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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 -


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?

Servicing my Dominant


Read the whole series, in just one book!

[image: ]

“Oh, Doll... When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your name.”

All I wanted was to explore my darkest desires. A one-night stand, with a dominant met on a BDSM website. I had no idea how far this dirty encounter with this older man would take me... Or how much pleasure I’d get from hurting so bad.

Pain or humiliation, I’ll stop at nothing to become his perfect Submissive.

Every time we meet, he pushes me further. Whether he ties me up with handcuffs or ropes doesn't matter, as long as he makes me submit to him. Under his hand, the spankings are delicious. My body belongs to him. Even in the most vulnerable of positions, I don't say my safe word.

And if he wants to share me with his dominant friends, I will totally open myself to them.

You prefer short format? Here is part 1: Initiated by my Dominant and part 3 in the series: Humiliated by my Dominant


◆◆◆

Totally Submissive
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My whole body is shaking. I don't even know if I'm screaming in pain or in pleasure. Only one thing’s for sure: I’m ready to do anything to please my DOMINANT.

It doesn't take much to turn a grown woman into a desperate little thing. Some ropes, a good spanking… And an experienced man to submit to.

Gone are the vanilla women. These submissives are going to dive into the world of BDSM. Whether he’s their husband, boss, or stranger, they will submit to the law of their dominant. And if they misbehave, they’ll have to face the crops and paddles.

No matter how intense their punishment… They will beg for more.

Despite the deep humiliation, they’re going to accept everything without ever saying their safe word. Their whole body will be open to the most perverse ideas of their dominant. Even if it means being tied with spread legs and offered to several men.

Under the hands of these experienced dominants, they no longer have any limits. They are Totally Submissive.

◆◆◆

Used at the Office
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I HATE him. And yet, I want only one thing… To kneel and call him Master.

I don't know how this happened. Benjamin has always been my enemy. The man to beat. And yet that night, in the bathroom of our office, he gave me more pleasure than any man I’d known before him.

I should have been alone in the office today. But he invited himself, torturing me with his annoying but mesmerizing presence. Every time I see him, I fantasize about his hands on my hips, his mouth on my skin.

I knew he was gifted. But I didn't know he was also a DOMINANT.

I thought we'd do it quickly on his desk. Not that he would bend me over his lap to spank me. I’ve never been so ashamed. I should rebel. But deep inside me, a voice orders me to obey him. To submit.

In the office or in a luxurious hotel room, I let him do what he wants with me. He can tie me with his belt, submit me to his darkest desires. I just want one thing: to have him inside me. Anywhere inside me.

I’ve always been a strong and independent woman. Now, I’m the submissive plaything of my worst enemy.
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