just started. I’ll have to endure his depraved trials for long hours still.

I try not to fidget too much, to sit quietly at the foot of the bed while he eats the breakfast I prepared for him. I would rather eat next to him, snuggle up against his comfortingly warm body. That's what we would do, on an ordinary weekend. But nothing here is ordinary.

From time to time, my husband runs his hand through my hair, as if to encourage me to continue to be so docile. My position is far from comfortable. But despite the discomfort and shame of being at the complete disposal of my dominant, I also feel a strange excitement. I feel almost soothed in this degrading position.

I can't stop thinking about what’s going to happen next. To the things he’s going to do to me. I know it, I still don’t have the right to come. Not until I ask him to do this thing I can't even say in my head.

It just seems impossible to me. I would die of shame if I let him do this to me. How could I look him in the eyes again? No. I really can't ask for that. Too bad if that means no orgasm until the end of the weekend. Some women never reach it, right? So, I can suffer a little too.

I look up at my dominant. He has just finished his meal, setting the tray casually beside him. I bite the inside of my cheek, wondering what he's going to do with me now. Without turning off the TV, he turns to sit on the edge of the bed.

His thighs are wide open, waiting for me to come and sit there. Without ever taking his eyes off his show, he pulls his cock out of the boxers he keeps to sleep. It's not completely hard yet. Apparently, that's going to be up to me.

With a click of his tongue, he invites me to approach him. I don't have to be asked twice to comply. I bite my lip, before grabbing his cock in my hands. I caress it slowly, enjoying its silky skin.

My master puts his hand in my hair, as if to order me silently to stop playing. I stick out my tongue to approach it near his cock. I lick it gently, watching in wonder as it grows under my treatments.

Before it's fully hard, I take it in my mouth, pushing it all the way. Close to my face, his belly starts to heave faster, a sign that he likes what I'm doing to him. He's pretty quiet, so over time, I've learned to spot the signs of his satisfaction.

Slowly, I start long back-and-forth movements on his cock, now completely tense. It's so big that I must concentrate not to choke on it. It seemed scary to me when we first started sleeping together. Now, I’m completely crazy about this cock which hardens at my mere sight. I like having it in my mouth. Make it come and go inside me. Taste the drops of excitement already coming out.

I look up at my dominant. The man finally took his eyes off his show to look at me. His hand closes more firmly in my messy bun, gripping my hair forcefully to hold my head where he wants it.

My eyes widen as I see him grab his phone. While holding me in place, he turns it to me. I know it. He’s filming me. A novelty that he introduced in our games last time.

My cheeks flush as his mouth stretches into a smirk. Abandoning myself thus to the hand of my master is already something not easy for me to do. But for him to keep it for posterity on his phone only adds to my torment.

Who knows who might stumble upon these images? And yet, a dark part of me can't help but get excited at the thought of someone finding them, enjoying them. That they touch themself while imagining they’re in my dominant's place, dreaming of having a submissive as talented as me.

So, to this idea, I work even harder, plunging my gaze straight into the camera. My dominant smiles when he sees me, obviously proud that I’m so easily losing myself in his lustful games.

In turn, he begins to move his hips, imposing a much faster pace on me, pushing his cock ever further into me. It makes me cough. But I still hold on. I'm going to prove to him that I'm ready to do anything to satisfy him.

His breathing quickens. His fingers tighten a little more in my hair. He’s not very far from coming. So, to help him go completely, I grab his balls in my hand, squeezing them gently. I know what it takes to knock him off his feet completely.

Suddenly, he tenses and empties the back of my throat. Gently, I continue to suck him, swallowing his seed without him needing to ask me.

When I release his cock, John drops back with a long sigh. I don’t move, knowing my place. Until he gives me an order, I must remain perfectly still.

He finally sits up, a smile on his face. No doubt. He’s happy with me. He finally gets up, holding out his hand.

“What a way to start the day. Come on, Submissive. Let's go clean you up.”

◆◆◆

“Are you really sure Princess? Don't you want to come? It would be so easy though.”

I nod vigorously while biting the inside of my cheek. I'm about to snap, and he feels it. He spent the day stimulating me, pushing me to my limits. And I held on.

However, the more time passes, the less I know why I still resist. After all, I liked it the other time, when he was fingering my ass while pounding my pussy. I even came while he was exploring my most taboo cavity. It can't be that horrible to go further, can it?

Only my manners are holding me back now, my body and libido are ready to try. For this as for everything else, he will succeed in pushing my limits, I know it. And the worst? I'm going to like it.

Before the end of the weekend, I’m gonna give in. However, I want to make this game last a little longer. Out of nervousness, of course, but also to see how far my dominant is willing to go to make me succumb. Yes. It promises to be interesting.

I moan louder as he continues to rock me back and forth on his thigh. With each movement, my clit is over-stimulated. I feel it. I'm close to exploding. I close my eyes to focus and hope to hold on a little longer.

I jump as his hand slams my ass hard.

“Look at this. You completely soaked my thigh. A real little slut. And yet, you still say nothing. Doesn't sound like good submissive behavior to me. You’re a naughty girl. And naughty girls get punished.”

I tremble at these words. I wondered how long he’d last before giving me one. I bite my lip again, as much excitement as worry. What is he going to do to me? Am I going to be able to bear it? Is he going to me crack for good?

Unceremoniously, he picks me up and throws me into bed. I watch him, trying to see what will come out of our toy closet. My mouth drops as I see him return with the vibrating egg he used on me yesterday.

With one hand, he turns me around. My head slams into the mattress as he jerks my ass up in his direction. Without wasting a moment, he pushes the little toy inside me. I’m so soaked that the object disappears in an instant.

I squeal as he already turns it on. For the moment, he leaves it at minimum power. As if he just wants to remind me of the presence of the object in me.

Then he slips my left wrist into a padded handcuff. It’s tied to a bar. At its end, another handcuff, that he attaches to my opposite wrist. I swallow with difficulty. This bar makes things much more difficult than with ordinary handcuffs.

Even more than usual, I find myself deprived of my movements. I can't clasp my hands together or bring a finger to my mouth to bite it to help me control my pain. No. I have to stay in this position that he imposes on me.

I almost shiver as I feel him do the same to my legs. He encloses a first ankle in a handcuff, before attaching it to the opposite one. I find myself completely stuck. Powerless.

I know in this position, I will feel everything much stronger. I couldn't find a more comfortable angle or move to try to relax. No. I’m at his complete mercy.

Despite the worry that twists my stomach, I already feel wet at the idea. I want to receive this punishment. Even if it's scary. Even if it hurts.

The egg continues to vibrate gently inside me, making sure to always keep me in the same state of excitement, without ever giving me the stimulation I would need to feel real intense pleasure. So much the better. I'm not ready to come yet.

I focus on my breathing. My dominant doesn't touch me. I don't even feel him behind me anymore. I turn backwards to try to see him, but feeling that I'm losing my balance, I get back into my position.

Not knowing when it will happen is perhaps even more difficult than receiving the first blow. I sigh, the wait becoming unbearable. I know I should be wary. If I get too impatient, my dominant will make me pay even more for it.

A scream dies in my throat as a first blow lands on my sensitive skin. I don't know if it's the overstimulation of the past few hours, but this blow felt much more powerful than usual. If this is how he begins his punishment, what will it be next?

Can I bear it without saying my safe word? I hope so. Nothing would disappoint me more than failing in satisfying my dominant. I want to take what he gives me. No matter how many hits, no matter how powerful. I want to go all the way.

I bite my lip as he hits me again. This one is even stronger than the first time. A high-pitched squeal comes out of my mouth. As he hits me again, he increases the vibrations of the egg within me, causing them to double in intensity.

My breathing is erratic. He hits me constantly. I no longer have any control over the situation. Every time I try to move, those treacherous bars hold me in place, forcing me to feel everything even stronger than usual.

I don't even really know how I feel. Each blow makes me vibrate as much with pain as with pleasure. I don't know how this is possible. My dominant doesn’t fail to notice it.

“You like what I do to you, don't you, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes, Master, I like that.”

“My little slut. You know it's a punishment, right? You're not supposed to like it.”

He punctuates his remark with a violent slap on my ass, almost throwing me forward. I manage to catch myself in time, stuttering.

“So… Sorry Master.”

He laughs softly, before hitting me again. My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands. But as I brace myself for the worst, he stops, and I feel him pull away from me. What is he going to do now?

A scream dies in my throat. A much sharper pain just shot through my body. I look back, confused. I manage to see him. He seems to take pleasure in showing off his new toy. A crop, that he claps in the palm of his hand, a smirk on his lips.

“I have been shopping since the last session. What do you say? It's a nice toy, isn't it?”

Almost despite myself, I nod my head, making him laugh softly.

“Good. Let me show you what I can do with it then.”

I turn around, staring straight ahead to prepare myself as best I can for the next impact. But again, my dominant is playing with my patience. I let out a long moan as his fingers land on my clit, gently playing with it.

I bite my lip, trying to regain some semblance of control. Again, he increases the power of the vibrations, while continuing to touch me. I won't last very long.

I'm biting myself now, not quite ready yet to say the words he wants to hear. I think I could pronounce them without even realizing it.

I squeal as his crop lands on my ass again. The pain has nothing to do with the one his hands give. It is more intense, more vivid. And somehow, more delicious.

He keeps hitting me, striking three times in the same place, before moving elsewhere. From time to time, it’s my thighs that are the victims of his muscular treatment.

I groan loud now, feeling the relentless onslaught of his crop and the egg inside me, whose vibrations keep changing rhythm. They stop, they start again, without my being able to anticipate them.

Suddenly, I let out a cry and collapse forward. It's my clit that he just hit hard. I collapse on the bed, trying to catch my breath. The pain is unprecedented, radiating throughout my body, mixing with my excitement in ways I can't describe.

Without giving me time to catch my breath, my dominant grabs my hips and straightens me up. My position is exhausting. My arms, my legs are numb. But it doesn't matter.

He resumes his blows on my ass with the same force, the same passion. I'm about to crack. I'm shaking, and tears well up in my eyes. I have never felt something so strong. I think I'll die if I don't come.

However, I resist for a few more minutes. As if to make this powerful experience last as long as possible. As another blow explodes on my clit, I can't take it anymore, screaming pathetically.

“Please, Master, please! I can’t take it anymore.”

“You want to say your safe word?”

“N… No.”

“So, what is it, Submissive?”

As he says those words, he lets the leather end of his crop slide down my pussy, playing with my clit. I sigh, I growl. I can't think anymore. My reason is extinguished to give way to my libido.

“Please, Master, I’d like…”

“Yes?”

“Please, fuck my ass.”


Chapter 4

My master's crop falls to the ground. My breathing quickens, though I don't feel him move. Does he take his time to savor this moment? This victory obtained by dint of frustrations and pleasures?

Despite myself, I tense as he runs his hand over my ass. He laughs softly.

“Relax, Princess. You'll see, you'll love it. Just like last time, remember?”

Head buried in the mattress to try to hide my shame, I nod my head. Why struggle? He is my husband, my dominant. He knows everything about me. Every perverted thought in my mind he knows, and plays with, allowing me to explore those taboo desires.

Slowly, he runs his fingers over my pussy, no doubt covering himself with my excitement. Then, he moves his finger up, inevitably bringing it to where I fear it most. I take a deep breath. He’s right. I need to relax. I know it's going to be good. I need to calm down and trust him.

Slowly, he draws the contours of my crenelated entrance. I'm shivering. Despite the worry still anchored in my stomach, the feeling is delicious. Unconsciously, I push my butt back slightly. As if I'm giving myself to him.

I yelp as his other hand slaps my globes firmly. I barely have time to get over it before he pushes his finger inside me. Thanks to my excitement, he manages to slide it easily into my taboo entrance.

I bite my lip. I'm so tight around him. How will he be able to add other fingers? And his huge cock? It just seems impossible to me.

He plays for a few moments with his finger, taking all his time, as if I weren't there. As if it was just him and my body to have a little fun.

He ends up taking it off. Then my dominant picks me up by the waist, carrying me like I'm nothing but a piece of furniture to be moved. With the bars still holding my body, there is absolutely nothing I can do. I’m at his total mercy.

Without rushing, he places me on all fours on the ground. I bite my lip. He could have at least let me enjoy the comfort of the bed. But quickly, I understand why he does this.

“Turn your head.”

I swallow with difficulty. By obeying him in this way, I find myself face-to-face with my reflection. If I had known that this huge mirror on the wall of our bedroom would end up being used for this, I'm not sure I would have insisted on it so much. But it's too late to change that now.

My cheeks are red when I discover the depraved spectacle I offer my husband. Naked, exposed. Completely at his mercy. He comes back to me, a tube of lubricant in his hand. He rushes to pour the liquid between my buttocks, making me shiver despite myself.

Then he thrusts his finger into me again. This new intrusion seems to me strangely more difficult to bear. Maybe it's because he's forcing me to watch. Worse, I have to suffer his gaze which doesn’t miss the slightest of my reactions.

My breathing quickens. It has just started. Yet I know it. Everything will quickly become much more difficult. I close my eyes for a moment to calm my racing heart as he thrusts a second finger inside me.

“Open your eyes.”

The stern voice of my dominant echoes in the room. He won't let me get away with anything. It doesn’t matter that the ordeal is difficult for me. He wants me to play by his rules. So, I obey him, not wanting to risk another punishment.

His fingers begin to come and go inside me. This feels nothing like what he does usually in my pussy. Maybe it's the part of my brain that finds it shameful to do such a thing. But it seems to me that his fingers are much harder to bear when they’re in my ass.

I groan softly as he begins to spread his fingers, scissoring me. He pulls me apart, gradually preparing my body for his arrival. He does this for a few minutes, which seem like real hours to me.

His gaze on me is intense. When he stares at me like that, I can't look away. I'm completely frozen, watching him dive into my most taboo entrance while saying nothing.

Because despite the shame that still holds my body, there is no question that I pronounce my safe word. Not immediately. I can still hold on. I know it. So, I continue. I don't want to disappoint my master.

He ends up removing his fingers, almost making me moan in disappointment. I was just beginning to get used to this presence within me. I was even about to like it. But again, it's not up to me to decide the game. Only my master has the cards in hand.

He goes back to our toy closet. This time, I can see what he is looking for. It looks like he's been filling it with new stuff, since our last session. Only he has the right to open this closet. And to make sure I don't give in to the temptation to take a look at it, he keeps it locked.

My mouth drops open as he returns, a small object in his hands. A round pink silicone head. An anal plug, pretty large. Wider than the fingers he just put inside me.

I swallow hard, knowing its size is nothing compared to my master's cock. And yet, I already have a hard time believing that it’ll fit inside me. My dominant smeared it in lube, before kneeling beside me again.

My breathing quickens, I bite my lip, convinced that I won’t be able to survive this moment. However, I have to. Already, he pushes the small object against my tight hole. His free hand rests on my lower back, gently stroking my skin.

“Relax. It will be much easier this way.”

I take a deep breath, trying my best to follow his lead. My dominant takes advantage of it, gently pushing the little toy inside me. He manages to get it in without too much difficulty, my body opening up for him. It is as if he recognized his master. That he knew to whom he owes obedience.

Despite everything, I still feel like I'm torn in two. I have never had anything so big in this part of my anatomy. And I know it's only just begun. The object ends up being fully inside me, keeping me open for my dominant, preparing me for his future intrusion.

John remains motionless, his eyes fixed on the place where this perverted toy disappears. Then he pulls out his phone. Without the slightest hesitation, he begins to take pictures of me, making sure to keep evidence of my evilness forever.

My cheeks heat up even more as he approaches my face, forcing me to stare at his screen.

“Look how cute you are with that diamond in your ass. I think I should make you wear it more often.”

I swallow hard, but I can't tear my gaze away from the photo. At the end of the pink plug is indeed a small white diamond. I could laugh, it looks so ridiculous. And yet, I find it exciting.

My dominant gets up again and walks away. I frown when I see him come back with what looks like a tripod. I had expected a dildo, or another unknown toy. Suddenly, I understand what he intends to do with it, and look at him with horrified eyes. He smiles at me, looking almost innocent.

“You like having your picture taken, don't you? So, I thought we could film you. It would be a shame not to be able to relive that first time over and over again.”

I can't reply, watching him set up a small camera on the tripod, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. I’m unable to stop him. I should though. Having your most intimate moments filmed and preserved forever, is not something that is done.

And yet, I remain completely silent. Ever since I begged him to take my ass, I haven't had a single coherent thought. I just want to let him do whatever he wants with my body. Be his little thing. And come. Yes, come.

Because despite the nervousness that has held me since he put me on all fours on the ground, I’m still soaked with excitement. Maybe even more.

He turns on his camera. My eyes are still fixed on the mirror. In this angle, the camera can capture everything. Nothing of me will be hidden.

Suddenly, I moan with surprise. My dominant has just reignited the little egg in me. With all this, I almost forgot it was there. Now that it's vibrating, I feel like it's pushing on the plug in my other entrance, the two toys responding to each other in the most delicious way.

I look up at my dominant, silently begging him to come back to me. I feel horribly alone, on all fours on the ground, still torn by these bars that handcuff me.

The man doesn't seem to care, his eyes roaming my body with undisguised avidity. I look up at his pants. He’s so hard, the fabric is tense to the point of breaking.

I lick my lips looking at it. This amuses my dominant. Without hesitation, he gets rid of his pants, revealing his big cock. Then he approaches me, kneeling in front of my face. It doesn't take much for me to know what he expects of me.

I look up at him, watching him intently. One word, one sign, and I'll get to work. He puts his fingers on my chin, making me open my mouth. With my hands cuffed to the ground, there's nothing I can do. It's up to him to take control. Which he does with no problem.

His hand slips through my hair to stabilize me a little more. Then, he begins long back-and-forth motions, thrusting his cock as deep as he can. Muffled sounds escape my throat. All I can do is try to control my breathing, so I don't sink.

I’m filled in all holes. He turned me into his little thing, completely devoted to him. My body no longer belongs to me. It’s totally his.

But quickly, my dominant seems to get tired of this little game. He has already used my mouth an inconsiderable number of times this weekend. He has much more interesting at his disposal now. So, he pulls back and walks around me again.

I swallow with difficulty. Even though I'm now curious about having his cock inside me, I can't help but be so terribly nervous. It's all about to get very real.

I close my eyes to focus on my breathing as he pulls the plug out of my ass, laying it next to me, prominently visible from the camera. I bite my lip watching him do it. He won't spare me any humiliation, it seems.

My heart is pounding in my chest. My husband kneels behind me, his cock stretched towards my ass. I would like to look elsewhere, to try to protect myself, as if it could save me from the inevitable.

But I can't look away, watching my dominant's every move in the mirror. His eyes meet mine as he pats his cock on my ass, having fun making me shudder.

He seems to take pleasure in playing with my nerves. He now slides his member along my slit, until he taps my clit. I almost moan at the touch, so raw and desperate to be touched. My wish is quickly granted.

After coating himself with a generous layer of lube, my dominant pushes his tip against my little hole. My mouth drops open as he begins his intrusion into me. Although I know his cock by heart, it has never seemed so imposing to me as in this moment.

I can't even breathe anymore, my body is so shocked by what is happening to it. My dominant runs his hand down my lower back, as if to give me additional support.

Gradually, he slides into me. He may take it slowly, but I feel like I'm torn in two. And to think that he is not yet totally in me. How will I be able to bear this? He continues his thrust, ignoring my body which heaves with my erratic breathing. He has a mission. Fully enter me. And he won't stop until he does.

I clench my fists, my fingernails digging into my skin. Thus held in this position by these handcuffs, I feel everything stronger. I can't adjust my position, nor try to find a more comfortable angle. No. I must endure everything as he has decided.

Finally, his hips meet my ass. I let out a long sigh of relief. That's it. He won't go any further. A smile lights up his face. He is visibly proud of me. Until the end, he must have expected me to pronounce my safe word. That I backtrack. But no. I held on. And for that, I see myself rewarded.

Slowly, he caresses my ass, my back, finally giving me time to get used to his presence inside me. It is only after long moments of calm that he finally begins to move.

I growl in discomfort. I have never felt anything so powerful. I feel like I'm going back to the very beginning, when he first took me. It's the first time I've been with a man with such a big cock. Before him, I had known only one other man then, whose exploits were far from memorable.

It was with my husband that I experienced everything, learned everything. Until today, on all fours in our room, filmed, tied up, taking his huge cock in my ass.

His comings and goings are becoming easier and easier to bear. I even find myself pushing slight moans of pleasure. His movements are faster, less controlled. He takes possession of me, pushing back my very last barrier.

He increases the vibrations of the egg in my other entrance, making me moan for good. I feel fuller than ever. As if the toy made his cock even bigger. I'm filled, and about to cum.

I never would have believed this possible. Maybe it's because he brought me close to orgasm countless times all weekend. Or maybe it's because I really like it.

Seeing myself like this in the mirror, I don't recognize myself. It's as if I was a whole other person. A porn actress, a slut. Certainly not an ordinary wife. However, I love this new image that I send back.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly his hand slips between my legs. Expertly, he places two fingers on my clit. He begins to move them in this way of which only he has the secret. Although I tried to reproduce his movements dozens of times, I never managed to make myself come as hard as he did.

My limbs are shaking, I find it more and more difficult to withstand his repeated attacks. I’m on the verge of collapsing. Seeing it, he wraps his free arm around my body, holding me firmly against him.

He starts pounding me, his fingers accelerating over my clit. With the incessant vibrations in my pussy, I can no longer resist. Pathetically, I start begging him.

“Please, Master, can I come, please, please!”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. Be a good little slut.”

I moan hearing him say those words. A few more moves, and I can't take it anymore. The strongest orgasm I've ever tasted ripples through my body, ravaging everything in its path. White flashes crackle before my eyes. I’m no longer in control of anything. It's as if I had come out of my body and my soul was floating in the air.

The front of my body tilts, my face falls to the ground. My dominant grips my hips with both hands and continues to take my tight ass, pounding me with comparable force. In a powerful rattle, he empties in turn in me, filling me with his hot seed.

I'm shaking all over, and it takes me a few moments to realize that he's pulled away from me and is uncuffing me. Then, he pulls me to him, hugging me tightly.

“My perfect little wife. I'm so proud of you.”


Chapter 5

“Are you comfortable?”

Slowly, I nod in response to my husband. He's just helped me lay down on the bed, after making me take a long bath with him. That's it, our weekend of free use is over. We are back to being a regular married couple.

I smile as he covers my body with the comforter, before handing me the TV remote. I’m always impressed with the care he takes in looking after me once our sessions are over.

The first time, I was afraid that he would reject me, that he would find me disgusting after letting him use me in this way. But it was quite the opposite. He cared for me for long hours, cleaning me, feeding me, and surrounding me with his love.

He made me talk too. We discussed what I had liked and disliked, to learn a little more about each other and improve things for the following sessions. Now that's what he does every time. Gently, he kisses my hair.

“Do you want me to make you something to eat?”

“A grilled cheese, please. With LOTS of cheese. And a hot chocolate.”

He laughs softly at such an unconventional combination. But that's all I want now. Comfort food to go with the warmth our bed brings me. He kisses me softly before leaving the room.

I turn on the TV, putting on a stupid show that I already know by heart. Soon, I'm not even listening anymore, barely watching the images moving on the screen as I get lost in my memories of the weekend.

I have never known anything so powerful. I still have a hard time understanding how I managed to take him this way. Accept that he takes me in this area so taboo. Beg him to do it, even. One thing is certain, my husband is incredibly persuasive.

There is nothing I regret. If I had to do it over again, I would do exactly the same. The difficulties, the punishment, his huge cock in that tight place… It was all worth it compared to the orgasm I got as a reward.

I don't think I'll ever say my safe word. Whenever I think I’ll need it, my dominant shows me what a little slut I am, loving absolutely everything he does to me. Not that it bothers me. And too bad if I have trouble walking tomorrow on my way to work. It was worth it.

Now I can't help but wonder if I'll be able to wait until our next session to experience anal again.

As my dominant walks back into the room, my cup of hot chocolate in my hand, I get my answer. No. I won’t. I already know that I’m going to beg him to take my ass again before the end of this week.

At this idea, I already feel my excitement returning.

No possible doubt. I'm my dominant little slut.

- To be continued -


2. FULLY TRAINED


Chapter 1

Stay calm. As long as you don't moan, everything is gonna be ok. No one can know what you are doing.

I clear my throat, continuing my presentation to my colleagues. Behind their screens, they all look interested. They have no idea what's going on as I sit here, at my dining table.

They have no idea I'm naked, a vibrating egg hidden inside me.

I peek nervously over my computer. On the other side of the table, my husband is focused on his screen. Like it was a normal work-from-home day. Like he didn’t make me do this, not showing my face to my co-workers so he could play with me.

His hand is resting on the remote controlling the toy buried inside me. One push, and he could have me on the edge of my seat. For now, the vibrations are weak. But in a second, they could become so powerful that I couldn't hold back my screams.

We’ve been experimenting with BDSM for a few months, along with free use. A whole day, totally submissive to my husband. He can use me where he wants, when he wants. I just have to spread my legs and let him do it. Only my safe word can get me out of it... But I never wanted to say it.

Me who was the shy girl type, the image of the good wife… I’m now a real slut. And I love that. I have never felt so close to my husband since I became his submissive little thing.

With him, I let myself go to the darkest parts of my mind. I never thought I'd like being spanked. Now, I often provoke him, just to feel his hand or his toys crashing down on the thin skin of my ass.

Something must be wrong with me. I shouldn't want these things. And yet, I don't care. People can judge us. All I care about is having fun with my husband.

As I continue my presentation, I fidget, settling myself as comfortably as I can. I grit my teeth as I hear the faint metallic clink of my handcuffs against my chair.

Because it wasn’t enough for him to force me to work naked with a toy inside me. He had to tie me up. If my hands are free to let me work, my ankles are bound to the legs of my chair. If I want to get up to drink, or to go to the bathroom, I must ask his permission.

If he’s generous, he unties me immediately. But he can also decide to be deceitful and force me to wait. Whatever happens, he’s the master of the game. There’s nothing I can do to change that.

My breathing quickens as the vibrations intensify in me. My voice is slightly higher. I don't have to look down to know I'm soaking my chair.

My presentation is almost over. I have to hold on. Just a little bit more, and I will be delivered. But who knows what my dominant has in mind? Maybe he intends to make me come before I have time to hang up with my colleagues.

How could I go back to work as if nothing had happened, knowing that I came while my colleagues could hear me? It would simply be impossible.

This is the first time that we have a free use day in the middle of the week. Usually, this happens on weekends, when we’re sheltered by our house, on a time that belongs only to us. For two days, we forget the rest of the world. There are only our dark desires left to satisfy. Come again and again, without ever feeling tired of it.

But this morning, my husband decided otherwise. I woke up in the most delicious way, with his hands running over my body, his fingers lingering on my breasts, playing with my nipples.

Before my eyes were even opened, I was already soaked. That's when he offered me this game. Take advantage that we were both at home to do a day of free use on our working time.

Oh, I could have said no, used the words my reason was screaming in my mind. It’s madness, perversion to want to do this kind of thing during our working time. But my libido quickly took over, and I accepted without hesitation.

Immediately, I found myself between his thighs, offering him a morning blowjob. Then, he fucked me hard in the shower, almost making me late for my first meeting of the day.

And it went on like that all day, until this presentation. After that, the day will finally be over. So, I must hold on. Once this is over, I can completely indulge in the intense pleasure of my master's games.

As usual, he doesn’t intend to make my task easy. As I try to focus on the questions I’m being asked, he deviously raises the vibrations in me. I glance at him over my screen, but he completely ignores me. It's as if we were in parallel universes. In his, we’re obviously not playing his perverted games.

I take a sip of water, hoping to regain some semblance of composure. I lean over my desk, the vibrations growing in me. It becomes difficult to resist. My clit throbs, begging me to put my hands there to bring it the long-awaited release.

But I know I have no right to do so. I must resist, no matter what. This meeting is still not over. To believe that they gave themselves the word to torture me as long as possible. My whole body is shaking, I have only one obsession: to come.

But just as I feel like I'm about to fall into ecstasy, forgetting all decency, the toy stops, and the meeting ends. I’m almost disappointed. I can't take this wait anymore. I want to get down to business for good, that he takes care of me completely for a true session.

No more half-measures. I want to completely surrender to him. I close my computer, staring intently at my dominant.

“Master, I’ve finished working.”

“Good girl. I still have a meeting. By the way, I need a hand. You want to help me, right?”

I lick my lip before nodding enthusiastically. I don't know what he's going to ask me, but I know I'm going to love it. I don't have the slightest doubt. Even if they are sometimes scary, my dominant's games are always worth the effort.

I shiver as he stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't escape him. His eyes glide over my completely naked body. I feel my cheeks heat, as much excitement as shame. I shouldn't be in this position. It's decadent. Degrading. And terribly exciting.

He pushes my chair back from the table, leaving himself a passage. He licks his lips, admiring my soaked pussy. Then, he kneels in front of me. I swallow hard, imagining him already resting his mouth on my throbbing clit.

But he doesn't. His eyes look up at me, a mocking smile lighting up his face.

“Look at you. You’re completely soaked. I wonder what your colleagues would say if they knew what a slut you are. I almost want to send them a picture.”

My breath hitches as he pulls his phone out of his pocket. Of all the things he put me through, I think the photos and videos are the hardest to bear. I have only one fear: that they come to be publicly revealed. And yet, this fear is also terribly exciting. I play with fire, and I love it.

He places a kiss on my inner thigh, making me moan softly. Then, he unties my ankles, leaving the handcuffs on my skin. I lick my lips. He will surely tie me up again later. This idea alone is enough to make me even wetter. I don't take my eyes off him as he gets up.

“On your knees, Submissive.”


Chapter 2

It’s frightening how quickly I obey this man. As soon as he finishes giving his order, I slide down to the ground. My master starts to slowly caress my hair. As if I’m nothing but his little servile thing.

I should feel humiliated. And yet, my excitement has never been so intense as in this moment. I want to satisfy him, obey his every order. There is no more work or daily life. Just the two of us and this intense pursuit of pleasure.

From his pocket, he pulls out a small leather collar. I know it by heart now. He wraps it around my neck, making me shiver. More than anything, I love how it feels against my skin. With this simple object, he marks his possession on me. He makes me his, entirely.

To the buckle adorning the tight collar, he attaches a leash. I bite my lip, both embarrassed and terribly excited. I know what’s going to happen now. How many times has he made me crawl like this next to him, like it was the most natural thing in the world?

The vibrations of the egg resume. I almost jump. I had forgotten its presence in me, so focused I was on the movements of my Master. The sensation is soft, far too weak to bring me any orgasm. And yet, that’s enough for now.

My Master clicks his tongue, before pulling gently on my leash. It doesn't take much for me to fall on my hands. He doesn't need to order me. I know where I belong now. His training is paying off.

I look up at him. A smile tugs his lips slightly. Each time, seeing him so satisfied fills me with great pride. And I only want one thing: to continue.

So, when he starts walking, I don't have to think to follow him. I crawl beside him, rolling my hips with each step. He doesn't even look at me, and yet I do everything to be sexy. That if he looks at me, he wants me. My secret dream? That I make him lose his mind, to the point where he would forget everything else to fuck me on the ground.

I lick my lips, imagining his large cock going back and forth inside me. My cheeks flush slightly. He might even put it back in my ass like he did last time. I still can't believe I managed to take him in this place so deprived of my anatomy.

And yet, that's what I let him do. Despite the shame and discomfort, I let him sink deep into my body, opening myself up completely for him. Since then, I have only one idea in mind: to do this debauched thing again.

Arrived on his side of the table, he sits on his chair. I crawl between his legs, sitting obediently. I look up at him, waiting for his next order. He absently strokes my hair, before reaching for a box he keeps near his computer. Since the beginning of the day, I wondered what it contained. Now I have my answer.

I bite my lip as he holds two nipple clamps before my eyes. Without wasting a moment, he grabs one of my breasts, hanging the small ornament there, as if it were a piece of jewelry.

The bite is light, pleasant. It's as if he were the one putting his teeth on me. I moan softly as he traps my second nipple in the same way. Then he pats his thigh, inviting me to climb it.

I obey him immediately, too happy to stick my body to his. His warmth radiates through his clothes, warming my bare skin, eager for caress. I shiver as his hand begins to caress my globes firmly. Is he going to spank me now?

Part of me secretly hopes so. Even if I didn't do anything to deserve to receive a punishment, I don't care. Nothing replaces the thrill I feel when his hand lands on my skin. The intense tingle of pain, mixed with that of pleasure. I quickly took a liking to these sensations, and I would find it difficult to live without them now.

“I have a little time before my meeting starts. I’m going to prepare you.”

I freeze, wondering what that means. His fingers run over my pussy, making me moan softly. He presses on my clit, before moving up, covering himself with the excitement flowing from my pussy.

His race doesn’t stop there. Before I even have time to react, his fingers trace the outline of my crenelated entrance. I can't help but tense up. Even though I liked it last time, I'm nervous.

It was far from easy, and he had taken his time preparing me. What if he were less patient today? He might decide that my training was enough, that he might just take me like that. Split me in two with his large cock. Making me submit to his will, without my having a say.

I let out a low groan as his finger begins to slide inside me. He may have drenched it in my excitement, but that's not enough. My body resists him. This doesn't seem to bother him, as he continues his dive.

I bite my lip. If I already have trouble receiving a single finger, how will I be able to accommodate his cock? It’s wide and long. Nothing to do with that finger. I'm even starting to wonder if it really happened. If he really came into me the last time. Maybe I dreamed of this.

“Your little ass is so tight. You’re going to be delicious around my cock. Too bad I can't take you now.”

My cheeks flush at these depraved words. I would never have believed my husband capable of such perversity when we got married. Maybe then it would have frightened me to know he was like this. But now, I wouldn't do without this side of his personality for anything in the world.

He removes his finger, leaving me strangely empty. Not for a long time. I shudder, feeling a large dose of lube running on my ass. Then, something very familiar presses against my tight entrance. A small silicone plug, larger than his finger.

I grit my teeth as he pushes it inside me. It’s like I'm split open. I feel every inch of this small object against my walls. My fingers close around my dominant's leg as I try to control my breathing.

He doesn't seem to care about my discomfort. He continues until the end, until the little toy is perfectly installed in me. Then, his hand goes up on my globes, caressing them gently, as if to help me calm down.

I keep my eyes closed, trying to get used to all these sensations running through my body. The clamps that grip my nipples tightly, the plug that tears open my most taboo entrance, the egg that threatens to fall as I'm soaked.

As if that weren't enough, he bends down, grabbing in his hands the handcuffs still attached to my ankles. Without wasting a moment, he ties them together. Thus harnessed, I’m limited in my movements. It would be impossible for me to run, and any attempt to walk would result in a fall, I am sure.

Slowly he drags me to the floor. I find myself again kneeling between his legs, waiting for the slightest sign of his interest in me. Again, he rummages in his secret box. He pulls out a new pair of handcuffs.

“Hold out your arms.”

I immediately obey him, ignoring the tremor that takes over my body. He spares me nothing. Every part of my body is used, harnessed, degraded. I’m his little thing. He does what he wants with me. I just have to stand there and let him.

Once the handcuffs are closed on my wrists, he repositions himself in front of his screen, settling comfortably. I find myself kneeling between his legs, hidden under our table. My ankles and wrists tied, there's not much I can do.

Who knows how long he'll leave me there on our dining room floor. Naked, stimulated to the extreme, my arousal flowing on the wooden floor scraping my knees. I know the position will be difficult to hold. But I have no choice. If I want to go to the end of the experience and receive some pleasure in exchange, I have to hold on. Whatever it costs me.

Moments later, his meeting begins. All participants connect one by one. They all greet each other, chatting quickly about this and that. No one has any idea I'm there, my mouth just inches from their co-worker's cock.

He remains completely unfazed. It's as if I no longer exist. Yet, even though he pretends I'm not there, I know he's scrutinizing my every move. If I don't behave properly, I will be punished.

I lick my lips, wondering what he would do if I were to embarrass him in front of his colleagues. He would definitely tie me to the bed for hours. He would put toys inside me, driving me sky-high in pleasure without ever letting me down in climax.

Then he would punish me, with a flogger or a crop. He would hit every sensitive area of my body, leaving his mark, and making me scream until my voice breaks. And then he would take me, his hot body covering mine until it consumes me completely, making me cum over and over until I couldn't take it anymore.

I swallow with difficulty. This is an attractive project. Far too attractive. I must keep my calm. I mustn't get too excited. Who knows how long it will be until he touches me for good? If I'm too impatient, this wait will be unbearable.

From time to time, he slides his hand under the table, stroking my hair almost absently. It's a simple, quick gesture, but more than enough to help me continue. It anchors me in reality. It reminds me of the stakes.

With a wave of his hand, he points to his crotch, while remaining perfectly focused on his meeting. Impossible to ignore the bulge stretching his pants. He may play impassive, but our games never leave him indifferent.

To be the one behind such a reaction fills me with misplaced pride. As quietly as possible, I unbuckle his belt, praying that no one will hear us. With slow gestures, I reveal his large cock.

It stands proudly in front of me, only waiting for one thing, to receive a little attention. With my cuffed hands, I grab it, starting slow strokes down its length, making it gain the last few inches missing from his full erection.

Then I approach, careful not to bang my head against the table. I pray that no one can see me. But after all, it would be my dominant's fault if that happened. It’s up to him to bear the consequences. I’m just following his order.

With the tip of my tongue, I just tickle his tip, slowly tracing his slit, collecting a few drops of excitement there. Then I go down his length, tracing his long curve, rediscovering once again the lines of his veins, the softness of his skin.

I continue this little game for a few moments, as if it were the first time that I discovered it. Then, I end up getting bored. So, I go up gently. My lips land on his tip, barely making it fit into my mouth.

I know, I'm playing on his nerves when I do that. And that's what amuses me. As long as he's stuck in this meeting with his colleagues, he can't say anything. After all, he didn't give me any real instructions on what to do. So, I have to improvise.

I'm not sure that kind of logic works when it's just the two of us. No need to be Einstein to understand what he expects of me. But still, I can't stop playing. And if he wants to punish me, well, that will be good for me.

So, I decide to continue my little game, pinching his tip between my lips, making him languish a little longer. It's only fair, after all. Even if he spanks me for it, I want to take advantage of what little power he leaves me.

It's a way for me to get revenge for all those times he pushed me to my limits, taking care of me without ever letting me cum, blowing hot and cold until I begged him to take me, almost in tears as the pleasure and frustration were intense.

Yes. He is an expert in this kind of little games. Today, I want to prove to him that I too can be.

So, I just keep him in my mouth, like his cock is a pacifier, a way to soothe me. From time to time, I feel his gaze lower to me. I refrain from looking up at him. I don't want to risk seeing his reaction and losing control.

I'm sure he's looking at me sternly, and seeing him would make me cringe at the threat of too much punishment. I want to continue playing with his nerves a little longer.

Discreetly, he slides his hand through my hair, and intertwines his fingers to send me the message. Slowly he tugs on my hair, letting me know what he wants from me. I resist a little longer, before succumbing to his request.

Slowly, I take his cock deeper into me, only stopping when it starts to get too big. After years of marriage, I've learned to take it all in, even when it feels bigger than ever.

I don't think anything pleases him more than hearing me choke on his cock. I must admit, it excites me too. But right now, I can't afford such a thing. They might hear us. This sound is far too recognizable and specific for him to find a credible explanation from his colleagues.

So, I just take it to the limit, going up and down his length with a controlled pace. His fingers stay locked in my hair, tightening imperceptibly from time to time. He likes what I do to him. Even if he cannot express it at the moment.

Hesitantly, I look up at him. He’s perfectly focused on his screen. I can only admire his composure. In his place, I would already be screaming my pleasure. I don't have the slightest doubt about it.

But he remains impassive, perfectly professional. From time to time, he even makes a remark on the presentation. How can he remain so in control of his emotions? That's probably what makes it so easy with him.

I'm never afraid to surrender to his hand, to obey his darkest desires. Because I know that no matter what, he will remain in control, putting my safety and well-being above all else.

I hold back a cry of surprise as the vibrations of the egg resume, stronger this time. I look up at him. He smiles slightly, his eyes still fixed on his screen. He’s fully aware of what he’s doing, but he doesn't care. He too seems to seek this thrill of the forbidden. The one that makes us feel so alive.

In my mouth, his cock twitches. I feel it, he’s near his end. Still, he doesn't make me stop. Instead, he squeezes his fingers a little harder into my hair, making me take him a little deeper.

It takes all the concentration in the world not to make noise. Between his cock coming and going in my mouth, and the egg vibrating louder and louder inside me, the exercise is difficult. For him as for me, the pleasure is at its peak.

I can't hold back a high-pitched squeal as the toy moves even faster inside me, sending electric shocks throughout my body. I freeze, letting the pleasure run through my whole body. It's a quick, but intense orgasm.

When I come to my senses, I look up at my dominant, worried. He hadn't really forbidden me to cum, but he hadn't really allowed me either. Was my cry of pleasure heard, or did his cock in my mouth smother it enough?

He stays still, his fingers clenching hard in my hair to hold me in place. I strain my ears to listen to the voices escaping from his computer. The meeting is finally over, and it looks like no one heard me. Perfect. He will finally be able to take care of me.

Slowly, he tugs at my hair, making me let go of his cock. I lick my lips seeing it in front of me, hoping soon to take it back into my mouth and receive the fruit of my work. But it's not for now.

Sternly, he grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him.

“What am I going to do with you, huh?”

“I think your submissive still needs training.”

I freeze as I hear a man's voice coming from my dominant's computer. The stranger can't see me, but he clearly knows what happened here. I knew that my husband had talked about our little games with one of his friends, also versed in BDSM, without me knowing who it was. Looks like it’s one of his co-workers.

My master probes me with his gaze, as if to see my reaction. I would only have to pronounce my safe word so that he turns off the computer and that we are only the two of us. But I remain completely silent, too intrigued to want to stop him now. With a vicious smile on his lips, he responds to his friend.

“Yeah, you're right. She needs a punishment.”


Chapter 3

My heart is racing. I'm having a hard time understanding what's going on. There is someone there, behind his screen, perfectly aware of what we’re doing. Throughout the meeting, this stranger knew perfectly well what was going on.

He knew I was there, on my knees, sucking my husband’s cock like it was the most natural thing in the world. A normal behavior to have in society.

Now he doesn't seem to want to log out. I who was wondering what I’d feel to have the images of our private images shared with others, I think I’m about to have my answer.

My husband continues to stare intently at me. I know, he's waiting to see if I'm going to say my safe word. It would be easy for me to end all this. One little word, and it would all be over.

But I remain perfectly silent. I don't know how far I'm willing to go, but I want to find out. Yes. I am ready to explore this new facet of the game. To offer myself to another man.

Eyes fixed on my dominant's, I nod slowly, giving my consent. He smiles and gently caresses my cheek in a reassuring gesture.

“How about we show my friend what you're capable of? What do you say, Princess?”

I swallow hard but nod anyway. Things are getting very real. Still, I put my nervousness aside when he pushes his chair back to give a better view of us to the other man behind his screen. When my master tugs on my leash, I drop back onto my hands and crawl over to him.

I try to focus only on my dominant, on his gaze on my body. As best I can, I ignore the fact that there is a man who doesn't miss a thing of the show. I know, right now he can see my hips rolling, my bare ass.

The idea excites me and scares me at the same time. So, I prefer to focus on my dominant's cock, still erect before my eyes, waiting for me to take care of it again. I look up at my dominant, waiting for his permission. He doesn't react immediately, just staring at me with interest.

As soon as he gestures to his cock, I throw myself on it, like a starving woman finding a piece of bread. He almost laughs at my impatience, his hand running through my hair as if to compliment me on my diligence.

In an instant, I make his cock disappear into my mouth. This time, I'm not playing any games. I want to satisfy him, and fast. Make him reach his orgasm interrupted by mine. I keep my eyes locked on his, watching his every reaction.

He looks at me too, silently encouraging me to continue. With my cuffed hands, I grab his base, stabilizing my grip on him, pushing him deeper and deeper inside me. I almost forget the presence of the other man.

Kneeling in front of my husband, I suck him off as if my life depended on it. With such actions, my reputation as a shy wife will take a hit. But I don't care. Nothing matters to me more than the pleasure of my dominant.

He retains his noises of pleasure, preferring to play the strong man, probably out of modesty in front of his friend. However, there are unmistakable signs. His fingers close tighter in my hair. His belly is rising faster and faster.

I know him too well. He is about to come. So, I put more enthusiasm into my licks. I take him even deeper, if that is possible. I stop at nothing, as long as it can lead me to my goal. I’m ready to swallow every last drop of his seed.

But just as I feel him about to tip over, I let out a squeal of surprise. In a quick move, he just tugged at my hair, causing me to let go of him and pull my head back. Before I even have time to understand what is happening to me, I find myself facing his swollen and reddish cock.

While one of his hands keeps my head in this position, the other grabs hold of his cock. He jerks it off with force, reproducing the same movements that my mouth was performing only a few moments ago.

He doesn’t need more than a few strokes to let himself go. His seed spurts out, falling hard on my face and on my breasts. Without the slightest shame, he uses me as a reel for his desire. I’m nothing more than his little toy. And I would be lying if I said I hated it.

I stand in front of him, panting, my eyes planted in his, quietly awaiting his next order. He pats my cheek in congratulations. Then, he lifts me without difficulty to put me on his lap.

He swivels his chair around, making sure my ass faces the camera on his computer. Faces his friend. Then, his hand slides over my ass, slapping it without warning me. I let out a small squeal, but stay still. I must show him obedience.

His hand slides lower. He spreads my ass, showing all of me to the stranger. My cheeks are red with shame. I know, in this position, the other man can see the little plug that comes out of my ass. Did my husband tell him he used this so taboo part of my anatomy? Did he brag about it to his friend, talking in detail about his wife's depravity?

Shame twists my stomach. And yet, I also feel a strange excitement. Is the other man jealous of my husband? Would he also like to have such a docile and depraved wife? Will he be thinking of me the next time he's jerking off in the shower?

I never thought I was an object of desire. But now that it can become possible, it excites me more than ever.

I squeal as my husband dips two fingers inside me, slowly moving them back and forth before pulling them out. I don't need to see him to know what he's doing. He shows his fingers to the camera. I am sure of it.

“Look how soaked she is. A true little slut.”

“Shit, she really likes to suck you. And that plug in her little ass. You really hit the jackpot.”

“I know. But there are still things to improve. I need a submissive docile, and discreet.”

I yelp as he powerfully smacks my ass.

“You know they could have heard it all earlier, right, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes, Master. I'm sorry.”

“Just because you can't hold back an orgasm. It's not good. I’m gonna have to punish you. And in front of my friend too. I've been bragging about your skills… He's going to think I've been lying to him.”

“I… I'm sorry Master.”

He doesn't answer, just makes a distracted sound. He seems much more interested by my ass than my apologetic words. My emotions are mixed. I'm both excited and terrified by what’s going to happen next.

As much as I love these punishments, they are still unparalleled in strength. What if having a spectator makes him go even stronger? Would I be able to bear it? I don't want the first time I say my safe word to happen when we have an audience.

He said it. He praised my merits to his friend. I wouldn't want to disappoint him. But more. I want to live up to the reputation he gave me. My ego wouldn't take it otherwise. I may be new to BDSM, but I want to look confident. Make other dominants dream. So, for that, I have to hold on.

I squeal as his hand slams down hard on my bare skin. I believe I have my answer. He’s obviously not going to hold back in front of our spectator. It doesn't matter. I can do it. I can do it.

“You're going to thank me, Submissive. To take the time to punish you. To train you. Another dominant wouldn’t have the same patience as me. So, after every hit, I want to hear you say it. Is that clear, Submissive?”

I swallow hard, hearing him speak like that, but I don’t waste a moment to answer him.

“Yes Master. I understand.”

My words are greeted by another slap on my ass. I shudder but thank him immediately. No way I'm failing so quickly. I want to prove to him that I can obey. That I’m the good submissive he wants me to become.

The slaps are linked without weakening. Each time, I thank him, my voice slightly trembling. My skin must be red now as he puts so much strength into each of his blows. And yet, he continues, making me moan louder and louder.

“Thank you Master!”

Now I can't hold back my screams. Every time he spanks me, I squeal with a little more force, shifting despite myself on his legs. From time to time, he clicks his tongue, reminding me of my place. I must keep quiet, especially now that we have a spectator.

So, I concentrate, forgetting the pain to thank him each time for taking care of me. I should be embarrassed, and yet I've never felt so turned on. So sexy. So calm.

There is something incredibly liberating about being tied up and spanked like this. To surrender completely to the law of a man, without worrying about codes and conventions. There is only this strange feeling, between pleasure and pain.

I don't really know what I feel anymore, and I don't care. I let myself go without trying to think or understand anything. I’m his little thing. I don't even know if I'm screaming or moaning anymore when he brings his hand down on my ass again. Nothing matters anymore.

It's a cry I let out as his hand falls between my legs, hitting my drenched pussy with a wet sound. The pain is intense, it radiates throughout my body. And yet, I’m not forgetting my mission.

“Thank you Master!”

A contented sound escapes my dominant's throat. Gently, he caresses my ass, bringing me much-needed comfort after these countless blows. A whistle makes me jump. I had forgotten our viewer. He didn't miss anything from the show.

“Damn, she's completely soaked. What a nice little submissive you have there.”

My dominant makes an approving sound, his hand continuing to explore me. I growl as he grabs my plug, playing with it, gently pushing it in and out. My cheeks are red with shame. The return to reality is brutal.

I’m only too aware of my position. Naked, lying on my husband's lap like a disobedient child, wet when he just hit me. I’m completely open, for him and for his friend. I don't even know who he is.

Now, every time I’ll meet one of his colleagues, I’ll wonder if this person has seen me in such a degrading position. I don't know if I could bear such shame. But I don't really have a choice. What is done is done. And apparently, it's far from over.

“You drove my friend crazy, Submissive. You can't see him at the moment, but he's hard as ever. It would be rude not to help him relieve himself, don't you think?”

“Yes Master.”

I stammer, not totally sure to understand what will happen next. I don’t care. That's why I like to submit. To not have to think. What my dominant wants, I give him.

And while I'm nervous about continuing with this watcher... I can't wait to see what we're going to do. My dominant's perversity knows no bounds. For my greatest pleasure.


Chapter 4

I'm shivering. Again, everything happens so fast. No sooner had he disconnected his computer than I found myself on my knees, on all fours beside him, waiting for the rest of the events.

With one hand, he holds my leash firmly. On the other, he calls his friend on video with his phone. The man will miss nothing. It's as if he was there with us. With a flick on the leash, my dominant leads me forward, his phone not missing a crumb of the degrading spectacle I offer.

With my handcuffs, it’s even more difficult to move forward. With each step I take, they rattle, shamefully reminding me of my position. I’m nothing more than a small thing subject to their desire, having to obey the slightest desire of these men who look at me. And I know it, my ordeal has only just begun.

Arrived in the room, my dominant makes me climb on the bed. With my wrists and ankles bound, the exercise is harder than ever. But he gives me no respite. I must get on the bed right away, no matter how difficult.

His hand lands on my skin, forcing me to point my ass backward. No possible doubt. The stranger must see everything about me in this moment.

I blush even harder as my dominant pulls out the egg that was still inside me, unmistakably showing it to the other man. I wonder how he feels when he exposes me like that. Does he feel proud? Amused? I don't know.

All I know is that he seems content right now. And that's all that matters to me. So, despite the shame, I remain perfectly still, waiting for the next steps.

Yet soon, I can’t help glancing back, too curious to see what my dominant is doing. My cheeks burn when I realize that he brings the camera of his phone closer to my crotch, filming every detail of my soaked pussy, my little ass filled with this silicone plug. My tense clit, hoping again to receive an orgasm. I’m soaked and open, and the other can’t miss anything.

“Hold this. I have to prepare the rest.”

I frown, unsure of what to do. He soon gets much clearer. His hand presses down on my upper back, forcing me to fall onto the bed, my head pressed against the mattress as my ass stays lifted in the air.

My cuffed hands get stuck under my body. Without my having to do anything, he grabs one of my hands and puts his phone there, pointing it undoubtedly towards my soaked pussy.

Does it make his friend hard to see me give myself to him, filming myself for his greatest pleasure? I hope so. This is what helps me hold on to this awkward position.

Meanwhile, my dominant is doing I don't know what. I hear him bustling behind me, surely setting things up to continue this most unexpected session.

When he comes back to me, it's to pick up the phone. I glance over my shoulder. He installs it on a tripod, ensuring his friend a place of choice in the spectacle of our perversion.

Then, he turns me over without any care. I find myself on my back, face-to-face with him. His face is completely impassive. He doesn’t offer me the slightest comfort with a smile or a kiss. No, he looks at my body and positions me on the bed, as if I were a simple object to install.

I watch him, trying to find any clue as to what he's planning to do to me next. On either side of the bed, he hangs long strips. Then he uncuffs my ankles, freeing me for a brief moment.

Then, with force, he spreads my legs to the maximum. I find myself completely open on the bed. He tugs at my ankles, tying them to either side of the bed. I’m totally spread, my pussy offered to the view of the other.

I lick my lips at this idea. I cling to the image of this man who cannot take his eyes off me to forget my shame. For a moment, I wonder if he's also going to tie my arms to spread me totally on the bed.

The position would be most uncomfortable. But if that's what he wants, I'll do it for him. There's nothing I'm not willing to do to satisfy my dominant.

He seems to have something else on his mind as he walks away again. For a time that seems infinite, he leaves me alone and vulnerable to the gaze of the other man. I shiver as he speaks, addressing his friend.

“You're lucky, I bought a new toy. You will be the first to try it.”

“Is that what you told me about?”

“Exactly.”

My mind is racing as I try to figure out what the two men are talking about. I try to remember the past few weeks. Packages received, discussions with my husband. But when it comes to toys, he often likes to leave me in the dark. He keeps it all a secret, making sure I never see anything happen until the day he uses it.

So, I must be patient. I look up, but I can't see what he's doing. It’s only when he comes back near the bed that I can see the said toy. I frown. I can't say what it's for. It's just a block. Not something he can shove inside me.

A smile forms on the lips of my dominant. He’s visibly satisfied with my confusion. My mouth drops in surprise when he brings a much more recognizable object into my field of vision. A dildo.

The object is not as wide as his cock, but slightly longer, it seems. I lick my lips at the thought of having it inside me soon. I keep my eyes fixed on his every move, curious as ever to see what he will do with it.

Without prolonging the suspense any longer, he attaches it to the big block. I frown slightly, still unsure of what's going to happen. Playfully, my dominant raises a small remote control in front of me, and waves it in front of my eyes. Then, he exerts a slight pressure on it, and everything falls into place.

The block is actually a powerful machine, pounding the dildo in the void. And soon, inside me. I bite my lip, both impressed and excited by these powerful mechanical movements.

I imagine I already have it in me. Even if I know the task will not be easy. I know my dominant all too well. He's not going to just use it. He will push me to my limits, make me scream. Bring me very close to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. Or on the contrary, make me come so many times that I couldn't bear it anymore. No. Nothing is ever easy with him.

“What do you say about my new toy, Submissive? I'm sure you're going to like it a lot.”

“Yes Master.”

“Just a thing. I have a remote. But this toy can also be controlled with a phone. So, I gave access to it to my friend. It's normal, don't you think? After all, you excited him with your little performance. You must help him relieve himself now, right?”

I swallow hard, nodding my head almost mechanically. I can't really think. If it's the other man who controls it, it's just as if he was the one who was there, taking the place of my husband.

It's been ages since I've been with another man. The idea is intimidating, as much as it is depraved. I never thought my dominant could give up control like this. And yet, he seems delighted to do so.

A big smile lights up his face as his hand absently strokes the inside of my thigh. I lick my lips looking at him, remaining silent. I know if he gives me so much time, it's to allow me to think, and to say my safe word if I find it too much for me.

Yet, I remain silent. This toy looks way too exciting for me to back down now. Yes. I want to continue until the end. Getting pounded by this dildo, and coming, if the two men let me go that far.

So, without further ado, my dominant approaches the new toy to my body. He slides a pillow under my hips to help lift them. Then he aligns the dildo at my entrance. I bite my lip as only the tip enters me, barely there.

Minutes pass, and the object remains desperately still. I look up at my dominant, questioningly. He smiles.

“I can't do anything for you, Princess. I gave control to my friend, it's up to him. And it seems that right now, he's not interested in playing with you. You have to be patient.”

I take a deep breath, trying to get used to the idea. The wait seems endless. For a moment, I hesitate even to wiggle my hips to get the toy a little deeper inside me. Not to disobey them. No. Just to feel something. To appease this fire that twists my belly.

But I know what the consequences of such an act would be. And I'm not sure I can handle them. I should remain patient. Who knows what they would be capable of if I were to disobey them?

My patience is finally rewarded. I let out a long moan of pleasure as the object sinks insanely slowly inside me. Inch by inch, it takes possession of my soaked entrance, caressing my walls and pulling me apart to better accommodate it.

The man seems to be the patient type. Another would surely have turned the object on to the maximum from the start, giving me no respite, not the slightest time to get used to this unusual object. He seems to want to do the opposite.

Because even if I appreciate the delicacy of these slow movements, I know that it’s not to spare me. No. My husband plays this game too often with me for me to be fooled. If he does this, it's to play with my nerves. Breaking my patience. Make me yearn and hope for something that will only come if I beg.

Yes. He wants me to be desperate. Let my excitement be such that I come to cry in frustration and promise him anything he wants to hear, as long as it can offer me a little pleasure and relief.

I focus on my breathing, trying to prepare myself psychologically for this. My dominant walks away from me, sitting in a small chair by the window, pretending not to care at all about what is going on right under his nose.

Yet I'm sure he savors every moment of this performance, observing my every reaction, drinking in my moans and squeaks.

I let out a slight cry of surprise as the machine accelerates, making me discover new sensations. I lick my lips, totally intoxicated by the back-and-forth movements of the dildo inside me.

The mechanical rhythm of the machine makes the sensations even more powerful and delicious. It doesn't need to rest. It just pounds me again and again and again, pushing me to my limits.

I arch my back now, trying to get even more sensations, if possible. My moans fill the room, my mouth is dry. The man accelerates more and more the movements of the machine. I'm getting pounded for real now, at an almost unbearable pace.

I close my eyes. I no longer have any control. My legs twitch, rattling the chains holding me to the bed. I can't think of any coherent thoughts anymore. My body is burning, and in the pit of my stomach, I feel a very familiar sensation. Suddenly, I can't take it anymore, I break down.

“Please, can I come? I can't take it anymore. Please, please!”

But instead of receiving the long-awaited answer, the ultimate pleasure that makes me dream so much, the machine stops, leaving me more frustrated than ever. Tears well up in my eyes. It was so good, so intense. I wanted this to go all the way.

But the man behind his screen decided otherwise. I moan in frustration as nothing happens. The object is almost no longer in me. I can't help fidgeting, pathetically hoping to get it to sink inside me again.

I freeze as my dominant rises from his seat, approaching the bed with his menacing gait. He’s so close to me. Thus attached, I’m even more vulnerable. The idea excites me more than anything.

Without even looking at me, he grabs my ankles, untying them one by one. Then he moves the toy back, depriving me of it for good. I bite my lip, wondering what will happen next.

But my dominant decides to play for time, to make me wait longer than necessary, just to play with my nerves. A way to punish me for having tried to obtain pleasure on my own.

His hands glide over my body, his fingers barely brushing the sensitive skin of my thighs. Then, he lays a violent slap on my soaked pussy, making me scream with pleasure and pain mixed.

His fingers slowly move up my body until they reach my breasts. One after another, he removes the clamps, freeing my nipples from their severe prison. For a moment, he massages my chest, drawing small sighs of relief from me.

However, even if this massage is pleasant, it’s far from being enough to calm the fire that animates me. But that he doesn't care about. He bends over my body, capturing one of my nipples in his mouth, titillating it with the tip of his tongue.

I moan all the louder as his hand lodged between my thighs, pressing with a deceitful lightness on my clit. He knows it. None of this is enough to bring me any pleasure. He prefers to torture me.

When he finally stops his little game, I'm upset, I don't know where to stand anymore. In an instant, he flips me over, my ass in the air again as my head crashes into the mattress. I groan as he smacks my ass again, still delicate after his powerful spanking from earlier.

A startled squeal comes out of my mouth as he pulls out the plug still stuck in me. I swallow with difficulty. What will he put in its place? The dildo, his cock?

It doesn't take long for me to get my answer as he pushes the toy back into my soaked pussy. The other man turns it back on, at a rate so slow it's almost painful. But soon, I no longer have time to worry about it.

I shiver as I feel a liquid flow on my ass. Lubricant. I don't have to turn around to know that my dominant is slathering it generously on his cock. I moan as two of his fingers start pushing against my crenelated entrance. At least, he's going to prepare me.

My mouth drops open at this imposing intrusion. I know it's nothing compared to his large member. And yet, with this dildo going back and forth inside me, I already feel fuller than ever.

Taking his cock in my most taboo entrance was already difficult the last time. But having to do it while being fucked in my pussy too? It just seems impossible. Yet I don’t stop him.

I want to see how far I can go. I didn't think I would be able to take his cock in my ass, and I succeeded. So why not this? I must admit that the prospect of being taken by two men at the same time excites and intrigues me, even if one of them is technically not with us.

I grit my teeth as my dominant removes his fingers and climbs onto the bed next to me. Moments later, I feel his cock line up at my entrance. His hand slides down my back, giving me some semblance of comfort as his tip is already pushing against me.

I gasp in surprise. He’s even bigger than I remembered. And yet, I open for him, taking every inch of his length sinking inside me. I squeeze the sheets under my fingers, focusing only on my breathing.

That's all I can control right now. Both men own my body. They make me their little thing. I can do nothing but give myself. And this idea excites me even more than any of the caresses.

My dominant takes his time to enter me, pushing little by little, allowing my body time to open for him. The other doesn’t accelerate the movements of the machine anymore, settling on the rhythm of his friend.

I can hold back a sigh of relief when I feel my master's hips meeting my ass. That's it. He’s totally in me. He can't go any further. I can't help laughing softly, proud of myself.

I'm open as ever, torn, ready to explode under the slow movement of these cocks that fill me completely. And yet, I wouldn't trade places with anyone else on Earth.

Especially when the movements of the machine accelerate, thrusting deep inside me, and making me feel my dominant's cock even more. This one begins to move in turn.

At these movements, I growl, I moan. I must look more like an animal than a sexy woman. But I don't care anymore. I only want one thing, that this exchange never ends. Have the two men pound me all night, making me come over and over until I pass out.

I no longer have the slightest shame, no longer the slightest limit. There are only these waves of pleasure that invade my body. The dildo is going faster and faster, hitting the walls of my pussy at a steady pace.

Goose bumps form on my body. I’m completely overwhelmed by the events. And when my master puts his hand on my clit, I start to scream for real. I scream so loud that I'm sure the whole neighborhood can hear me. But I don't care anymore.

I can pass for the neighborhood slut, I don't mind. Not when my whole body is tensing up in the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced. Long waves of heat surge through every inch of my body, devastating everything in their path like a tsunami.

My dominant has to grip my hip to keep me in place. He too loses all control. He pounds me now, not holding back his groans. He destroys my tight entrance, and I let him, still moaning loudly.

It's like my orgasm is never going to end. Not as long as my dominant's hand continues to touch my clit like this. A final cry dies in my throat as he grips my hips in both hands.

He makes one final powerful thrust inside me, emptying his hot seed into my most taboo entrance. I gasp, trying to regain control of my breathing as he pulls out and drops next to me on the bed.

The machine continues to pound me nonstop, unaware that we've come to an end. I almost groan in discomfort, but I don't ask anyone to stop. It’s my dominant who ends up removing it from me, before detaching the handcuffs still around my wrists. From his phone, we hear a voice escape.

“Shit, that was hot. I haven't come like that in a long time.”

“I told you. My wife is the sexiest little slut ever.”


Chapter 5

I moan under the fingers of my husband. Nothing like a deep massage after such a day. I feel completely drained, as if all energy has left my body. In a daze, I let my face sink into my soft pillow, enjoying his magical hands on my back.

I believe his talents have no limits. Especially when it comes to touching me. Whether for fun or relaxation, he always seems to know what I need. As if he guessed my needs even before they formed in my mind. Yes, no doubt possible, I won the jackpot in the big marriage lottery.

His touch no longer has anything sexual about it. Everything he does is for me, for my well-being. To reconnect after this intense day. He pushed all my limits today, exposing me to danger in unprecedented ways. And even though it was risky… I loved it.

I knew I liked it when he took pictures of me and filmed me. It always made me feel incredibly sexy. But that someone else watches it? In real-time? And to have him participate in my crazy race to pleasure? It was far more intense than anything I'd ever experienced before.

So much so that I can't help but wonder if we could do it again. Exposing myself to other people. Behind a camera… Or even in real life. I had never thought of it before today, but now I’m obsessed with the thought.

I shiver as my husband gently presses his lips to my shoulder, as if to bring me back to reality. With his fingertips, he brushes strands of hair that have fallen in front of my face.

“How are you, Princess? Are you recovering from your emotions?”

“Yes… Today was really… Intense.”

“You like it then?”

“I loved it.”

He smiles before lying down next to me. Then he pulls me to him. With my fingertips, I caress the soft skin of his muscular chest. I bite my lip, hesitating to say the bottom of my thought. But as usual, he sees my confusion.

“Everything's alright? You want to tell me something?”

“I… I really liked it today… The camera… Your friend.”

“Good. I found it exciting to share you too.”

I lick my lips. His words give me courage. Without daring to look at him, I ask him.

“Could… Could we do that again? Film me… And then have spectators… Maybe even in the same room as us.”

“You’d like it?”

“I… I think so.”

He grabs my chin between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. A smile lights up his face, as if I said exactly the words he wanted to hear. He kisses me gently, before telling me what will happen next.

“Very well Baby Girl. Relax then. This weekend, I’m gonna take you to a very special place.”

“A… A special place?”

“A BDSM club. You'll see... You'll love it.”

- To be continued -


3. FULLY PUNISHED


Chapter 1

I shouldn't do this. It's wrong. Very wrong.

And yet, I can't help it. I sigh as my hand wanders between my legs, pressing lightly against my throbbing clit. Soon, I no longer hesitate, and start pressing my button for good, bringing it the pleasure that I have been so lacking all week.

One week. One endless week has passed since the last time my husband touched me. A delay that was pretty normal, before, when we were both too exhausted from work. But since he introduced me to the world of BDSM, not a night has gone by without him making me come.

How many times have I found myself in the office, hesitating to go touch myself in the toilet as it seemed impossible to wait until nightfall to fall back into ecstasy? It was only a few hours, and yet it felt like an eternity. So, a whole week...

I really wasn't like this before. Oh sure, I liked sex, like everyone else. But not to this extent. Ever since we've been playing these perverted games, I've become insatiable. No matter how many times he takes my body to exhaustion. It seems it's never enough.

I always need more. More pain, more pleasure. No matter what it costs to get there. I have no limits now. It seems that I’m ready to accept all the requests of my dominant, as I know they will be worth it.

So, I take all humiliations, surrendering myself completely to this feeling of shame. It only amplifies the pleasure felt afterward. Yes. I’ve become a real little slut. So much so that I’m now insatiable.

I know the risks I take in touching myself like this. My master was clear. It's not something I'm allowed to do. Only he can touch me when he chooses. I have no right to do anything without his permission. And if the idea excites me more than I can explain, it’s also unbearable.

So, taking advantage that he hasn’t yet returned from work, I allow myself a little session of solitary pleasure. I know that my punishment would be terrible if he were to find me lying on our bed, my tight skirt pulled up on my hips, my hand plunged into my panties.

I should be ashamed of myself for behaving like an animal in heat. And yet, I can't even feel embarrassed anymore, my mind is so clouded with desire. So, I don’t care what I look like, with one of my breasts sticking out of my blouse, barely out of my bra.

I know I must act quickly, he’ll be back soon. So, I invoke memories, the images of the hottest sessions with my dominant appearing before me.

Like last time. When he covered my body in ropes, totally immobilizing me before taking my body in any way he saw fit. As always during our weekends of free use, he was quick to take possession of every inch of my body.

My mouth, of course, which he pounded mercilessly, thrusting all the way without hesitation until I choked loudly on his cock, making him laugh. And then, when he got tired of fucking me up again and again in my wet pussy, he headed for a much more taboo area. My ass.

I’d never have believed myself capable of doing such a thing. I, the shy girl, the good wife. And yet, from the minute he slipped a finger into that most taboo part of my anatomy, I knew I was going to love it.

Every part of my training was as difficult as it was delicious, from the first little plug he slipped inside me, to his large cock pounding me as a toy moved back and forth in my pussy.

I moan a little louder, my fingers squeezing my nipple hard as my opposite hand presses harder and faster on my clit. I try to reproduce his movements, it’s far from being as satisfying as when my dominant does it.

But I must make do with what I have. It's not like I have time to use one of the many toys in our collection. No. I must do this the old-fashioned way, like a shameful teenager in the middle of the night.

It doesn’t matter, with the images of my husband that come to my mind, it’s enough to make me take off. I speed up my movements, my sighs getting louder and louder. I feel it, the orgasm is not very far away.

I let out a loud moan that I couldn't hold back. The pleasure is so strong that I no longer even pay attention to the noise from the outside. Nothing interests me more than this orgasm about to burst. A feeling I've been waiting for all week.

But just as I'm about to sink, the bedroom door slams and a deep voice resonates.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Immediately, I pull my hand out of my panties, tucking my breast into my blouse, as if that might change anything to what he saw seconds ago. A stern expression can be read on his face. The same one he wears every time we play. The one that excites me so much. I start to stammer.

“I! Excuse me Master… I! It's not what you think...”

“Oh really? Not what I think? What. You want me to believe that you came home from work and fell asleep. That, while you slept, your skirt got up, your boobs slipped away, and you touched yourself without realizing it?”

“I… Maybe. I.”

“Watch out, Submissive. What you say now will determine your punishment.”

“I… I'm sorry Master. I touched myself. I could not take it anymore.”

“You knew you weren’t allowed to touch yourself. I’ve no choice but to punish you now.”


Chapter 2

I shiver as he approaches me, his stature more imposing than ever. My husband has the body of a rugby player, made even more impressive by this new dominant role.

I can't help but shiver when his hand lands forcefully on my panties, pressing without the slightest delicacy on my clit still desperate to receive an orgasm. I squeal, the feeling almost unpleasant as he presses hard. However, that doesn’t stop him.

“Look at you. So wet. And to think I had a surprise for you.”

“A… A surprise?”

I stutter, trying to follow his words despite his too-intense gestures between my legs. He doesn't answer me, instead slapping his hand on the inside of my thigh. I jump and moan at the unexpected pain.

My husband looks at me sternly, almost menacingly. His hand lands on my upper chest, playing with the lines of my neck, pretending to want to squeeze it. I lick my lips. Because despite the fear that twists my stomach at this gesture, I’m also terribly excited.

I love when he has such authority over me. It's part of our games. I know it. He may have all the powers over me, he’d never hurt me. And if something were to get too intense for me, I’d just have to say my safe word, and everything would stop.

But right now, I really don't want to say it. It's the first time this week that he's touched me like that. I'm not going to stop him.

“Look how desperate you are. What should I do with you, my little slut. I should tie you to the bed and leave you all weekend, just to teach you not to disobey me. I thought I trained you well, I see that I still have work to do. Really, I don't think you deserve your surprise.”

I bite my lip, suddenly ashamed. As much as I love being punished, there's nothing I hate more than disappointing my dominant. And it looks like that's what happened there. He had high hopes for me, and I disappointed him.

My dominant raises his hand a little higher, pushing his finger deep into my mouth. Without him even needing to ask me, I start sucking it, keeping my eyes fixed on those of my master.

He smiles at me, letting me do it. This is a desperate move on my part. By all the means at my disposal, I want to prove to him that I’m worthy of his trust, even if I disobeyed him. He seems to understand it, his face slowly calming down.

“Well, I guess I can tell you. Tonight, I was thinking of taking you to a BDSM club. That's why I didn't want you to touch yourself. To make you feel everything stronger.”

My mouth opens in surprise. We talked about it, once one of his friends had joined us remotely, playing the voyeur, remotely activating the toy stuck in me. But since then, my dominant has never mentioned it again. I thought he didn't want to do it anymore, or that he forgot.

If I had known, I would have held back. A few more hours of patience, and I would have had my deliverance. I’m so stupid. I can't help but resent him too. He could have told me. If I had known the reason for my forced abstinence, it would have helped me to hold on.

Still, I know I'm in the wrong. When my dominant gives me an order, I must follow it without questioning him.

“I'll leave the choice, Submissive. It’s very simple. Either we stay here, and I'll put you to the test again: a week without me touching you or allowing you to touch yourself.”

I wince. This idea seems awful to me. As I proved today, I'm not particularly good at patience. Quietly, I question him, waiting for him to give me the alternative, hoping it’s more pleasing. The man smiles, visibly satisfied with his suspense effect.

“Or we do what I had planned. We go to the club.”

I frown. Why would I choose the first solution, if he wants to make me go to the club no matter what? It doesn't make the slightest sense. He smiles again, having more fun than I expected.

“But you will be punished for your bad behavior. In public. On the main stage. Everyone at the club will know what a bad girl you are.”

I swallow with difficulty. Sure, I like his tough punishments. Just like I love when he films me, showing me off to others. But we never had other people with us in the room during any of our sessions.

So, tonight was going to be the first time. A way for me to discover this new world, just to see if I like it. I certainly hadn't imagined that he would throw me in the deep end right away. But it's my fault, right? If I obeyed him, we wouldn't be here.

I feel nervous, wondering if I can do this. It feels so intense, especially for a first time. Oh, I could wait another week, have a smooth introduction as I had imagined. But at the mere thought, I frown. No. That's not what I want. So much for fear. I want to see if I can do it.

“I’d like to go there tonight, Master.”

“Good. Let's get you ready then. I can't go to the club with such a filthy submissive.”

◆◆◆

For the umpteenth time since I got in the car, I pull on the sides of my skirt. For the occasion, my dominant bought me a new outfit. And the least we can say is that it doesn’t leave much room for the imagination.

The skirt is so short it threatens to show my pussy with every move. As for the neckline of my top, it’s so plunging that my breasts threaten to come out of it with every step.

Of course, my dominant forbade me to wear any underwear. To make things worse, he makes me wear a pair of heels so high that my balance is threatened. And to complete this lustful outfit, he inserted a little plug in my ass.

Still, I hold on. My excitement is greater than my nervousness. And that's good, considering the games he seems determined to make me play.

Rather than parking in front of the club, he has fun driving us away. Just to force me to walk a little more. To expose me. There are still people in the street at this hour. Lots of people can see me in this most shameful outfit.

It doesn't seem to bother him. On the contrary. He walks proudly, squeezing my hand in his. I can't help but worry. What if we meet someone we know? What a shame it would be for me to be seen dressed like this, a leather collar around my neck.

I take a deep breath, squeezing my dominant's fingers a little tighter, clinging to him as if my life depended on it. At this moment, his assured presence by my side is the only thing that keeps me going. I don't intend to disappoint my dominant again today.

Finally, my ordeal is over. We finally arrive at the club. The entrance is rather discreet, reserved for regulars. My husband admitted to me that he came here regularly, before meeting me. He never imagined that I would be the type to want to come to such a place one day.

I must admit, I think I would have run away if he had told me about it at the beginning of our relationship. Now, I can't wait to discover this new world that is opening to me.

The entrance to the club is elegant, looking nothing like what I had imagined. I huff, almost relieved that I don't immediately find myself face-to-face with the most vicious instruments of torture that I'm sure are present in this building.

My observation is quickly interrupted by the arrival of a man. He is older than us. In his early fifties, I would say. As soon as he sees my husband, he rushes towards him, greeting him with virility.

“Well, that's a face I never thought I'd see again. And you bring us a lovely creature with that.”

“My wife. I have just started her training.”

“Nice. How is she doing? Is she a good student?”

I shudder as the man's eyes fix on me, piercing, as if to probe my soul. Still, I'm not bothered. On the contrary. I feel rather attracted to this stranger. He’s neither as tall nor as muscular as my husband, but he exudes a natural authority, a charisma. Without a doubt, he’s also a dominant.

My husband puts his arm around my shoulders, a look of pride shining in his eyes.

“She is an excellent submissive. Certainly the best I've ever had.”

I bite the inside of my cheek, fighting back a too-bright smile. My man isn't one to give public compliments, so hearing him talk about me like that, even if it's the lewdest of things, fills me with pride.

“But there are still a few small hiccups. That's why we're here tonight. She was forbidden to touch herself. I was preparing her to come here with a little forced abstinence, you know how it is. But when I got home tonight, I caught her touching herself. I can't decently pass this up, can I?”

I look down at the floor, feeling my cheeks flush with shame. I knew it wouldn't be easy to come here. But I hadn’t imagined that he would unpack everything in this way, as soon as we arrived. And the other man's words don't help the situation.

“I see, I see. She's a little insatiable, isn't she? Perfect, perfect. Even if they take longer to train, they make the most enthusiastic submissives. You've always been lucky, but this looks like you hit the jackpot.”

“Yes, I’m lucky. She is a perfect little slut.”

Despite the shame that still twists my stomach, I can't help but smile. It's all so depraved, and yet I've become totally addicted to my dominant's compliments.

“Good, very good. Please go enjoy yourself. I'm sure I'll see you later. I can't wait to learn a bit more about you two.”

The man may be addressing both of us, but his gaze is on me. It's so intense it makes me shiver. I wonder how far he wants to push this knowledge. But one thing is for sure, I'm more than ready to find out.

Obediently, I follow my dominant as he leads me to the first room. I let my eyes explore their new surroundings, observing everything. The atmosphere is cozy and elegant, with couches making the room comfortable. If it weren't for this woman straddling her dominant, it would be like any trendy club in town.

I lick my lips, unable to take my eyes off this couple indulging their darkest desires without seeming to feel the slightest shame. I wonder if I could do it too. But I guess that my dominant will quickly make me discover it.

He sits on a couch, pulling me to him without letting me sit down. His hands glide over my body, caressing my hips with great interest, playing with my skirt, pulling it up more and more, revealing what little there’s left to reveal.

I swallow hard, remaining completely focused on my master's face. I dare not look to the side, for fear of meeting the gaze of other customers of the club. I know it though. Soon they will be able to see all of me, if my dominant carries out the punishment he promised me. But for the moment, I prefer to ignore it, repressing the idea that this will happen for good.

I lick my lips as his hands go under my skirt again, gripping my ass. He massages it for long moments, his eyes still intensely fixed on me, observing the slightest of my reactions. When a smile forms on his lips, I know the game is about to begin. And that it’s going to be difficult.

“You are way too comfortable. I didn't bring you here to make you chill. Take off your clothes.”

I gasp in surprise. I hadn't expected this, not so soon. We have only just arrived. I'm shaking a little, trying to process this idea without panicking. But I knew it wasn't going to be easy. He had warned me. And now it’s becoming very real.

Despite my nervousness, it didn't take long for me to slide my hands around my neck to undo the strap of my top. I have already disappointed my dominant too much today. I don't plan to do it again. Not while I can.

So, taking a deep breath, I take off my top. And then I continue. My dominant's eyes don't let go of me for a moment as my fingers slide down the zipper of my skirt. In an instant, the piece of leather falls at my feet with a loud plop.

I’m naked, in the middle of this club, exposed to all the people who have come here to spend their Friday evening. I try to ignore them, focusing only on my dominant's gaze on me.

His face betrays no emotion. And yet, I know he’s satisfied with me. It helps me hold on. To forget this most humiliating position in which I find myself. His hand rests on my hips again, caressing them absently. Then his voice rings out, stern.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard, settling between his spread legs anyway. It doesn't take long for me to notice the bulge in his pants. I can't help but feel a hint of pride seeing the effect I've had on him in such a short time. One thing is certain. I do things well.

“I can't walk into the great room with such a hard cock, can I? Go ahead. Fix your mess.”

It doesn't take much for me to undo the zipper of his pants, unceremoniously pulling out his thick member. No sooner does it appear before my eyes than I throw myself on it like a starving girl, so much do I want to show him my obedience.

I grab his base before sliding my tongue down his length. The man grabs my ponytail, already forcing me to take him deeper. The least I can say is that he’s the imposing type.

Every time I take him in my mouth, it's the same ordeal. The same muffled sounds. And yet, I continue sucking him enthusiastically, letting him smack the back of my throat. I wrap my tongue around his length, adding a bit more to the sensations I'm giving him.

I know it drives him crazy, just feeling the way he's closing his hand over my hair right now. I thought he would take his time tonight. But it looks like even he has his limits. And if he needs to empty himself in me first, I'm sure I'm not going to stop him.

Even if it means being in the most degrading position I've ever been in. I concentrate on my comings and goings, trying to ignore that I’m completely naked, a small plug in my ass, kneeling between my husband's legs.

I suck his cock without stopping while complete strangers can see us. It hasn't been thirty minutes since we've been here, and I'm already acting like the worst slut. And yet, despite the shame, I'm more excited than ever.

Soon, I can feel that my dominant is about to tip over. His belly is rising faster. His fingers close more firmly in my hair. So, I redouble my efforts, speeding up my movements, risking suffocation.

My efforts are quickly rewarded. Without a sound, my master freezes and empties into my mouth. I welcome his seed with docility, swallowing it before sticking my tongue out to show him what I've done. He smiles, patting my face.

“Good girl. You deserved to move on.”


Chapter 3

My mouth drops in surprise as we pass into the next room. I hadn’t imagined that it could be so big, nor that there could be so many people. It's probably an impression, but I have the impression that all their eyes are on me, studying me curiously.

How could I blame them? We are all here for the same thing. And then, it must be said that my master knows how to make his entrance.

He’s there, proud as a rooster, holding in his hands the leash connected to my collar. He acts like it's perfectly natural to hold a naked woman like this. Maybe it is here.

We walk into the room, where he shakes hands with a few strangers without introducing me. I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to get used to this new position he’s imposing on me. I’m no longer his wife, nor even his playmate. I’m just a little thing that he drags behind him on a leash. An uninteresting item.

In a corner of the room, I can see the man who greeted us when we arrived. His eyes are on me too, detailing every curve of my body as he lazily moves his finger back and forth inside a woman on all fours in front of him.

I blush, imagining myself in the place of this woman. I don't know what's got into me. Usually, I'm not the type to fantasize about another man than my husband. But there is something terribly intriguing about this man. A charisma that irremediably attracts me.

I look in front of me again, trying to ignore the stares from the people in the club. Suddenly I realize where my dominant is taking me.

The big stage, installed in the middle of the room. He told me that though. But now that I see it in person, it seems much more impressive to me than I had expected.

Despite everything, I don’t slow down, following him to the end of his most perverse ideas. I wouldn't want to disobey him in public. And then, I must admit… I want to see how far he wants to take me.

So, I climb beside him. Soon, I find myself on all fours on a leather-covered table. I close my eyes, trying again to ignore the crowd around us. The task is much more complicated than if we were at home, well out of sight.

I shiver as I feel a rope slide across my body. I can't help but smile despite the nervousness. Even if it’s a punishment, my dominant offers me something that I love above all else.

I don't know why, finding myself thus deprived of my movements excites me. It's as if he placed me in a cocoon, where I have nothing more to do than to let myself go to the sensations he offers me. It's incredibly liberating.

Slowly, he wraps it around my limbs in a web of intricate knots. One after the other, my legs are folded in on themselves, my thighs attached to my ankles. Then he grabs my arms, tipping me on the table, my head making contact with the cold leather.

Without caring, my dominant crosses my wrists over each other, before running his rope over my arms, tying them expertly. When he finally finishes, he steps back to better admire his work. I don't even feel his presence near me anymore.

I feel more vulnerable than ever, thus naked and tied to this table in the middle of a stage. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't run away. I’m at the total mercy of my dominant. Only my safe word could get me out of this situation. But I won’t say it. Because I'm more excited than ever.

I know anyone standing behind me can see the extent of my depravity. A plug stuck in my ass, the excitement flowing between my legs. Yes. They don't know me, but they can all see what a slut I am.

I shiver as I feel a caress on my back. Not my dominant's hand. No. Recognizable leather straps. A flogger. So, this is how I’m going to be punished. I bite my lip. This object always intimidates me. I never know where it will fall, or how hard the straps will hit my skin, like a caress or a bite.

Slowly he travels all over my body with the object, stroking me, building up the pressure inside me. The more he plays like this, the less I know when the first blow is going to land. With this method, he tries to make me let my guard down, to make me scream as much in pain as in surprise with his first blow.

Soon he comes close to my head. He's so tall that I can barely see his face, even when I crane my neck. With his fingertips, he strokes my hair. Then his hand goes down, grabbing my leash. With a quick movement, he straps it to the table, further restricting my ability to move.

I feel wet as ever, and if I listened to myself, I would beg him to take me on the spot. But I know that's not on the agenda. Not yet. So, I wait patiently.

“You were a very, very bad girl. So, I have to punish you now. And to prove to me how sorry you are, you're going to stay perfectly silent. I don't want to hear you. Understood, Submissive?”

“Y…yes, Master.”

I manage to stammer despite my surprise. He has never asked me to be silent before. On the contrary. He seemed to enjoy hearing me moan more than anything. Looks like he's determined to make things as difficult as possible for me. It will be fine. I'm going to get there. I must.

I take a deep breath as he viciously resumes stroking me with his flogger. As long as I stay focused, I'll be fine.

I bite my lip hard as a first blow lands, treacherous. I was prepared though. And yet, I almost screamed. More than surprise than pain. But now I realize how much harder it will be than I imagined.

My dominant doesn’t intend to make my task easy. It’s a punishment after all. I seriously disobeyed his order. I should feel grateful that he deigns to take care of me.

The flogger continues to crash down on my ass at a steady pace. For the moment, I hold on, even if the repetition of his gestures inflames my skin painfully. It also excites me.

But I can’t let myself go completely to these feelings. I'm far too focused on the sounds that should not come out of my throat, despite my desire to moan, to squeal. I bite the inside of my cheek, concentrating on my breathing. My fingernails dig into my hands into the palms of my hands. Everything is good to resist.

My dominant isn't going to let me off the hook that easily. Suddenly he slams his flogger on my pussy, the straps no doubt soaking in my excitement. I shiver as the man suspends his gesture. I close my eyes.

I know it. I moaned.

He’s going to punish me for disobeying him. Without a word, he approaches me. Arrived near my head, he takes an object from his pocket. My heart skips a beat. At the end of his hands dangle two leather straps, to which is attached a small ball of silicone. A gag to shut me up.

My breathing quickens. He’s not taking things slow. I'm already completely immobilized, with the ropes on my body and my collar attached to the table. Now he wants to deprive me of my voice too? I should be scared. And yet, I feel wet at the thought.

So, despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I open my mouth, inviting him to put his instrument of torture there. I know. I only have to move my foot with three close movements to signal to him that I need to stop. But I don't intend to come to that.

I bite down hard on the silicone ball as the blows resume, much harder this time. This gag in my mouth is almost a blessing. I no longer have to worry about the noises I make. And sinking my teeth into the object helps me channel the pain, even though I feel it stronger than anything present.

The blows are linked, sometimes on my ass, sometimes on my thighs, the ropes therein offering me only light protection. I finally dare to open my eyes and raise my head. Just to see what's going on around me.

I’m almost surprised when I see the number of people who decided to attend my punishment. They are all there, standing near the stage, or further away, seated on couches, to observe me more comfortably.

Some dominants get sucked off by their submissive, their eyes fixed on my punishment. I can't help but be proud. They prefer to look at me rather than the sublime creatures between their legs.

I imagine myself in the place of these submissives, imagining the shame they must feel to be treated like little toys. I believe it would excite me to do that. But for the moment, I must bear the blows of my dominant. Take his punishment again and again.

Suddenly, I shiver. The man who greeted us earlier has just joined us on stage. He crouches down in front of me, gently stroking my face. I stay perfectly still, my eyes locked on his.

I never imagined that someone could come and interrupt my master's punishment. And yet, that's what he does. And that doesn't seem to bother my dominant in the least. On the contrary. He gently strokes my ass, giving me a short break.

The stranger slowly unties my leash from my table. Then he gets up, coming to stand on my side. I don’t follow him with my eyes, see where he's going. I must be patient. Soon, I find myself clutched by two pairs of hands.

The men pick me up and turn me around. Here I am, lying on my back, the weight of my body pressing on my still-bound hands. My thighs are now wide open, offered to anyone who would like to go there.

I swallow with difficulty. What are they going to do with me now? My dominant approaches me, and I cling to his gaze like a buoy. They're not gonna fuck me there, are they?

“My friend wants to taste you. It's thanks to him if we're here, so we can offer him your little pussy, what do you think?’

It doesn't take me more than a few seconds of thinking to nod enthusiastically, making my dominant laugh, and a few other people close enough to hear us. My husband leans down towards me, whispering in my ear.

“I should be worried that you’re so eager to be eaten by another man. Maybe I'll keep punishing you. Just to remind you who you belong to.”

I nod again, nervous and impatient at the same time. I lift my head to see the older man kneel between my thighs. With a confident gesture, he grabs my hips, bringing me closer to the edge of the leather bed.

With my legs thus attached, the position is most uncomfortable. But I don't care. I will hang on. For my dominant. For me.

I let out a long moan against my gag as the man ran his tongue over my soaking-wet slit. I'm so horny, I feel like it won't take me long to cum. I don't even know if I have permission, and I can't ask my master with this gag in my mouth.

I glance nervously at him. He admires his friend doing, amused. Then he eventually gets bored. He needs to play. So, he begins to caress my chest with the tip of his flogger. Soon, he hits me gently with it, just enough to push me to my limits.

Pleasure and pain mingle. I moan against the gag, saliva running down my cheeks. I must look filthy, squirming like this while being punished. But I don't care anymore. Not when the man closes his lips over my clit, sucking it hard, threatening to knock me over any moment.

I raise teary eyes to my dominant. If he doesn't let me come, I think I could die. He seems to read my thoughts, an amused smile forming on his lips.

“Go ahead, Submissive. Show my friend how delicious you taste when you come.”

I nod, even though he wasn't expecting an answer. Then I close my eyes, indulging in the regular licks the man lands on my clit. My dominant keeps hitting me. The strips of the flogger fall over my nipples with delight, bringing me as much pleasure as if it were his teeth.

Suddenly, I can't take it anymore. My lower abdomen contracts, my legs tense, and my whole body is shot through with a powerful orgasm. I find it hard to breathe against my gag, but I hold on, savoring every last crumb of pleasure flowing through my veins.

The man gets up, wiping his lips with his fingertips. Then he looks at my dominant.

“I think she's ready to take it to the next level, what do you say?”

“Yes. You said it, she’s insatiable. Let's go wear this little slut out.”


Chapter 4

Minutes pass without me having any control over the situation. They took off my gag and pulled out my ropes one by one. I barely had time to stretch my weary limbs before they dragged me away from the stage.

All eyes were on us as we left the room, the two men framing me to help me forward despite my wobbly legs after this intense experience.

I have some respite now that the three of us are in a room. My dominant holds me, his hands sliding slowly over my body in a reassuring caress. The way for him to make sure I'm fine, and to help me come down to earth.

I smile at him, responding to his kisses, my eyes still misty with pleasure. But I know that my respite will only be short-lived. The two dominants didn't bring me here to play cards. So much the better.

Even though being on stage in front of everyone has exhausted me, I'm not ready to stop yet. I want to come again and again. See what it feels like to be with two men at once. This is something I had never considered until recently. Now I am ready to experience it completely.

I look around me. We are in one of the private rooms of the club. At least, that's what the other man called it. Because it is private only in name. The door is wide open, inviting all who pass by to settle in with us. Maybe even join us.

I shudder at this thought. I'm not sure I can handle more than these two men at once. So, I sigh with relief when the older dominant installs a red cord, allowing the curious to come and watch us, even to sit on the sofas, without being able to join us. Then, the man turns to my dominant.

“The ropes really suited her. What would you say if we tied her again?”

No sooner had he said these words than he took a pair of handcuffs out of his pocket. I can't help but smile, wondering if he still has them handy in case he needs to tie up urgently a recalcitrant submissive.

My dominant approves this proposal quickly. He loves depriving me of my movements, as much as I love him doing it. He smiles at me, then kisses me passionately as the other man steps closer to us.

The kiss breaks when he asks me to hold out my hands. I obey without thinking, my enthusiasm making the two men smile. In two clicks, I find myself with my arms tied. This time, in front of me, in a much more comfortable position.

So much the better. Because if my punishment was a delicious appetizer, I know that now the two men won’t hold back. I can't help but wonder how far they will want to go. After all, my dominant placed a plug in my ass. It’s certainly not for decorative effect.

He’ll surely want to put his cock in this so taboo place of my body again. And maybe... Invite his friend to take my pussy at the same time.

I swallow hard, both nervous and excited at the thought. I've done it before, sort of, with a dildo remotely controlled by a stranger.

But here it looks different. I could find myself trapped between the warm bodies of two men. To undergo their regular movements, again and again. Could I bear it? This is a question I look forward to answering.

But that doesn't seem to be in their immediate plan. My dominant places himself slightly behind, giving way to his friend. The latter doesn’t need to be asked to approach me. Greedily, he begins to roam my body.

His hands explore each of my curves, as if trying to make them his own. It's been ages since a man other than my husband touched me. I almost blush, the idea seems so weird to me.

Quickly, these considerations disappear. The man grabs my nipples, pinching them harder and harder between his fingers. I let out a slight squeal, making him smile. He knows what he does, pushing me ever further in pleasure. Making me wet...

I sigh, almost disappointed when he releases them, depriving me of this delicious stimulation. But this disappointment is only short-lived. From his pockets, the man takes out small nipple clamps, which he hastens to place on my breasts.

I almost squeal with pleasure when he closes them, giving me that slight biting sensation that I love so much. Then he resumes his exploration. I shiver as his hand slides lower and lower, caressing the soft skin of my belly before meeting my clit.

Without further ado, he presses my nerve button. My mouth drops open, my breath getting shorter as his eyes stare intently into mine.

“Look at you, completely soaked. You liked it, huh little slut, being exposed to everyone like that?”

My mouth opens in surprise. Before today, only my husband spoke to me like this. Still, I'm not shocked. On the contrary. I node shamefully at his depraved remarks. My husband's voice echoes through the room like a snap.

“Submissive, that's not how I taught you to talk to a dominant. Don't embarrass me.”

“I… I'm sorry, Master. Yes Sir, I liked it.”

“And what are you?”

“A… A slut, Sir.”

I stutter, my cheeks all the more red as spectators have joined us, sitting comfortably in the armchairs left at their disposal. I can't believe I’m saying these things out loud. And yet, it makes me wet like never before. When the game starts, I don't seem to have any limits.

I squeal softly as his fingers slide lower, plunging into my soaking pussy. His movements are light, and yet they’re enough to intoxicate me. But as I indulge in the pleasure he offers me, I tense up.

His other hand has just landed on my ass, and his fingers don’t hesitate to grab the little plug that is stuck there. No one but my husband touched me there. I'm surprised he let him. But if he doesn't stop him, then neither do I. Despite the embarrassment I feel, I let him press on my plug, my mouth parted in surprise.

“And you like that I play with your little ass, huh, Submissive?”

“Yes Sir. I like it.”

“Really. Your husband has found the perfect wife.”

I glance to the side, seeking my dominant's gaze for comfort, approval. He smiles and nods gently. I must continue. Make him proud. So, I continue to let myself be touched by the stranger, ignoring my shame.

Soon, he gets tired of this game. He grabs my leash and guides me to a BDSM bench. I find myself lying on my stomach, my legs apart on either side of the object. Then, he imprisons each of my thighs in leather ties, before repeating the operation with my ankles.

My arms are left free, but with the handcuffs wrapped around them, it's not like I can do much. No. I’m at the mercy of these two men. And I love that. Despite the shame that twists my stomach, I can't help but be terribly excited, and impatient for what's next.

I squeal as the man tilts the bench forward slightly. I don't need long to understand why he does this. In an instant, he’s in front of me, his crotch at my eye level.

No need to be a diviner to understand what he expects of me in this position. I lick my lips watching him, eager to discover his cock. The man smiles, slipping his thumb into my mouth.

Immediately, I start letting my tongue play over his finger, staring intently at him. I intend to drive him mad with desire. That he wants to put his cock in my mouth like he never wanted to do before.

Even though I'm still new to these little games, I want to build a reputation. Let all my husband's friends be terribly jealous of him. That they all dream of having me. And it looks like it works.

The man withdraws his finger, then he grabs his belt, wasting no time in pulling out his already stretched cock. In this position, there is not much I can do except open my mouth in obedience.

That's what I do immediately, sticking my tongue out, using every trick to make him want me. From the vicious smile that forms on his lips, I think it works. In an instant, his tip lands on my tongue. I tickle it gently, harvesting with this gesture a few drops of his excitement.

The man slowly sinks into me. He’s not as long as my husband but has an impressive thickness. I wonder if I will be able to make it to the end of the race without dropping my jaw. I guess I'll find out soon.

He grips my hair, holding me in place as he drives the last few inches of his delicious length into me. He stays like that for a long time, as if he wants to enjoy the warmth of my mouth as long as possible.

I look up at him, trying to give him the most exciting sight possible. Then, slowly, I let my tongue curl around him, discovering his every line. I would never have believed myself capable of such a thing.

The woman I was a few months ago would surely be horrified that I show such depravity. Sucking another man than my husband, right in the middle of a BDSM club, in front of half a dozen people. I must have lost my mind… And I hope never to find it again.

The man begins to move his hips, thrusting his cock into me at a steady pace. I moan against his cock, feeling a hand against my ass. Keeping the man in my mouth, I try to turn my head back to see who it is. Impossible, of course. A smack hits my ass, making me squeal again.

“It's me, Submissive. Don't you recognize your dominant already?”

My cheeks blush hearing my husband talk like that. I should have recognized his touch, his presence. But my senses are so raw that everything is confused in my head. He spanks my ass again, before sliding his fingers down my soaking wet slit.

“You're so soaked… You dream to be fucked, right, Submissive?”

As best I can, I jabber an answer against the other man's cock. Looks like that's enough for him. Soon, the sound of his belt coming undone echoes in the room. Then, his tip invites itself against my entrance.

Without taking his time, he plunges into me, splitting me in half with his imposing cock. And to think that soon, I’ll have to take it in my ass. I shake my head, trying to ignore the thought. I must focus only on the present moment. On these cocks that pound me from every side.

The men spare me nothing. Anyone walking into the room would think we've been doing this for years. That I’m an experienced submissive. Not that it's my first time here, nor my first time with two men.

I make every effort in the world to forget the stares and gritty comments I can hear here and there in the room. I’m nothing more than an object. Of desires for some, a reel for others.

I moan against the man's cock, my dominant pounding me ever faster, ever harder, his hands gripping my hips as if there weren't already the straps around my thighs to hold me perfectly in place. Another way for him to show his dominance over me, I guess.

I gasp in surprise as he removes the plug from my ass, replacing it with a generous layer of lube. My heart beats faster. It's one thing to fantasize but living it in real life is another.

I suddenly feel so exposed, so vulnerable. And yet, I don’t spit out the man's cock to pronounce my safe word. No. I focus even more on my movements, increasing my tongue movements, getting him to let out a stream of curses, his hand closing a little more in my hair.

I can't help but tense as my dominant plunges two fingers into my ass. Apparently, having an audience galvanizes him, he doesn't seem to want to gently prepare me.

His fingers are way bigger than the plug he slipped inside me. My breathing is harder as he drives them deeper and deeper, opening me up for good. When he finally gets to the end, he starts scissoring inside me, forcing me to open more and more for him.

I almost choke on the man's cock, it's so hard for me to get over my emotions. But the dominants don't care. They know that if I don't say anything, they can do whatever they want to me. And that's what I'm clinging to.

I want to be their little thing, their slut. I want everyone to see me in this most depraved position. My cheeks are red with shame. And yet, for nothing in the world I would stop them. All my holes are used, ravished, and I love it. I just want to go to the next level now.

Soon, my wish is granted. The older dominant withdraws from my mouth, his cock still hard. He pats my cheek, his breathing slightly ragged with excitement.

“For that too, you’re good. Really, you’re a good little submissive.”

I can't help but smile at him, feeling incredibly proud. That's probably not how I should feel about being called a slut by a stranger, but I don't care. Here, in this club dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh, it seems that there is no longer any propriety. Only people indulging in their darkest desires.

After a few lazy back and forths, my dominant withdrew in turn, leaving me emptier than ever. Oh, not for long... Together, the two men undo the bonds that keep me on the bench. Then, they slowly pick me up, helping me straighten up. My head is spinning a little, but that soon doesn't matter.

Not when their hands caress my body, and their mouths land on my skin in dozens of kisses, each more sensual than the next. Then, the older man launches hostilities.

He puts his hand on my ass, before wrapping his arms around my thighs. As if I weighed nothing, he lifts me up. Automatically, my legs wrap around his hips.

Our faces are against each other. I can feel his warm breath caressing my mouth as he begins to slowly sink inside me, taking the place my husband occupied moments ago. Even though I've been prepared, he's wider, and I groan as he pulls me apart.

My dominant joins us, standing in my back. One of his arms wraps around my waist, holding me tight, helping his friend to penetrate me better. I can't help but sigh when he's finally fully inside me.

The least I can say is that I feel him. I'm so tight around him, I wonder how he doesn't come right away. And my dominant isn’t going to give him more room. I can already feel his lube-coated cock pushing against my ass.

Slowly, he guides it against my tight hole. I close my eyes and lay my head on the shoulder of the other man. The latter stopped to let his friend take possession of the most taboo area of my body.

I swallow with difficulty. The tip of my dominant’s cock is in me, more imposing than ever. The tearing apart I felt earlier was nothing compared to what they are putting me through right now.

My husband pushes his way inside me, caressing my tight walls with every inch of his long cock. With my hands cuffed, I can do nothing but clench my fingers on the chest of the man in front of me, trying to find some support.

I moan, my breathing difficult. My dominant’s cock never seems to end. How far is he going to go like this? I may know that I can take it, that I will get there, but I have the impression that it’s impossible.

“That’s it. Breathe princess. You took it all. Good girl.”

The lustful whispers of my husband in my ear inflame my lower abdomen and help me to take the shock. I can't believe I have two men in me. The feeling is quite different from last time. Much more delicious. Nothing beats the warmth of those bodies against mine. I feel so small against them. Safe.

I moan as they both start moving inside me. I close my eyes to better focus on my feelings. It's just them and me, alone in our pleasure. The others around don't count. And even if the tugging is more intense than ever, I feel that the pleasure is coming.

The two men go slowly, bringing me a care contrasting with the brutality they have been using since the beginning of the evening. Now it seems like only my comfort matters as they thrust slowly and deeply into me.

My hisses of discomfort gradually turn into sighs of pleasure. I’m fuller than ever, and yet I love every moment of this new experience they offer me.

I groan frankly when the hand of my dominant slips in front of me and begins to press on my clit. I tilt my head back, reaching for his lips. He gives them to me without a moment's hesitation. We kiss as best we can in this strange position.

This seems to excite the other man, who speeds up his movements. Immediately, my dominant aligns on his pace, as much with his cock as with his fingers. Our sounds of pleasure are getting louder and louder in the room.

With all the stimulation they've already received, it's a miracle that they lasted so long. As for me... Well, they said it, I'm a little slut. Now, I don't need much to reach ecstasy.

This is what threatens to happen. I break the kiss, moaning loudly. My cries seem to encourage the two men, who now pound me at an insane pace.

In this intertwining of our bodies, I don't know who comes first. Feeling filled with their seed, I let go completely, sinking intensely into a devastating orgasm. Electric shocks go through my body, transforming me into a disjointed puppet.

After a few moments to recover from our emotions, they bring me back down to the ground. I smile. I believe my introduction to this club was successful.


Chapter 5

I smile at my dominant as he slips a juice into my hand. Then, he settles in the lounge chair next to me, observing in turn the deep blue of the sea.

A few months have passed since my first time at the BDSM club. Since then, we have returned many times. He shared me with more and more people, turning me into the real slut of the club. Such behavior could have driven us away.

But we’ve never been so close.

I who thought I wanted a traditional marriage, I wouldn't go back for anything in the world. Every day, I’m grateful that he dared to tell me about this practice, and about his darkest desires.

Who knows where our relationship would be if he hadn't made me his submissive, almost a year ago? We might be on the verge of divorce. Now our relationship is stronger than ever, and life is sweet.

Especially when we can afford getaways like today. Fifteen days in a pretty hotel by the sea. The days are spent by the swimming pool to rest, the nights are reserved for our dirty pleasures.

And of course, our games are never far away. We brought the bare necessities of our toys. In other words, an entire suitcase. It's not like we need clothes anyway.

I groan as I change position, now lying on my back. My husband laughs softly.

“Well Princess, is something wrong?”

“As if you didn't know.”

Last night, he spanked me with force, using a paddle of incomparable firmness. The pain was intense, and yet, I came like never before thanks to the toy which sucked my clit at the same time as he hit me.

I wonder how no one has complained to the hotel manager yet. I screamed so loud, it's impossible no one heard us. But maybe they liked it, and that it gave them ideas. So much the better. Everyone deserves to experience the same pleasures as I do.

My dominant leans over me and captures my lips in a soft kiss, as if to apologize for the aches I feel today. But to see the mischievous smile on his lips when he moves back, I understand that he has something else in mind. I give him a curious look, encouraging him to talk.

“I may have found the address of a club, ten minutes from here. What do you say, do you want to go see if it's better than ours?”

“Do you really think I would say no to that?”

“It's true. How did I forget? You’re fully submissive.”

- The End -





> NAUGHTY SUBMISSION SERIES <





1. A SUBMISSIVE REVENGE


Chapter 1

It should have been my honeymoon.

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

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

Instead, I preferred revenge.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Arthur.”

“Olivia.”

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

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

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

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

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

The voice of my savior resounds.

“Vincent, this is Olivia.”

“Nice to meet you, Olivia.”

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

“You know each other?”

The two men laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I understand that, but where is he?”

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

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

I huff and shake my head in disbelief.

“You don't even know me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod quickly, making him laugh softly.

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

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

“Show me your hand.”

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

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

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

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

“To… To the bathroom?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You need a hand?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good thing we found you then.”

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

“Vincent has taken a good resolution.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“To never sleep on a plane again.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have a question.”

“Sure.”

“A… Are you dominants?”

“What do you think?”

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

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

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

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

“You want to come to my suite?”


Chapter 4

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

And I’m their prey.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

“Yellow to slow down, red to stop.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep going.”

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

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

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

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

“On your knees, Submissive.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lick.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Best pussy in the world.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I… Yes. Sorry.”

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Next Tuesday.”

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

“For real?”

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

- To be continued -





2. A SUBMISSIVE PUNISHMENT


Chapter 1

“Let's go out.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A Submissive.

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

They want to tie me to the bed for hours?

They want to fuck me until I forget my name?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s nice here. And I can't move.”

“You can’t?”

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

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

“Oh yeah, is that true?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

“Bend.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go to the bathroom.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I'm sorry.”

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

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

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

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

“Give me your hands.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open the mouth.”

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

“Suck it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Bend over. Grab your ankles.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Relax. We're going to start small.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, can I come?”

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

“Go ahead, come on my cock.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That's it.

I belong to him.


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hello?”

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

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

“Yes, we’ll be boarding soon.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

- To be continued -


3. A SUBMISSIVE TRAINING


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 -


4. A SUBMISSIVE HUMILIATION


Chapter 1

This is not how I imagined spending my day off. In the offices of a company I don't even work for. It’s the first time I even come to this place. Oh, but I'm not here for a job interview. Far from it.

I shiver as Arthur's hand moves up my thigh, playfully snapping the elastic of my garter against my skin. I refrain from moving. My dominant was clear when he made me bend over his desk. I must remain still. Let him take care of me without asking any questions.

In general, I’m never disappointed when I obey him like this. But in general, we are not in offices in the middle of the afternoon, with the risk that someone shows up and catches us. No. Usually, we play in the confines of his luxurious apartment.

I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less during what should have been my honeymoon. In the end, I think I am grateful to my ex for dumping me at the altar like this.

I would never have discovered that such pleasures are possible without him. And I would never have discovered my true nature: that of a submissive.

I didn't know anything about BDSM... Now I'm addicted to it. It doesn't matter what my dominant decides to do to me. I obey him blindly. I have absolute confidence in him and his decisions.

Oh, he can show tremendous force, spanking me for what seems like hours. He makes my skin blush with his intensity, making me feel it every time I sit down for the rest of the day. But I love it. I don't know where these dark desires come from. It's as if the pain only makes the pleasure more intense afterward.

So that's why I agreed to come here. I didn't even have to think twice about it. What my dominant asks, I give him.

I put on stockings and tied them to a garter belt, before covering them with a skirt suit embracing my curves to perfection. As for my generous chest, it’s imprisoned in a tight blouse, with a few too many loose buttons.

Yes. My outfit is the perfect combination of professional and slutty. I didn't miss the looks on me as I walked into those offices, my stiletto clicking on the floor. Women hated me. The men wanted me. And yet, I didn't care. Only the opinion of one man matters to me... Or rather, two men.

Because ever since my dominant and I started playing these lustful games, we've rarely been alone. His best friend is often there. He's a dominant too, but in a very different style. He doesn't have Arthur's tenderness and patience. No.

Vincent is more of a straight-to-the-point type, to make the submissive suffer under his fingers, to push her to her limits, before giving her the most powerful of orgasms. And even if Arthur is the one with whom I prefer to spend most of my time, I must admit that I like Vincent's darkness just as much.

These two men are the perfect duo. After my failed wedding, many parts of my life turned upside down. But thanks to them, my life has never been so delicious.

I shiver as Arthur's hand reaches higher, sliding over my slit, barely touching it through my panties. I bite my lip, eager for him to get started. Yet, I know that I’ll have to be patient. Pleasure doesn’t come so easily. Just because I've satisfied him so far doesn't mean I deserve a reward.

I stand still as my master caresses me absentmindedly, as if he doesn't really care that I'm there. Fortunately, the blinds in his office are closed. Otherwise, his employees could have seen us. I wonder if they have any knowledge of what goes on in their bosses' offices.

I turn my head to the side, to the next office. Vincent's. These two men do everything together, it seems. Running a company, going on vacation… Sharing a woman. I wonder what they have in store for me today. No matter the trials. I’m ready to take them.

“So, Miss Olivia, do you like being a consultant in our company?”

I can't hold back a giggle. This is what’s written on the badge I was given when I arrived. Oh, I offer very special consultations. I wonder how many other consultants they received like this before me. How many of them were dressed sexy? How many of them have been bent over this desk?

I don't know, and I don't care. Because for weeks, I have been my dominant's only obsession. So much so that I practically live with Arthur now. I let out a squeal as he suddenly hits my butt.

“Have you forgotten the rule?”

“No, sorry. Yes. I love that, Master.”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth as he continues to stroke my ass. Then he grabs the sides of my skirt, making them go up higher and higher, until the piece of fabric is stuck on my hips.

Then he attacks my panties, bringing them down on my spread thighs. It gets stuck there, like an improvised rope. I bite my lip, remembering how he tied me down just a few days ago.

I love it when he does that. It doesn't matter if he uses handcuffs or his belt. It always puts me in a state of incomparable excitement. But also, in a strange state of calm. It's as if he was giving me permission to surrender completely. I don't have to think anymore. No more worrying about what to do. All that remains is to submit to his law.

I squeal as his fingers land on my clit, pressing down with controlled slowness. Every move he makes drives me crazy. He has undeniable expertise. As if he knew my body better than I knew it. Slowly, he slips two fingers inside me, clicking his tongue.

“Look at you. You've just arrived, and you're already completely soaked. What am I gonna do with a slut like you? You are truly insatiable. Is that right, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master!”

I stammer, shivering already as he barely begins. I have never been so responsive in the past. But one look from this powerful man is enough for me to sink and turn into a little thing guided by her libido.

The man continues his comings and goings, before retiring. But his hand doesn’t go very far. No. It goes up between my buttocks, its soaked fingers tracing the outline of my crenelated entrance.

I hold my breath as he drives one inside me. This is not the first time he has played with this most taboo place in my anatomy. Far from it. It has almost become a mandatory part of our sessions.

Fingers, dildo, and even his big cock. I took it all in. And no matter the size or the discomfort… The resulting pleasure is always incredibly powerful. I bite my lip as he thrusts it deeper and deeper.

I can't stop my mind from wandering, remembering how he and Vincent took me both at once, filling me up, tearing me apart. I would never have believed myself capable of something so depraved. Nor that my body could have welcomed them at the same time.

But for them, it seems to know no bounds. And never have I come so hard. Now I can only hope they do it to me again today.

I lick my lips as a second finger enters me. They're nowhere near as big as his cock, but it already feels good… So good that soon I moan in disappointment as he leaves me empty again.

The man laughs, before opening one of the drawers of his desk. He places three objects in front of me, and I can't help but smile excitedly. A plug, a vibrating egg, and a tube of lube.

He starts with the plug, which he generously coats with the liquid. Then, he approaches my ass again, spreading it with his free hand before pushing the silicone toy inside me. I bite my lip to hold back my moan.

It doesn't matter how delicious it is. I can't risk being heard. The man gently pats my ass, as if to congratulate me. Then he grabs the vibrating egg, coating it in turn with lube before pushing it inside me.

I'm so wet he didn't really need to. I even wonder how the object will stay in me. I think I'll have to pay attention to it.

The man doesn’t move for a few moments, admiring his work. When he finally comes out of his contemplation, he pulls up my panties, before gently straightening me up. He turns me around, dipping his hand into the back of my neck to bring my face closer to his.

He kisses me with tenderness and passion mixed. A feeling that makes me melt and makes me want to fall on my knees in front of him to serve him. The man breaks the kiss, a voracious smile on his lips.

“Let the game begin.”


Chapter 2

“On your knees.”

Without even having to think about it, I let myself slide on the ground. I don't want to play with his limits. No. Today I want to be the servile little thing he loves so much.

Slowly, he strokes my hair, making me sigh in pleasure. Then he rummages in his pocket, pulling out a small remote control. I lick my lips, knowing full well what it is for. One push from him, and I'm already heaving a sigh.

The vibrations have turned on in me. They’re only at the minimum level, which is far from enough to bring me any relief.

And yet, I can't help but give him a disappointed look when he stops them moments later. A smile forms on his lips as he gently pats my cheek.

“You're going to have to be patient, Submissive. Your day is going to be very, very long.”

I stand still, my eyes locked on his, waiting patiently for what's next.

“Oh, I almost forgot.”

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a small object that I recognize well. My submissive collar.

“We can't play without it, right, Princess?”

I nod quickly, making him laugh. There's nothing I love more than this proof of possession he's sliding down my neck. It's just a simple object, but it marks my position. My duty of obedience.

Just the idea makes my lower abdomen ignite as he tightens the buckle behind my head. I wonder if he'll hang a leash on it today too. I shouldn't want this stuff. It's degrading. Humiliating. A grown woman shouldn't allow herself to be controlled like that. But when these two men are around, I no longer have any control over my desires. My libido takes over.

“You're going to crawl to Vincent's office. He’s going to take care of you for now. But I'll keep the remote. You’d better be very docile with him too. Otherwise, you know what the consequences will be.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shiver as I breathe those words. Yes. I know very well what awaits me. A punishment. It could be of any kind. It could be a spanking, like something much more twisted.

They could deprive me of pleasure, using me as they please as if I were just a reel for their seed. Or they could have fun pleasuring me, bringing me ever closer to orgasm without ever letting me have it. Of all the punishments, I believe this is the most difficult to bear. So, yes. I’m going to behave.

My dominant nods at me, and immediately I fall to my hands. Without waiting a moment longer, I start crawling towards the door. Thank goodness their offices are interconnected. I would never have been able to move like this in the hallway, and risk being surprised by strangers.

I lick my lips as I walk, ignoring the slight burn of the carpet under my knees. I can't wait to see Vincent again, even though I know he won't spare me. The man is the type to push things far. I barely have time to walk through the door when his voice rings out.

“Stop, Submissive.”

Immediately, I obey, before rising to my knees, keeping my hands on the floor in a submission position. I don't dare raise my head to the man, waiting for him to give me permission.

“Look at me.”

A chill runs through me as our eyes meet. While the man is nowhere near as tall and muscular as Arthur, he exudes an incredibly alluring charismatic aura. Something that attracts me, and makes me want to succumb to him, no matter how dark his ideas are.

“Take off your blouse.”

My mouth drops open in surprise as the man focuses on his computer again. He wants me to undress in front of him, but doesn't seem to care. Yet I know I must obey his order.

So, I undo one by one the buttons of my blouse. Even though he's not looking at me, I try to do it sensually, just in case he looks up. I want to remind him how sexy a woman I am. How much he wants me.

The shirt falls unceremoniously to the floor. I put my hands on my knees, looking at him expectantly.

“Your bra.”

I bite my lip. The man didn't even bother to look at me, his computer seemingly far more exciting than my body revealing itself to him. However, I must continue.

So, I run my hands behind my back, attacking the hooks of my bra. I undo it without difficulty, my imposing boobs falling heavily under its own weight.

I stand perfectly still now, waiting for a look, a word from the man. For what seems like hours, the man types on his computer keyboard. It's as if he didn't care about having a half-naked woman offered to him like this.

I sigh in relief as he finally stands up. He starts rummaging through a drawer in his desk, pulling out something he keeps hidden in the palm of his hand. I lick my parched lips, curious to know what it will be like.

I wonder if their assistants know about the impressive collection of toys they keep in their offices. Who knows, maybe they tried it on them.

I gently shake my head. I can't indulge in those kinds of jealous thoughts. Not when the man finally approaches me, his vicious smile on his lips.

He pats my cheek firmly, before his fingers grab one of my breasts. He doesn’t put the slightest delicacy in his gestures, pinching my nipple with force, making me meow with pleasure. He starts again with the opposite nipple.

I have to bite my lip to make sure I stay quiet. The man smiles, before showing me what he has in his hand. Nipple clamps.

“I want to play with you, Doll. But you know, I'm a very important man. I don’t have a lot of time.”

I make a sulky pout as the man hooks a first clip on my breast. I wanted him to take care of me anyway. I was ready for him.

I bite my lip. This isn’t the first time he’s using such an object on me. I can’t describe the feeling. It's like a little bite, taking me to that fine line between pleasure and pain.

My breathing is faster when my opposite breast is captured in turn. I stare at him, as if I could find the rest of the events in his eyes. But the man remains unmoved, absently stroking my hair.

“I have a meeting now. So, you're going to stay there, and you're going to be a very good girl. Got it, Doll?”

“Yes Sir.”

The man pats my cheek again before turning on his heels to sit at his computer. I let out a quiet sigh. Between these nipple clamps, this plug, and this egg that threatens to turn on at any moment, my senses are stimulated like never before.

My body wants to express itself. To move. To go on this quest for crazy pleasure to which he has been accustomed. But instead, I have to stay as still as possible. Not move, not complain. Be perfect for the dominant.

If I was listening to myself, I would glance over my shoulder, just to see what Arthur is doing. Is he watching me, imagining ripping off that skirt his friend let me wear?

I know I'm not allowed to watch him. Even if seeing him would reassure me, I’m under Vincent's orders at this moment. So, I have to deal with it. And then, I know that I’m not in danger.

Even though I can't see him, I know Arthur's watching me. He makes sure I'm okay. And deep down, I think these men know my limits better than I do. They know how to push them, making me do things I thought were impossible.

But they also know when to stop, even though I didn't know I needed to. Yes. With these men, I’m safe.

I bite my lip, feeling how soaked my panties are. Another pair I'm going to ruin with their games. I think I'll end up asking them to buy me lingerie. Soon, I’ll have nothing left to wear.

But maybe that's their goal. That I remain forever without panties, walking around with my ass naked, at their complete disposal. I smile at this idea. I don't think that would bother me.

Since I've been with them, I've become insatiable. So, if they want to use me twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, I'm definitely not going to stop them.

I barely hold back a squeal as suddenly the vibrations start inside me. They are low, but I was so lost in thought that I forgot they existed.

Vincent turns to me, raising an eyebrow at my flinch. I clear my throat, looking down shyly as he focuses on his work again. I want to prove to him that I can do it. That I know how to behave.

Even if the vibrations are a little stronger in me. I will hold on. I must. Especially now that his meeting has just started, and other people can hear what's going on in the room.

I try to focus on what they’re saying. Just to find a distraction from this wave of heat growing slowly but surely in the pit of my stomach. But soon, I find it difficult to follow what they say. And not just because their meeting is boring.

The vibrations are getting stronger, pressing at the same time on the plug nestled in my most taboo entrance. I swallow. Only now do I realize how difficult it’s going to be for me to remain silent.

Waves of pleasure are already running through me, tingling my nerves. My fingernails dig into the skin of my thighs as I try to stay calm. I can't crack. Not now. The two dominants have trained me well enough for this. I can’t disappoint them.

Still, I can't help fidgeting as the egg picks up speed inside me. Vincent immediately turns his head toward me, glaring at me. I swallow with difficulty. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. The pleasure is too intense for me to remain still and silent.

A wave of shame washes over me at the thought that those people on the other side of their screen could hear me. What would he think of the dominant? His reputation could be ruined, all because I can't obey a simple command.

So, in a final effort to contain myself, I sit up. However, I feel that I will not succeed. The vibrations increased further. I fight with my body, but I know who’s going to win.

I collapse on the floor, biting my lip until it bleeds to keep from making a sound. I’m surely going to be punished for not remaining still. But at least no one can hear me as my teeth sink into my clenched fist, muffling the screams of pleasure that escape my throat.

I hope Arthur enjoys the show, behind me. Before him, I have never been so sensitive. It took me forever to come, when it happened. But thanks to him and his games, I now only need a few stimulations to reach that supreme pleasure. Many women would be jealous of me and this ability to come. But right now, I'd rather not have it.

I breathe heavily as I straighten up, not really daring to look at the dominant. A snap of my fingers forces me to raise my head. Vincent stares at me, a dark look on his face. I know I displeased him. It's up to me to face the consequences now.

He snaps his fingers again, before motioning to his feet. I stay still for a moment, unsure of what he expects of me. Then suddenly I understand. My legs still shaking from my orgasm, I get back on all fours, before crawling over to him.

I roll my hips, hoping to give him an appetizing sight. Oh, I know it will take a lot more to appease him. But I'm so desperate that I'm ready to try anything.

I sigh in relief as I glance at his screen. He didn't turn on the camera. This man may push things to the extreme, he’s not totally oblivious.

Arrived near him, I go back to my submissive position. On my knees, sitting on my heels, my hands resting on my thighs and my head bent slightly. I know I disobeyed him. Now I don't know what to expect.

The vibrations in me ceased. It's as if Arthur left me to my fate. I take a deep breath. Are my dominants disappointed in me? Maybe I could have done better. But how, with all these sensations they offered me? I was destined to fail. Now, I just have to wait to see what punishment they will choose to make me pay.

I gasp in surprise as the man slowly strokes my hair. I hadn't expected a gentle gesture, especially after what just happened. The man is not the cuddly type. He doesn't spend hours hugging me or complimenting me. What interests him are our sessions.

Arthur is the one who handles the after cares. Arthur who gives me baths, who feeds me, who ensures my well-being. Vincent is just an addition to our games. A delicious addition… And a terrifying one, too.

As he speaks to give his employees his opinion, his hand slips to his crotch. Slowly, he undoes the buckle of his belt, before lowering his zipper. While keeping his focus on his meeting, he slides his pants over his thighs, revealing his cock.

I lick my lips. He has been spoiled by nature, like his friend. Both men have the two most beautiful cocks I have ever seen. Thick, long… And delicious.

If I could, I'd spend half my days with one or the other in my mouth. I'm sure I could even fall asleep like this, using their cocks to calm myself down.

The man swivels his chair to face me. With another snap of his fingers, he tells me to come between his thighs. I comply immediately, keeping my eyes fixed on him, desperately waiting for him to give me permission to take him in my mouth.

As if he knows how desperate I’m to taste him, he keeps me waiting. His cock is just inches from my face, looking bigger than ever. A few pearls of his excitement taste at his tip, shiny and appetizing.

When he finally gives me permission, I throw myself on it, like a thirsty woman finding water in the desert. My hand curls around his base, as my tongue slowly slides from his base to his tip.

I may want to engulf him all inside me, but I also want to satisfy him. Show all my skills. So, I lick through his veins and hollows until I reach his tip. I taste his excitement, looking up at him as my mouth closes around his beautiful cock.

He looks down at me, his eyes misty with pleasure. Without ever breaking our gaze, I push him deep into my mouth. His stomach contracts as I stop at nothing to satisfy him.

I pray the others don't hear us as I begin to move slowly back and forth along his length. It's hard to stay completely silent when his cock is sinking deep inside me. Yet, I must do it.

So, I focus while accelerating my movements, taking him faster, further, if possible. He taps the back of my throat repeatedly. But I hold on.

His fingers tangle in my hair, imposing his rhythm on me. I no longer have any control. He shows me that he’s the master. That he can do whatever he wants with me, without hesitation. Turn me into his little sexual object in a snap of the fingers. This idea turns me on again, maybe even more than the toys still inside me.

He makes me go faster and faster on his cock, pressing a button on his keyboard. Hopefully, to mute the sound. But he's the one in control. So, if the others hear me, it will be his fault.

Me, all I have to do is focus on my breathing and raise my eyes, watery with discomfort, to him. He smiles, his teeth clenched slightly as his pleasure grows stronger.

Soon, he no longer holds back, and releases his seed deep in my throat. I take a deep breath to not choke. Then, I swallow without him having to ask me. I even go so far as to slowly lick his flaccid cock, cleaning it up in a final gesture of submission.

On the other side of their screens, people seem to have noticed nothing. They say goodbye to each other, ending the meeting, unaware that, all along, their boss was indulging in dark pleasure. Vincent gets dressed, before leaning over me.

“You were very naughty, Doll. It's time to punish you.”


Chapter 3

I shiver as the man begins to rummage through his drawer. Who knows what he has in mind? With him, everything is possible. I almost sigh in relief when I see him pull out a pair of handcuffs.

This is one of the things that I particularly appreciate. I'm not afraid of being handcuffed, far from it. Still, I'm careful not to show it to him, keeping a worried expression on my face. Without paying attention to me, he growls.

“Hold out your arms.”

I comply immediately, presenting my wrists with docility. He locks them up without wasting a moment. I lick my lips as the cold feel of metal grips my skin. I think I even prefer these handcuffs to those covered in fur or leather. They are less comfortable and yet, it seems that it’s exactly what I needed.

I let out a squeal as the dominant's arms wrap around me and forcefully lift me up. Before I even have time to realize it, I find myself thrown on his desk. My breasts are crushed against the table.

The position is most uncomfortable. Especially while I still have those nipple clamps on me. The little metal toys sink into my skin, even more powerful and painful. Yet, I say nothing. I want to prove to him that I can withstand his ordeal. It doesn't matter if it's painful, or uncomfortable. I will achieve it. I know it.

The man takes his time, knowing very well how much this waiting makes me suffer. There is nothing I can do. I just have to wait. Try not to panic imagining the pain he’s going to put me through in a few moments. Oh, it will all be worth it, I know it. And yet, I'm incredibly nervous.

I shudder as his hand lands on my ass, still covered in the thin fabric of my skirt. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but sigh with pleasure at this unexpected caress. I know it's only meant to make me lower my guard, to better come and hit me later.

But as I expect to be spanked, he pulls his hand away and walks away. I swallow with difficulty. I dream of turning around, seeing where he’s going, what he’s doing. But I must stay still. Very docile. I must not make my punishment harder than it already will be.

So, I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. I must stop thinking. Forget that soon, I will be in pain. I can't imagine what it would be like if one of his employees suddenly walked into the office and found me there, breasts exposed, handcuffed and ready to be spanked.

Discreetly, I glance to the side at Arthur's office. The connecting door is still open. I can see him at his desk. To my great disappointment, he doesn't look at me. It's as if he had no idea what was going on there, a few feet away from him. Yet I know it. He can’t remain indifferent.

I hold my breath as I feel Vincent come back to me. Who knows what he found, in the closet where he seemed to be searching for a few minutes. I don't know how much storage they have in these offices. But it looks like they have a whole array of toys at their disposal. As if these places were their dungeon, their second home.

A scream dies in my throat as intense pain shoots through me. The man just hit me through my skirt. I believe he used a paddle. I don't turn to check. I don’t need to. Because immediately, a new blow falls on my ass, as hard as the previous one.

I take a deep breath. The pain is not as acute as with a crop, but it’s still very present, more intense and less personal than that provided by a hand. The paddle puts a distance between us, making the punishment much more difficult to bear.

At least, with their hands, the dominants offer me their warmth, a connection with them. A semblance of comfort in difficulty. But the paddle? It's cold and brutal, giving me nothing but discomfort.

I squeal as another blow lands, louder than the last. The man clicks his tongue.

“Watch out, Submissive. You make way too much noise. You don't want everyone to know what a little slut you are, do you?”

I shake my head forcefully. No. That's the last thing I want. Even though we did things in public before, it was late, in a nightclub. The lights were so dim no one could see us.

Here, the office lights are on. I dare not even imagine the repercussions on my lovers if their perverse games were to be discovered. Still, a squeal escapes my throat as he hits again.

“Beware Submissive. You are already on a fine line. Don't make your punishment more complicated. I didn’t hear. Do you want others to discover you?”

“No! I’m sorry, Sir. I’ll be discreet.”

“Good girl.”

My whole stomach ignites at these two little words. There must be something wrong with me to like receiving compliments so much when I stoop to doing the most depraved things.

And yet, I take enormous pride in satisfying my dominants. To obey them no matter what they ask of me. So, I bite my lip, trying again to hold back my sounds of pain tinged with pleasure as the paddle lands on my ass.

I hold out for a hit, two hits. But soon, my dominant decides to increase the difficulty of my test. He puts the paddle on the table next to me, before attacking my skirt. He pulls it up to my hips, exposing my ass to the fresh air.

I chew on my lip as he grabs the butt plug, pushing it in and out of me, enjoying the movements his cock will soon be making there. At least, I hope so. Arthur wouldn't have put it on me if he hadn't had an idea in mind, right?

But it's not for now. Because the man takes the paddle in hand. I shiver, knowing full well that without the fabric of my skirt to protect me, the blows will feel much stronger and much more painful.

I take a deep breath, now ready. But despite this, I can't hold back a cry when the paddle falls on me again. The man clicks his tongue, saying nothing. Yet, I know that he’s not satisfied with me. How could it be, when I indulge in such loud sounds?

I must shut up. But no matter how much I know it, I can't contain myself anymore. The pain is way too much. It feels like he hits much more vigorously than before. My skin is raw as he continues the blows. Despite all my good will, I moan, even my teeth biting my lip until it bleeds isn't enough to silence me.

The man puts his paddle on the desk again, this time with force. He’s clearly not happy with me. I feel tears welling up in my eyes. I don't want to disappoint him.

I feel so ashamed of not being able to respond to a simple order. Usually, I do this pretty well. But today, I don't know why, everything seems much more difficult.

I hear a drawer open, not knowing what he’s preparing. It's not until he approaches my face that my eyes widen. Between his fingers, he holds a gag, adorned with a red ball. He's used that on me once before. I remember, the feeling was rather unpleasant.

But I have no choice. If I want to prove my docility to him, I must take it. So, I open my mouth, letting him settle his toy between my teeth. I focus on my breathing as he tightens the object behind my head. Then, he leans towards me, grabbing my jaw in his hand.

“Now you better have a perfect behavior. I'm very unhappy, Submissive. Show me that you can obey me.”

I nod quickly, hoping the tears welling up in my eyes are enough to convince him of my good will. He gently strokes my hair. It only lasts two seconds, but it’s enough to restore my strength and confidence.

I take a deep breath as the man resumes his position behind me. A powerful blow lands on my ass, and I clench my teeth against the ball with all my might. At least it does its job. It stifles my cries perfectly.

The man doesn’t stop. One hit. Two hits. Three hits. He strings them together without ever getting tired. I know my ass must be red. My skin hurts me too much to be otherwise. I hope to reach the end of this punishment without having to pronounce my safe word. Or rather to mime it.

When my mouth is busy, I must give three quick movements of my foot or my hand, to signal to my dominant that I can't take it anymore. But I don't want to come to that. Because despite the pain, I can also feel the pleasure that contracts my stomach.

And it seems that he too notices my state of arousal. He pauses, and with the end of his paddle, he taps on my pussy. I moan, not really knowing how I feel. Pain, pleasure, but also shame realizing how soaked I am.

I feel it, as he slaps his paddle on my ass again. My skin gets wet from my own excitement that has covered the object. My cheeks are flushed with shame, a color that probably matches my ass. It must please the man, because he makes things worst.

“What a little slut you are. You know you're not supposed to enjoy your punishment, right, Submissive? What am I going to do with you? Maybe I should start over, just to teach you.”

A cry of protest escapes my mouth, powerful despite the gag. My dominant doesn’t let this pass. Immediately, he reacts, bringing the paddle down on my skin with force.

“You're not contradicting your master, are you? You wouldn't do that?”

I freeze, trying to regain my composure before shaking my head no, denying my desire to challenge him. The man adds nothing, only dropping his paddle again on my ass.

I focus on my breathing, trying to regain what little control I have over the situation. It's the only thing I can handle. For everything else, I’m totally dependent on the dominant. Submitted to his total will. If he wants to spank me again, I'll have no choice but to accept it, no matter the pain.

My whole body is shaking as I try to stay as still as possible. The pain is intense, and yet, I believe that his blows are finally weakening.

I can't hold back a sigh of relief when he places the paddle next to me. That's it. The punishment is over. I managed to take it, despite all the difficulty it represented.

I moan as the man gently slaps my ass with his hand, before grabbing it forcefully. Again, he's not showing any kindness to me. But I don’t care. That's how I appreciate him. Strong, harsh.

I tense as he lifts me to the ground. My limbs tremble from this severe punishment, and yet, I must submit to his will. So, I get down on all fours, trying to keep my position, waiting for more.

He sits down in his chair, his eyes meeting mine. I shiver, both nervous and excited by this intense gaze on me.

“Go see Arthur. I believe you disobeyed him, too.”

If my mouth wasn't filled with that gag, it would open wide. Does that mean Arthur is going to punish me too now? How could I bear it?

The idea terrifies me, but despite it, I turn around. With difficulty, I crawl over to my dominant's office, my handcuffs rattling with each step forward. My ass burns me, I even wonder if I would be able to sit down again, so strong is the pain. And to say that it might not be finished?

I try not to think about it, keeping my head down as I get to the man's feet. I dare not look at him, too terrified to see the expression on his face. He doesn't give me the order, preferring to lift me up and throw me on his lap.

I take a deep breath, expecting to feel his hand fall hard on my ass any second. But instead, I gasp in surprise. His fingers caress my damaged skin, their warmth both painful and comforting.

I don't really know what to think anymore. I don’t care. I just want my dominant to continue like this. That he comforts me, even though I failed to obey his order to be docile for his friend.

Slowly, his fingers slide lower, grabbing the string of the egg inside me to pull it out. I can't suppress a relieved sigh when he removes it, replacing it with his fingers. Two of them come and go inside me, bringing me intense pleasure.

I shouldn't react so strongly. But after this harsh punishment, all my senses are on alert, my nerves on edge. The man speaks in his deep voice:

“I'm not sure you deserve this, Submissive. You didn't behave very well with Vincent. But you're gonna change that, right?”

Quickly, I nod, doing my best to express my goodwill to him. He clicks his tongue and withdraws his fingers from my pussy. I hold back a disappointed squeal. His hand brought me pleasure, but above all, an incomparable comfort. Slowly, the man undoes my gag, giving me back the use of speech.

“I didn’t understand very well. You're gonna behave now, right, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes, Master. I promise. I’ll do better.”

“Good girl. Well, let’s check it out. It's time for you to get fucked hard.”


Chapter 4

Softly, I moan against my lover's mouth. He talked about fucking me, but right now he seems way more interested in kissing me. It suits me perfectly.

I lean against him, my cuffed hands resting on his muscular chest. I caress him through his shirt, gently tracing the curves of his pecs. The kiss deepens as his tongue slips into my mouth, dragging mine into a most erotic dance.

I don't have to put my hand on it to know my pussy is soaked. A single look, a single caress, and my whole body surrenders to this man. If my wrists weren't tied, I'd loop them behind his neck, digging my fingernails into the skin of his back to try to get even closer to him, if that's possible.

I pout when he breaks the kiss. I could have stayed like that for hours. Ignore the burning desire in my loins, just to share those moments of intense tenderness. The man smiles, visibly amused. I know it, soon, he’s going to make me forget this disappointment.

I turn my head to the side. Vincent has just joined us. He approaches us with a determined gait, before leaning towards me. That I'm sitting on his friend's lap doesn't matter to him. He grabs my jaw in his hands, his warm breath caressing my face.

“So, I heard you wanted to get fucked? Is that true, Doll?”

“Yes Sir! Please. I’m ready. I'll be good, I promise.”

“And where do you want to get fucked, huh? In your little pussy, or in your tight ass?”

“Bo… Both, Sir. Please. I need it.”

The two men laugh at my perversity. Yet it’s the same gleam of desire that shines in their eyes as in mine.

Without wasting a moment, Vincent places his hands on my hips and lifts me up, pulling me away from the comforting warmth of my dominant. Too bad, I would have stayed against him. But I know it. If I want to get this long-awaited pleasure, I have no choice but to go with the flow.

I squeal in discomfort as the man sets me down on the glass desk. My ass still burns, and the hard surface doesn't make it comfortable. Despite everything, the coldness that emerges somewhat soothes the fire on my skin.

Before he even needs to ask me, I spread my legs, inviting him to sit there. The man watches me, a smile plastered on his lips. Yet he doesn’t move. He enjoys watching me instead, feasting on the depraved image I offer him.

“Lay down.”

Immediately, I obey him. It doesn’t matter that it is not as pleasant as in a bed. They can take me wherever they want. My body will adapt.

I prop myself up on my elbows as I feel his fingers grapple up my skirt. A click of the tongue corrects me.

“I said, lay down. Look at the ceiling.”

It doesn't take much for me to lay back and keep my eyes fixed on the endless white above me. Not being able to see him makes things more difficult. I really don't know why. I know what they intend to do to me.

But now that he's sliding my skirt down my legs, stripping me completely bare, I'm nervous. I can't stop imagining what would happen if someone were to come in and surprise us.

If it was a man, would my dominants invite him to join us? I lick my lips. We have already talked about going to a club, so that I can be touched by other men. But I don't know if I could really do it.

I let out a squeal, suddenly snapping out of my thoughts. Without my noticing it, Vincent knelt between my thighs. Now he lets his tongue run over my slit, collecting all the excitement they have caused there.

Despite the order he gave me a few minutes ago, I can't help but straighten up to see him at work. His reaction is immediate. His hand slams down hard on my inner thigh, making me jump and squeal in pain. With a grunt, he turns to his friend.

“She is really difficult today. I think she needs a little help... Or some more punishment. You’re her dominant, I let you decide.”

I shiver, giving Arthur a desperate look. I know I'm not the best submissive today. But I can't be punished again. I won't be able to bear it.

The man sighs, before getting up from his seat. He walks around the desk, approaching my head. In this position, he seems even taller than usual. More dangerous. And he does nothing to change it.

His fingers brush my throat in silent menace, before moving up to my mouth. I wonder if Vincent can see the new excitement caused by these gestures which should frighten me. But with these men, nothing scares me. I trust them blindly.

Arthur continues his tour of my face, his thumb coming to rest on my lips. Slowly, he pushes it into my mouth. I let him do it without the slightest hesitation, even sliding my tongue along his finger, just to prove my docility to him, and remind him of what I’m capable of. And hopefully, spare me a punishment I know I can't bear.

He seems to be thinking about it intensely. Finally, he reacts, undoing the knot of his tie. He withdraws his thumb to catch the piece of fabric. My breath catches as he brings it to my eyes. It's just thick enough to deprive me of my sight.

I swallow hard, and my heart rate quickens. Not being able to see them suddenly makes things much more complicated for me. Despite my nervousness, I let him tie it behind my head. Now I’m completely in the dark. I have no choice but to trust them blindly.

I arch my back as Vincent goes back to licking me. He doesn't hold back, drawing long lines across my slit. Then he attacks my clit, trapping my button of nerves between his lips. He sucks it, pinches it. Everything is good to make me scream with pleasure.

Yet, I must not forget where we are. We’re not in the safety of one of their apartments, nor in a luxurious hotel room. We are in their office. And even if at this hour, most of their employees already left, others could still be present.

So, before they punish me for being too loud, I take the lead. I bite my lip, concentrating on keeping my screams to a minimum. But soon, I feel a thumb land on my lip, pulling it gently to stop me from biting it.

“Don’t ruin your pretty mouth. It’s my job.”

I shiver at Arthur's words. Immediately, he accompanies them with a gesture. He sticks his thumb in my mouth. I lick it vigorously, focusing on these movements to ignore the heat building in the pit of my stomach.

My limbs are starting to contract. I feel it. My orgasm is not far away. But before I have time to free my mouth to ask their permission to come, Vincent pulls out.

I arch my back, a desperate and futile attempt to receive some pleasure again. It's a slap on my thighs that answers me instead.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, Submissive? I shouldn’t even touch you. All you deserve is punishment, don't forget that.”

I swallow with difficulty. Arthur also removed his finger from my mouth. Here I am, naked and lying on this cold desk, with no idea what these two men are doing.

They move around me, changing positions, maybe even having fun doing this only to make me lose my senses. I focus on my breathing, the only thing I have in my power right now.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly I'm turned around. My breasts find themselves again crushed against the cold glass of the office. I shiver, suddenly nervous. My ass is pointed toward them, perfectly positioned to receive new slaps.

But it's a whole other thing that comes. My mouth parted as I felt a cock push against my wet pussy. I bite my lip as his tip works its way into me, clearing the way for the rest of that impressive length.

I believe it’s Vincent. I should surely recognize them better than that, but the two men were both spoiled by nature, with thick and long cocks, making it harder for me to recognize them. It doesn’t matter. They can both use me however they want. I will welcome them without hesitation.

The man sinks deeper and deeper, filling me completely. I sigh as finally, his hips meet my ass. I thought he would never stop. Without waiting a moment, he pulls out entirely, only to thrust inside me with a powerful push.

I bite my lip barely to keep from letting out a cry of discomfort. Yes. It's Vincent. Even when he shows strength, Arthur isn't that rough.

The man resumes his little game several times, slapping ever deeper inside me, making me squeal uncontrollably. A hand slips into my hair, both tender and firm. A way to bring me comfort, while reminding me of where I am. Who could hear me.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying again to stifle my cries of pleasure. Because even if Vincent is going hard on me, my body loves it.

I gasp in surprise as I feel the man tug on my plug, removing it from my body. Moments later, lubricant is flowing between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip, trying to prepare for what's next.

Vincent starts slow, pushing a single finger inside me. It's not as thick as the plug I still had inside me a few moments ago, but it dips deeper, making me moan slightly.

The man begins to move slowly back and forth, his cock motionless, fully pressed into my pussy. I lick my parched lips, savoring every sensation he gives me. Very quickly, a second finger invites itself, tearing me apart a little more.

My sighs are getting louder. My cheeks are red with shame, and yet, I surrender to this intense and taboo pleasure. The man doesn’t weaken, his fingers making scissor movements. I feel torn, open. And yet, I know it’s nothing compared to their cocks inside me.

I can't hold back a moan as he begins to move his hips again, adopting a slow but deep movement. I feel it in every part of my body, the heat rising inside me much stronger now.

He speeds up the rhythm, both with his imposing member and his fingers. Shameful drenched sounds echo through the room. Even if I manage to remain as discreet as possible, anyone passing in the corridor could understand what is happening here. He doesn't seem to care anymore, preferring to devastate my body.

I let out a surprised squeal as suddenly lips land on mine. Arthur probably crouched in front of me to come up to my height. Now his mouth explores mine greedily. It only adds to this insane pleasure.

Chills run through me, I'm shaking. I know it. My orgasm is not far away. But again, the man doesn’t let me reach ecstasy.

Vincent withdraws from me and walks away, without a gesture, without a word. Arthur also broke the kiss. I have absolutely no idea what's going on. If I listened to my heart beating wildly, I would raise my hands to my improvised blindfold and remove it, just to understand what is happening.

But I don't. I patiently wait. And soon, I’m rewarded. I shiver when I hear Arthur's voice in my ear.

“How about we play for real now, Princess?”

“Yes, Master.”

The man kisses my hair before lifting me up by the waist like I weigh nothing. I’m his disjointed little doll, letting myself go to his law, without really understanding where he’s taking me.

I gasp in surprise as he directs me to the ground. Soon, I meet Vincent’s body. He seems to be lying on the floor, his cock still hard and ready to plunge back into me.

My cuffed hands come to rest on his chest as Arthur presses down on my back to make me bend over. A few more directions given by the two men, and I feel that huge cock knocking against my pussy.

Immediately, I sink on it, sighing in pleasure as I take it back without the slightest difficulty. My body is opening up for this man. No matter his size. I take it all.

He wraps one of his arms around my shoulders, forcing me closer to him. My head rests on his shoulder, and I let out a long moan as he begins to move back and forth inside me.

His fingers don't take long to resume their position in my most taboo entrance. They move in rhythm for a few more moments.

His hand only withdraws when I feel a second presence behind me. Arthur is there. I can't see anything. I don't know what strange position we find ourselves in. And that excites me.

Tied up and deprived of my sight, I have to blindly trust the two men. Forget all my fears, to abandon myself to them.

My breath catches as I feel Arthur position himself. His lubricated cock slaps against my ass, making me shudder with mixed excitement and nervousness.

“Breathe, Submissive. You know you can do it. It's not the first time, right?”

I smile and nod at Vincent's words. It's rare that he encourages me like that. His mouth presses against mine, pulling me into a powerful kiss, smothering my cry as Arthur begins his dive inside me.

Despite their preparation and the good layer of lubricant with which he coated his length, I feel him going through me with incomparable force. Soon, I must break the kiss to focus on my breathing.

Vincent lets me do it, whispering naughty things in my ear. But I can barely hear his "little slut" as I’m focused on welcoming these two monster cocks inside me.

Each time, I wonder how I will achieve this. It seems so impossible. And yet, my body opens up for them, welcoming them as if it was designed specifically for this.

Arthur begins to move slowly back and forth, always sinking a little deeper into me with each of his thrusts. My breathing is erratic, and I'm glad to be lying on Vincent like this. To take advantage of the warmth of his body to anchor myself in the present. This one still remains motionless, letting his friend open me little by little.

It's only when my squeals and grunts turn into moans that he moves. My breath catches. It's not the first time we've done this, and yet, it's just like it.

They split me open, filling me like I've never been filled. I'm just a small, will-less thing, moaning loudly as they pound me in a perfectly controlled rhythm.

None of us care about the noises we make anymore. Who can hear us no longer matters. Not when the pleasure is so strong. Their grunts mingle with my moans.

I have never felt so much pleasure. I would like them to continue fucking me like this for hours, if that were possible. Too bad if I can't walk for a week because of it. It's only when I'm in their arms that I really feel alive.

In a rattle more powerful than the others, Vincent empties inside me, filling me with his seed. His arm stays tight around my body. The man doesn't move, letting Arthur continue pounding my ass hard.

I can't think anymore. There is only this large cock that comes and goes in me. And when a hand slips on my clit, I can't control anything anymore. An electric shock runs through my entire body as I'm ravaged by a powerful orgasm.

My whole body trembles, convulses, curling up on Vincent's. Arthur grabs my hips with both hands, speeding up the movement even more if possible. A few more thrusts, and he empties into me, making me blush as he fills the most taboo area of my anatomy with his seed.

I struggle to catch my breath as the two men gently slide out of me, whispering compliments and stroking my skin to help me come down from this most intense experience.


Chapter 5

I sigh, stretching slowly. Arthur chuckles as he finishes buttoning the clean shirt he pulled from a hidden closet. This is no longer an office, it's a second home. Discreetly, I breathe in the scent of the one I'm wearing. The one he's had on him all day. I insisted on taking it, rather than putting my blouse back on.

To wear his shirt is to be surrounded by his perfume. It's like I'm in his arms all the time. It's comfortable, reassuring. Exactly what I need after all they’ve done to me.

I don't know how I'm going to get up from this comfortable couch he’s put me on, after he came one last time inside me. Where does he get all that energy from? It seems that at any moment, he can start again. A true stallion.

Vincent is already gone, giving me a quick kiss on the forehead before leaving me in Arthur's care. He always does that. Even if he likes to play with us, he’s not my dominant. He knows his friend will take good care of me. And I think I prefer it that way. If I love playing with these two men at the same time, when it's over, I prefer the intimacy of one man.

I turn to the side to watch Arthur. My mouth drops open as I admire his perfect body through his clothes. I still can't believe I got to meet a man like him. And even less that he wanted me. And that he still wants me. While in addition, he is so tender, so attentive to me? It seems like a dream. And I hope never to wake up from it.

He approaches me, my skirt in his hand. I wince. That's right, it's time to get dressed. But I'm fine on this sofa, I don't know if I have the strength. Still, one look from my dominant is enough for me to sit down.

The man kneels in front of me, sliding the piece of fabric over my legs, before helping me lift my hips. Then he puts my shoes back on my feet. I let myself go, as if I were his little doll.

Gently, he caresses my cheek before kissing me. It's soft, tender. Like a gesture that we would be doing for years, when we have only known each other for a few weeks. Yet, there is this connection between us. An inexplicable bond, which seems to grow stronger day after day.

So much so that I practically live with him now. I should find myself an apartment, after having shared a flat with a friend. But instead, he makes me stay at his place, making me bring more and more of my belongings. Soon, I’ll have moved in for real. It might be completely insane. But I don't care.

I'm tired of being reasonable. I've figured it out with them. Nothing else matters in life but pleasure. So, I will continue on this path for as long as he wants me.

I snap out of my thoughts when suddenly he runs his hands under my thighs and up my back, lifting me up like I weigh nothing.

“Come on, I'll take you home. You need to rest. There are so many things I want to do to your little body. You have no idea, Princess. You’re far away from being done with us.”

- To be continued -





5. A SUBMISSIVE SHARING


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 -


> SERVICING MY DOMINANT SERIES <





1. INITIATED BY MY DOMINANT


Chapter 1

A bead of sweat trickles down my back, sensually running down my spine. My breathing becomes faster, more difficult as the machine speeds up. I lick my parched lips, trying to focus on my movements. I almost squeal, but I hold on.

It's not the first time I've done this. Far from there. I’ve been going to the gym several times a week for years, always pushing my limits. But this is my first time here.

And most importantly, the first time I run as a man's seed drips down my thighs.

I still can't believe I did such a thing. If I weren't so soaked, I’d even think I was dreaming. But no. I did let a stranger take me, giving myself body and soul to him.

I don't even know his name. I don’t need it. I know what to call him.

Master.

Just the thought of using such a name makes me blush uncontrollably. I look down at the machine in front of me, preferring to focus on my stats rather than one of the mirrors lining the walls of the room. I know he's there, watching my every move.

I swallow with difficulty. My leggings are so light… There's no way they won't end up totally soaked.

I'm sure my cheeks are red with humiliation at the thought of anyone noticing. Do they suspect the lustful things I did with this older man, only a few feet away from them?

I've never done anything like this before. I've always been the calm type. I've never had one-night stands. So, chasing a man like that, letting him do what he wants with my body… It still seems crazy to me.

But despite the shame that twists my stomach, I don’t get off the treadmill. His instructions were perfectly clear. I must practice for at least thirty more minutes.

It's as if he wanted to expose me. Showing everyone the slut just joined their club. Maybe even brag about being the one who did this to me.

I lick my lips again, focusing on my breathing rather than the wet feeling between my legs. Immediately, the images come back to my mind, each more exciting than the other.

My nipples are pointed against my sports bra. If any of these men raised their heads in my direction, my reputation would be finished.

And yet, given the chance, there's nothing I would do differently...


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

Nervously, I push the front door of this luxury gym. It's not really my habit to come to this part of the city. I'm not sure I really belong here. But that's where the man wants to meet me.

Almost shyly, I give my name to the hostess with perfectly manicured nails. I thank her as she hands me a card and points me in the direction of the changing room, not without glancing disdainfully at my cheap outfit.

I ignore her, heading into the room. I don't need to impress her. To satisfy the man, I have many more assets than my clothes.

My mouth drops open as I walk into the changing room. It’s huge, the walls covered with marble, while the furniture is of precious wood. Just one of these cabins is the size of half my apartment.

Yes, really, I landed in another world. And yet, that's not the one I'm looking forward to discovering. No. It's BDSM.

I still can't believe I'm about to do this. I’ve never been satisfied in bed. No matter how much talent and care my lovers gave me, there was always something missing. A chill. A passion. Someone to lead me masterfully.

I didn't really know what I was looking for, until the day I came across a video. And that was it.

The way this man was spanking the woman under him. The tears rolling down the submissive's cheeks as she wanted more. This cry of pleasure when he finally started to fuck her. The compliments he whispered in her ear, plunging his fingers in her ass...

I’ve never been so wet as when watching this video. And when I touched myself, my orgasm was stronger than ever. From that moment, I knew that was what I was missing. That's what I needed to really know the ultimate pleasure.

From then on, I had only one obsession in mind: to find the man who would make me experience the same intense pleasures.

It took time. Long hours spent on the Internet, chatting with dozens of men, without ever finding the right one. Each time they were just a disappointment. Either they didn't have the grip I expected, or they were perverts that made me feel uncomfortable.

I almost gave up until I found him.

My Master.

I was first intrigued by his profile picture. A perfectly chiseled torso, covered here and there by salt-and-pepper hair. I've never been particularly attracted to men older than me. And yet, with him, I immediately found it sexy.

And when he started talking to me, I was immediately hooked. He was straight to the point, explaining to me what he was looking for in a submissive. And as he described to me the punishments, the humiliations, the frantic fucking... I got wetter and wetter.

This man described exactly what I was looking for, and more. And when it was my turn to speak, he listened to me without judging me, giving me his opinion, his support.

We talked like that for hours, every day, learning more and more about each other's desires, without revealing much about our identities. Then, the long-awaited message arrived.

A proposal to meet. It didn't take me long to accept it. I even had to hold myself back so as not to look too desperate.

And that's how I find myself here, in this gym. I reread his last messages to steady my nerves. Then, I finally put myself in action. I change into tight leggings that perfectly show off the curves of my ass.

For the top, it's a sports bra that contains my generous breasts. After putting on my shoes, I tie my hair in a high ponytail. I secretly hope that he pulls on it forcefully when he fucks me from behind.

I don't really know what he has planned for me today. All I know is that I must go for a run while keeping my phone handy. He'll message me when he's ready. But ready for what? It remains a mystery.

I guess I'll find out soon. I just have to be patient. I've been waiting all this time, I can hold out just a little bit longer, right?

I finally enter the gym, feigning perfect self-confidence. I scan the place. I don't even know what he looks like. But one thing is certain, he’s not there. Only two women are training at this time.

I give them a polite nod before heading to a treadmill. Fortunately, I’m used to this kind of machine. Forgetting for a moment why I'm here, I start running, clearing my head. The game is launched now. And I have no desire to go back.

As the minutes pass, I increase the speed of the machine. I probably shouldn't exhaust myself so much. Who knows what the man is going to do to me? I should save my energy. But he told me to do as usual, and I want to obey him.

I've been running for more than fifteen minutes when, finally, a message lights up my screen. My heart skips a beat as I grab my phone without dropping the beat. It's him.

I close my eyes and take a long breath to calm my racing heart, before unlocking my phone and reading what he has to say.

< Your ass is even sexier in real. You're going to run another fifteen minutes. After that, you’ll join me. I'm in the sauna. >

I swallow with difficulty. He was there, watching me, without my being aware of his presence. And now, I'm about to meet him. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen endless minutes before finally meeting in flesh and blood the one I want to call master.

I concentrate on my strides, trying to empty my mind. Yet the thoughts racing through my mind are far too intrusive for me not to hear.

When the time finally arrives, I turn off the machine, gradually returning to a normal rhythm. I pat dry my neck before nonchalantly heading to the relaxation area. I must concentrate to look natural. It's ridiculous, and yet I feel like these women know what I'm about to do, and they're judging me for it.

Passing in front of a mirror, I readjust my outfit one last time. My cheeks are slightly flushed, as much shame as from the effort I just provided. I hope he will like me. There's only one way to find out.

After a final deep breath, I step into the sauna. I squint for a moment, trying to get used to the humidity.

My heart skips a beat when the steam finally dissipates, and the man appears. He’s even more attractive than I had imagined. His salt-and-pepper hair is sticking to his temples from the humidity, in an excruciatingly sexy way.

His square jaw is covered by a few days' beard, falsely neglected. As for his black eyes, they pierce me with their intensity. The man is simply the most handsome I have ever seen. And he wants me?

Still, I must look like a rough-hewn kid compared to him. I may be twenty-four years old, but my face has kept the curves of youth. Fortunately, the ones on my body are really of a woman.

I remain perfectly still, incapable of the slightest movement. This makes the man smile. He extends his hand to me, urging me to finally move. After a second of hesitation, I snap out of my torpor and walk over to him, grabbing his hand.

No words are spoken between us. It's like we don't want to break the spell. Instead, our eyes express themselves. His greedily roam my body, lingering especially on my curves.

I'm not left out, admiring his muscular chest, already imagining the salty taste of his pecs under my tongue. The man must be more than fifteen years old than me, and yet, I cannot detach myself from him.

"You're not really wearing the right outfit to be in a sauna, don’t you think?”

I'm shivering. His voice is even more serious and sexy than I had imagined. It goes straight to the pit of my stomach, making me vibrate. I stammer, looking down at my feet. I'm still in my sports clothes, only my shoes remained outside the sauna.

I didn't even think about it. I just wanted to come in. To be there with him. Of course, I regret that choice now. My body is already starting to sweat from the heat, my clothes sticking uncomfortably to my skin.

Unconsciously, I glance at the man. And more specifically, on the towel wrapped around his waist. I can't help but wonder if he's naked under the piece of fabric. I lick my lips, hoping so. A gesture that doesn’t escape him. He laughs softly, before letting go of my hand.

“Go ahead. Show me what you're hiding under there.”

My breath hitches for a moment. But I obey him. My thumbs slide under the seam of my leggings, pushing them up to my feet. I get rid of it before straightening up, paralyzed for a moment.

Despite our long discussions, this man remains a stranger. I'm there, in a bra and a thong in front of him. I should die of shame. And yet, I continue. One look from him seems enough to keep me going.

Soon, the fabric enclosing my chest is useless. My breasts sag heavily under their weight, my nipples already tense with excitement. A smile parts the corner of his lips. He seems satisfied with what he sees.

A gesture of the chin is enough to make me understand that I must continue. After taking a deep breath to regain composure, I slide the thong down my legs. So. That's it. I’m completely exposed now. There is nothing to hide my modesty.

His gaze is lost on my body, his mouth terribly silent. I suddenly feel excruciatingly embarrassed as he looks more intently at my pussy. I totally shaved it, obeying his request. He nods at this, then motions for me to spin around.

I obey, keeping my eyes on the ground. I'm too worried to look outside the sauna room. What if someone was there, seeing what we're doing? I shake my head, trying to get that thought out of my mind. I must focus on my dominant, and my dominant only.

Once my turn on myself is done, I remain motionless, eyes lowered in submission. From the outside, I must appear calm. But inside, I’m a hot mess. All my senses are awake.

I don't really know what I feel anymore, the emotions taking turns taking possession of my mind. I'm excited, terrified, nervous, impatient.

And then there's this incredibly handsome man of towering stature. I just want him to start touching me. To drop that towel to finally show me what he's hiding underneath. This cock has been making me dream for weeks.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard but drop to the floor slowly anyway. The wood covering the floor is warm, almost comforting in this uncomfortable situation. I have never done such a thing in public. I even often find it difficult to accept my body in a swimsuit.

So, being there, completely naked, in the middle of a gym where other people are training? It seems totally crazy to me.

Timidly, I raise my eyes to the dominant. He has a peaceful look on his face. His hand caresses my cheek, before his thumb slides over my mouth. He doesn't have to force for me to open it, sucking his finger with as much passion as if it were his cock.

The man laughs softly, before murmuring in his deep voice.

“Good girl. So eager to show me how much you want to satisfy me. Go ahead. Show me what you can do then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes his finger from my mouth, now directing his hands to the towel wrapped around his hips. He takes it off casually, and my eyes widen.

I thought about his cock hundreds of times. I imagined it in all sizes, all shapes. But in none of my fantasies had I imagined it so imposing. I lick my lips, eager to taste it.

I must ignore the worried voice echoing in my mind. I have never seen a man as imposing as that. Am I really going to be able to take it all in my mouth? And between my thighs? And even… In my most taboo entrance?

I blush deeply at this idea. It's something I've never done before. I don't even know if I can. I told the man that I was open to the idea, without talking about it more. But now that I see the monster between his legs, I'm not sure it's physically possible.

His insistent gaze on me brings me back to reality. I think too much. Right now, my mission is to suck him. And I intend to do it the best I can. I grab hold of its base, holding it tight in my hand to keep it straight. Then, I approach my face, forgetting my nervousness.

I start licking its length. I take my time, discovering each of its veins, savoring its soft skin, going back ever higher without ever attacking its tip. I know it. This must frustrate him. That's what amuses me.

I know I should be wary. After all, I have decided to relinquish power to this man. If I don't satisfy him, he can do whatever he wants with me. Like punishing me, for example. An idea that particularly excites me.

But he could also decide that he's not interested in me after all and end our meeting much earlier than I would have liked. So, I decide to stop my little game and start licking its tip.

I tickle his slit, collecting the first drops of his excitement. It's strong, salty, delicious. And that encourages me to go further. My mouth opens, and slowly I slide him down my throat. He sighs as my lips close over his head.

His hand slides to the back of my head, his fingers closing over my ponytail. This encourages me to continue. Slowly, I take it a little deeper, taking my time to get used to his imposing size.

I look up at him, looking for a reaction on his face. What I'm doing is completely crazy. I barely know this man. We only exchanged a few words, and yet here I am, giving myself totally to him as if it had no consequence.

When I see the approval in his eyes, it no longer matters. I take it a little deeper, tears of discomfort starting to well up in the corner of my eyes. I feel them, and yet I choose to ignore them. Right now, I just want to satisfy him. I know that's how I'll get more.

My body is dripping with sweat from the heat of the sauna. And yet, I don't really pay attention to it. I'm way too focused on the soft sighs the man is letting out now.

But just as I'm ready to go all the way, he tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to release him. I look up at him in surprise.

“On all fours.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to understand. Then I obey him. He gets up without bothering to close the towel around his hips. He picks up my clothes on the floor, before opening the sauna door. With a nod, he shows me outside.

“Ramp.”

I'm shaking, but get going no matter what. A shiver runs through me as my hands and knees make contact with the cold marble outside. The man kneels beside me, grabbing my face in his hand.

“I'm going to fuck you now. You better not make too much noise if you don't want everyone to find out what a little slut you are. You remember your safe word, right?”

“Yes. Red.”

“Good girl. Go on. Show me your little pussy now.”

Ignoring my nervousness, I change position, turning my ass towards him. He clicks his tongue in an approving sound, his fingers sliding over my inner thighs, harvesting my arousal that has flowed there.

It's crazy to be so excited when he barely touched me, and only said a few words to me. Yet between the situation and his charismatic aura, I turned into a little thing desperate for his attention.

I let out a squeal as he thrusts his finger inside me, starting to move back and forth. I bite my lip to stay quiet despite the pleasure he gives me. Still, I can't help but squeal in disappointment when he withdraws his fingers.

But soon, they are replaced by something much more imposing. A shiver runs through me as his cock thrusts against my entrance. Enormous. I clench my fists on the ground as he pushes his way inside me, splitting me open.

I'm so tight around him, it's like reliving my first time. But with pleasure. Because the man knows what he's doing, there's not the slightest doubt about it.

His cock sneaks in at the perfect angle, as one of his hands comes to lose itself between my legs, brushing dangerously against my clit. His free fingers grab one of my breasts, pinching my nipple hard.

I find it hard to believe that everything happened so quickly. I entered the building less than an hour ago. And yet, I'm already there, on all fours, getting fucked on the floor by an almost stranger. I would have died of shame if I wasn't so excited.

The man begins to move his hips. No matter how slowly he moves them, it feels like he's pounding me.

Small squeals escape my mouth that I can't control. They become more powerful as his hand begins to draw circles on my clit. If this continues, we will be heard. And yet, I can't control myself.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as his large hand crashes into my ass. The man leans over me, almost menacing.

“You are making too much noise. Open the mouth.”

I barely have time to obey him when he stuffs a piece of fabric into my mouth. I don’t take long to recognize my thong, soaked too. I blush to taste my own excitement in this way.

But at least it helps me stay quieter as the man now grabs my hips with both hands to pound me properly. My knees grate against the icy marble. I need all the focus in the world so I don't crumble to the floor.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock.”

Trembling, I drop my head to the floor, one of my hands going to meet my clit. Immediately, I press hard on it, not hesitating for a moment to give myself pleasure as the man destroys me with his huge cock.

I will definitely not be able to walk straight for a few days. This idea alone is enough to make me moan against my improvised gag. I could never have believed that a quick shot could bring me so much pleasure. I’m totally confused, a slave to my libido.

Suddenly, I find myself devastated by an orgasm. My pussy contracts against the man's cock, as I almost collapse on the ground, so powerful is the pleasure that passes through me.

The dominant continues to pound me mercilessly, definitely not seeming ready to cum. I'm just a disjointed doll that he fucks as hard as he wants until he finally empties into me.

I breathe a sigh of satisfied relief as I feel his seed deep inside me. Without even withdrawing, he leans towards me, telling me what will happen next.

“You're going to get dressed, and you're going to run for another thirty minutes. I want everyone to see what a good little slut you are. You were perfect, Submissive. I can't wait to play with you again.”


Chapter 3

My breathing quickens again. I don't know how I'm going to hold out any longer. And of course, today the gym is full. It's as if they've all come together to witness my downfall.

Oh, I’m the one who accepted it all. I even asked for it, counting the days, hours, minutes, until I could play with the dominant again.

Now, I almost wonder if it was such a good idea. I really don't know how I'm going to make it through to the end with this vibrating egg inside me.

When he asked for my address the other day, I thought it was to come visit me. Not to send me such a gift. I stayed for a long time with the object in my hands when it arrived, wondering if I wasn’t dreaming. But my dominant was serious, as evidenced by his handwritten message.

< See you at the gym on Saturday, nine am. You’ll have this egg in your pussy while running. >

These words excited me as soon as I read them, and the temptation was great to test the toy immediately. But he left me no remote, or any way to connect it to my phone. I should have seen this coming. And yet, I wasn’t suspicious enough.

I thought it would be fine. That I’d easily get away with it. But now that I'm on the treadmill, I curse myself for agreeing. I don't even know how the egg is still in place, between its intense vibrations and the rhythm of the sports machine.

I'm struggling to breathe, and I wonder if my excitement is flowing through my legging like it did last time. I’m sure it does. I don't see how it could be otherwise.

The hardest part of all of this is to not moan. To remain perfectly discreet in the midst of these men and women doing their sport before starting their day. One of them could turn around and pay a little more attention to me to realize my state of excitement.

I feel myself blushing at the idea. And yet, I must hold on. The insight the man gave me last time was far from enough. It was just a quick shot, just to see if our bodies are compatible. They really are.

For hours after we met, I smiled stupidly despite the aches tugging at my pussy. He too seems to have enjoyed our short, but intense, session. Now, he has to introduce me to BDSM for good. To show me what it really feels like to be dominated.

And apparently, it starts with putting me through a little humiliation in public. Little, that's his word, certainly not mine. I feel like I could die of shame, as it’s twisting my stomach so much. But I must hold on. I certainly won't chicken out now, as my real initiation is about to begin.

I glance around the room, nervous to meet anyone's gaze. But I need to know. My curiosity is way too strong. Is he there, training as if nothing was happening? As if he wasn't playing with the vibrations of a sex toy pushed deeper into my body in front of all these people?

I can't help but sigh in disappointment when I don't see him. I wish I could have seen the gleam in his eyes. Lustful, I hope. Crazy with desire.

At least no one seems to pay attention to me. They are all far too busy with their own bodies and performances to care about me. All of them, except one man, older than me, probably even older than my dominant. He has neither the charisma nor the beauty of the man who makes me vibrate in this moment. Literally.

Still, that brief exchange of looks seems enough to encourage him to approach me. I take a deep breath. Usually, I'm pretty sociable. But with this vibrating toy inside me, I'm not sure I'll be able to make conversation in a normal voice.

I would die of shame if he has the slightest suspicion of the perverse game I’m indulging in at this moment. But to my amazement, the conversation goes off without a hitch. Even though he's a bore to die for and doesn't seem to want to let go of me.

Minutes pass, and I hold on, even catching myself laughing at one of his jokes. This is when my dominant attacks. I nearly convulse from the intensifying vibrations.

Harassed by this toy far too much, I let out a high-pitched squeal. The man next to me is worried, totally blind to the game I'm playing. I crack a smile, assuring him that everything is fine. That I forced a little too much, that it's time for me to stop. He nods, greeting me politely before walking away.

I take a deep breath to regain composure. Then, I get off the machine, obeying the order my Master just texted me.

< Changing rooms. Now. >


Chapter 4

I'm nervous when I walk into the changing room. The man is there, a serious look plastered on his face. His black eyes pierce me. He almost looks menacing. And yet, I’m not afraid. Not really. I know he could do with me what he wants, his body is so powerful.

But I also know that he will use his strength wisely. Bring me just enough pain to teach me a lesson. Or at least, that's what I hope. I can't help but slide my eyes to his hands, imagining what it would be like if he were to smack my ass with them.

I think I'll find out soon. Because his voice echoes in the room, severe.

“I didn't bring you here to flirt with other men. You have thirty seconds to pick up all your stuff.”

I remain confused. How could I have misread the situation so badly? Is he really kicking me out? Did I push things too far? But I didn't do anything wrong. It was the other man who came to talk to me.

My cheeks are red with shame, and tears are ready to stream down my eyes. I obey him all the same, picking up my things in my bag. Then I follow him as he leads me to the elevators.

I keep my head down, too ashamed to meet his gaze, or even watch him press the zero button. It wasn't until the elevator ping rang out that I finally straightened up. My mouth opens in surprise.

We are not in the entrance of the building. No. We arrived directly in the living room of a luxurious apartment. Most of these walls are covered with floor-to-ceiling windows, offering breathtaking views of the city and its skyscrapers.

I suspected that the man had the money to frequent such a place. I had no idea he lived in the building. And even less at one of the highest levels. I turn to him, taken aback.

He ignores me, grabbing my wrist to drag me after him. It squeezes hard enough to make me wince. No doubt. He has strength, and he likes to show it. Something must be wrong with me. Because it excites me to the highest degree.

“On your knees.”

He growls so sternly that I drop to the ground before I even have time to really understand what he just said. Without the slightest delicacy, he tilts me on the ground, my head meeting the parquet. Then he lifts my ass, forcing me to stay on my knees.

Bent over like this, all I can see are his feet pacing around me. I swallow hard, his quiet tension getting harder and harder to bear. But I know it's only just begun.

I may be inexperienced in BDSM, but I have researched enough to learn its basics. And I know it. The dominant is about to play with my nerves.

I'm barely breathing, almost afraid to do it in a way that would upset him. And then, like that, I'm sure to stay still.

Without a word, he walks away from me. I don't know how long he's gone. It feels like hours to me, though it's certainly no more than a few minutes. And when he comes back, I have no more indications of what he’s about to do to me.

I squeal as the egg begins to vibrate inside me. The rhythm is intense, almost too strong for me to be able to fully support it. Still, I have to. What my dominant gives me, I must take. Especially after upsetting him like that.

I find it difficult to stay still. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing, as if that might give me any control over the vibrations making my pussy pulsate.

I almost sigh in relief when he stops the toy. But this relief is only short-lived. Quickly, he turns the toy back on, even louder, if that is possible. I gasp with difficulty, praying for him to stop this little game.

He plays with my nerves, making the vibrations stop and start again at a breakneck pace, causing me to lose all measure of time. Finally, the vibrations seem to stop for good. However, the man does not seem ready to offer me the slightest respite.

My heartbeat quickens as I feel him lean into me. I gasp in surprise as a leather strap wraps around my neck. I can't help but reach for it. Looks like a dog collar.

I can't help but smile. I should be dead of shame. And yet, I feel a strange pride in wearing this mark of his possession. Moments later, a click makes me frown.

“Since you want to behave like a brat, I will treat you like one.”

His voice makes me tremble. I didn't expect him to push the thing so far as to add a leash to it. He tugs at it, and for a moment I stand still, refusing to move forward. He clicks his tongue, visibly unhappy with me. But I know that's what he wants. A brat. A submissive to discipline until she can't take it anymore.

He tugs on the leash again, but I hold my position despite my cheeks flushed with shame. I dream of satisfying him, and yet I continue to rebel. I shiver as he approaches me, his shoes slapping against the floor.

I squeal when suddenly he picks me up, dragging me across the room without the slightest delicacy. He slams me hard against his dining room table. I think of all he does, it's his silence that's hardest for me to bear.

Since we left the changing room, he has barely said a word. He seems to prefer action. A few seconds later, he attacks my leggings. With immeasurable power, he places both hands on the fabric on my ass, tugging on it sharply.

The tearing sound that follows leaves no doubt about its condition. My garment is destroyed. However, this idea quickly escapes my head. Because immediately, the man does the same with my thong.

I shiver as I feel a rush of cool air caressing my soaked pussy. With a quick gesture, the man removes the egg that was inside me, leaving me incredibly empty.

I lick my lips, only dreaming of one thing: that he punishes me with his cock. That he pushes the monster he has between his legs deep inside me. Let him tear me in two, to teach me a good lesson.

I couldn't walk for days, but that wouldn't matter. On the contrary. I almost want it. But it's a different kind of pain he puts me through. A high-pitched cry escapes my throat as his hand crashes down on the sensitive skin of my ass.

He doesn't mind, immediately starting hitting me again. Once. Twice. Thrice. With each of his thrusts, I shudder the same, my hips propelling against the hard wood of the table under his power.

Yet, although it hurts, I can't help but feel a slight tingle in my lower abdomen. A recognizable warmth. That of excitement.

I lick my lips as he continues to punish me. This is something we had discussed at length, when we were talking about our desires. I told him that I was ready to test this. That was what intrigued me the most. And the least I can say is that he gives me a most rigorous demonstration.

A sharper cry tears my throat. The man just hit on my pussy, a wet sound echoing through the room. The pain is excruciating, radiating through my body for long moments, even after his hand is pulled away.

I bite my lip, trying to control the tears that well up in my eyes. I'm in pain, but I don't want it to end. Not immediately. I still want to feel his painful slaps on my skin. Let him train me for good, showing me the extent of his strength and powers over my body.

Because I surrender myself completely to him. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind. No. Maybe something is wrong with me. But I want to continue for as long as he wants.

And that's for the best. Because he doesn't seem ready to stop. Again, his hand crashes into my ass. My skin screams in pain, yet there is nothing I can do to soothe it. My whole body is shaking against the table. But I hold on. I don’t rebel. I keep accepting his hand over and over again.

I let out a long, exhausted moan as his hand slides lower, now attacking my thighs. The pain is just as intense. However, soon, it seems that I pass a new level.

It's like my brain is totally disconnected. I slip out of my body, only to barely feel his hand and the pain. But my body seems to stop shaking.

Looks like that's the sign he's been waiting for. His blows are less powerful. They turn into caresses. I breathe a sigh of relief as his warm hand passes over my damaged skin. It's like a reward after such a difficult ordeal.

But it looks like my punishment isn't totally over. He still seems pissed off at me. Otherwise, why would his fingers close on my skin with such roughness?

I squeal as he plunges two fingers into me powerfully. I feel open like never before. Still, I know it's nothing compared to what his cock will be like later. His tongue clicks disapprovingly. In my ear, his deep voice makes me shiver.

“Look at you. Completely drenched as I spank you. You know you're not supposed to like a punishment, right? Looks like I'm gonna have to go a little harder with you.”

I bite my lip, wondering what those words mean. The man walks away from me again without speaking. One thing is certain, he knows how to be theatrical. I would be lying if I said I didn't like it.

After all, that's what I wanted, right? A man who takes the situation into his own hands. Who leads me around. Who corrects the slightest deviation. Who guides me, too, to teach me how to be a better lover.

My breathing slows as he is close to me again. Still without the slightest delicacy, he pulls on my shoulders, forcing me to straighten up. I keep my eyes down, not daring to look at him.

In this position, I can follow the movement of his fingers. With force, he removes my bra, exposing my generous breasts. I bite my lip. What should I look like right now? My bare chest, my torn leggings revealing my wet pussy, my ass reddened by his spanking.

Fortunately, we are no longer in this gym. I would have died of shame if someone had discovered me like this. I don't think I could have endured this humiliation.

My mouth parts as the man grabs my nipples, twisting them between his thumbs and forefingers. I can’t suppress small sighs of pleasure. I have always been particularly sensitive to this place. And that this attractive man takes care of it? It only increases the feeling of pleasure I feel.

My mouth drops open when he stops, pulling small metal pliers-like objects out of his pockets. I remain speechless for a moment. Oh, I suspect what he intends to do with it.

I'm sure it will be very good. But I can't help but get nervous. What if it hurt too much? If I couldn't bear it? I would have died of shame.

Soon, I have no more time to ask myself questions. The man closes a first clamp around my nipple, making me squeal. But it's far from unpleasant. It's as if his teeth were sunk into my skin, biting me intensely. He starts again with my opposite breast, capturing it the same way.

I bite my lip, concentrating on my breathing. It's as if these clamps were sending electric shocks directly to my clit. It throbs with force, desperate to finally be touched after all these stimulations more extreme than the others.

A scream dies in my throat as he grabs me, almost knocking me to the ground. I quickly find myself on all fours, immediately understanding what will happen to me now. Definitely, it seems that the ground is his favorite place. As if reading my mind, the man responds.

“Only good girls have the right to do that in a bed. You’re a slut. So I'm gonna fuck you on the floor.”

I shiver hearing those words. My cheeks are red with shame. I can't believe he could say such a thing. And yet, I’m excited.

This excitement only increases when the man kneels behind me. Still, he looks more menacing than ever. He seems huge, towering over me like that. The smell of his cologne reaches my nostrils, bewitching.

One thing is certain. He has nothing to do with the kids I usually date. He’s a man. A true one. I'm going to give him everything, without hesitating the slightest moment. Show him that I can be docile, as I showed him that I can disobey him.

I shiver as his hand slides down my ass, flirting dangerously with my pussy without ever touching it. I push my ass back, trying to convince him to touch me. His response is immediate. A slap falls on my skin still half covered by my now destroyed sports leggings.

“Keep quiet if you don't want me to get really angry. What you've seen so far was nothing compared to what to expect if you really upset me.”

I swallow hard at the threat. I don't have the slightest doubt. He won’t hesitate to carry them out. So, I remain motionless when he resumes his exploration with an excruciatingly slowness, difficult to bear. I bite my lip to stop myself from begging him to take me.

Finally, he stops his game. My heart beats a little faster with anticipation. Finally, I will be able to feel again in me this cock on which I fantasized all week. I even bought myself a new sex toy to try and replicate the effect of his thickness pounding me. But of course, nothing beats the warmth and expertise of this gifted man.

I can't believe it's happening like this again. Me, on all fours on the ground, totally open to him, vulnerable and submissive to his every decision. My heart beats a little faster when I hear him undo his belt.

Then, finally, comes the long-awaited sensation. His cock pats against my clit first, making me squeal with pleasure. Then, his tip parts my lower lips, no doubt covering up my excitement.

He's even bigger than I remember. And when he starts to sink into me, a scream dies in my throat. I lower my head to the floor, my fists curling against the cold upholstery.

The man's cock never seems to stop. He thrusts again and again, slowly pushing every inch of his manhood into me. I can barely concentrate on my breathing as my mind is obsessed with this member that splits me open.

The man's fingers lightly roam my back, tapping my skin as if to give me an anchor point, comfort in the difficulty of the ordeal. Still, he didn't slow down, continuing his progress until his hips finally met my ass.

I breathe a sigh of relief, almost falling forward. But I don't have time to indulge in this brief comfort. Soon, the man starts moving inside me. Slowly, first. It's as if he wanted every inch of me to feel the power of his cock.

I bite my lip. This slowness is almost as painful as if he were pounding me hard. Still, I hold on, knowing full well the kind of pleasure that awaits me, once my body gets used to it.

Soon he picks up the pace. My sighs accompany him. First of discomfort, they turn more and more quickly into squeals of pleasure. The man grips my hips, securing a comfortable grip to push himself even deeper into me.

I don't know how it's possible, and yet, that's what happens. It's as if with each of his thrusts, his cock gains an extra inch, pounding deep inside me, making me scream with pleasure.

No matter how hard I try to control myself, the sounds I'm making aren't as sexy as I'd like. I no longer have any control. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I'm a slut. An animal completely dependent on its most basic instincts.

I drop to my elbows, my forehead now resting on the floor. I don't have the slightest strength to stand up. I expected the man to take me back, slap my ass and order me to get up.

But instead, he presses on my lower back, forcing me to arch my back even more for him. My moans fill the room. While I think the man is at his peak, he proves me wrong.

“You really are a naughty girl. I'm going to have to work hard to train you properly. That's what you want, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master.”

“My little slut. Alright. You know where the bad girls are fucked, right?”

I swallow hard, remembering our conversations. I know very well what he means. And yet, surprise twists my throat, preventing me from uttering a single word. He changes that with a powerful slap on my ass. With a yelp, I answer him.

“In! In the ass!”

A sound of approval comes from the man's mouth. Immediately, I feel him moving behind me. Without leaving me, he busies himself. I'm nervous, not sure what he's doing. I shiver as he drips lube on my ass. So it’s really going to happen? Like this, now?

I could stop him, say my safe word so that we stop here. I can’t. Because a dark desire twists my belly. I want to do it. I want to discover this thing yet so taboo.

I let out a long moan as the man puts a first finger inside me. It seems even bigger to me than when it was in my wet pussy. The dominant stays still, only having fun moving that finger inside me.

I’m unable to describe the sensation as my emotions are contradictory. Pleasure, embarrassment, shame. It all comes together in an excruciatingly delicious cocktail. I don't know how this is possible. I find myself loving this.

I hiss through my teeth as he slips a second finger inside me. I feel like I'm open like never before. Still, I know, that's nothing compared to what his cock will be like. It’s much longer, much thicker.

Slowly, the man resumes his back and forth in me, tracing the movements of his hips to that of his hand. Inhuman sounds erupt from my throat as he does what he wants with me, splitting me open, taking complete possession of my body and soul.

They belong to him. I give them to him without hesitation. As long as he keeps touching me like that. He growls, his voice much deeper now.

“Damn, you're so tight. Touch yourself. I want to feel you come on my cock as I fill all your holes.”

I squeal, barely finding the strength to raise my arm to guide it between my legs. Yet I must. My master asked me to. And then, my orgasm depends on it.

My mouth opens wide when my fingers land on my clit. I'm soaked, way more than I've ever been. I’m sure of it. My excitement must be dripping on the floor, there is so much. My cheeks flush at the thought.

Still, I continue, letting out a long moan as I begin to play with myself. Behind me, the man continues to pound me with force. I don't even know if I'm crying or if I'm mute as the pleasure is strong.

His cock always going further, his fingers shearing me, my clit throbbing against my hand… All these sensations are far too much to bear. In a long cry that tears my throat, I come.

I feel like it never ends. It comes in continuous waves, like the waters of a collapsed dam. I can't breathe, and yet I keep moving, enjoying every crumb of pleasure that passes through me.

The man growls louder and louder behind me. He removes his fingers from my most taboo entrance, before wrapping his arms around my hips. With an extraordinary power that makes me scream again, he pounds me, until he stops, coming deep inside me.

We remain motionless and panting for a few moments. And when he finally pulls away from me, I collapse on the floor.

Exhausted, but satisfied.


Chapter 5

I wince as the man places me on the edge of his sink. Between his spankings and his use of my most taboo area, I think sitting is going to be difficult for me in the days to come. It's ok. It was totally worth it.

I never thought it was possible to achieve such levels of pleasure in life. Let alone doing such depraved things. There is nothing that I didn't love doing under his hand. And if I listened to myself… I would already be lying under him again.

I lick my lips as I watch him fill his tub with water. He didn't even bother to get dressed, giving me a particularly pleasant sight. My eyes roam his muscular body.

His back is perfectly drawn, as if it had been carved in marble. As for his ass… It’s so perfect I could sink my teeth into it. Like this. Just per game.

I'm not sure the dominant would see it very favorably. I doubt I'm allowed to do that kind of thing to him. But if he wanted to do it to me, I wouldn't find anything wrong with it.

He turns back to me, coming closer to gently capture my jaw between his fingers. Gently, he presses his lips to mine. The kiss is slow, almost tender. It contrasts with the power he put earlier in his gestures.

He parts our lips before wrapping his arms around my body. Without letting me touch the ground, he carries me to the bathtub. I let out a sigh of relief as he slides me into the hot water.

My exhausted muscles relax as I absently play with the bubbles in the bath.

“Make room for me.”

I don't need to be told twice. I wince, moving forward just enough to allow him to slip into my back. As soon as he's settled in, he pulls me against him, my back resting against his broad chest.

I sigh again, closing my eyes as his hands gently roam my body. It's sensual, without being erotic. As a reward for my good behavior. I accept it without hesitation, resting my hands on his lap surrounding me.

He gently kisses my skin offered to him, tracing an imaginary line from my shoulder to my neck. I fidget a bit at the feeling before letting go completely. Never have I felt so relaxed.

Yet this man is still a stranger to me. I let him do the most degrading things to my body, and I don't even know his name. This idea seems so ridiculous to me that I start to laugh softly. The man suspends his movement.

“What makes you laugh like that?”

“I just realized that I don't know your name.”

“You want to know it?”

“Can I?”

“It depends. Do you want to keep playing with me?”

“You're kidding? I've never had so much fun in my life. Of course I want to continue.”

“Perfect. Alright. My name is Jake. But for you, I will remain Master.”

- To be continued -


2. TRAINED BY MY DOMINANT


Chapter 1

“If I catch you, you’re mine.”

My dominant’s words loop in my head as my gaze scans the room with both excitement and anxiety. This place is light years away from what I’m used to. I grew up in a modest family. And now I’m here, mixing with the good society. I should take the opportunity to make contacts or admire the surrounding luxury. But I have only one idea in mind:

To soothe my throbbing clit.

I can't believe the man is putting me in such a situation again. He seems to love these public games. The first time we met was at his ultra-luxurious gym. Without caring about the presence of other people around us, he played with me, taking my body and my mouth without feeling the slightest shame.

Anyone could have caught us. Seeing us fucking like animals, on all fours on the marble floor of the sauna. We were lucky. But now he seems ready to play again.

I have no idea what's on his mind. This time, it wasn’t by text that he invited me, nor by phone call. No. On this point, he has been particularly quiet. So much so that I thought maybe he had moved on. Until I received this huge package at home.

It's not the first time he's given me a gift. The first thing I received from him was a vibrating egg. He made me wear it in the middle of his gym. I still don't know how I managed to run on this treadmill without being detected, and without expelling the object.

But this time, the surprise was much bigger. First in this box, a designer dress. Red, with a deep cleavage and a slit going so high up my leg that I must be careful that no one sees the parts of my body that are reserved for my dominant.

Along with a pair of high heels, he added a choker collar, similar to the one he dragged me with on a leash last time. It’s only more elegant, in black velvet, and without a ring this time.

I swallow hard realizing there was no lingerie in the package. Only a lace mask, and a piece of paper adorned with elegant writing. His. When I read his words, I immediately heard his voice in my head.

Hotel St-Clare, Friday, 7 p.m.

You'll mingle with the crowd, and I'll hunt you down.

If I catch you, I'll do whatever I want with you.

Your master

I lick my lips, finishing my glass of juice in one go. No alcohol. I must stay alert. It's like a game of hide-and-seek. A hunt in which I am the prey. I should be scared. Besides, I jump nervously every time a man brushes against me. But I always end up being disappointed when I realize that it’s never my dominant.

So, I can't help looking for him in the crowd. I've only seen him twice. But I'm sure I'll manage to recognize him in this ocean of elegant suits. He has such a presence, such elegance. A charismatic, bewitching aura.

Before him, I’ve never been with an older man. A big mistake. Each time I surrendered to his hand, I was rewarded with the best orgasms ever.

What I liked the most? His powerful hand crashing down on the fragile skin of my ass as I bent over his dining room table. Tonight again, I hope to push his buttons far enough for him to punish me.

Something must definitely be wrong with me. Why do I want a man, an almost stranger, to make me suffer so much? It doesn't make the slightest sense. But that's what my libido wants.

Otherwise, I wouldn't be so excited. My clit wouldn't be throbbing, remembering the effect of the man's large cock pounding me without giving me a break. My nipples wouldn't be pointing against the delicate fabric of my dress, hoping his fingers would pinch them.

I barely know him, and yet, I'm completely intoxicated by his touch. By his powerful body maintained with care. Against him, I turn into a desperate little thing. A total slut, thinking of nothing more than the pursuit of pleasure. For me, but also for him.

I go from one room to another, in this huge hotel hosting this sumptuous reception. Luxury no longer interests me in the least. I've been here for more than an hour, without having the slightest trace of my dominant. I want to see him. To feel him. To kneel before him and let him do the most degrading things to me.

I quicken my pace, scanning the surroundings carefully with each new area visited. I end up entering a smaller room, pushing open a door. I'm not even sure I'm allowed to be there. It doesn’t matter. This sudden loneliness suits me very well. It allows me to catch my breath.

Suddenly, I freeze. Without turning around, I can feel a presence behind me. And I don't have to look to know who's standing behind me. His intoxicating cologne speaks for itself.

My Master is there.

A delicious shiver runs through my whole body as he approaches me. One of his hands slides down my neck with a slowness of mad sensuality. And when his mouth comes to my ear, I almost faint.

“I caught you, Doll. You’re mine now.”


Chapter 2

I remain perfectly still as the man still stands behind me. His hand brushes my body without ever touching it. My breathing quickens. I can't wait to feel his power and expert touch again.

My breath catches as his hand slips through the slit of my dress to rest on the thin skin on the inside of my thigh. He comes up slowly, his fingers creating a trail of goosebumps wherever they go.

Soon he gets to my pussy. He brushes against it, without ever touching it. I bite my lip to keep from letting out a frustrated moan. He has just found me, and yet I’m already desperate to disappear under his body.

"So, no underwear?”

“There… There were none in the package.”

I respond stammering, wondering if I did something wrong. He doesn’t say anything, his mouth coming dangerously close to my neck. He kisses my thin skin, working his way up to my ear. He nibbles my lobe gently, before whispering.

“Imagine what they would say if they saw what a little slut you are. They would all want to fuck you. But you’re mine, right Doll?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

He turns me around, and I gasp. Even with that mask over his eyes, I'm blown away by the man's beauty. His square jaw is covered with a three-day beard. His eyes are bright, barely marked by a few creeks betraying the years that separate us. His mouth is appetizing, as good at kissing me as it is at slipping between my open thighs.

My whole body ignites as he gives me one of his devastating smiles. I'm unable to move, hypnotized by his appearance. It’s only when he leans towards me that I come out of my torpor.

His lips land against mine, strong. His tongue immediately invites itself into my mouth, launching into a battle to conquer me. I feel like I'm melting. It's just a kiss, and yet it's as if it's engulfing me whole.

And when his hand rests on my pussy again, I lose my footing. I've been waiting for this for so long. I’m like a thirsty woman finally finding water in the desert. He presses on my clit, making me moan uncontrollably.

I squeal in disappointment when he breaks the kiss and pulls his fingers back, bringing them to my eyes.

‘Look at this. I've just arrived and you're already completely soaked.”

My eyes stay fixed on his movements as he brings his fingers to his mouth, licking every drop of my arousal. My cheeks are red with shame at such a depraved gesture. And his comment doesn't help me at all.

“Delicious.”

His lips land on mine again, giving me a taste of my own excitement. But I don't have time to feel embarrassed about it. Because my dominant places his hand under the slit of my dress. This time, it is towards my ass that he directs it.

I growl against his lips as he squeezes my thin skin tightly. Still, it would be a lie to say that I don't like it. My nipples hard against the fabric of my dress are proof of that. For some reason, I like it when he hurts me.

And I'm served with his next move. Despite the skirt in his path, he kicks my ass hard, making me squeal. My body thrusts forward, my chest crashing into his chest. He goes back to caressing my skin, blowing hot and cold. I know it, at any moment, he could decide to hit me again.

Despite his imposing presence near me, I can't help thinking about where we are. Even though this room seems to be private, it’s not really difficult to access. Anyone could turn the handle and open the door. And then we would be caught.

But that idea doesn't seem to bother my dominant in the least. On the contrary. One of his hands travels up my body to grab one of my breasts. He pulls it out of its fabric prison without bothering to take off my dress.

I sigh against his lips as he begins to pinch my nipple hard. This gesture reminds me of the intensity of the clamps he had installed there the last time. The soft bite of metal, constantly keeping me on a fine line between pain and pleasure.

The man breaks the kiss. His voice is slightly deeper, suddenly filled with his excitement. He growls.

“Lean forward. Grab your ankles.”

My mouth opens in surprise. Still, I obey, letting my upper body drop slowly. Luckily, I've always been the flexible type.

I take a deep breath as my hands wrap around my ankles. In this position, my balance is unstable. Still, I hold on. I must. The game has only just begun. I would have preferred it to be somewhere a little more sheltered. But that doesn't matter. I fully trust this man. I know that whatever he decides to do to me, I will be safe.

Still, I can't help but tense as I hear the sound of his belt buckle coming undone. Is he already planning to take me? Is he so eager to regain the humid warmth of my pussy that he won't even play with me first?

The man pulls the fabric of my dress up my legs, until it goes over my hips. It falls in the direction of my head, but I don't care. I'm much more occupied by the feeling of his intense gaze on my ass, on my pussy.

I shiver, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. The fresh air that caresses my skin only reinforces this feeling. I’m exposed, at the mercy of this man. My reputation is on the line when anyone could see me like this.

And yet, other sensations jostle through my body, vying for the first place in my mind. That of excitement. Lust. Even though I'm nervous, I dream of feeling him sink deep inside me. In this position, I'm sure he would split me open.

Moments later, my whole body freezes. Because it's not his cock that I feel tapping against my thigh. No. It's his leather belt. His voice is heard, menacing.

“Look at you. A slut soaked at the slightest caress. Good girls don't run after older men. You know the consequences of such an act.”

I bite the inside of my cheek, as much nervousness as excitement. I know what awaits me now. And I’m perfectly happy with it. I think I would be able to beg him to give me one of those spankings he has the secret of.

I can't help but smile at his words. The good girls. That's what I've always been before him. I was playing by the rules. Boring dates. Banal and vanilla stories. Never wild things. Never one-night stands.

But with him, I break all the rules. I'm turning into the slut I've always been inside. I release the beast, hoping he catches it and tames it.

I shiver as he continues to run the leather strap over my bare skin. Gently, he pats it against my clit. The feeling makes me moan despite myself. My nerves are so raw that anything seems like it could bring me pleasure.

It makes him laugh. It continues to play on my button of nerves for long moments. I sigh in pleasure, surrendering to his gesture completely. My biggest mistake. Because he uses this to deaden my mistrust.

He attacks when I least expect it. In an instant, his caress turns into a powerful blow on my ass. I almost fall forward, his strength surprises me so much. The position was already unstable. But adding to that the intensity of his blows? I don't know how I'm going to be able to hold it.

If at least I could get off those heels, I might have a better grip on the ground. A semblance of balance. But I know it. I don't have the right to do so. Otherwise, my dominant would have let me do it already.

I could try to beg him. Appeal to his pity. But I know that would be a waste of time. My comfort has nothing to do with what we're doing here. No. It’s a test. A way for me to prove my docility and submission to this powerful man. And that's exactly what I intend to do.

So, I grip my ankles a little tighter, hoping to stay in place more easily as his belt slams down on my ass again, stronger than ever. I yelp, unable to contain my sounds of pain.

His blows rain down nonstop. And all I can think of is that door on the side. If anyone were to enter now, what a degrading sight he would discover. I, bent over, my ass exposed and my breasts sticking out of my dress. Obediently letting a man spank me with a belt. I’m sure I would die of shame immediately.

And yet, I don’t stop the man. It would be easy. I would only have to say my safe word, and everything would be over. But no. I don’t do it. Because I like what he does to me too much to be reasonable.

Every time his belt meets my fragile skin, it feels like he's lifting a weight off me. As if by pushing my limits ever further, he allowed me to be who I really am, deep down. As if he was obliterating all conventions and good morals.

It's only us now. Only the present moment. Nothing else matters more than the movements of his belt and my quickening breathing.

I barely hear the squeaks coming out of my mouth as he continues to spank me. It's as if all his gestures were perfectly choreographed to always fall in the right place. To surprise me and put me in an uncomfortable position. He never lets me fall into a routine, nor recognizes the rhythm to get used to it.

I'm shaking now. My position is more and more difficult to bear. I’m dizzy. And with each of his blows, I feel like I'm tilting a little more forward. Every time his belt crashes into my skin, I threaten to collapse completely.

And yet, I hold on. One more hit. Then another. And another. I'm sure my skin must be red by now. Each of his blows tears me apart. The pain is sharp, almost impossible to bear. Whether he hits my ass or my thighs doesn't change much. The same shiver goes through me. The same flash of pain.

I don't know how long I'll last. Tears well up in the corner of my eyes as the sensations are beyond me. And yet, I still can't stop him. I want to see how far I can go before he totally breaks me.

Suddenly, a white flash flashes before my eyes. For a few moments, I feel like I'm out of my body. I float, unable to understand what is going on inside me. Maybe I'm on the ground, completely collapsed. I don’t know.

It's only a few seconds later that I come to my senses, as the man hits hard on my clit again. The pain is unbearable. And yet, I feel it. On my thighs flows a new excitement.

I’m totally soaked. My body wants more. Pain or pleasure, it seems that I’m no longer able to tell the difference, my nerves are so raw.

I cry now. Not out of fear or pain. No. I don't know how to explain it. It’s as if I was totally free. This floating feeling soothes me. I feel whole. Calm. Totally relaxed despite the pain radiating from my skin and my most uncomfortable position.

As if noticing the change in my demeanor, the man slowed down his hits. Soon he’s just stroking my pussy with the end of his belt, making me gasp with pleasure.

Then he drops the leather object on the ground. Slowly, his arms wrap around my chest, gently bringing me back to an upright position. My head is spinning, I lean on him. He offers me his support, gently stroking my arms, kissing the tears that have rolled down my cheeks.

“Did that feel good, Submissive?”

With a smile on my face, I nod. I feel totally relaxed. It's like I'm floating on a little cloud. Still, that doesn't stop me from noticing the glint in the dominant's gaze. It makes me shiver.

“Then, why don’t you show me how grateful you are?”

He accompanies his words with a gesture of his head toward the ground. He doesn't really need to say more to make me understand what he has in mind. I lick my lips. This idea is far from displeasing me.

So, slowly, I drop to my knees, never stopping to look at him. I sigh when my knees come into contact with the carpet on the floor. At least it gives my aching feet some rest.

My heels sink into the damaged skin of my ass. The sensation is unpleasant, but that does not matter in the slightest. All that matters to me right now is satisfying my master.

A wide smile parted his lips. He leans towards me, gently patting my cheek. But that's not all. He grabs his belt on the floor again, making me frown. What does he plan to do with it?

“Hold out your arms.”

I shiver, obeying him despite everything. Patiently, he begins to wrap his belt around my wrists. He squeezes just enough to make me feel his power over me. I’m his little thing. I belong to him. And that suits me perfectly.

When he's finished, he lets go of my arms, letting them fall heavily against me. I keep them pressed against my chest, secretly hoping that their presence against my nipples will be enough to give me a slight friction.

I keep my eyes fixed on the man, keeping a fake innocent expression on my face, hoping to coax him. An evil smile parts his lips as he unzips his pants.

I resist for a few moments before I no longer can. I look down, licking my lips without even thinking as I see his tense member erect in front of me. I look up at my lover again, silently begging him to let me begin. With a nod, he allows me to.

I raise my cuffed hands to his length, holding him as well as I can despite my limited movement. I hold his base firmly before approaching my face. Slowly, I begin to lick his member, sighing with relief as I find his delicious taste.

Never had a man's cock driven me so crazy. I’ve always accepted to suck my partners, more to please them than anything else. But with him? It's far from a chore. I want to satisfy him, and I take as much pleasure in giving as in receiving.

I don't know why, but there's something intoxicating about this man. Maybe it's the submission that puts me in this state. To want to be a good girl for him, to give him as much as he gives me, if that is possible. I'm not really sure, but I want to try.

And then, when I'm on my knees in front of him, it's as if the roles were reversed. Of course, he's the one ordering me to do this, and the hand that's slipping through my hair right now makes me realize that he's going to take over the reins soon.

And yet, I still feel like I'm alone in power, at least for a few moments. I decide the pace. I decide if I lick it or if I let it enter my mouth. They're just crumbs of control, and yet I take them, doing everything I can to drive this man crazy.

With controlled slowness, I take his tip into my mouth, not letting him go any further just yet. I prefer to have fun for a few moments, and taste the few pearls of excitement that come out of his slit before getting down to business.

After a few moments, the man finally loses his patience. With firmness, but without violence, he makes me understand that it’s time to give him more. So slowly I let this man plunge his cock deep inside me.

It's massive, so much that I feel like my jaw is going to drop. And yet, I keep taking it further and further. I cough as his tip hits the back of my throat. But I hold on. I'm going to prove to him what a good submissive I am for him. Even if it means having pain for a few days.

I don’t mind. Quite the contrary. Anything that reminds me of my dominant is good to take. The last time, it took me three days to walk normally again. And I loved every minute of those painful days.

The man closes his fist in my hair, making me go faster and faster down his length. Obscene sounds escape from my throat. Anyone walking through the door could hear me, I'm sure. Fortunately, no one opens.

It's just me and my dominant, our eyes lost in each other's with intensity. I’m ready to go all the way. Sucking him until he empties into my mouth. I would swallow it all without hesitation. But the man has another plan in mind.

I'm almost disappointed when he withdraws without having come. But my disappointment is short-lived. With force, the man lifts me off the ground. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist as he presses me against the wall.

His lips press against mine, eager. He no longer seems to have the slightest ounce of patience in his body. Frantically, he passes his hands under my skirt, taking advantage of the slit in the fabric to give himself access to my uncovered soaked pussy.

I let out a cry as he begins to creep inside me. It’s shut down by his lips greedily taking possession of my mouth. The man doesn't take his time, pushing his cock deep inside me.

Without any preparation, I feel open in two. And yet, I’m so soaked that I manage to take it in me. The burn I feel is intense and delicious. I can't hold back my squeals as his lips leave my mouth and travel down my neck.

His teeth dig into my thin skin. No doubt it will leave marks on me. I would have a hard time explaining them at the office. I know my colleagues will look at me strangely. But right now, I don't care.

Not when his cock takes over every square inch of my pussy. With this simple gesture, it’s as if he annexed my whole soul. And I certainly don't intend to stop it.

I moan louder and louder as he pounds me. With each of his movements, my ass bangs against the wall. I feel like the whole building is shaking around us. People will find us if we continue. And I don't care.

My cuffed hands rest against my lover's chest, my fingernails digging into his skin without my really thinking about it. The man leaves me, continuing his thrusts. The angle is perfect. With each of his forward movements, he presses hard against my inflamed clit.

A warmth grows in the pit of my stomach, very recognizable. It's so loud that soon, I hear myself begging.

“Please, Master. Can I come?”

“You think you deserved it, huh, my little slut?”

“Yes! Please! I'll be a good girl, I promise. Please, please!”

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. Show me how grateful you are.”

I let out a long squeal at those words. It doesn't take much for me to be overwhelmed by a powerful orgasm. My whole body ignites and becomes rigid as the man continues to pound me mercilessly.

My pussy contracts around his cock, and soon he no longer holds either. His teeth sunk into my shoulder, he empties deep inside me, generously coating my inner walls with his seed.

I gasp, trying to regain normal breathing as he pulls away from me. He pats my cheek, before pushing into a growl.

“Let's get the hell out of here. I’m not done with you.”


Chapter 3

My heart is pounding so hard it feels like it's going to burst out of my chest. I can barely breathe. And if the man wasn’t holding me so firmly by the arm, I think I would collapse. I keep my eyes fixed on the floor, too afraid to meet anyone's gaze.

We made so much noise inside this room, it's impossible that no one heard us. And even if by some miracle people were too engrossed in their evening to notice our lustful actions, there's no way they'd miss what I look like now.

He pulled on my hair so much, I'm sure it’s totally messed up, leaving no room for imagination as to what we just did.

And then, I still have this belt enclosing my wrists. Who walks around in public like this? No one. Anyone who looks at me must see it. Are they shocked? Amused? Excited, even?

My cheeks flush with shame as we walk through room after room. This place is huge, it’s like we’ll never get out of it. I’ll die of shame long before that.

I don't know how my dominant keeps going like this, as if nothing had happened. As if we were just a normal couple returning home after an evening of socializing. He moves in the room with a natural authority, as if it belongs to him.

I must admit that this assurance calms me down. I lean against him a little more, forgetting my nervousness, straightening up as best I can. Finally, I can see the entrance.

It takes me all the effort in the world not to speed up the pace. It's up to my dominant to lead the dance. It’s up to him to decide the rhythm of our actions. And if he wants to take all his time to give the others a show, then I have no say.

On the steps of the building, the valet gives him his keys. My mouth drops as I see a luxurious sports car in front of us. I can't help but smile, excited at the idea of riding in such a car. The man smiles too, visibly delighted with the effect of his toy on me.

Gently, he reaches out and pulls me inside. I observe in amazement the ambient luxury as he walks around the car to sit behind the wheel. I lick my lips watching him do it. Everything about him screams self-confidence and power. I don't know if it's his personality or his age. It probably doesn't matter much.

All I care about right now is the way he looks at my body. He just used me, came deep inside me. And yet, the gleam in his eyes is just as lustful as at the start of this evening. I know it. Our games are far from over.

We stare at each other like this for a few moments before he finally starts his car. I manage to tear my gaze away from him, watching the city lights flash past me.

I find this landscape most soothing. As a reward after the adrenaline of these actions in public. But I know my dominant won’t settle for this. I shiver as his deep voice echoes through the cabin.

“Lift your dress. I want to see my seed dripping on the leather seat.”

I bite my lower lip and look down, unable to respond to something as depraved as this. This makes him laugh, and he doesn't even take offense at my lack of response, far too busy watching me do it.

Despite my cuffed hands, I manage to obey him, pushing aside the slit of my dress and rolling up the fabric on my hips. I push my ass forward, making sure to give him a perfect view of my wet pussy.

I swallow hard as he stops at a red light. Although it’s late, there are still many people on the street. All it would take them is a sideways glance to find out what perverted little game we're indulging in.

I focus on my master again as he restarts the car. I wonder if he knows how attractive he is. Probably. You don't get such self-confidence without having some awareness of your strengths, right?

“I don't think I allowed you to look at me.”

I swallow hard, immediately turning my head towards the road. I stare at the windshield, not daring to move, too afraid to displease him. I've already been spanked tonight. I don't think I can get another one, even though I loved it.

“Touch yourself.”

I shiver at his words. As if being exposed like this wasn't already humiliating enough. It doesn't matter that we are in a moving car. That doesn't seem to matter in the least to him. He just wants to drag me into his evil games, order me to do the most shameful things, just for his pleasure.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my breathing for a moment. I slide my cuffed hands between my legs. I swallow hard when I meet my clit. The feeling is almost unpleasant, as it has already been stimulated tonight.

And yet, I begin to make slow movements back and forth on my button of nerves. I don't want to upset my dominant. What he asks, he gets.

I shiver as his hand lands nonchalantly on my thigh. His fingers dig lightly into the thin skin on the inside of my thigh. Yet, this simple gesture is more than enough to set all my senses in awe. Immediately, I accelerate my movements, encouraged by this simple caress of my dominant.

“Push three fingers inside you. Pretend I’m touching you.”

My breathing quickens and I squeal softly in obedience. My fingers are much thinner than his, or his large cock. And yet, I feel fuller than ever.

Still, I begin to move slowly back and forth, mimicking the gestures he would make if he were inside me. I moan a little louder, the palm of my hand pressing steadily against my clit.

Soon, a wet sound echoes in the car. My cheeks are flushed, but I don't slow down, obeying my dominant's command. My mouth opens and closes with regularity, always seeking more air to face the pleasure that invades my body.

I almost let out a disappointed sigh as the skyscraper where my dominant lives appears in front of me. I pick up the pace as we pull into the parking lot, desperate to climax.

Unfortunately, we arrive before I can reach ecstasy. I continue to touch myself slowly as the car engine stops. After all, he didn't give me orders.

“Look at me.”

I shudder hearing his stern voice. Hesitantly, I look up at him. A proud smile stretches his lips.

“Taste yourself.”

I shudder at this order. And yet, it’s without the slightest hesitation that I remove my fingers from my pussy. Trembling, I bring them to my mouth, wincing as I feel on my tongue the sour taste of my own excitement mixed with his seed.

Still, I take my time to sensually suck on my fingers, as if to remind him what I was doing to his cock not an hour ago.

In turn, he grabs my hand, gently kissing my fingers. Then, the gleam in his eyes changes completely. It becomes playful. Dangerous.

“This little game has gone on long enough. Let the serious things begin.”


Chapter 4

I bite my lip as I follow him into a room I don't know yet. The only time I came here, he fucked me right in the middle of his living room. And then we went straight to his huge bedroom. But I'm not really surprised that he has such a room at his disposal.

The room is elegant, almost welcoming. And yet, its use leaves no doubt. There are hooks on the ceiling. Probably to hang a submissive to it. A bench sits in the middle of the room, with leather straps. On the wall hangs an impressive collection of whips, paddles, and other crops.

I lick my lips. If my ass wasn't burning so much after his hard punishment, I could have been tempted to ask him to try these objects on me. But now I don't think I can handle it. So, I intend to behave, to do everything I can to obey my dominant.

I almost jump as he reaches out his hand. I was so caught up in my observations that I didn't realize I was standing in the doorway, unable to move. Timidly, I grab his hand and let myself be guided inside.

Not a word is spoken as I now stand in the middle of the room. Slowly, the man unzips my dress. Then, he grabs the straps, dropping the fabric to the floor in a single motion.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he walks away from me. I dare not move, not even to see what he’s looking for. After what we did in that public place earlier, I shouldn't feel anything special standing there naked in the privacy of my lover's apartment.

And yet, I feel incredibly exposed. Vulnerable. I just want to run out of the room to hide in the luxurious and comfortable sheets of his bed. But I don't.

Because my libido is stronger than my discomfort. I want more. Always more. Become his little thing again and again. Submit to his will, even though I'm nervous.

I take a deep breath as he comes back to me. A new sensation caresses my skin. My eyes widen in surprise when I see what he’s doing to me. I always told him I wanted to test being tied, as he did with his belt earlier.

I didn’t expect him to get the ropes out today. Yet that is what is running over my skin right now. Its texture is not as unpleasant as I had imagined, and its burn not as intense as I had feared.

Yet, I can't help but shiver as the man enjoys running it over my body without ever tying it down. It's like he wants to test me, see if I say my safe word. This is out of the question.

Seeing my tenacity, the man goes on. Slowly, he crosses my arms behind my back. Then he finally begins to wrap the rope around me. He starts with my chest. I lick my lips turning my head to the side.

He placed me strategically. From where we are, I can see everything in the large mirror on the wall. I can admire his expertise as the rope wraps around my breasts in an intricate pattern, trapping them like an improvised bra. They look even bigger like that.

I wonder if it will leave marks on me. Somehow, I hope so. This rope is like a snake of which I am the prey. It wraps around me, dangerous and sensual.

I can't help but move slightly when my master walks away again. Oh, not to disobey him. No, just to better admire the elegant knots that hold my arms crossed behind my back. It's strange, but I find myself incredibly sexy in this position.

“On your knees.”

I frown, not quite sure what he's doing. Slowly, I drop to the floor, my eyes fixed on the new rope he holds in his hands. In a condescending gesture, he pats my cheek. Then he bends down, pressing down on my shoulders to silently signal me to lie down.

With my arms stuck behind my back, this is difficult for me to perform. I wince as I fall heavily to the ground. He doesn’t seem to care. Immediately, he kneels beside me, spreading my thighs firmly.

I can't suppress a squeal as he threads the rope between my legs, tapping it against my clit, still desperate for pleasure after the car's interrupted orgasm. Then, the man picks up the thread of things.

He bends my knees before running his rope in complicated knots. Soon, I find myself totally tied. Even if I wanted to, I couldn't stand up. I'm at this man's total mercy. And I love it. I know, I'm so horny I must be soaking the floor beneath me. I wonder if he sees it. If he likes it.

I’m soon going to have my answer, as the dominant kneels between my legs. He tied them so that even if I wanted to, I couldn't close my thighs. I’m there, totally offered to him. And that excites me as much as it makes me nervous. Who knows what he will do to me now?

My master runs a finger up my inner thigh, coming up so slowly it's almost torture. Still, I hold on, keeping my eyes on him as he bends down. He holds my gaze as his mouth begins to kiss the parts of my skin left free by the cords.

I hold my breath as he goes higher and higher, getting dangerously close to where I want him most. But as I feel his breath on my throbbing clit, the man has fun and starts again on my opposite thigh.

I barely suppress a frustrated squeal. I know it. The more impatient I am, the more he will make me pay for it. So, I close my eyes and patiently wait for it to pass.

The man goes back up again, this time placing his mouth on my pussy. It's light, barely stronger than a breath of air. And yet, it's enough to make me arch my back.

The man doesn’t let me do. Immediately his mouth drops and he pulls back. I squeal as he slips his arm around my waist. Without the slightest difficulty, he picks me up and turns me around.

I find myself with my head flat on the ground, while my ass is turned in the air, pointed directly at him. I let out a cry as his hand fell on my thin skin. The pain is still very present. Inside, I pray that he doesn't punish me again.

Fortunately, Jake seems to have something else in mind. I sigh with pleasure as his fingers glide over my slit, covering themselves with my excitement before pressing down on my clit.

I moan uncontrollably. It's only a simple caress, and yet, I feel like it would be enough to make me capsize again. The man goes up my slit, introducing two fingers into me.

I arch my back, pushing my ass back to try and feel his fingers coming and going inside me. I bite my lip. It's all delicious. Too delicious to last.

Even though we haven't been playing together for long, I'm getting to know this dominant. He wouldn't bother putting on such a show to already give me what I want. No. It's probably just a game of patience. A way to lull my mistrust before striking a blow.

Moments later, I got my answer. My whole body tenses as he pulls his fingers back up higher, resting them between my ass. He has already played with this so taboo part of my body.

I lick my lips remembering the last time. When he pounded me from behind, his fingers thrusting deep into my ass, moving them in rhythm with his powerful cock.

I don't have the slightest doubt. He’s about to do it again. And it would be a lie to say that I don't like the idea. My cheeks are flushed with shame just thinking about it. And yet, it’s almost with impatience that I wait for his finger to enter me.

The man makes things last. With the tip of his thumb, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance. I don't even try to hide my sighs. I’m dying of shame and yet, I love it. It’s a new way of expressing my gratitude and my submission to him. Prove to him that I am his, without the slightest hesitation.

Finally, he slips one of his fingers inside me. My breathing stops. I forgot what it felt like to be visited there. It's strange. Like an unnatural feeling of tightness.

Still, it doesn't hurt. Far from there. Without even realizing it, I push my ass backward, inviting the man to enter a little deeper inside me. It amuses him. He laughs softly and slaps my ass.

I moan at the burning sensation on my skin. But this is quickly forgotten. Because the man is pushing a second finger inside me. This one is much more difficult to accommodate. My mouth opens wide trying to find more air.

The dominant continues his dive into me, not giving me a moment to get used to his presence. He goes all the way, his fingers suddenly feeling much longer than usual.

He continues to move back and forth, occasionally spreading his fingers to open me up a little more. I moan, trying to calm my racing heart. The man speeds up before leaning in my ear.

“Look at you. You like that, huh, getting your ass fingered? A real little slut. Go ahead. Moan for me.”

I squeal as he quickens his movements. My body is shaking. And yet, I want more. Much more. I want to feel him inside me again. Let him do as last time. Have him plunging deep inside me while pounding me with his fingers. I want to be so full.

Yet, that’s not what’s happening. The man withdraws, leaving me horribly empty. I squeal in frustration. For endless seconds, I’m alone on the ground, in this uncomfortable position. I don't know where my dominant is, but I miss him.

I gasp in surprise when he comes back to me. Firmly, he spreads my ass, making the lubricant flow there. Then, I feel a hard object pushing against my most taboo entrance. I fidget, not sure I like the feeling.

“Don’t move.”

I stop immediately, the harsh growl of the man calling me to order. Slowly, he begins to push the object back into me. A dildo, I believe. Much thicker and much longer than his fingers. Yet I know it. His cock is even bigger.

And he never hid it from me. Since our first discussions, I know that this is part of his objectives. Putting his cock deep inside me. Taking my most taboo entrance, pounding it the same way he takes my pussy.

I swallow with difficulty. Looks like it's going to happen to me today. And even though I'm curious about it and want to do it... I can't help but be nervous. Behind me, my fists close, my fingernails digging into the palm of my hand as the dildo goes deeper and deeper into me.

I close my eyes, trying to focus on my increasingly erratic breathing. The man does not give me the slightest respite. Immediately, he begins to move back and forth with the object in me.

Soon, my screams fill the room. My clit throbs, and I'm soaked like never before. I squeal as the man tugs at my hair, forcing me to arch my back. In one move, he turns my head to one side.

My mouth opens in surprise. In this position, I can see myself in the mirror. The sight I see is depraved. Me, naked, covered in ropes. My ass turned towards the man in a sign of perfect submission. Him, still dressed in his elegant tuxedo, on his knees beside me.

He towers over me, his position showing all of his power and possession over my body. My cheeks flush red, yet I can't look away. It's as if I was hypnotized by the image of this dildo plunging deep inside me.

Suddenly, the dominant stops and gets up, leaving the object stuck inside me. He slips out of my sight, leaving me alone and vulnerable again. When he returns, he has a new dildo in his hand, even bigger than the one in me. Almost as big as his cock.

My heartbeat quickens. I'm unable to move, unable to react, as he coats it in lube. I want to see what he plans to do with it. To my surprise, it doesn't remove the one already in me. No. It’s in my soaked pussy that he plunges it.

My mouth opens wide. I’m unable to know what I feel, as I hadn’t expected this. I'm open in two, irretrievably. I close my eyes for a moment, trying to get used to this presence inside me.

Still, I don't hurt like I thought I would. On the contrary. I'm almost relieved to finally have something in my pussy. When I open my eyes, I come across the amused gaze of my dominant.

“Look at this. A real pro, taking two dildos at once. Are you sure you've never done this before?”

“Never! I swear, Master. You’re the first.”

I squeal as the man kicks my ass hard. Slowly, he moves the biggest dildo. Immediately, a wet sound echoes through the room, barely drowned out by my moans.

The large dildo rubs perfectly on my inner walls, bringing me a comfort that I didn’t know I needed. However, it’s far from being worth the body of my lover near me. He can play as much as he wants with these fake cocks, none will bring me as much satisfaction as his.

I hold my breath as he removes the toy from my ass. My heart is beating faster and faster. That's it. It will happen. He's going to take my ass offered to him without the slightest shame.

The nervousness grows stronger as the seconds pass. Again, he drops the lubricant between my buttocks. A large dose. I may need it to be able to accommodate him.

Will I be able to? He’s so huge. What if it hurt too much? What if he tore me apart for good? He would surely be disappointed to see that I’m not up to being his submissive. And I will be too.

So, I focus on my breathing, closing my eyes to try to regain control over my body and my thoughts. It's going to be fine. Everything he's done to me so far, I've loved it. So why not that?

I gasp in surprise as his cock is already sliding against my ass. Is he really going to do it like that, without removing the other dildo? I was so worried about having it inside me that I hadn't thought about it.

I don't know how that could be possible. I have never done such a thing. It's too much. But before I can protest, his tip pushes against my most taboo entrance, forcing its way through.

All the air rushes out of my lungs, my mouth opening in a silent scream as he sinks inside me. I no longer have the slightest desire to protest. On the contrary. I want him to keep sinking into me. Yet he stops, leaning over my body.

“Breathe Doll. You'll see. You’re going to love this.”

Without really realizing it, I nod frantically, my eyes now wide open to see him take me. The image that the mirror sends back to me is most exciting. There he is, hovering over me with his omnipotence, his cock disappearing into me inch by inch.

His dive continues. I have the impression that he will never stop entering me. When finally his hips stick to my ass, I can't help but let out a long sigh. My body relaxes slightly, my head landing more heavily on the ground.

Jake caresses my ass, admiring us in turn in the mirror. I can't help but smile. He seems pleased with me. There is nothing that makes me happier than that. Even if it's difficult. Even if I have the impression of being open in two. The smile he gives me is well worth all the inconvenience.

My heart skips a beat as it starts to move. I can't help but hiss between my teeth at his thrusts. Yet they are still slow and gentle. But each time they press against the dildo in my other cavity, making me feel like I'm split open.

I don't know how it is possible to have two such massive cocks inside me. And to say that one of them is motionless. How do some manage to take two men at once? It just seems impossible to me.

Yet, my body eventually relaxes, opening up to him, letting him speed up his movements. And he doesn’t hesitate. His hands grip my hips to sink deeper into me. Each time, a high-pitched squeal escapes my mouth.

First of discomfort, my moans turn into real cries of pleasure. It encourages the man. He accelerates, pounding me for good now. I can no longer keep my eyes open, the sensations are so powerful. I don't understand how it’s possible to feel so much pleasure while he fucks my ass.

Suddenly, one of his hands slips between my legs, landing forcefully on my clit. Without the slightest delicacy, he begins to draw circles on it, showing himself as abrupt as in his hip movements.

I can't think anymore, turning into a horny animal, desperate to get fucked again and again. If I could, I would make this moment last for hours. Too bad if I can't walk for days after that. I want him to keep taking me like this.

But I know it, he’s not very far from his end. He leans over me again, his chest pressing against my back.

“You're gonna cum while I pound your ass, huh, my little slut? This is what you’ve always wanted, right?”

“Yes! Yes, Master. Please. Can I come?”

The man answers me with a grunt, accelerating his movements a little more on my clit. I arch my back, trying to get him even deeper inside me if possible.

A particularly powerful hip thrust from him sends me completely off my feet. White flashes flash before my eyes. My whole body is shaking uncontrollably. I nearly collapse, restrained only by his hands gripping me as he gives his all.

My orgasm seems to last for hours, each wave of heat passing through me being quickly replaced by a new one. Silent tears run down my cheeks as the pleasure is intense.

I contract completely on the dildo and on the man's cock. It's enough to make him come. With a grunt, he empties into me, marking me with his seed.

That's it.

I totally belong to him.


Chapter 5

I let out a long sigh as I bury my face in the hole in the massage table. One of the many benefits of being ultra-rich, I suppose. A phone call, and two masseuses arrived with their tables and oils in my lover's bedroom.

After the night he put me through, my muscles really need to relax. I still can't believe I let him do all this to me. I gave myself to him, totally. I let him take it all. And in return, I received more pleasure than in the rest of my life.

I barely remember what we did, after he emptied himself into me one last time. He held me close to him for a long moment, whispering compliments in my ear, caressing my naked body nestled against his.

Then he made me take a shower, cleaning me carefully before wrapping me in comfortable clothes. No sooner had he laid me down in bed than I fell into a deep, restful sleep.

I let out a disappointed sigh as Jake asks the masseuses to leave us. I could have gone on like this all day, I think. But I'm just his guest. His submissive. It's up to him to decide.

I raise my head to look at him. He wraps his towel around his hips before approaching me. I lick my lips, my eyes roving unabashedly over the perfectly defined contours of his abs.

A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth as he approaches me. He puts his hand on the small of my back, immediately making me shiver. Then, he leans into my ear, whispering in his deep voice.

“You’re enjoying the view, Doll?”

“I've seen worse.”

I let out a yelp as a slap on my ass greets my comment. Soon, the towel gently placed in the lower back disappears. My mouth opens as the man caresses my skin, which is still sensitive after the treatment given last night.

He grabs a bottle of oil left by the masseuses, placing a few drops in the palm of his hand. After expertly warming it up, he lets his hands slide over my body. I heave a sigh. It’s both comforting and extremely sensual.

If he doesn’t press as hard as the masseuse he replaces, he goes through areas that the other would never have touched. His hands are perfect. Long and powerful.

Slowly, he turns me around. I now find myself lying on my back, my breasts offered to his hands. Soon, he covers them with massage oil, taking his time to explore every inch of my soft skin.

A soft moan escapes my lips as he gently pinches my nipples, before sliding his hand between my legs. I pinch my mouth, already feeling my cheeks flush as he looks at me amusedly.

“Already wet for me, huh, Submissive?”

“Yes, Master.”

“My good little slut. You deserve a reward. I'm sure you’re starving, right?”

To accompany his words, he gets rid of his towel. A smile lights up my face when I see his hard cock.

“Yes. I’m very, very hungry, Master.”

He laughs softly before lifting me off the table. I wince as I kneel on the floor, but quickly put aside my discomfort. My dominant once again gives me the chance to satisfy him. I intend to seize it, for as long as he lets me share his bed and his games.

- To be continued -


3. HUMILIATED BY MY DOMINANT


Chapter 1

A squeak escapes my throat. Immediately, I bite my lip to contain more sounds. This amuses my dominant. Showing no mercy to me, he presses down on my clit again, letting his fingers dig inside me.

Nervously, I look at the front of the car. There may be a separation between us and the driver, but I don't think it's enough to cover my cries of pleasure. I probably shouldn't allow my master to do this to me.

But it's stronger than me. As soon as this older man is around, I turn into a little thing controlled by her libido. With him, I abandon all my fears, all my good manners. There is nothing else that matters than satisfying him and going in search of intense pleasure.

When I started looking for a dominant, it was just to satisfy a curiosity. To find out if my fantasy of submission still held true. And here is where I am today. Sitting next to the most attractive man I have ever met, being fingered in a fancy car.

We have just landed in Italy, and my master is already playing with me. It's like he can't help but touch my body. And I love that. I don't even know where we're headed, and I don't care.

When he offered me to go on vacation with him, it wasn’t the prospect of sightseeing that made me accept. No. It's the idea of spending a whole week with him. To vibrate under his body, to abandon myself to the least of his fantasies. To let him use every part of my body as he sees fit. No matter the discomfort and the pain, I know that the pleasure that will come from it will be at least as intense.

I let out a disappointed sigh as he pulls his hand away from my pussy. The man is amused by my reaction, and decides to play a bit more. He brings his fingers to my mouth. I don't need more to open it and suck on his fingers covered with my excitement. My cheeks flush with embarrassment. Still, I keep licking them until they're clean.

The man smiles before making a gesture to the outside. I didn't even realize we had stopped. My mouth drops open as the car door opens. We are parked in front of a magnificent yacht.

I turn to my dominant, a surprised expression on my face. He enjoys it, kissing me gently before leading me to the pontoon. At the top of it, a man is waiting for us. Jake hugs him with that masculine virility, before introducing us.

“Amy, this is Michael. We've been sharing everything for more than twenty years.”

“Don't say it like that, it sounds like we’re old.”

“Do you really think it bothers her?”

My dominant answers with a tone full of innuendo that makes me blush. Yet, he’s right. Before him, I never dated an older man. A big mistake. He is by far the best lover I’ve ever had.

I can't help staring at his best friend. The man is also extremely attractive. I wonder if he too is a dominant. That would not surprise me. He exudes an intense energy, similar to that of my master.

I look down, blushing when his gaze lands on me. I think I watched him with too much intensity. Did he guess my thoughts? I hope not.

I shiver when the man reaches out his hand to help me up some steep steps. I shouldn't react so strongly to a simple touch. It's ridiculous. And yet I can't help it.

And the presence of my dominant doesn’t help me. One look from him, and I'm all on fire. I feel it. These two men are not going to give me the slightest respite this week.

I can't help but wonder if this is what my master has in mind. We’re only the three of us after all. His friend has no company with him. A week at sea, me and these two men. Maybe that's what he meant when he talked about sharing everything with Michael. Maybe I'm part of this deal too.

I shake my head at the thought. I shouldn't take my desire for reality. Besides, my dominant takes a lot of my energy as it is. I don't know if I could take another one.

Yes. I better focus on my Master. And when I see the lustful look he gives me as we settle into our cabin, I know the week ahead is going to be intense.


Chapter 2

With a smile on my face, I swim lazily. The water is so clear here, it's hard not to admire it. A look down, and I could observe the bottom of this heavenly bay, admire the multitude of colorful fish that flourish there.

But it’s something far more interesting that captures my gaze. My dominant has just arrived on the deck of the boat. For an hour, he was locked in one of the cabins, managing his business remotely. Looks like he finally managed to escape to join me.

My eyes slide over his body. He dropped his shirt, revealing his perfectly shaped chest, covered in a light salt-and-pepper fleece. The man may be almost fifteen years older than me, but I can't help but be in perfect admiration in front of him.

How could it be otherwise? He has such charisma. And every time he touches me, it's like stepping into heaven. Yes. I really hit the jackpot the day our paths crossed.

He smiles when he sees me staring at him intently. I should blush, feel embarrassed. But it’s quite the opposite. I lick my lips as I stare at him, leaving him in no doubt about my thoughts.

The man takes his time, as if to give me more time to observe him. I don't need to be prayed for. My eyes slide over his muscular forearms. I bite my bottom lip, imagining what it would be like to be stuck between them again.

He is so strong, so passionate. Every time he touches me, I feel like I'm going to die of pleasure. That would be an interesting ending. I believe there is a worse way to go than with an orgasm delivered by the most gifted man.

Finally, the man stops his little game. After making sure I was looking at him, he jumps into the water. I watch him until he comes out in front of me.

He runs a hand through his soaked hair. This gesture alone is enough to inflame my whole body. It's ridiculous. But the man is so attractive that I lose all reason. Just one look from him is enough to turn me into a little thing desperate for his attention.

He licks his lips before getting closer to me. His breath caresses my face, making me shiver again.

“Are you having fun, doll?”

“Yes. But I missed you.”

I answer him with a sulky pout, wrapping my arms around his shoulders. He smiles and lets me do it, his hands immediately coming to rest on my generous hips. We stay like that for a few moments, looking at each other without either of us moving.

Yet, we’re not lacking desire. There is this tension between us. Warm and intense, leaving no doubt about our respective intentions. It's inevitable.

It doesn't matter how many hours we spend together. No matter how many times he shoves his cock deep inside me. It seems like no orgasm, no pleasure, is enough to quell the fire in the pit of my stomach when we're near each other.

I wonder if his friend noticed it. After all, even though this boat is huge, our cabins are close, and it's not really like we're discreet. No matter how hard I try to hold myself back, I always end up screaming so loud that everyone on the boat must be hearing us.

I wonder what they think of me. They must all think I'm with him for his money. That's what everyone thinks, isn't it, seeing a young woman with an older man.

And yet, I can affirm it. He could lose all that fortune tomorrow, find himself living in a shitty apartment. It wouldn't change anything. I would continue to see him. To submit to him. To be his little thing.

I shiver as he comes closer to my ear, whispering there in a voice far too sultry to be innocent.

“Do you want me to distract you?”

“I don't know… What are you suggesting?”

A mocking smile stretches the lips of the man in front of my false innocence. We both know very well what he has in mind. As we stay afloat, motionless in the middle of this turquoise sea, he approaches me, letting his imagination take control.

His mouth lands just below my ear, before slowly descending my neck. I shiver, trying to bring my body closer to his to feel his warmth. I want him to touch me. Take care of me any way he wants. I know it. Pain or pleasure, it will all be worth it.

Finally, his lips land on mine. In a reflex, I wrap my legs around his hips. Through the fabric of his swimsuit, I can feel his large cock, still at rest. Not for long. Not at the rate he kisses me.

His tongue forces its way into my mouth, inviting me into a lustful dance as old as the world. I moan against his lips as I went back to rocking my hips against his, trying to get some friction.

He barely touched me, and yet my clit is already throbbing. Ideas all lewder than each other jostle in my head. I can already imagine him, taking me there, in the middle of the ocean.

However, when his fingers come to play with the top of my bikini, I can't help but let out a surprised cry. I didn't expect him to do that for real.

He breaks the kiss to better observe my reaction as his fingers undo the straps of my swimsuit. I can't help glancing nervously at the boat.

We are moored away from a port. His friend took a small boat to go back to land earlier in the day. We are on our own. But still, there is an army of employees on the ship. Cooks. Maids. So many people who could see us.

But my dominant doesn’t care. Soon, the top of my swimsuit is floating in the water near us. I feel my cheeks blush as the man looks down at my generous chest. However, it’s not the first time he has seen it, far from it. But I don't know why, the situation fills me with shame.

I'm okay with it, as usual. There is something incredibly powerful about feeling such conflicting emotions. As if the shame and the pain made the pleasure more intense, more real.

And I think that's why I like receiving punishment so much. When his hand falls again and again on the thin skin of my ass, it’s as if he’s giving me permission to let go, to be in the present moment.

I squeal as he twists one of my nipples between his fingers. The man smiles to see me so reactive. He continues to pinch, wanting to see how long I can hold this painful sensation. Then he starts again with the opposite nipple, leaving me no respite.

Slowly, I begin to move my hips, grinding against him desperately. It makes him laugh. In his deep voice, he whispers again in my ear.

“Look at you, a real little slut. And to think I fucked you this morning. You are really addicted. How about we get back on the boat so I can give you your fix?”

I nod intensely, making him laugh softly. Once again, I prove to him that I’m nothing but an insatiable slut. I think he could leave his cock permanently inside me and that I would still find that insufficient.

I don't know when I became such a nymphomaniac. Maybe I've always been like that. All I needed was to find the man who could bring this part of me out into the open.

We get on the boat, and immediately, I hide my breasts in my hands. My dominant didn't give me my bra back. It’s going to feel very long to go back to the cabin, thus undressed. But the thrill of the forbidden excites me. I’m ready to play this game.

But as I'm about to go down the stairs to reach our cabin, my dominant clicks his tongue. Immediately, I stop, before turning to him. His training on me worked well, it seems. He no longer needs to speak to make me obey.

Nervousness rises in me as he remains silent. The longer we wait, the more someone could come and surprise us. But he doesn't seem to care.

“Where are you going?”

“To… To the cabin? You said you wanted to give me my fix?”

“I don't remember talking about the cabin.”

My eyes open wide. I stutter, unable to formulate a coherent thought. The man is amused, before pointing to the front of the ship with a wave of his hand.

“It’s such a beautiful day. I don't want to lock myself in. Let's go to the front of the boat.”

I swallow hard, but nod, before walking off. Cheeks flushed with shame, I walk the distance to the front seat. I feel ashamed as ever, and yet, I play by my master's rules. I want him too much to contradict him.

The man follows me, making sure to keep his distance, probably to better make me feel this intense shame that twists my stomach. Without his reassuring presence against me, I feel more vulnerable than ever.

Arrived near the sun bed adorning the front of the boat, I must make every effort in the world not to throw myself flat on my stomach and hide my chest against the white leather of the seat. I look nervously up at my dominant, pleading silently.

But the man remains perfectly stoic, even ignoring me to admire the ocean. I'm almost offended. I’m here, half-naked and offered to him… And he ignores me.

“Take off your bikini.”

I tense up, in shock. The man didn't even look at me when he gave me the order. It's as if he doesn’t care. I nervously look around. For the moment, we are alone. But any of the employees of this boat could decide to come on deck, to clean something, or to offer us a refreshment.

Being topless is one thing. After all, many women take their bikini tops off to get a tan. But being completely naked? That's something else. And yet, all it takes is another click of the man's tongue for me to obey him.

Slowly, I lower the bottom of my bikini to the floor, revealing absolutely everything about my body. My eyes stay fixed on the ground, I feel so ashamed. I struggle to keep my composure, my heart pounding against my chest. If the man notices my nervousness, he doesn't say anything.

“On your knees.”

I swallow hard, yet I obey him. He spent so many hours training me, giving me such stern and humiliating orders, that now I obey him without even having to think.

I keep my eyes fixed on him, nervously waiting for his next command, his next action. I hope he’ll come near me soon. Do something, touch me. Whatever he wants, as long as he takes care of me.

But without a look, he walks away from me. I can’t believe it. He walks away, disappearing down the stairs. I can't believe he does this. That he leaves me alone at the front of the boat, naked and vulnerable.

I want to scream, to beg him to come back. But I don't. Nor am I hiding. No. I stay perfectly still. I want him to find me in the same position he found me in. I know it. That's what he wants, even if he didn't really ask me.

I could rebel, refuse this. But I don't. Despite the intense feeling of humiliation that twists my stomach, I want to keep going. See how far I can hold out.

I close my eyes, as if that could give me any protection. My body starts shaking with nervousness. Silently, I beg my dominant to come back to me quickly.

After what seems like hours, my wish is granted. I open my eyes when I hear footsteps. But as I sigh in relief seeing it's him, I immediately tense seeing what he's holding in his hands. A long rope.

I look at him, a worried look in my eyes. He's not really planning on tying me up where everyone can see me, is he? Even before I ask him, he answers me.

“We're on a boat, it would be a shame not to use ropes, don't you think?”

“But… What if Michael comes back?”

“Bah, don't worry about that. He’s seen plenty of things in his life, believe me.”

I frown at his tone full of innuendo. Is he saying what I believe? The man smiles and leans toward me.

“He's a dominant like me. And we have already played together many times. Don't worry. He won’t be shocked to find us there. Unless… Is that a problem for you, Submissive?”

I lick my parched lips, taking a few moments to think. I know it. With this question, he gives me the opportunity to pronounce my safe word. I could say it now, and stop this game immediately.

He would surely cover my body with one of those towels lying around in the corner before reassuring me, telling me that it's okay if I'm not ready.

I'm torn, not quite sure how I feel. I close my eyes and inhale deeply. Once there is calm inside me, everything becomes clearer. When I open my eyes, a big smile lights up my face.

My dominant responds with a smile. He leans into me, capturing my jaw between his fingers before kissing me. Then he motions for me to lie down.

Without taking my eyes off him, I comply, watching him with a playful glow. I may be nervous, but I want to see what he has planned. Even if it is sometimes difficult to let go, he always ends up proving to me that it’s worth it.

Without delicacy, he grabs my wrists in his hands, holding them behind my head. I lick my lips, eager to see how far he'll take this little game. Sensually, he wraps the rope around my wrists in a series of intricate knots. As always, he shows undeniable expertise.

The friction of the rope against my skin is enough to inflame the pit of my stomach. It excites me so much that I almost forget where I am. Almost. From time to time, I can't help but glance nervously to the side, feeling that someone might come along and surprise us.

But soon, I refocus on my dominant. Now that I'm tied to the boat, he lets his hand slide over my chest, visiting it with an almost unbearable slowness. I can't help but moan as he pinches my nipples.

I bite my lip realizing he's not done with me yet. He pulls out a second rope, which he wraps around the rest of my body this time. My breasts find themselves imprisoned in this improvised harness.

My breath catches as he now wraps the rope around my thighs and hips to finish his knot on my pussy. My eyes widen as the rope spreads my slit apart and presses hard against my clit.

I gasp, eyes fixed on those of my dominant. I didn't expect such a thing. It seems to please him to astonish me in this way. He starts pinching my nipples, more sensitive than usual.

I keep my eyes fixed on my master, as if I could find an answer there. I have no idea what he's going to do to me now. With this rope thus placed between my legs, he deprives himself of all my accesses. All except the one in my mouth.

I lick my lips, looking down at his crotch. But despite the bump that's starting to take up space in his swimsuit, he doesn't seem to want to get rid of it so that I can suck him.

I’m almost disappointed. In this position, I would have had no choice but to take him deep, to let him use me like a little sex object. But instead, the man withdraws to come and lie down next to me.

He closes his eyes and sighs deeply, as if nothing had happened. As if he had nothing else to do right now but bask in the sun. I swallow with difficulty. So, that’s his test? I'm going to have to stay here for God knows how long, immobilized by these ropes, with nothing left to do but wait for him to finally want to take care of me?

I believe that’s the case as the man shoves a hat over his head, paying no attention to me. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. It would be so much easier if it weren't for this cord pressing almost painfully on my clit. This one throbs, desperate to be so stimulated without ever receiving enough pressure to come.

From time to time, I glance at the man, hoping to see any sign of change in him. But as usual, he shows unparalleled calm. For a bit, I would even think that he fell asleep.

I try to think of something else, to make time pass more quickly. But the test is harder than I thought. I can't help wondering if I'm sunbathing. If I will keep the marks of his cords on my body. Part of me hopes so. It's a depraved idea, and yet it excites me.

Finally, my dominant is moving. I stay perfectly still, as if afraid that the slightest of my movements could make him change his mind. With a smile, he leans over me. I sigh as his lips capture one of my pointed nipples.

He sucks it greedily, before attacking it with his teeth, making me squeal. A big smile lights up his face as he moves on to the next nipple. I arch my back, hoping to find some friction against my rope to bring me relief.

But what my dominant offers me is much better. His fingers travel down my body until they reach my pussy. Unhurriedly, he undoes the knot in the rope, exposing my throbbing clit. I know it. I’m completely soaked. His fingers sliding over my slit quickly prove it, the wet sound escaping from his gestures leaving no doubt.

“My little slut. Look at you. What am I going to do with you?”

I give him a desperate look, silently pleading.

“Use words, Submissive. I trained you better than that.”

“Please, Master, touch me...”

Immediately, the man plunges two fingers into me with force. I squeal at this indelicate intrusion. Without delay, he begins to move quickly back and forth, not caring in the least about my comfort. I bite my lip, containing my moans of mixed discomfort and pleasure.

After a few moments, he removes his fingers, before sliding them lower on my body. Immediately, my cheeks turn red. Oh sure, I'm used to him taking me there now. But for him to do this while we are outside, where anyone could see us, it fills me with shame.

Still, I love the feeling he gives me as he dips a first finger into my most taboo entrance. He goes slowly, his gaze fixed on me with intensity. I keep looking at him, knowing very well that this is what he wants from me.

My cheeks burn me so much they are red when he already adds a second finger. They are huge, opening me in two. I'm so tight against them, I wonder how it’s possible that I welcome his large cock in this hole so tight. However, that's what I do.

My heart beats faster. Will he take me to my most taboo entrance here, where everyone could see us? My worry vanishes as the man places his second hand on my clit, performing circular motions on my nerve button.

I bite my lip, trying in vain to drown out the sounds of ecstasy. Even though I'm ashamed to let him do such a thing to me, the pleasure I feel is even more important.

I moan again and again, forgetting the ropes binding my body, forgetting the humiliation. I feel it, my orgasm isn’t far away. A few weeks ago, I would have thought it impossible to come while having my ass fingered by a man older than me. Now, it has become my daily life.

But just as my body begins to tense and the waves of pleasure threaten to wash over me, the man abruptly stops, pulling his hands away. I give him a desperate look, squealing and wriggling pathetically in hopes of getting him to touch me again.

But instead, the man unties my arms and asks me to stand up. Legs shaking, I comply. Immediately, he wraps my body in a towel around me. It’s only then that I hear the sound of an engine. Michael is back. My dominant leans into my ear.

“Our host is here, and you haven’t deserved to come yet. Go take a shower and get ready for dinner. Better not touch yourself.”

I nod slowly, heading for the booths with my head down. I’m frustrated to have been deprived from an orgasm. But to my amazement, another feeling takes over. Disappointment. I really thought he was going to share me with the other man…


Chapter 3

I sigh as the bubbles from the jacuzzi tickle my skin. The feeling is pleasant, relaxing, after this intense afternoon. I can't help but glance discreetly at Michael.

Does the man know what we did on his boat while he was ashore? Part of me hopes so. I don't think my dominant really wants to share me, but it doesn't hurt to fantasize a little, right?

Especially when the two men are deep in conversation about basketball, a sport I know nothing about. It's ok. I'm not against a little rest. Who knows what my dominant has planned for me tonight?

I’m sure he's not going to just go to bed quietly. Since we came on board, there hasn't been a night where he hasn't fucked me for hours. I don't see why it would be any different today.

Unless he wants to play with my nerves for good. No matter how hard I try to distract myself, to think of something else… My frustration is eating me up. I was so close to orgasm earlier. I still can't believe he took it from me like that.

No matter the long shower or the breathing exercises… Nothing was enough to soothe my tense clit. There's only one thing that could. And my dominant doesn't seem ready to give it to me.

It could go very quickly though. My nerves are so raw, I know anything could make me come. But no. I must wait, pretend everything is normal.

“So, Amy, how do you find life on a yacht?”

I almost jump when our host turns to me, his gaze intense. For a moment, I lose my composure before recovering. It's not the first time I must answer an attractive man, I have to calm down.

“I really like it! Thank you for inviting us.”

“My pleasure. And from what I understood, you took advantage of the front deck this afternoon? I hope I didn't come home too soon...”

My mouth opens in surprise, I don't know what to say. Is he really implying what I think he is? He keeps going.

“If that's the case, I know a way to make amends.”

I turn to my dominant, unsure. He too smiles at me, at least as amused as his friend by my reaction. He puts his hand on my thigh, as much to reassure me as to encourage me. I don't quite know how to react. So, it's my dominant who speaks.

“You can tell him, Doll. You remember what I told you? Michael and I share absolutely everything.”

I nervously lick my lips, not daring to look at his friend. This one adds.

“There is no obligation, Submissive. But from what I've heard about you, I'd be crazy not to take a chance.”

I look up in surprise at my dominant, who smiles at me and pats my cheek. What did he say about me? Positive things, apparently. Otherwise, the other would not say it like that. Jake looks at me with a tender smile.

“What do you say, Doll? You’re going to show my friend what I taught you to do?”

Despite the nervousness building in my stomach, I don't have to think long about an answer. I fantasized about this moment from the moment I put my foot on the boat. So, without further ado, I nod. And all hell breaks loose.


Chapter 4

Immediately, my dominant pushes me towards his friend. Without rushing me, but with enough authority that I don’t hesitate for a moment. In one movement, I find myself against the other man. He looks at me with a big smile, his hands quickly finding their place on my hips.

My mouth opens. I'm nervous, yet I don't want to stop. The man bends over me, his lips resting on the soft skin of my neck before slowly moving up to my jaw. When his lips meet mine, my whole body ignites. I didn't think I could get such a strong reaction for a single kiss. It's almost as good as when my dominant kisses. Almost.

I don't think any man will ever come close to him. But I must admit that this one is not badly defended. His tongue plays with mine sensually. Michael doesn't rush, as if he wants to take his time savoring me.

Taking advantage of my distraction, he slips his fingers under the top of my bikini, taking it off me by untying the straps with a confident gesture. I let myself go, far too happy to finally receive some attention.

Soon my breasts are out in the open again, floating in the bubbling waters of the hot tub. The man doesn’t waste a moment to grab them, playing distractedly with one of my pointed nipples. I sigh against his lips, enjoying his simple but effective stimulations. I stick a little more to him, taking advantage of his warmth.

The man jumps at the chance, grabbing my hips to make me ride him. Immediately, I snuggle up against him, my crotch touching his. I moan as my clit presses against his already taut cock.

If I listened to myself, I would start rubbing myself against him, going on a frantic search for pleasure. But I know that the consequences of such a gesture would be terrible. So, I hold myself back.

I break the kiss as he pinches both of my nipples at once. My head falls back in a long moan. That's when I see my dominant get up to get out of the hot tub. I frown, suddenly afraid that I've done something wrong.

Sure, I fantasized about this moment for hours. But that's just a fantasy. I preferred not to realize it and keep my dominant. Our host grabs my jaw between his fingers, forcing me to look at him. He gives me a reassuring smile.

“Don't worry. Your master is gonna come back. He's just going to get a few small accessories. In the meantime, you’re going to be a good girl and make him proud?”

I nod nervously, letting go as the man presses his lips to mine again. His hands slide over my ass, gripping them tightly. I moan into the kiss. All my senses are awake.

I wonder what this dominant likes to do. Are there games other than my master, new things for me to explore, to make me love? He leans into my ear, whispering in a voice deepened with excitement.

“Go ahead. Show me your pretty little ass.”

I look at him, unsure of what he expects of me. So, he slaps on my ass before lifting me up. Before I even have time to react, I find myself bent forward, my fingers closing over the edge of the hot tub, my ass facing the man.

I lick my lips at this burst of power. It seems he doesn't have the same patience as my dominant. That doesn’t bother me. On the contrary. I focus on my breathing, patiently waiting for the man to react.

For long moments, he just stood there, watching me. Then his hand rests on my hips. In a quick gesture, he gets rid of my bikini bottom. I blush as I feel his gaze intent on me.

In this position, I can't hide anything. He can observe my perfectly shaved pussy. My lips and clit swollen with desire. And if I hadn't been sitting in the hot tub a few moments ago, the man could see how soaked I am.

I turn my head to the side, smiling shyly at my dominant coming up from the cabin. He remains totally impassive, approaching the two of us. He steps in front of me, sternly grabbing my jaw between his fingers.

“You have been good to my friend, I hope?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good girl.”

These are just two words, and yet they awaken a fire in the pit of my stomach that can only be extinguished by their cock sinking into me. I shiver as Michael's voice echoes behind my back, bringing me back to reality.

“You know what Jake, I'm not sure she behaved that well. After all, she’s a guest on this boat. Good guests don’t behave like sluts, getting tied naked on the deck, where everyone could see them.”

My mouth drops open in shock. I didn’t expect this. My heart is pounding as I stare at my dominant. He smiles, visibly amused by his friend's suggestion.

“Oh, yeah, you’re right. She deserves a punishment. And since we're on your boat, I guess that honor is yours.”

My breath catches at those words. I can't believe he's willing to let the other do such a thing to me. Jake is my very first dominant. No one else ever punished me. None of my other lovers have even slapped my ass in the heat of the moment.

So, a full punishment, by a man I barely know? It seems impossible. And yet, when my dominant gazes into mine for a reaction, I remain utterly silent. Saying my safe word doesn't even come to mind.

Of course, I'm nervous and don't know what the other will be capable of. But he is attractive, charismatic. And I'm curious to see what another man could do to me. Will I feel the same as with my dominant?

After giving me an extra moment, my master nods slightly toward his friend. This one doesn't need to be told twice. I don't have to turn to feel him get up, his impressive stature towering over me, menacing.

My heart is beating faster and faster. I close my fingers on the edge of the jacuzzi. My eyes dig into my dominant's, anchoring there forcefully, as if he were my beacon in the middle of the storm.

And when the first slap falls, I understand how much I need my dominant close to me. All the air escapes from my lungs as violent pain radiates throughout my body.

I believed that nothing could be stronger than my Master's spankings. I realize now that I was wrong. His slaps feel almost like a caress now that his friend is showing me the extent of his strength.

My mouth remains open, as I’m still in shock. Behind me, the man doesn’t spare me. His blows pass from one cheek to the other, from one thigh to the other, always as strong.

I don't know what burns me more, the skin on my backside or the skin on my cheeks. I feel more ashamed than ever. I can only imagine the scene I provide. A grown woman, standing in a hot tub, getting spanked as her older lover watches.

And the latter doesn't stop there. With an amused smile on his lips, he grabs his phone to immortalize the moment. I bite my tongue and give him a pleading look. However, I don’t protest.

Above all, I don't want them to stop. Something must really be wrong with me, but I don't care. Because despite the humiliation I feel, there’s also pleasure. I can feel myself wet every time his firm hand descends on my ass.

I squeal louder as the dominant's hand falls on my drenched skin again. Doing it in a hot tub makes it even more depraved.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes from my throat. The man viciously slapped my pussy, hitting my sensitive areas with as much force as the rest of my body.

I gasp, desperately trying to regain control of my breathing. It's a waste of time, the man doesn’t stop for a moment. He’s merciless as my cries get louder. I'm sure everyone on board can hear me.

Yet when I bite my lip in an attempt to stifle my screams, my dominant approaches me, placing his hand firmly on my jaw to force me to open my mouth. His lustful growl makes me tremble.

“Let them hear you. I want them all to know what a good little slut you are to us.”

Without even thinking about it, I nod, wanting to prove to him that I understand what is expected of me. He pats my cheeks proudly before going back to filming me.

Behind me, the man doesn’t weaken, his blows falling randomly on my ass, my thighs, my pussy. I can barely breathe. And yet, I hang on. I want to prove to them that I’m the best submissive they will ever have.

But my body is struggling to keep up. My legs are shaking, barely supported by the water still bubbling up my thighs. From one moment to another, they threaten to let go, abandoning me cowardly in this mad race led by my libido.

I gasp in surprise as my dominant gently caresses my cheeks. That's when I realize I'm crying. I smile at him through my tears to show him that everything is fine. I’m just letting go. He laughs softly and pats my cheek before addressing his friend.

“See, I told you. She really can take it all.”

“I see it. It's really a good little submissive that you found there.”

I yelp as he slaps my ass again, harder. But this time, he doesn’t follow it with another slap. No. Instead, he strokes my ass, squeezing it tightly in his hands.

“I think she’s had enough. What if we move on?”

My dominant nods, leaving me to join his friend. I lick my lips nervously. I wonder what these men have in store for me now.

My mouth drops open in surprise as the men start touching me. My skin is burning, and those hands spreading my ass aren't helping. I grit my teeth, forgetting my discomfort for a moment to focus on the main thing. These two men will take care of me. No more pain, only pleasure awaits me now.

My breathing stops when I feel liquid slipping between my buttocks. The feeling is almost pleasant, contrasting with the fire that burns this whole area. I bite my lip as I feel a finger come dangerously close to me.

Slowly, he draws the outlines of my crenelated entrance, taking his time to visit me. The tension rises in me. My dominant may have fingered this area earlier today, I can't help but be nervous about how I'm going to feel.

Is this going to hurt? Is he going to share this place with his friend too? No other man has ever touched me there, and I'm not sure I'm ready to.

However, I don’t react, I don’t protest. I don't even turn my head back to see which of these men is touching me. As long as my dominant is there to watch what's going on, I'm ready to let go.

I let out a long sigh as the finger finally dives into me. I close my eyes, letting myself go to this now so well-known feeling. I think I recognize my master's touch. His broad finger that has so often visited my body.

I can't hold back a moan when already a second finger enters me. My hands curl around the edge of the hot tub as I get used to the presence of those expert fingers inside me. They come and go, visiting me, tearing me apart.

My cheeks flush with shame at the thought of the two men standing behind me, watching all of my perversion. And yet, despite the embarrassment, I can't help but let out a disappointed sigh when the fingers slip away, leaving me terribly empty.

A gasp of surprise takes me as two hands land on my ass, spreading my cheeks to get a better view of my anatomy. My humiliation doesn’t end there. Moments later, I hear the click of a camera.

I lean my forehead against the edge of the hot tub, pathetically trying to hide as I'm ashamed of my position. This amuses both men. And that encourages them to continue.

Soon I feel a hard object pushing against my most taboo entrance. A large silicone plug. Almost as thick as my master's cock. I bite my lip as he drives it inside me, making me swallow every inch of this intruder.

The rest of the evening is no longer in doubt now. It had to happen, right? Considering the number of times my dominant has taken me there while playing with a dildo in my pussy, it was to be expected that one day he would want to do it with someone else.

The two men remain motionless for a few moments, no doubt admiring their work. I swallow with difficulty. Despite the shame and the pain, I’m completely soaked. My clit throbs, desperate to finally get some attention.

I dream that one of these men bends down to come and taste my sweet nectar. That a tongue gets lost on my slit, visiting every corner of me. But that doesn't happen. Instead, the two men come out of the water, commenting on the stars, as if I wasn't there, naked and open for them.

I yelp as Jake wraps his arms around me, lifting me out of the water. I lick my lips at this burst of power. I feel so small against him. I love this feeling. I’m vulnerable, but safe against his broad shoulders.

He lays me down on the floor, and immediately my eyes look up at him, almost pleading. I know what he expects of me. His friend approaches us, and I can't help but take a look at his crotch. His cock seems taut in his swimsuit, and I just want to discover it.

My attention goes back to my dominant as he gently strokes my hair. With his free hand, he pulls his tense member out of his swimsuit. I smile when I see him. I even feel a kind of pride in provoking this reaction in this man.

No matter how many women he's had before, no matter how many times he's played with me, he still feels the same excitement seeing me. I bite my lip giving him an almost innocent look. He smiles at me, continuing to lazily stroke his length.

“Are you going to be a good girl to us now, Doll?”

I nod before turning to the other man. My mouth opens with pleasure. He got rid of his swimsuit in turn. And the least we can say is that he too was spoiled by nature.

I catch his base in my hand before pinching his tip between my lips. I keep my eyes on him in submission as I push him deeper and deeper into my mouth. I come and go on him, without taking him to the end. I’m having fun frustrating him a bit before that.

Without ever having taken him all the way, I let go to focus on my dominant. I repeat the same movements as with the other, doing everything possible to satisfy him.

For long minutes, I alternate between the two men, stroking the cock that I don't suck, doing everything to treat them equally and bring them as much pleasure as I can. I take them deeper and deeper, savoring their taste, almost choking on their delicious lengths.

My comfort is of no importance. All that matters to me is satisfying them. To make them happy. And to believe the small groans that escape from their throats, I think I manage it perfectly.

“Shit, Jake, is there one thing she can't do?”

“You can find out now if you want.”

I keep my eyes fixed on our host, taking him even deeper, slamming him into the back of my throat. Everything is good to make him lose control. He seems to hesitate for a moment.

But soon, his hand slips into my hair, forcing me to let go. Then he grabs me by the waist and throws me over his shoulder. I bite my lip at his strength. A squeal escapes my throat as he hits my ass as he pulls me to one of the couches surrounding the hot tub.

He lays down on it, dragging me onto him. Immediately, my clit finds itself leaning against his tense member. I lick my lips, desperate for more.

“Come on Submissive. Show me what you can do.”

I don't have to be told twice. I decide to play a bit, rubbing against him, covering his length with my arousal. I can't hold back a slight squeak. Pleasure may be light, but it’s enough to make me lose my mind.

Finally, I grab his cock to straighten it and I impale myself on it. My mouth drops open, searching for more air, as his member slowly sinks inside me. The feeling is delicious and I'm already moaning despite his impressive size.

The man smiles as I begin sensual hip movements, circling above him, making him explore every inch of my warm, welcoming pussy. His hands land quickly on my hips, imposing a new rhythm on me.

I lean over him, my hands clinging to his shoulders as he proceeds to pound me now. I glance at my dominant, seeking his approval. He strokes his length slowly smiling at me, savoring every moment of this depraved show that we offer.

The pleasure I feel is intense. However, this isn’t enough. I need more, much more. I want my master near me. So, I give him a pleading look. It doesn't take much to get closer to us.

The other man barely slows down to let his friend remove the plug deep inside me. It’s only when my dominant joins us on this huge sunbed that the other stops.

After covering us both with another generous dose of lube, my master finally comes near. I now understand why he spends so much time in the gym. You have to be damn athletic to achieve such a position.

My breath catches as his cock is already pushing against my jagged outline. I let out a long squeal. The man sinks into me without wasting a moment. My fingernails dig into Michael's skin, who looks at me, amused.

It has nothing to do with what we usually do. Being wedged between the bodies of two men is far more powerful than any of the toys, no matter how powerful they are. I bite my lip, squealing in discomfort as my dominant continues to plunge into me mercilessly.

I hiss through my teeth when, finally, he’s fully inside me, his body pressing against the damaged skin of my ass. I have trouble breathing. Their cocks are so thick, I feel like I'm split open. And yet, it's nothing compared to when they start moving.

They go slowly at first, helping my body adjust to their presence. My breathing is erratic, I can't even think anymore as the sensations are intense. However, it seems that I’m getting used to them, that my body is opening up little by little to let them take possession of me.

Without realizing it, my squeals of discomfort turn into moans of pleasure. This encourages men, who come and go faster and faster in me. I certainly couldn't walk tomorrow, and I don't care.

Soon, I hear myself pleading with them. I want more. Stronger. Faster. Men laugh at my perversity and carry out my wishes. My brain totally disconnects as they destroy my body with their powerful cocks. I’m a little doll in their hands.

“Touch yourself. Cum on our cocks.”

Trembling, I slip a hand between my body and Michael's. Immediately, my fingers fall on my clit. I press hard on it, moaning without restraint. A great heat came over me and soon, I could not hold myself back.

I scream in pleasure as a devastating orgasm courses through my body. I'm shaking all over, collapsing onto Michael's chest as the two men continue to pound me, their cocks trapped in my contracting holes.

My orgasm seems to last for hours, and I lose all sense of reality. So much so that I don't even feel them coming in turn. It's when Michael speaks that I come out of the fog of orgasm.

“How about we continue this in my cabin?”


Chapter 5

I let out a long sigh as I lay down at the front of the boat, exactly where Jake fucked me yesterday. I can't help looking around. I'm almost disappointed to see that there are no marks left by the rope.

It doesn't matter. If I look down at my body, I can see that what I hoped has happened. It's light, but my tan shows the traces of the ropes he wrapped around me. I wonder if I will keep them for long. Deep down, I hope so.

I smile as my dominant joins me, drink in hand. It amuses me that he brings it to me himself, rather than using the services of one of the many employees on the boat. A new proof of his attention for me. No matter how much strength he puts into his games, the comfort he gives me in return is always as strong.

He sits down next to me, before bringing the glass to my face. Without being asked, I stuck the straw in my mouth, sucking in the sweet fruit juice without taking my eyes off my dominant. The lustful gleam in my eyes seems to amuse him. Maybe it even turns him on.

He removes the glass, before wrapping his arms around me. Slowly, he lays us down on the comfortable seat, holding me close. I can't hold back a sigh of relief as he begins to absently stroke my back, my hair. From time to time, his mouth lands on my forehead, depositing light comforting kisses.

These are just small nothings, and yet they mean a lot to me. It's as if they erased all the aches in my body, all the tightness. They erase questions and worries. Yes. With Jake, I feel incredibly good. Calm. Understood. Complete. I never imagined when I answered this man online that I would end up here, on a yacht, sharing such a relationship with him.

It was supposed to be just a short burst of lust. A way for me to explore my most hidden fantasies. And it became so much more.

I let my eyes drift to the man. He looks just as calm as I am. I can't help but ask the question that's been swirling around in my head.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Us.”

I look at him, surprised. I hadn't expected such a response. I thought he was engrossed in his business or something. After all, he’s an important and very busy man. He smiles, kissing me softly before looking at me seriously.

“I think I'm very lucky to have found you. I'm not going to lie to you, I've had a lot of women in my life. Some submissive, some not. But I never felt such chemistry with someone.”

“Me neither. I didn't even know it was possible to feel that.”

The man smiles, kissing my hair before continuing.

“Look, I know we're going back to town soon. What we had so far was very good. The games, the secret meetings... But I want more. I want to wake up next to you in the morning and fall asleep with you in my arms. I want to come home from work and find you there, kneeling in the hallway, waiting for me like a good girl. Come live with me. I promise you won't regret it.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I hadn’t expected such an offer. However, my answer doesn’t take long to arrive. I don't need to think. Everything he has given me so far, I have loved. I have no doubt that this will continue.

“Yes! You will see. I’m gonna be a perfect submissive for you.”

“I’ve no doubt about it, Doll. Count on me to test you. I'm far from being done with you.”

- To be continued -


4. PUNISHED BY MY DOMINANT


Chapter 1

“Please, Master.”

I let out a pathetic squeak as the man's lips land with unbearable lightness on my neck. Without giving me the slightest attention, he continues to place his treacherous kisses on my wet skin. The water from the shower streams over our bodies, making the atmosphere even hotter.

The man presses me against the cold tiled wall, having fun making me languish. His fingers are between my legs, motionless. Who knows how many minutes have passed since he slipped them inside me?

My pussy contracts around him, trying to receive even a crumb of stimulation. But nothing is enough. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. With each of my breaths, my hard nipples rub against my lover's bare chest.

Right now, I would give anything for him to bite them. To take me hard. Spank me, even. Any of his gestures will be better than this relentless slowness.

Subconsciously, I move my hips, too eager to feel some pleasure. The human reaction is immediate. Quickly, he pulls his fingers away, making me squeal in despair.

With crazy slowness, he brings his hand to his lips to lick my excitement. I bite my lip, excited as ever hearing him moan with pleasure as if he was tasting the best food. His hand slides to my neck, stroking it absently.

“You are delicious, Submissive. I wonder how you'd taste after a few days without being touched.”

My eyes widen in horror. He doesn't really mean that, does he? Since we've been living together, there hasn't been a single day without my dominant taking care of me. Sometimes even several times a day.

His creativity seems to know no bounds when it comes to playing with me. Punishment or reward, he administers them without difference. Anything is good to make me scream in pain or pleasure.

We have been playing together for months without ever getting tired of each other. I have never experienced anything so powerful with a man. And now that he has to go on a business trip for a few days, I wonder how I will survive his absence.

How I wish he had taken me with him. I would have stayed there, hiding in his hotel room all day. I would have laid naked on his bed for hours, my legs spread open to welcome him properly.

I lick my lips nervously. I’m really not looking forward to be separated from my Dominant. And now he wants to deprive me of one last orgasm before he leaves? It seems impossible to bear. So, I give him a desperate look, hoping to appease him. He smiles and pats my cheek.

“Turn around.”

I comply without even thinking. Seconds later, I feel his tip pushing against my wet pussy. I let out a long sigh of relief as he thrusts himself fully inside me.

Each time, it’s the same emotion I feel as I welcome him. It's like I'm reliving over and over again that time he took me on all fours on the floor of his luxurious gym. I still can't believe I agreed to do this with an older man, a stranger. And that this hot silver fox now shares my life.

My fingers curl up against the tiled wall as my dominant moves faster. His hand rests between my legs, pressing hard on my clit.

Soon my cries grew louder, drowning out the sound of water running against us. A few more moments, and we both come. Legs shaking, I let him finish cleaning me.

Once we are dry, he makes me get on all fours. I don't even think when he gives me this order. I obey him blindly, following him into the bedroom in this degrading position.

I join him on the bed. As usual, he grabs a comb, taking the time to meticulously brush my hair. I’m his toy, his little doll. If he plays with me as much as he wants, he also takes care of me as if I were the most precious of things.

I should surely die of shame at the idea of being treated like an object. And yet, with him, nothing scares me. He takes such good care of me that I’m ready to explore anything with him. Even this crazy idea.

Nervously, I glance around the corner of the room, where he installed one of the cameras. For the duration of his trip, he wants to be able to keep an eye on me. So, he filled the apartment with these small objects, connecting them directly to his computer and his phone. Wherever he is, he can watch me eat, sleep, or take a shower.

I bite my lip, imagining all the games that these cameras will offer us. I intend to spend hours wandering around the apartment naked, as if it was the most natural of things. I can already imagine him, taking out his phone in the middle of a meeting to see me eating my breakfast completely naked.

Maybe I'll even drop some honey on my breast, forcing me to lift it up to lick it off. I'm sure that would drive him crazy. And maybe that will make him pick up his phone to call me and play with me.

Because he warned me. He's not going to be much available to me. In other words, he intends to do everything possible to make me languish. I know I should behave well, accept his rules, be a good girl to him, to make him proud.

And yet, I want to push him to the limit, as a way to punish him for leaving me alone.

Yes, regardless of the consequences, I intend to play with my dominant's patience.


Chapter 2

I let out a long sigh, closing the fridge door without taking anything out. There’s no denying it. A weekend without my dominant is the most boring thing ever. Since last night, I've read, I've watched my favorite series... And yet, I'm bored like never before.

I can't help daydreaming as I stare at the counter. What would he have done to me if he had been there? Maybe he would have made me breakfast. Or maybe he would have found an excuse to punish me.

He would then have me bent over the counter, pushing my head against the cold marble. I would have shivered, anticipating the pain. Maybe he would have made me like that time, when he grabbed a wooden spatula and slammed it hard on my ass.

I would have moaned, maybe even screamed… But I would also have been wet like never before. I would have been so turned on that I would have begged him to take me. Never mind the pain felt as his hips pounded the skin of my ass damaged by his blows. I would have screamed with pleasure. He would have devastated me with one of those powerful orgasms that only he has the secret to.

I lick my lips. I feel like he's been gone for months. It's ridiculous to be so deprived for only a few days. I’m pathetic. A little thing at the complete mercy of her libido.

I had expected to hear more from him. That he calls me several times a day, that he plays with his cameras. But he didn't. No, he remained excruciatingly silent. With the jet lag, we barely manage to talk to each other. So, play together? I don't think that will happen until he returns.

I sigh again. I shouldn't be so dependent on a man. And yet, I miss him terribly. No matter how much I try to distract myself, to take time for myself… All my thoughts come back to one thing. Him.

I look at the camera again. I know he’s filming. But is he watching what I do? Nothing is less sure. And yet, I want to give it a try. My eyes fixed on the lens, I take off my T-shirt with exaggerated slowness, revealing my breasts. I didn't bother to put on a bra this morning. They are there, exposed to the gaze of anyone who wishes to view these images.

I chew my lip innocently, before grabbing my nipples between my fingers, pinching them just enough to elicit a satisfied moan. Then I reluctantly leave my chest to slide my hands down my body.

With a single gesture, I get rid of my shorts and my panties, revealing my pussy. I bite my lip again, giving the camera another innocent look before turning around. Exaggeratedly, I leave the room rolling my hips, hoping to put on a most sensual spectacle for this camera, and hopefully, my master.

I go through the whole apartment like this, until I reach our room. I know, it's the room with the most cameras. I lay nonchalantly on the bed, as if I just wanted to rest. However, everything is calculated. The angle of my body shows off my curves perfectly, presenting me completely to the camera.

After a few minutes of lounging on the silk sheets, I decide my body deserves some care. After all, I haven't touched myself once since he left, following his recommendations to the letter. That deserves a reward, right?

Slowly, I let my hand run over my body, imagining it's my dominant's. I focus first on my breasts, rediscovering the silky skin of my imposing globes. Between my fingers, I roll my nipples, pinching them just enough to send electric shocks straight to my clit.

I lick my lips, little high-pitched sighs already coming out of my mouth. Then I continue my descent, sliding a hand between my legs. With two fingers, I make circles on my clit, trying to reproduce the expert gestures of my dominant.

It’s to no use. I don't have his strength, nor the thickness of his fingers. However, I do get wet. My eyes close to better imagine him by my side. One after another, I see all the things he did to me.

I think of all those times he tied my body in ropes, depriving me of all my movements to pound me for hours and hours without ever getting tired. How many times has he destroyed me, all to make me reborn better?

Dozens, hundreds of times perhaps. And yet, I’m still not satisfied. I want more. Always more. I wonder if one day I will have had enough of my master's caresses. Probably not. How could one get tired of such pleasure?

I groan as I try to insert three fingers inside me. The burning is intense, and yet I only stop when they are fully embedded in me. The tug is delicious, reminding me of the effect of my master's fingers. They're thick, two of his equal at least three of mine.

And what about his cock? It’s thick and long, splitting me in two each time it passes through me. The tugging is still powerful, giving me the impression of being split open, and yet, I wouldn't do without it for the world.

I bring one of my hands up to my breasts again, playing with my nipples as I begin to slowly move my fingers inside me. None of this is as satisfying as being with my dominant, and yet, I'm happy with it.

But as I feel a warmth growing more and more in the pit of my stomach, my phone rings. I jump up, using my free hand to grab it. My heart skips a beat when I see the name displayed. My Master.

I glance nervously at the camera, wondering if he's seen everything I've been doing for the past few minutes. I shake my head. At this hour, he must be in a meeting, negotiating a juicy contract, something like that.

I take a deep breath, hoping to calm my breathing and sound as natural as possible. Then I pick up, a smile on my face.

“Hello Doll.”

“Hello Master.”

I answer him with a shudder. It was just two words, and yet his deep, sultry voice sent electric shocks through my body, straight to my clit. I think he could make me come just with his voice, as it excites me so much.

I know I shouldn't, and yet I start moving my fingers again, touching myself as he tells me about his day. After a few minutes, he changes the conversation.

“Tell me Doll, what are you doing now?”

I bite my lip, suspending my gesture for a moment. I think I detect a touch of amusement in the back of his voice. Nervously, I glance at the camera. Is he looking at me? If so, he already knows I misbehaved. So, just keep going. I want to see how far I can push things.

“Not much, I'm resting.”

“Oh yes, really, you’re resting?”

“Yes. I had a long week.”

“I'm sure of it. And that's all you do? You lay there doing nothing?”

“Yes, that's it.”

“Submissive, you know I have cameras in the bedroom, right? If I turned them on now, I wouldn't see you naked on the bed, touching yourself?”

I bite my lip, hesitating for a moment. I don't know whether to tell him the truth or not. I know what I risk by behaving badly. But I wanted to play. Might as well go all the way now.

“… No?”

A click of the tongue echoes in the phone, and immediately I know I'm screwed. He did watch me. Now it's up to me to face the consequences.

“I’m very disappointed, Submissive. I thought I had trained you better than that.”

“I'm sorry, Master. But I couldn't take it anymore. I'm so soaked thinking of you.”

To back up my words, I spread my thighs wider and pull my fingers back, clearly showing the camera how dripping wet I am.

On the other end of the line, I hear my master's breathing become choppier. It's almost imperceptible, but I know him well enough to know he's excited. I learned to spot all those little signs of his excitement that he tries to hide in the name of his power games.

Sensually, I slide a hand over my body, trying to distract him from his anger. I roam my breasts, pinching my nipples, perhaps reminding him of the taste of my soft skin under his tongue. For long moments, the man says nothing. Then his deep voice echoes in the phone.

“You realize that the longer you keep this little game going, the more you will be punished, right?”

“But Master, I'm really very, very excited. And I miss you.”

“And you think that gives you permission to take control? I bought you a present, but I don't think you deserved it.”

“Yes, Master. Please. Tell me what I can do to be forgiven.”

“Taste yourself.”

Immediately, I obey him, forgetting my own disgust to satisfy him. I bring my fingers to my mouth to thoroughly clean them, only stopping when he tells me to.

“Do you taste good?”

“Not as good as your cock.”

“My little slut. Maybe if you act like a good girl now, I'll shove my big cock in your mouth when I get home.”

I should be shocked by such comments, and yet, I can't help but fidget on the bed, more excited than ever.

“Go get the dildo. You know which one.”

Immediately, I jump to my feet and head for the toy closet. Yes, I know perfectly well which one he wants me to play with. The one that was cast on his cock. In an instant, I'm back on the bed, the toy and a tube of lube in my hand.

“Put it inside you. No lubricant. You're wet enough as it is.”

I stand still for a moment, my mouth open in surprise as I stare at the camera. It's true that I'm wet, but the dildo is impressive. I will feel it pass. Still, I obey him, already lining up the silicone cock at my entrance.

Slowly, I slide it inside me, wincing in discomfort. I wish I had prepared myself more. And yet, despite the tugging that I feel, I’m excited as ever. Soon the object is completely inside me. My breathing is erratic as I try to get used to the feel of that wide cock splitting me open.

“Go ahead, fuck yourself.”

I can't help but smile as I move the object inside me back and forth faster and faster, my moans of discomfort mixing with small squeaks of pleasure. On the other side of the phone, I hear a very recognizable sound.

My dominant is jerking off looking at me. Without being able to explain it, this idea fills me with pride. I try to give him a most exciting show, hoping to bring him to his orgasm.

I arch my back, trying to push the object deeper inside me. It doesn't have the intensity of my lover's muscular body against me, but I'm fine with it, feeling a warmth growing in the pit of my stomach.

I can't help but smile when suddenly I hear a very recognizable growl against my ear. I don't have the slightest doubt. My dominant just came. But while I hope to do the same soon, his voice cracks through the air, harsher than ever.

“Remove the toy. You didn't deserve to come. I’m back tomorrow. Until then, you are forbidden to touch yourself. I'll be watching you very closely, Submissive. You better obey me. You don't want to make your situation worse. Your punishment will already be terrible.”


Chapter 3

Nervously, I sway from one foot to the other. My eyes are fixed on the front door. I know it, soon, my master will appear. I've spent days waiting for him to return, and now I can't help worrying. I played with fire, who knows what burns await me?

Your punishment will be terrible.

That’s what he told me. He does intend to take care of me. If the past gives me any indication, he will do the most painful and humiliating things to me, until I beg him and promise to be a good girl for him. And that’s when the fun will come. I know it will be worth it. And yet, I can't help but dread this moment.

I did everything to appease him. On the table, there is a good dinner. I took care of my body, waxing entirely the way it likes it. My hair is tied in a long ponytail that he can pull as he pleases.

Finally, I put on a sexy nightgown that I bought especially for the occasion. It perfectly highlights my curves, making my chest even more imposing, if that is possible. I also put on a thong, which he will rip for sure.

My outfit is completed with a pair of high heels, making my legs look endlessly long. I know he's going to love seeing me like this. But will that be enough to appease him? I doubt it.

My heart skips a beat as the door finally opens. Jake is there, in one of his tailored suits. Immediately, my stomach contracts. One look from this man and I feel myself melting.

My clit is already throbbing, my whole body is on fire, impatient to finally find it. I rush towards him, ready to jump on his neck and kiss him passionately. But his stern gaze stops me in my tracks, his deep voice echoing into the room.

“On your knees.”

I'm shaking. I didn't expect him to just start walking through the door. But if that's what he wants, then I'll obey him. I’m ready to do anything to be forgiven. So, I drop to my knees obediently. I look up at him, hoping for a look, a caress.

But the man ignores me, grabbing his suitcase and walking away from me, to, I guess, go to our bedroom. In this position, I can't see anything, so I stare at the door, focusing on it to forget my awkward position.

Time seems to pass more slowly. My knees get tired from being like this against the cold ground. I sag a little. But I straighten up immediately hearing his shoes slam against the floor.

I push my breasts forward, arching my back discreetly to give him a sexier view of me. It's all just a game. I know it’s going to hurt, and yet I can't help having a little fun. After all, it's about seducing him too.

Anything goes to remind him how crazy he is with desire for me. Who knows, maybe if I manage to make him hard, he will shorten his punishment to take me.

He hasn't touched me, and yet, I already feel drenched like never before. I don't know how this is possible, but everything about this man bewitches me. His stature, his perfume, his authority.

I shiver as his fingers approach me. Slowly, he closes a leather collar around my neck. I lick my lips. I love it more than anything when he marks me with his possession. It's just a simple piece of leather, and yet, with it, it makes me mine.

“Turn around.”

I shiver, obeying him. Immediately, I go in search of his gaze. But he avoids me, knowing full well the effect it has on me when he ignores me. I swallow with difficulty. I knew it, though. He had warned that he was going to punish me severely.

Oh, I could stop everything, say my safe word, and ask him to put off this power game. But despite my mad desire to snuggle up in his arms and rediscover his comforting scent, I want to continue this little game. To truly deserve his attention and his comfort.

So, I don't flinch when he closes the loop of the leash on my collar. Then he jams the leather strap between my teeth before walking away. Staying perfectly still, I watch him as he sits down on the couch.

He took off his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt, revealing his finely chiseled arms. I linger for a moment on his hands, remembering how tightly they grip my body.

Then I go back on his chest. He opened a few buttons, exposing his salt-and-pepper hair. The man may be older than me, but I'm totally hypnotized by him. I have never met someone so attractive.

In this degrading position, I’m dying of shame. Here I am, kneeling in front of a man, desperately waiting for him to take an interest in me. I’m pathetic. And yet… I’m completely soaked.

It's stronger than me. As soon as the man is in the room, my libido takes control. I'm already imagining all kinds of scenarios. All the ways he could take me, punish me. This mouth with luscious lips could slip between my legs, and kiss my thighs slowly before finally devouring my clit.

I swallow hard, trying to stay still despite the images that jostle in my head, each more exciting than the other. I freeze as the man clicks his tongue sternly.

“Crawl to me.”

Before I even had time to think about it, my body obeys him. I fall to my hands before walking. I roll my hips excessively, hoping to give him an exciting sight.

When I finally get to him, I sit down between his legs, looking up at him innocently. He grabs the leash between my teeth, and without a glance, attaches it to the legs of his coffee table. Then he pulls something out of his pocket. A gag.

“Bad girls are not allowed to speak. You remember your safe gesture, right?”

With my cheeks red with shame, I nod. Three close movements of the foot, that's what I have to do if something is wrong and my mouth is too busy to say my safe word.

The man nods after putting the gag on me. Then, he sinks into the sofa, grabbing the remote control to turn on his giant screen. I close my eyes, trying to focus on my breathing.

I believe that being ignored is the worst punishment he can inflict on me. It gives me an even greater shame than being bound and gagged. I think the humiliation would be less strong even if he bent me on his knees to spank me.

Time flies by at a crazy slow pace as the man stays focused on the TV, acting like I'm not there. It's only when the match ends that he finally takes an interest in me. Without the slightest patience, he grabs me by the waist, lifting me up so that my ass faces him.

My face is on the ground, and I wait patiently to see what he plans to do to me. I yelp against the gag as he lands a powerful slap on my ass. My skin flares up as he does it again. One time. Two times. Three times.

Then he attacks my thong. With a forceful gesture, he rips it open, exposing me completely. He clicks his tongue as his fingers glide over my wet slit.

“Look at you. What a little slut. I should tie you up for three days to teach you. You're lucky I'm not a sadist.”

At these words, he pinches my clit, harder than I would have liked. I believe that we don’t have the same definition of a sadist. Luckily, I have this gag in my mouth to keep me from pointing it out. I'm not sure he would have appreciated such a comment.

Chills run through me as he thrusts two fingers into me without the slightest delicacy. The sensation burns me with discomfort, and yet, I feel an intense pleasure. It's ridiculous, he barely touched me. But that's how it is with him. A single look, a single caress, and my whole body ignites.

I squeal against my gag as he begins to move his fingers, covering himself with my excitement. Then he takes them off, leaving me horribly empty. I gasp against the silicone ball in my mouth as he slides them higher.

Slowly, he begins to caress my crenelated contour without ever penetrating it. Although I'm used to taking him there now, I still feel the same nervousness about receiving his massive cock in that tight spot of my body. Yet I know it. For that as for the rest, he will manage to make me do it.

I squeal as he kicks my ass one last time before standing up. With a quick movement, he unties me from the coffee table, tugging on my leash so that I start walking.

“It's time for your punishment to begin, bad girl.”


Chapter 4

Cheeks flushed with shame, I crawl at my dominant's feet, letting him guide me inside his personal dungeon. I know the room by heart now, and yet it's still the same thrill I feel when entering it.

When the man stops, I sit quietly on my legs, nervously awaiting what happens next. To my surprise, the man crouches down in front of me, forgetting his power game for a moment to stare at me intently.

“How about we broadcast your punishment live, Submissive?”

I gasp in surprise against the gag. This is something we have discussed for a long time, without ever taking the plunge. I didn't expect him to want to do this today.

The idea scares me, of course. What sane person would want to show the darkness of their desires to the whole earth? And yet, no sooner had he said those words than my whole body ignited, my libido screaming at me to accept.

So, shyly, I nod, squeezing a smile from my dominant. He pats my cheek and gently kisses my forehead before straightening up. He towers over me, his omnipotence making me shiver.

I focus on my breathing, the only thing I have control over right now. I know it. I’m not in danger. I could stop it all with a tap of my foot. But I will do everything not to come to that. I want to discover this new game that my dominant offers me.

After walking away for a few moments, the man comes back to me. My cheeks are red with shame when I see that in addition to the cameras installed all over the room, he uses his phone. I look up at him innocently, hoping to put on a satisfying sight for the lens.

I shiver as he firmly tugs at the top of my nightgown, carelessly ripping the fabric to reveal my heavy breasts. I squeal as he firmly pinches one of my nipples.

“Everyone, meet personal little slut. She behaved very badly in my absence, so I invite you all to be part of her punishment.”

As he says those words, he twists my breast more intensely, making me squeal. He doesn’t seem to care. From his pocket, he pulls out a metal nipple clamp.

This is not the first time he’s using such an object on me. And yet, I can't help biting the gag a little harder as he closes the clamp on my nipple. The bite is intense, taking me down that fine line between pleasure and pain.

I can't hold back a moan as he traps my second nipple. It's as if his teeth were there, digging into my skin. Less the warmth of his mouth.

The man grabs my leash again, tugging on it to force me to walk. I know it, the cameras miss nothing of my degrading position. Who knows how many men are there, behind their screens, watching me with their lustful gaze?

I have never felt so ashamed. Still, I can't resist my dominant when he gets me on the BDSM bench. My breasts find themselves crushed against the leather, the pressure of the clamps against my skin even more intense.

Taking his time, my dominant closes the bonds of the object around my members. My thighs are the first to be imprisoned, my legs spread wide offering a perfect vision of my pussy to the cameras.

Then he puts a tie around my waist, not even bothering to undress me. Finally, my arms are immobilized. As if necessary, my dominant even pushes the game to attach my leash to a ring in front of me.

Completely immobilized, I’m at his total mercy. He can do whatever he wants with me. I should be frightened by this prospect. And yet, it excites me more than anything.

The man decides to use his power. He circles around me, his fingers brushing my body just enough to make me nervous and create a whole trail of goosebumps on my body.

I don't know how long he does this, sliding his fingers into more and more sensitive areas, as if to test me. His hand slips between my thighs, rising higher and higher.

He never touches me where I want him most. My pussy is throbbing, desperate for some attention. But the man does nothing. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. My senses are already disturbed, when he has only just begun.

When he suddenly pulls away from me, everything becomes even more difficult. I feel incredibly exposed, without him being here to protect me. Vulnerable, open to all. I feel like the whole earth is staring at me, devouring me and admiring the spectacle of my degradation.

I sigh quietly when I feel his hand on me again. He caresses the soft skin of my ass, massaging it as if discovering it for the first time. I relax, enjoying this delicate massage. But my relief is only short-lived.

Because now, he spreads my ass, exposing me a little more to the gaze of others. The nervousness goes up a notch as his fingers venture that way.

First, he runs along my slit, covering himself with my excitement. His destination is not difficult to guess. Soon, his fingers trace the outline of my crenelated entrance. And as if my humiliation was not already its climax, the man decides to add another layer.

“My Submissive is a little slut who loves to be taken in the ass. Right, Submissive?”

I’m mortified. I think I could cry from humiliation. I can't believe I let myself be exposed like this. That I don’t rebel as he gives the most intimate details of our sex life on the Internet. I yelp when his hand crashes into my ass with a loud slap.

“I asked you a question, submissive.”

Shamed to death, I submit to him, yelling YES as clearly as the gag will allow. At these words, my dominant slowly enters a finger inside me. He may have covered it with my excitement, but I feel it pass with intensity.

I focus on my breathing, doing all I can to open for him. The older man moves slowly back and forth, clearing the way for later slipping his cock into it.

Soon he adds a second finger. I hiss against my gag, not sure the others can hear my discomfort. My dominant continues. With controlled slowness, he plunges into me, always opening me up a little more.

Finally, he ends up removing his fingers. However, I don’t relax. I know him too well for that. I know what he’s about to do now. And the cold liquid flowing in my ass only confirms this.

Moments later, I feel cold metal against my sensitive outline. I take a deep breath as he plunges the lube-covered plug into me. The toy is wider than his fingers, and I have to concentrate to take it.

I know it, behind my back, my dominant observes the slightest of my reactions. It's as if he knew better than me what I can take. Because soon, the object is perfectly installed in me.

For endless seconds, the man keeps my ass spread, as if to better show everyone this object deeply settled in me.

“You saw that? Her ass swallowed it without any difficulty. My little submissive is a real pro.”

Immediately, my cheeks turn red. I can't believe he can say such things in front of everyone. I plunge my head against the leather bench, trying in vain to hide from the gaze of these strangers. That won't save me. And yet I can't help but try.

My dominant seems to take malicious pleasure in manhandling me in this way. For him, everything is a show. For once, I'm not the only one enjoying it. But I believe there is something harder to bear than gritty comments.

Again, he moves away from me, leaving me alone with these strangers. It probably only leaves for a few minutes, and yet it feels like hours. I’m there, naked and exposed, without knowing who can see me.

His absence is so hard to bear that I'm almost relieved to hear his voice again, even if it’s stern and threatening.

“You see, my little submissive behaved badly. She touched herself when I was away, even if she wasn’t allowed to do it. That deserves a punishment, what do you say?”

Discreetly, I glance behind me, trying to observe the actions of my dominant. All I can see is that he's on his phone, probably reading responses from the men he's talking to.

I wonder what they could be saying. No doubt they agree with the idea, eager to see what he’s going to do to me, the extent of his power. I wonder if there are women watching us too.

If so, they probably imagine they're the one lucky enough to be here, vibrating under my dominant's hands. How could I blame them? Everything about this man exudes lust and pleasure. I'm the first to fantasize about him. Often, I still find it hard to believe that I’m the one he wants to play with.

I can't help but smile against my gag, imagining other women being jealous of me, wondering what's special about me. I don’t have the faintest idea. All I know is that I intend to make the most of my position. That if one day he comes to be fed up with me, that I have no regrets.

So, I lay my head against the bench again, patiently waiting to discover the nature of my punishment along with my audience. I don't have to wait long for an answer. Soon, I feel a caress on my skin. But it doesn’t come from the hand of my master. No.

It’s with an object that my dominant goes through my skin. A flogger with an incalculable number of straps. He moves them back and forth over my skin, having fun making me shiver. These caresses would be almost pleasant if they were not the prelude to something much more terrible.

Because he has already used this object on me. I remember how it felt, the pain it brought me. If I had any common sense, I would stop everything. No sane person would accept suffering so enthusiastically. Even less while being filmed and exposed to complete strangers on the Internet. And yet that's exactly what I'm going to do.

The worst part of it all is that I'm even impatient for it to happen. But my dominant takes malicious pleasure in making me languish. Never seeming to get enough of it, the man continues to stroke me, moving slowly back and forth over my skin.

I even moan as the straps invite themselves over my pussy, caressing my slit and my clit with a lightness yet sufficient to make me feel a delicious pleasure. I lose all track of time, almost relaxing in the face of this improvised massage. My dominant sees it. And acts accordingly.

A terrible scream escapes my throat as the man slams his flogger against my skin. I had not expected him to go so strong from the start. The pain radiates through my body, like a wildfire spreading unstoppably.

He’s not satisfied with so little. Moments later, he does it again, this time attacking my thighs. He crashes it down non-stop, the strips spreading across my sensitive skin like thousands of little bites.

In the end, I think I’m grateful to him for imposing this gag on me. It stifles my cries, and above all gives me something to bite into to better bear the pain. Because my dominant doesn’t spare me.

He hits me again and again, taking an irregular rhythm to keep me from getting used to it and slacking off. One time, he attacks my ass, the other my thighs. The pain is intense, and yet I can feel my excitement flowing between my thighs.

I'm sweating, and my whole body is shaking, but my master doesn't stop. Every time I think I can’t take more, he proves me wrong.

With this gag in my mouth, I can hardly breathe. Tears start rolling down my cheeks that I can't control. And yet, despite the difficulty, my foot remains immobile. I don’t give him the slightest sign to stop my ordeal. No. I want to continue again and again. Take his punishment for hours, if he thinks I can do it.

However, suddenly, a cry lifts my whole body. Traitor, the man just dropped the straps on my clit. The pain is so intense that white flashes crackle in front of my eyes for a few moments.

My breathing is erratic, I can no longer regain control. I'm crying for good now. It takes me a few moments to come to myself and realize that the beating has stopped. That's it, it's over? I dare not hope so, for fear that it’s not.

However, a few moments later, my dominant appears in front of me. My relief at seeing him only lasts a moment. Because immediately, I notice that he’s holding his phone in his hand.

He brings the camera to my face, having fun showing everyone the state I’m in. My makeup must have run down my cheeks along with my tears. I must look pathetic, and yet I can't help but stare straight into the camera, as if gazing into the eyes of my viewers.

This makes my dominant smile. He even allows himself a movement of tenderness, stroking my hair for a few moments as if to congratulate me. Then he speaks again to our viewers.

“She took her punishment very well. What do you say, she deserved a reward, right?”

I stop myself from nodding in excitement as my dominant grabs his belt with one hand, undoing it with unbearable slowness. I’m totally ready to receive this kind of reward.

I look up at him, letting him know my impatience. Everyone can see my behavior, and I don't care. I just want to taste my master's delicious cock again.

With patience, the man undoes the gag. My jaw hurts, but I don't care. I keep my mouth open, eager to receive him inside me. The man laughs, gently patting my cheek. Then he starts pushing his cock into my mouth.

In this position, there is nothing I can do but welcome him. He has control of the rhythm, of the depth. All I can do is hold on. From time to time, I play with my tongue, as if to encourage him to continue his dive into me. He’s so wide and so long, every time I wonder how I could take him all. And yet, as always, I do it.

I can't hold back a cough as his tip hits the back of my throat. He's amused, keeping his phone pointed at my face as he grips my ponytail forcefully with his free hand.

I’m sure of it. I offer the camera a vision worthy of a porn movie. I love this idea. I’m ready for anything now. All I care about is my master's pleasure.

Slowly, he begins to move back and forth, thrusting mercilessly into my mouth. He uses me. I’m his little doll. I keep my eyes on him, a few tears welling up in my eyelashes again at his roughness.

He uses me shamefully, and nothing could excite me more. My clit throbs, desperate to feel pleasure in turn. I know, I will still have to be patient.

Maybe he didn't even plan to make me cum. The idea terrifies me, and yet it’s a possibility. The ultimate way to punish me, by depriving me of what I've been dreaming about for days.

Lost in thought, I barely notice my dominant's belly heaving, his breathing more erratic. I jump as he pulls out of my mouth. Immediately, he grabs his cock, giving himself a few strokes to accompany his orgasm.

Despite my surprise, I open my mouth and stick my tongue out, welcoming each stream of seed that covers my face as an ultimate humiliation. I gasp, keeping my eyes on him as he films my degradation.

Then, he walks away again. I focus on my breathing, now that it's not impeded by either his gag or his cock. Still, all the air escapes my lungs as a silicone dildo pushes against my soaked pussy.

I didn't have the slightest preparation, and yet, I’m so excited that I manage to welcome this object in me. Oh, it's not that easy, and I must bite my lip to keep from squealing in discomfort. The toy is mounted on an articulated arm, my master ensuring that it remains deeply settled in my pussy.

With the press of a button, he turns it on. This time, I can't hold back my cry. It's way more powerful than I expected. He pounds me hard with his toy, offering everyone the spectacle of my perversion.

I had waited for this for so long that I can't even contain myself, letting all my cries express themselves, whether they are of discomfort or pleasure. I would have preferred it to be his cock that ravishes me like this.

But right now, I'm ready to take whatever he wants to give me. It doesn't matter that I make a fool of myself on the Internet. I want this moment to never end. The pleasure is too strong for that.

I gasp in surprise as he pulls the plug out of my ass. I was so focused on the heat building up in my lower stomach that I forgot it was there. Now, my dominant spreads my ass, offering everyone the spectacle of my hole enlarged by his toy.

I can't help shaking, wondering what he has in mind next. Oh, deep down, I know what to expect. And the lubricant that he pours into my tight hole gives me confirmation. However, the man does nothing for the moment. He even moves away from my ass to come close to me.

I raise my head weakly, focusing on his face between moans. He keeps the same expression as usual, stern and calm. I don't think he's ever looked so good to me as he does right now, when he's showing off all his power, showing everyone who I belong to.

I lick my lips, my gaze sliding over his body until I reach his taut cock again. He caresses it lazily before pushing his thumb into my mouth. Without even thinking about it, I start to suck it, like a reflex. It makes him smile.

“Are you going to be a good submissive for me? Show them you can take cock?”

I nod greedily, making him laugh softly. He pulls away from my face again, his hand caressing my back almost innocently. In my pussy, the movements of the dildo slow down. The man readjusts the bench so I'm at the perfect angle for him.

I hold my breath, trying to relax despite the nervousness gripping me. I know I can do it. Still, I close my eyes and grit my teeth as I feel his lubricated tip pushing against my sensitive contour.

He may take it slowly, but I have the impression that he’s completely tearing me apart. I'm used to that feeling now, and yet I feel the same dread I felt the first time. I focus on my breathing, wanting to continue no matter what.

I know it. Soon, the pleasure I will feel will be so intense that I would be ready to pass out. So, I focus on the little things. On his hand that discreetly caresses my ass as he sinks into me. On his quickening breathing, a sign of the pleasure he takes. And finally, on my body which opens, finally offering him the passage.

Yes. As always, I manage to welcome him. Even with the dildo that takes up all the space in my pussy. I even let out a satisfied sigh when, finally, his hips meet my ass. That's it. He is totally inside me.

To celebrate this, he increases the movements of the dildo. A long moan escapes me. I should be in pain, ashamed... But it's only pleasure that I feel. This dildo is delicious, hugging my inner walls perfectly, making me feel indescribable pleasure.

And when my master begins to move in turn, I lose my footing. It's like everything is disconnected in my mind. There is no more good or bad. No more parasitic thoughts. Just these two cocks going back and forth inside me, fucking me into submission.

I even forget the cameras and the consequences. Nothing matters more to me than this race for pleasure, this heat spreading through my body until it tickles my fingertips.

My fingernails dig into the leather beneath me as my dominant speeds up, his grunts mingling with my moans. I think I'm screaming now. I'm not even sure. My body is shaking, twitching, and soon I can't take it anymore. In a pathetic voice, I hear myself pleading.

“Please Master, can I cum? Please, please”.

“Come on slut. Come on my cock. Show them what a good little submissive you are to me.”

He hasn't finished his sentence when I feel myself leaving, a wave of intense pleasure rolling over from my clit to my whole body. The orgasm is powerful and seems to last for hours. It's as if with it, all the frustrations of the week were erased. The wait was worth it in the end.

Flashes continue to crackle in front of my eyes as my dominant pounds me more and more irregularly. A few more movements, and he stops in turn, filling my tight ass with his seed.

He remains motionless for a few moments, before withdrawing. He spreads my ass again. I feel too weak to look up and see what he's doing. I don't have the slightest doubt though. He must be filming his seed escaping my tight hole.

Then, he goes around my body, filming my face still covered with his previous excitement before cutting off his camera. Then, his gaze changes completely. He softens as he squats down next to me, stroking my hair.

“That's it. It’s just you and me now. You’ve been great. My perfect, perfect little submissive.”


Chapter 5

I growl loudly as I turn around. It feels like every muscle in my body is screaming in pain. I even find new ones. Anyone who thinks sex isn't like working out has obviously never met my dominant.

It doesn't matter. The pleasure he gives me is well worth these few aches in the early morning. I lazily open an eye when I hear him giggle.

“It’s difficult this morning, Doll?”

“I’m sore”

“Oh really?”

I give him an annoyed pout. As if he didn't know what had put me in this state. He laughs again before grabbing me and pulling me against him. I accept the embrace gladly, sighing in relief.

He hugs me a little tighter, wrapping me in his comforting warmth. I believe he could inflict the worst things on me, he could erase everything with a simple hug like this. Especially when he kisses my hair softly.

We stay like that for long minutes, silently enjoying each other's company. With my fingertips, I trace meaningless signs on his chest, appreciating the firmness of his muscles under my hand.

If I weren't so sore, I think I would be climbing on him. I would lay light kisses all along his chest, descending lower and lower until finally meeting his tense member.

I think there's nothing I love more than starting the day with his cock in my mouth. And yet, I do nothing. No. Because there is another idea that runs through my head, much more powerful still.

Grimacing, I straighten up before boring my eyes into his. He looks at me with an amused smile, as if wondering what I have in store for him. I put on my sweetest and most innocent air.

“So, did you bring me something from your trip?”

“Yes. But I'm not sure you've earned it yet. Go take a shower, I'll make breakfast.”

Ignoring the scream of my aching muscles, I jump out of bed, hurrying as hard as I can to get to the bathroom. He laughs at my impatience before getting up too.

I try to take my time in the shower. I know, if I get too impatient, he'll make me languish longer. So, I offer long treatments to my aching body. Then, I wrap it in a large bathrobe before joining my dominant in the kitchen.

With a nod, he told me to sit down at the marble counter. He puts my plate there. I can't help but smile seeing that he has prepared my favorite breakfast for me. Pancakes covered with chocolate and fruit.

I tackle it wholeheartedly, forgetting for a moment the surprise he brought me. But he doesn't forget.

“Close your eyes.”

I put down my fork and obey him immediately. I shiver as I feel his presence behind me. I lick my lips. Maybe he'll slip a new submissive collar around my neck. But he doesn't. Seconds pass without anything happening. Finally, his voice rings out.

“Turn around.”

In one motion, I turn my bar chair around and open my eyes. My jaw drops. Jake is there, kneeling in front of me, a small red box in his hands. I stay still, unable to say anything. It makes him smile. Slowly, he opens the box, revealing a ring adorned with a sparkling diamond.

“Amy, we've been playing for a while you and me. And I can say it. I’ve never been with such an extraordinary submissive. It's like you complete me. Nothing scares you. You love adventure and sensations, just like me. You’re the perfect woman and I want you to be mine. What do you say Doll, will you continue to play with me for the rest of your life?”

My voice choking with emotion, I nod, unable to say a word. Then, I throw myself into his arms. He laughs softly, hugging me tightly against him. I shiver as his voice echoes against my ear.

“You know you're supposed to use words to answer your master. Really, I’m far from being done training you.”

- To be continued -


5. USED BY MY DOMINANT


Chapter 1

“You look tired, but I’m gonna fix it. You’re not the first bride who’s so stressed that she doesn’t sleep the night before her wedding.”

I purse my lips, smiling politely at the makeup artist. She’s far from the truth. Stress didn’t keep me awake. My future husband did.

We were supposed to stay away from each other for a few days, to make our wedding night even more intense. And yet last night, Jake slipped into my bedroom. As soon as he put his hand over my mouth to keep me from screaming, I felt wet.

We’ve been playing together for over a year now, and few have been the nights that we have spent away from each other. Every occasion he has, this perfect man put his hands on my body, making me vibrate. I can only admit it. I hit the jackpot the day I replied to his message.

And to think that it was only a game for me. A way to explore my fantasies. When I joined this BDSM dating app, I just wanted to have a new experience. I never thought I'd love it so much.

I didn't plan that the first man I submitted to would become my official dominant. So that he ends up asking for my hand? I never would have believed this possible. And yet, that’s exactly what is happening to me. A most lustful fairy tale.

I lick my lips longingly. Even though I'm happy to get married, wear the beautiful white dress, and have all my friends around me, I can't help but think about the aftermath. My dominant promised me a memorable wedding night. He's going to do things to me that I have no idea.

And yet, since we've been playing together, the man hasn't stopped pushing my limits, tying me up, punishing me, and even exposing me to the gaze of strangers. How could he do more than that? I don't know, but I can't wait to find out.

In the pit of my stomach, a very recognizable warmth is already beginning to show up, as the images of last night come to mind.

My dominant could have been satisfied with a quick fuck, or a slow and passionate lovemaking, to show me the extent of his adoration for me. But instead, he wanted to celebrate our last night as unmarried people in the most delicious way.

Discreetly, I glance over to the bed he tied me to only a few hours ago, before descending onto my body, nibbling at my skin. My nipples still show the mark of his teeth. I will wear it like a trophy. Today, he’s going to make me totally his.

His ring will be added to the many collars he loves to adorn me with. I'm wearing one right now. Oh sure, for an outside look it would be a simple choker necklace, with that little white velvet ribbon around my throat.

But he and I know very well that on the back of the little chiseled gold medallion are his initials. I’m already his, body and soul. All that remains is to make things official in front of everyone.

Finally, the makeup artist finishes her work and leaves me. Taking advantage of these few moments finally alone, I get up to observe myself in the mirror. My dress perfectly highlights my feminine curves, my imposing chest, and my tight waist.

The cap sleeves fall over my shoulders, giving me a falsely ingenuous look. As for my skirt, it’s split on one leg. I hope my dominant will appreciate this outfit, the perfect mix of angel and demon, as he likes to describe me. But who knows… If he hates it, maybe he'll rip it out of my body even faster.

I can't help but smile at the thought, ignoring the throbbing of my clit, already waking up to my lustful desires. Fortunately, a few knocks on the door snap me out of my daydreaming. It opens, and a man's voice echoes through the room.

“Can I see you, Submissive?”


Chapter 2

I shiver as Michael enters the room. His suit fits him perfectly, showcasing his carefully groomed body. Immediately, images come to mind. Holidays in Italy. His luxurious yacht. My dominant sharing me with him in a hot tub.

And now this attractive man stands before me, in his best man outfit. How can I behave normally when this man has seen everything of me? When I let him play with my body, taking me again and again? How could I erase from my memory the images of this dominant pounding me while my master slipped in my most taboo entrance? It’s simply impossible.

And yet, I clear my throat and offer him a sincere smile, as if none of this ever happened. He approaches me, detailing my body with intensity.

“You make a very pretty bride. Many men will be sorry to see such a woman leave the market. Luckily your future husband is the generous type. We know something about it, you and me.”

I bite my lip at his knowing wink, lowering my gaze as I feel my cheeks flush. This makes the man laugh softly. He approaches me, a package in his hands.

“Your Dominant asked me to bring you a gift. Go ahead, open it.”

Without being asked twice, I grab the box and undo the little satin bow holding it closed. Then I unwrap the neatly wrapped package, eager to see what's inside. My mouth opens in surprise upon discovering the object. Immediately, I raise a confused face to Michael.

“Your dominant would like you to wear this. Of course, you don't have to do anything. If you want, you can have the same boring wedding as all the other brides. But if you want, you can also make things more… fun, shall I say.”

I watch the man for a moment before looking back down at the box. I had expected everything from my dominant. But certainly not a chastity belt. Even less one adorned with a dildo.

I bite my lip, already imagining the feeling of this object inside me. Something must really be wrong with me. I should close this box with a look of shock, throw it in the corner of the room. After all, today is about celebrating our love. We shouldn't taint that with sex.

And yet, I do want to play. After all, that's what makes our relationship strong, right? Power games, submission, discipline. Yes. It’s what defines us, what makes it so beautiful and intense. So how can we refuse to honor this part of us?

I lift the belt, looking at it, puzzled. It would have been much easier to put it on before my dress. But my dominant is not one to make it easy for me.

I turn to Michael as he pulls a new box out of his pocket. This one is small. I can't help but smile, wondering if Jake wants to give me a piece of jewelry. But in the precious box, it’s not a bracelet or a ring that awaits me. No, it’s a jewel of a very different kind.

An anal plug, adorned with a small diamond. I can't help but chuckle at this detail. My fiancé's best man approaches me, a whiff of his intoxicating scent reaching my nostrils. Without ceremony, he hands me a phone.

“How about calling your dominant to thank him?”

I nod enthusiastically, catching the object. It doesn't take more than one ring for my master to pick up. He chuckles as he hears me thank him enthusiastically.

“My pleasure, Doll. It's going to be hard for you to put those things on with your beautiful wedding dress, right? I'm sure Michael will help you, if you ask him nicely.”

Immediately, I feel my cheeks redden. I could never have imagined that a man other than my husband would touch me on my wedding day. And yet, I don't see the slightest objection to it.

“You’re a good girl. It's bad luck that we see each other before the wedding, so we can't film you. You're going to have to tell me everything he does to you. It's understood?”

“Yes Master.”

I answer in a breath. Behind me, Michael is already busy, leaning me over the desk of the room. With more care than I thought he could use, he meticulously lifts the skirts of my dress. I shiver as I feel a trickle of cool air caressing my ass.

“He’s taking my panties off. A white lace thong that I chose especially for you.”

“I'm sure it's very pretty. And now what does he do?”

“He… He slides his fingers on my slit.”

“Are you wet?”

“Yes Master. Since I saw the belt. And hearing your voice only makes it worse.”

The man lets out a satisfied grunt. For long minutes, I continue to describe the movements of his best man. The way his fingers travel over me, covering themselves with my excitement. The expertise of his gestures as he presses down on my clit, making me moan uncontrollably.

The man takes pleasure in making me languish, barely dipping his fingers into me to prepare. It's not enough to open me up completely and help me accommodate the dildo. But I don't think he cares.

My mouth opens wide, and I let out a gasp of surprise as he goes to the next level. My dominant clicks his tongue, probably finding that I've been quiet for too long.

“He…He has a finger in my ass.”

“Oh yeah? Does it feel good?”

I swallow hard, trying to get used to the presence. Oh, this is far from my first time. Anal has become an integral part of my sex life. But I always did that with my dominant.

This is the first time that another man is touching me there. I don't know what to think of it. I had always imagined that this part of me would forever be reserved for my dominant. And yet, the feeling is far from unpleasant. The man behind me obviously knows what he's doing. I yelp as he abruptly slaps my ass.

“Your dominant asked you a question. Answer him.”

“Yes Master. It's good.”

“Good. You better enjoy it. This is the first and last time that a man other than me does this to you. Do you hear, Submissive?”

“Yes! Yes Master, my ass is yours.”

My breathing quickens. I'm more feverish, while the man runs the lubricant between my buttocks. Soon, I feel the plug entering me, tearing me apart deliciously. I can't help daydreaming, already thinking about when my dominant will plunge his cock into that taboo place in my anatomy. I can't wait to be totally his.

But in the meantime, I must get used to something quite unusual. With patience, Michael installs the chastity belt. He has no difficulty getting the dildo inside me, I'm so soaked. Then, he closes the ties on the side, finishing harnessing me.

Slowly, the best man helps me straighten up and readjust my dress. I watch myself in the mirror. I'm glad I didn't choose this super tight wedding dress in the end. Everyone could have seen the extent of my perversion, what I accept from my fiancé.

At least with all these fluffy skirts, my secret is well hidden. I'm going to pass for the ingenuous and respectable bride. Only my dominant and his friend will know that in reality, I’m the biggest slut ever.

I jump as my dominant speaks to his friend through the speakerphone.

“Go ahead Michael, tell me what she looks like.”

“She’s magnificent. But she looks a little stressed to me. I think she needs to relax a bit before the ceremony.”

“I'm sure of it. Do you think you can help her with that?”

“That's what the best man is for, isn't it?”

The two men laugh softly, and I can't help but blush again. To believe that my dominant doesn’t see the irony of the situation. The purpose of a chastity belt is to protect one's property. So, to offer his wife to another man when she wears it? It sounds ridiculous.

But I refrain from commenting. I'm much more interested in knowing what his friend plans to do to help me relax. For the moment, he gives me no indication, preferring to go and settle comfortably in one of the sofas of the room.

I stand watching him, already feeling the excitement flowing from my pussy. My mouth drops open in surprise when I see him pull out a small remote. In a theatrical gesture, he presses it. Immediately, I jump as the dildo begins to move inside me.

Small squeals escape my mouth. I never expected to feel so much pleasure. Especially not after the night that just put my dominant on me. But you have to believe that the emotions of the day cause greater excitement than I had imagined. I shudder as I hear my dominant's voice echo through the room.

“Does she like it?”

“Yeah. She's so sexy when she tries to stop herself from moaning. Very exciting.”

“Look what you're doing, Submissive. You turn my friend on when he must concentrate to be my best man. I think you can do something to help him, right?”

“Everything… Everything you want, Master.”

“Suck him. And be quick to make him come. I don't want you to be late for the ceremony.”

I swallow hard, yet I walk obediently toward Michael. He undoes his belt, already pulling out his taut cock to present it to me as I kneel in front of him. Without even thinking, I place my lips on his tip, engulfing him in my mouth.

I shouldn't do this. I’m about to get married, and this man is not my fiancé. And then, my dress is going to be all crumpled up. Yet, I don’t care. Not when the vibrations inside me quicken, and I get to taste this man again.

Even if he is not as well-hung as my dominant, he’s still impressive. I choke a little taking it deeper. Fortunately, my makeup is waterproof. I can't imagine what state I would be in otherwise. How they would all judge me if they found out what I'm doing with the best man, less than thirty minutes before my wedding is due to start.

I quicken my movements, my fingers digging into the man's thighs. He growls.

“Shit. She’s so fucking good. You’re a lucky bastard.”

“I know. She has the best mouth I've ever had. Go ahead, speed up the vibrations. I want to hear her squeal.”

He barely finishes his sentence when already, the vibrations in me double in intensity. I have to stop for a moment to get used to them. I didn't expect so much enthusiasm. I may be tired from my hot night, but I can't help but be horny like never before.

If I listened to myself, I would beg the man to take that belt off and take me instead. That he pushes his big cock deep inside me. Let him pound me, let him destroy me. That he lines my inner walls with his seed.

My dominant would join us too. To hell with the ceremony. Everyone would be waiting for us, and we wouldn't care. We would be there, indulging in our most animal desires. They would take me front and back, totally submitting me to their cocks, turning me into a little thing without the slightest will of my own.

I accelerate my movements on the cock of the man. Fortunately, he has the presence of mind not to slip his hand through my hair and destroy my sophisticate bun. Instead, his fingernails dig into the armrests of the chair as his hip thrusts grow stronger inside me. At the end of the line, my dominant doesn’t miss a beat.

“You’re going to let my friend fill your mouth. He was a perfect best man. He deserves a reward.”

My mouth is too full to answer. Instead, I speed up my movements, letting the man tap the back of my throat, ripping muffled squeals out of me. A few more moments, and Michael empties deep into my throat in a powerful rattle. I swallow it without hesitation.

Slowly, he comes to his mind, catching my jaw between his fingers. Then he presses the remote again, further accelerating the dildo inside me. I let out a long moan and lower my gaze. But immediately, the man straightens my face, forcing me to look at him.

The thing is incredibly intimate. He wants me to give him my orgasm, to let him see all of me. I'm not sure I'm capable of it. But when the voice of my dominant is heard again, my whole body ignites.

“Go on doll. Come for us. You'll see. It’ll make you feel good.”

I respond with a long moan as my clit throbs harder and harder. Seconds later, my body cracks, and gentle waves of warmth wash over me, pouring through my veins.

I smile, panting softly. Jake was right. I feel much more relaxed now. His best man smiles, helping me up before zipping up his pants. Then he holds out his hand to me.

“Let's go, Submissive. Let's make you an honest woman... Ish. »


Chapter 3

“You are beautiful. My perfect little wife.”

I smile softly, looking up at my dominant. The day passed at an incredible pace. In the blink of an eye, we were married. Now we are holding each other, like any newlywed couple. Yet we are like no other.

Because while everyone can see us dancing, surely admiring the beauty of our couple, there are more shameful things happening inside me. Nobody knows that I have this chastity belt on me, and that my holes are filled with a dildo and a plug. So much the better. I don't think I could resist such humiliation.

At least the vibrations stopped. I can enjoy this day, tenderly cuddled against my dominant. His arms are wrapped around me, supporting me with strength. From time to time, the man slides his lips to my ear, making me shiver.

“I can’t wait to rip that dress off you and fill all your little holes. You'll see, you'll never forget that wedding night.”

I lick my lips, both impatient and restless. Because he told me his plan. He wanted to make sure I was comfortable with this one before putting it into action. Despite my nervousness, I can't help but feel great excitement.

I want to make the most of this evening, and yet I can't wait for it to end so that I can finally spread my legs for my master. I glance discreetly to the side. Michael is there, in his suit, watching us.

I wonder if he already knew my master's plan when he came to see me in my room just now. I'm sure yes. I give him a shy smile before focusing back on my master. He kisses me, before making us leave the dance floor.

Finally, the moment I've been waiting for has arrived. One by one, we thank our guests. I try not to sound too impatient or too nervous. However, I have only one desire, to leave them all there and run to our room.

When we finally manage to escape the crowd, I squeeze my fingers around my dominant's, suddenly nervous. I can't believe this is finally going to happen. And yet, here we are. Our bridal suite.

Obediently, I follow my now husband inside. Immediately, he takes back his role of all-powerful dominant. No more sweet words and tender caresses. A stern look can be read on his face. The one I love so much. I don't know why, but seeing him like this excites me more than anything. I’m ready to surrender myself completely to his hand.

He circles me without saying a word, watching me from every angle. I stay as still as possible, nervously waiting for him to finally touch me.

As if he heard me, he puts his hands on my body, plunging them inside my cleavage to pull out my breasts. I bite my lip, nervously glancing to the side at myself in the mirror.

The man pinches my nipples hard, already making me moan. I can't believe I'm so sensitive. But in his hands, I become a little thing totally controlled by his libido.

I let out a disappointed sigh when he lets go of me, circling me again. In a quick gesture, he undoes the zipper of my dress. It falls heavily to the ground, exposing my naked body. I nervously look at myself in the mirror.

What vision I offer. Completely naked on my heels, barely covered by my chastity belt. I wait patiently, waiting for an order, an indication. But my dominant ignores me, making my embarrassment even stronger.

Nonchalantly, he grabs the piece of cake he has sent up to the bedroom. Then he goes to sit on the sofa. He starts eating, as if I wasn't there. It’s only after a few moments that his voice echoes in the room.

“On your knees.”

He doesn't even bother to look at me, seeming far more interested in his cake. I feel humiliated, and yet I obey the man without hesitation.

“Crawl.”

Immediately, I fall on my hands and hurry to join him. I need to feel him against me. May he be a bulwark to better accept my nudity and my submission.

He spreads his legs and I come to sit between them, as I usually do now. He looks at me with a slight smile. Then he plunges his spoon into the cake, before bringing it close to my face.

“Open your mouth.”

I obey him without the slightest hesitation, welcoming this dose of sugar with pleasure. I’m surely going to need it to face the night he has in store for me.

“This cake is good, isn't it? But I think there's a treat you'd like even more.”

My eyes light up as his free hand reaches for his belt, and I can't help but nod impatiently. This makes the man smile, pulling his member out of his pants.

“You've been driving me crazy all day. Between your moans this morning, and that little dress that hugs your curves… I'm sure they all saw you pretty and innocent. They don't have a clue what a little slut you are. Go ahead. Take me in your mouth.”

I don't need to be asked to obey him. Immediately, I slide it inside me. The tip of the tongue, I play with his slit, collecting a few drops of his excitement flowing there already. The taste is delicious, mixing perfectly with the sugar of the cake he just made me eat.

I still can't believe I married that man. For the rest of my life, I will give these treats to him and him alone. Well, almost.

Immediately, I remember what he has planned for me tonight. I feel slightly nervous at the idea, but refocus on my task. For now, all I have to do is suck my dominant to perfection. The rest doesn't matter.

Carefully, I let my tongue slide into every corner of his beautiful cock, following the lines of his central vein, enjoying the softness of his skin. I keep my eyes fixed on him, watching for any reaction on his impassive face.

His hand slides through my hair. For now, he lets me go at my own pace, absently stroking the back of my head. But soon, his fist clenches, and he makes me go to him with more vigor.

I place my hands on his thighs, digging my fingers into them. As best I can, I try to keep calm despite this huge cock invading my mouth. With each hip movement, he slaps the back of my throat, seeming to sink ever deeper into me.

Strangled sounds escape my body, seeming to give it even more vigor and encouragement. I lose all control. I’m only the receptacle, the thing to be filled. Between my legs, my clit throbs, and I'd give anything for the dildo to turn on inside me and give me the relief I'm desperately waiting for.

But the man doesn't do anything about it, just pounding my mouth, taking possession of it for the first time as my husband. He doesn't even pay attention to me anymore, focusing only on his pleasure.

I watch him with interest, and despite the discomfort of my position, I can't help but feel proud as he unleashes himself completely inside me, coating the back of my throat with long spurts of his seed. Breathless, he pats my cheek before questioning me.

“So, Submissive. Ready to move on? Or do you want a little more time to get ready?”

I bite my lip, considering his question. I suddenly feel nervous. I know what awaits me. And although a part of me wants it to happen, another, more feverish part takes hold of me. What if I can't? What if I wasn't up to it? If it was too hard, if it hurt? What if, what if...

Nervousness takes hold of my body without my being able to do anything about it, or respond to the man. Luckily, he seems to notice. His fingers land on my jaw and he makes me look at him. I calm down when his gaze meets mine.

“There is no obligation. We can just stay you and me, as usual. It will be fine too.”

“No, I want to. I'm just a little nervous.”

“How about I help you relax?”

To accompany these words, he pats his thigh. I smile, immediately understanding what he means. Most normal people would be horrified at the thought of being spanked in bed. And many would not understand how it could relax me.

And yet, it is. I can't explain it, but as soon as my master gives me one of those spankings he has the secret to, I relax, anchoring myself in the present moment and forgetting everything else.

So, it’s without the slightest hesitation that I climb on his thigh, lying on him to present him my ass. Without bothering to undo my chastity belt, the man begins to take care of me.

He takes it easy, stroking my ass first, making me sigh with relief. Then, he begins to massage them with more force. I bite my lip, trying to forget my nervousness and just focus on his movements.

I almost moan in relief when finally, his first slap lands on my ass. The pain is intense, radiating throughout my body. Yet, I have only one desire: that he start again immediately.

Luckily, I don't have to beg him for that to happen. With the same force, the man attacks my opposite ass cheek, snatching a long moan from me. He starts again and again, alternating between each of my cheeks. Sometimes he flirts with the top of my thighs, just to give me a little more sensation.

“You like it, huh?”

“Yes Master. Thank you, Thank you!”

“What a little slut. What am I going to do with a wife like you? But I'm not worried. I'm sure I'll be able to make you docile. The perfect little submissive.”

I bite my lip. My whole body is on fire. The pain is intense. However, there is no question for me to give up. I'm not going to say my safe word or beg him to spare me.

If he wants to spank me for the rest of the night, then I'll let him. The feeling is way too good to pass up. And too bad if that means I'll have trouble sitting down tomorrow morning. I know it will be worth it.

Still, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief when, finally, the blows stop, replaced by gentle caresses. Not a word is spoken between us as the man scours my ass, comforting me with the warmth of his hands.

I feel much more relaxed now. Even if a part of me is worried about what will happen next, it’s largely overpowered by my desire to discover this new game that my dominant wants to indulge in.

For the moment, I appreciate this moment of calm, this sweetness that it offers me. I’m there, naked on top of him while he is still dressed. I’m totally open and vulnerable. And yet, I feel incredibly good. Confident and safe. Like every time we play together.

With delicacy, he lowers me to the ground before getting up. Then, with a click of his tongue, he encourages me to follow him. I crawl beside him, not asking myself a single question as he hoists me onto the bed.

Gently, he presses his lips to mine, giving me one last comforting kiss before moving on. Patiently, I wait for him to go get the toys he has concocted for tonight.

It starts with a blindfold that he slips over my eyes. I can't see anything at all. I rely on him to watch everything that will happen in the room. I know I can trust him.

He turns me over, putting me on all fours on the bed. Then he presses my upper body down. My ass is in the air as my face is buried in the soft sheets. Without violence, he crosses my wrists behind my back before attaching them with a pair of handcuffs.

Finally, he takes care of my legs. I don't need to see it to know what's hanging around my ankles. Handcuffs connected to a long metal bar. Thus positioned, I can only keep my legs wide open, inviting anyone passing by to see around me.

I lick my lips nervously, yet I feel hornier than ever. I can't wait for him to take off my chastity belt and finally dive inside me. But I know it. This is not part of his immediate plan.

His hand slides delicately down my back as he approaches my face. His warm breath caresses my skin as he announces.

“That's it. You’re ready. It's time to welcome my friends.”


Chapter 4

I focus on my breathing as I hear the door open. Immediately, male voices echo through the room. With this blindfold, impossible for me to know how many there are. At least three, that's for sure. And perhaps many more than that.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I can't believe we're actually going to do this. A gang bang, for real. And on our wedding day. Many would be shocked by such an idea.

But me, I'm horny as ever, ready to spread my legs for these men, whoever they are. Something is seriously wrong with me. But I don't care. Because I found the man to share these crazy ideas with.

I concentrate on my breathing as I feel them all approaching. The atmosphere in the room changes completely. It’s filled with pheromones, setting my nerves even more on edge, if that's possible.

Soon, the men begin to comment on what they see. My cheeks burn so much they are red. The men don't hold back, complimenting the curve of my ass, making gritty comments about my handcuffs, already noticing what a little slut the bride is.

I’m dying of shame. To think that all these people were sitting during the ceremony earlier. They saw us pledging respect and loyalty. Did they already know what my dominant had planned for us tonight? Were they all staring at me, imagining what was under my wedding dress?

I don’t know. All I know is that I'm grateful to have this blindfold over my eyes. How could I have come across one of these men in the future, knowing what he had done to me? No, that would have been impossible. This way, it’ll be much easier to pretend that none of this has happened. Like an erotic dream shared but never confessed.

I shiver as a hand lands on my ass. That of my dominant.

“My friends, thank you all for coming to celebrate this moment with us today. Now, we have one more ritual to complete to be fully married. The wedding night. As it was done in the past, we need witnesses. So, what do you think? Are you ready to see what’s hidden under this belt?”

Immediately, enthusiastic cries greet his proposal. I’m unable to say how many voices answered. Four? More? I don't think I will ever know. But that thought soon vanishes as my dominant puts his hands on the belt.

He takes his time, probably for theatrical effect. I lick my lips, shivering as I feel the cold air caressing my pussy again. There’s no possible doubt. I’m completely soaked.

How could it have been otherwise, with all the treatment inflicted by my dominant? And yet, I can't help but blush when I hear men commenting on the state of my pussy.

I feel overwhelmed with intense humiliation. I bury my head against the mattress, a pathetic and futile attempt to escape the lustful gaze of these men. It amuses them, and immediately, I get a light slap on the ass.

I straighten up without waiting, too afraid to upset my dominant. So, I stand there, listening to them comment on my body, on my little hole filled with a plug. It seems to amuse them. And my dominant only adds to it.

“Yes, she loves anal. She’s really insatiable on that side. Right, Submissive?”

I bite my lip, shame twisting my stomach. Yet, I know it. My dominant won’t be satisfied with my silence. So, swallowing my pride, I answer him.

“Yes Master. I love that.”

Fat chuckles are heard in the room. They like it, apparently. My dominant laughs in turn, before stroking my ass.

“Well, it's time to show them then.”

I gasp in surprise as he removes my plug. I certainly hadn't expected him to start the session like this. And yet, here he is, spreading my ass, showing everyone the enlargement caused by his toy.

Then he drips some lube into my little hole, before sticking his finger in there. I can't hold back a moan, making the men around us laugh again. My humiliation is intense, and yet I must hold on.

I must be strong. My dominant trusts me to be a good submissive. I must prove to him that he was right to choose me as his wife. Nothing would make me prouder and happier than that.

So, I try to relax as his finger goes deeper and deeper into me. I feel like it completely overwhelms me. Yet, it’s nothing. A few seconds later, a second finger invites itself into me, making its way into my hole so fine and delicate.

I can't help but sigh softly as the man begins to scissor inside me, preparing me more and more for the arrival of his cock. The others continue with their degrading comments.

Some say they want to find someone like me, and that fills me with pride. I who knew nothing about BDSM and sex before meeting my master, I have now become the object of lust and compliments.

My grunts grow louder as my man plunges his fingers into me, moving them back and forth with rapidity. I'm almost disappointed when he takes them off. Patiently, I wait for the rest, unable to know what my master has in mind.

My breath catches as I feel the mattress sag around me. He just joined me on the bed, there is no doubt about it. I tense as I feel lube running between my ass again.

“Gentlemen, learn from it. That’s what a good little submissive looks like. Don't marry any that can't take you like that.”

All the air escapes my lungs as he presses his tip hard against my crenelated entrance. He may have prepared me, but I can feel him passing. I don't know if it's because he has spectators, but it seems to me that he is going much stronger than usual.

Behind my back, I dig my fingernails into the palms of my hands. The room fell silent around us, as if to better observe my dominant diving into my most taboo entrance.

I feel like his cock is so big it never ends. He fills me, and by this simple gesture, takes possession of my whole soul. There is nothing I can do but focus on my breathing.

Despite the discomfort, I don't want it to end. I want him to keep tearing me apart, making me his little bitch. Too bad if I must spend the rest of my life looking like a slut to his friends. Even better.

Forever, they will keep this image of me, docile and sexy. The perfect woman who will never be theirs. I can't help but smile at the idea. Because even if my dominant wants to share me with the whole world, he alone truly owns me. I am his, and he can do with me what he wants.

I breathe a long sigh of relief when, finally, his hips hit my ass. That's it. He’s totally in me now. He bends over my body, gripping my hair forcefully to force me to arch my back a little more.

In this position, I feel everything more intensely as he begins long back and forth. If others make comments about my position or my body, I don't hear them. There is only my dominant and his delicious thrusts.

All my energy serves me to concentrate on his movements, to better accommodate them. I am his, totally. I moan louder and louder. I can't explain why being taken this way feels as good to me as the normal way.

So, when he starts slipping his hand between my legs to press my clit, I can't control myself anymore. Long moans escape my throat, making the men around me react.

A few whistles are heard, making me blush as much as they encourage me to continue. My dominant is going faster and faster, sparing me nothing. I moan loudly, all my senses on alert as the heat in the pit of my stomach grows stronger.

“Go ahead. Come on my cock. I know you're dying to. Show them what a good little slut you are for your master.”

I moan louder at those words, totally intoxicated by his encouragement. I bite my lip. I can’t stand it anymore. So, with his permission, I totally let myself go. In a long moan, I come, my whole body shaking from my orgasm as he continues to pound me hard.

I feel like this moment lasts for hours, and that I’d be ready to come again, if he were to continue like this. But suddenly, my dominant freezes, emptying in long streams in me.

I try to catch my breath as the man triumphantly pulls out, spreading my ass apart to show them all his seed dripping from my most taboo entrance. My cheeks are red with shame.

In this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy that is displayed with pride. I’m totally naked and vulnerable. All these men know what I am, what I am capable of. My darkest secrets revealed before their astonished eyes.

I’m dying of shame, and yet, if I had to do it again, I would do it without hesitation. Under the hand of my Master, there is nothing I fear. And that's good. Because who knows what he has in store for me now?

There is silence in the room as my dominant repositions a large plug inside me, barring access.

“This little hole is mine. No one else has the right to touch it. Now, for the rest, have fun. This is an opportunity that will not come again. So, enjoy it.”

I shiver hearing those words. Things are really going to start now. I hope I meet their expectations. But as my dominant reminder to all, I have a safe word, and everyone will have to respect it and leave the room if I were to pronounce it. So, I breathe deeply, preparing myself for what comes next.

For a few moments, there is perfect silence in the room. Nobody moves, nobody speaks. As if they were deciding on a battle plan without daring to put it into action. Then, someone finally moves.

A hand slides over my body, making me shiver. It goes up on my skin, before landing on my ass. I squeal as an unexpected slap lands on me. This makes some of them chuckle, who in turn approach my body.

Hands rest on me, with more or less delicacy. Some touch my thighs, while another attacks my breasts. He begins by massaging them, as if he wanted to discover their softness and density. Then he grabs one of my nipples. I squeal as he pinches it hard. The feeling is far from unpleasant. I even end up moaning, as another hand grabs my opposite nipple.

I shouldn't be so reactive, especially since I've already come several times today. And yet, I can't control it. My body is in control. And my breasts as always are hypersensitive. The slightest caress is enough to make me soak like never before.

My breathing quickens as I feel the mattress sag in front of me. A man has just joined me there. No need to be a genius to understand what he intends to do with me, thus installed. A hand goes through my hair to lift me up. Soon, I find myself with my face against a man's cock.

I don't know who he is. It could be any of our wedding guests. A childhood friend or a colleague. And here I am, opening my mouth to let him sneak in his tense member.

Despite the shame and questioning, I let my tongue curl around him, discovering his salty taste. With my hands tied behind my back and my butt in the air, it's hard for me to have a good balance.

Fortunately, the man takes care of my movements. Using my hair as a balance, he rocks me back and forth along his length, letting out satisfied grunts here and there.

The other men don’t stay behind. While this one uses my mouth, others continue to caress me. Fingers even sneak into me, coming and going without the slightest delicacy in my soaked pussy.

They make it clear to me. At this moment, I’m nothing more than a toy, a piece of meat made available to them to relieve themselves of their most salacious impulses. I should refuse such degradation. And yet, I cannot. I let myself be done of my own free will, even moaning under their not-very-tender and delicate gestures.

Finally, one of them goes ahead, climbing on the bed behind me to join me. Impatient, the man is already pushing his cock against me, sinking with an almost ridiculous satisfied gasp. He grabs my hips with both hands and starts pounding me. I moan against the cock in my mouth, trying to get used to the onslaught on either side of my body.

Soon, the first man is coming into my mouth, holding my jaw tightly shut to force me to swallow him. Then, another takes his place, while the man behind me speeds up, pushing harder and further into me, throwing me on the other's cock with incredible power.

I chain men. I don't know how many of them are passing over me, swapping places to better get back to where they were before, as if they were treading on testing everything about me before deciding what they prefer.

I welcome them indifferently, letting them use me as they please. I’m here for this. And then, I am not left out. Because even if they use me, they don’t forget my pleasure. They touch my breasts, pinch my clit, have fun making me climb very high without ever letting me come. I think I could beg them, if my mouth wasn't so busy with their delicious cocks.

I never thought I would have so much fun doing this. This is a fantasy that I discovered with my dominant. He had already shared me with Michael, so why not with others? And now my dream has come true.

I don't know how long it's been since we started this little game. Men are falling away from me. That's it? It's already over? I was ready for a little more. Especially since I haven't come yet. I would hate for it to end like this.

But before I have time to worry anymore, I feel a hand run over my body, and a very recognizable voice slip into my ear.

“I think it's time for a game, you and me, Doll. Do you remember what we did on the boat with Michael? How about we do it again to show others what you're really capable of?”

“Yes, Master!”

I respond with an enthusiasm that makes him laugh softly. He caresses my face before pulling back. After a few moments without being touched, I find myself lifted and manipulated without my being able to do anything about it.

They take away the bar that held my legs apart. Then, I feel a man coming in front of me. Michael. In a few moments, I find myself sitting on him, his cock proudly erected between our two bodies.

“Glad to find you back, Submissive.”

I can't help but smile when I hear those words said to me. I must admit that I too am happy to find someone familiar to me. Besides, it would be a lie to say that I didn't enjoy sleeping with him the last time. Even though he's not as good as my dominant, he's still an incredibly gifted man.

So, I eagerly slide onto his cock, already moaning as he drives deep inside me. The man places his hands on my hips, rocking me back and forth slowly on his cock.

Moments later, I shiver as I feel my dominant join us. He caresses me distractedly, before slipping his hand between my buttocks. With an expert gesture, he removes the plug. Then he positions himself behind me, his chest to my back. I shiver as his mouth slips into my ear.

“Are you ready, Doll?”

Enthusiastically, I nod, causing the two dominants to laugh softly. While Michael keeps my hips still, Jake resumes his dive into me. Even though I had him there earlier, I have to concentrate to welcome him, the other's cock making access more difficult.

However, my dominant succeeds, by dint of patience and caress. Inch by inch, he burrows deep into my body. I drop my head back, resting it on his shoulder as slowly he begins to move his hips, visiting my tight entrance.

I still can't believe I'm capable of such a thing. That my body can open up in this way for these two men, as if it had been created for this.

In turn, Michael begins to move inside me. It's slow, delicate. Like a dance that would have been painstakingly choreographed and rehearsed for hours. Their patience and expertise stand out with the erratic and abrupt movements of other men before. Yes. The two dominants are giving them a good lesson. And I’m the lucky guinea pig.

As best I can, I roll my hips in rhythm, trying to give us all more sensations. The two men encourage me with compliments and caresses. I forget everything else, focusing only on them. I think it's even better than last time.

I moan louder and louder, encouraged by that hand that slipped between my legs, expertly pressing my clit. As best they can, the two men speed up, filling me at an impossible pace.

Long screams come out of my mouth now, as they’re pounding me. The hand between my legs is no exception. I don't know how it can be this good. It's too much pleasure for one person. And yet, the heat that invades me doesn’t seem to want to stop.

I'm screaming out loud now. And suddenly, the dam breaks. Without even being able to ask permission from my dominant, I see myself devastated by a powerful orgasm. It's a hot and intoxicating wave that runs through my body, destroying everything in its path.

I nearly convulse, my limbs tensing and relaxing at an insane rate. I contract so hard around them that, soon, the two men follow me in the orgasm, releasing each in turn deep inside me.

I'm just a lifeless doll when they retire. My dominant hugs me tightly, caressing me tenderly as he whispers compliments in my ear. He had sworn to give me a wedding night that I would never forget.

He certainly did not break his promise.


Chapter 5

“After you, Doll.”

With a big smile on my face, I grab the hand that my dominant is offering me. My husband. How weird to say that. Here I am, married to the most extraordinary man there is.

Jake is perfect in every way. A caring lover who always cares about my well-being, both in bed and in everyday life. A man who pushes me to surpass myself, to explore my limits. To throw myself headlong into the craziest adventures.

Yes. Even in my wildest dreams, I could not have imagined marrying such a man.

Licking my lips, I can't help but glance discreetly at the suitcase my husband is holding. He didn't let me see what he was putting in it. Oh, there must be more than a bathing suit in that suitcase, I'm sure of it.

Who knows what perverted games he plans to put me through on our honeymoon? I can already imagine myself in our luxurious Caribbean villa, sipping a fruit cocktail while admiring the sea.

We are going to be on a paradise island. And yet, in a corner of my mind, I'm already ready to see nothing of it. Not that the idea bothers me, quite the contrary. Because if it comes true, it will mean that I’m tied to a huge bed, legs spread for my dominant to use me as he pleases.

I lick my lips, already imagining myself doing it. Considering the wedding night he has just given me, I can only hope for a torrid honeymoon. In our private cocoon, we will be able to indulge our darkest desires. As a prelude for the rest of our life.

I shiver as my dominant places his hand on my lower back, guiding me to the car to take us to the airport. After what I did last night, I shouldn't get so fired up. It's already a miracle that I can walk.

And yet, it seems stronger than me. No matter how hard he fucks me, my body never seems to get enough. It's better this way. Many couples end up divorcing because they don't want each other anymore. I know that will never be our case.

Especially when my dominant leans towards me as the car pulls away, ignoring the presence of the driver in the front, barely concealed by a divider.

“Give me your panties, Submissive. I think it’s high time for our honeymoon to begin.”

- 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?

Filthy Training
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica
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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.

◆◆◆

Blind Submission


Emily's Colter First Novella
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I am his. Body and soul.

And yet, I don't even know his face.

I've always been a good girl, doing everything right. But when I arrive in this new city, alone and bored to death, I can't resist the call of vice.

I never thought that signing up on a BDSM dating app would have such consequences. I just wanted to have fun, pass the time. But now…

I find myself in the hands of the most dominant man I have ever met.

It doesn't matter that he requires me to wear a blindfold, depriving me of his identity. How can that matter when he’s turning my fantasies into reality?

In a hotel room or at the opera, in a bed or behind a webcam, there is no place where I do not let this dominant use me. And if he wants to tie me up and use toys on me, I'm definitely not going to stop him.

Deprived of my sight, I have no choice but to surrender to blind submission.
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