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Chapter 1

Come on Ashley, you can do it.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to control my emotions. I don't really know how I feel, sitting on the luxurious couch in Daniel's reception room. Nervousness, for sure. But also excitement to finally find myself face to face with the object of all my fantasies.

I must have been here for twenty minutes, exchanging banalities as a good neighbor with him. Every time his green eyes look into mine, my breath stops, and my stomach twists.

I can't help but imagine myself already in his bed, my body writhing in pleasure under his, his mouth whispering compliments in my ear between passionate kisses. I want this man. And I know he wants me too.

Since I've been there, he hasn't stopped letting his eyes run over my body, observing my breasts, my legs highlighted by a pair of heels and a skirt that is far too short. I put all my chances on my side, showing my assets. The last time he saw me, I was a clumsy high school girl. Now I'm a desirable twenty-two-year-old who knows what she wants: him.

Daniel, forty years old, successful businessman with a perfect body. With a devastating smile. With unfailing charisma. Every woman in the neighborhood dreams of him, me the first. I've fantasized about him for years. I don't think I even ever wanted anyone else. And today, I will do everything to turn this dream into reality.

I jump as his voice suddenly gets deeper.

“How about you tell me why you're really here? Don’t bullshit me, I've been in business for a long time. I know how to read people's reactions. And you... It's clear you want something.”

I take a deep breath. Come on, now is the time. I can’t chicken out now. I have to tell him. Unless... I could always pretend I want an internship with his company. After all, I’m studying business, it would make sense.

But I don't think that's the right solution. It's the only chance I'll ever have. It's up to me to seize it, even if it scares me. But what if he pushes me away? I would be humiliated forever. He chuckles softly, cutting off my thoughts.

“Well, did you lose your tongue?”

“I… I heard you’re looking for a companion.”

“That's right. Is that why you came to see me? Do you have someone to suggest me, a sexy aunt maybe?”

“No. Me.”

The man remains dumbfounded for a few moments, as if wondering if he really heard me correctly. Then he laughs softly, scratching his temple.

“You, become my companion? I'm not sure you realize what you're saying.”

“Of course I am! I'm young, but I know what I want. I'm smart and I know how to hold a conversation. Besides, I'm rather pretty, you said it so earlier.”

“Okay, but that's not all.”

“What else do you need? You and I get on well, you can’t deny it.”

“I have a very particular lifestyle, Ashley. I don't think you'll fit in.”

“What lifestyle? The beautiful house, the trips, the good restaurants? I think I could handle it. I know you work a lot, but it'll only make it more exciting when we are together.”

The man lets out a mocking sound before getting up. The atmosphere of the room changes completely. I can't help but shudder as he approaches me. Within moments, the expression on his face changed from that of Daniel, the affable neighbor I like to laugh with, to a completely different man. One that I don't recognize.

His expression is stern, dominating. His gait is both slow and confident as he takes the few steps between us. I swallow when his hand lands on my cheek, stroking it gently.

“Ashley. You really have no idea what's going on here, do you? The woman I need will have everything you just described. But I’m a man with certain needs. I really don't think you can be the one to fulfill them.”

“I'm sure I am. You could teach me.”

“It's not something you can learn. It’s something you need to have in you.”

“How do you know I don't have it, if we don't try?”

“Would you really be willing to try? To let me do absolutely whatever I want with you? To surrender fully to my authority, no matter what I ask of you?”

I swallow with difficulty. It sounds intense. I have never heard anything like it. And I'm not really sure I understand concretely what he wants to do with me. All I know is that those words, spoken in that deep, sexy voice, had their effect on my body.

I feel it, between my thighs, I’m getting wet. So, listening only to my animal instinct, I nod, my eyes boring into those of my interlocutor. I hold his gaze, not wanting him to notice the nervousness twisting my stomach. I want him to forget his doubts about me, to see only the strong and confident woman.

For a few moments, he says nothing, remaining perfectly stoic. Maybe he's looking for a way to get rid of me? I feel like this silence lasts for hours. Finally, his voice is heard.

“Alright Ashley. I'm ready to give you your chance. Every Saturday, you will come to me at 3 pm sharp. For 24 hours, you will be totally mine. I can do what I want with you and your body. In a month, I will make my decision. Is that clear?”

Thoughts race through my head. Thousands of questions assail me, but I don't want to take the risk of making him regret his choice. So, putting on my most serious air, I answer him confidently.

“Very clear. When do we begin?”

“Now.”


Chapter 2

A shiver runs through me as he takes my hand to guide me. I can already imagine him leading me to his bedroom, where he will make me love with passion. But no sooner are we in the middle of the living room than he stops and lets go of my hand.

Without saying a word, he begins to circle around me, observing me from every angle. Then he goes to sit in a velvet armchair a few feet from me. The wait drives me crazy, and I don't really understand what he expects of me. I fidget a little, embarrassed by the situation. But as I'm about to ask him what I should do, his voice cracks in the air.

“Take off your clothes.”

I remain speechless for long seconds, wondering if I really understood what he just asked me. He clicks his tongue, visibly annoyed that it takes me so long.

“Well, I'm waiting. I think I was clear.”

I mumble an excuse before unzipping my dress. Then, slowly, I drop the piece of fabric at my feet. My cheeks are flushed with shame as his eyes are locked on my bra, waiting impatiently for me to finally reveal what’s underneath.

I can't believe it's happening like this. How many times have I imagined finding myself naked in front of him? Hundreds? Thousands? Not once have I imagined such a scenario. I would have liked him to do this, undressing me slowly like a precious gift. But if he prefers to look at me from a distance while I offer him my most intimate parts... I don't really see what I can do about it.

His eyes stay fixed on my now naked breasts. He licks his lower lip in a sexy gesture, almost making me forget what I’m doing.

“I always knew you had great tits. Turn around now, and lower your thong slowly.”

I nod my head before doing so. I focus on my gestures to forget the improbable situation in which I find myself. If I were to think too much, no doubt I would run away, ashamed of having done this.

A shiver runs through me as I find myself naked, right in the middle of his living room bathed in light. It’s even more difficult to bear when he says nothing. I turn my back on him, I can’t see what expression he has on his face. All I know is that he's watching me. I perfectly feel his burning gaze on my curves. When he asks me to turn around, I dare not look up at him, just listening.

“This is how it's going to be. As soon as you walk through the front door, you undress. When you are here, you are forbidden to wear any clothes, except for the leather collar that I will provide you. When it’s around your neck, this collar is the mark of my possession on your body. From then on, you no longer call me Daniel. But Master, or Sir. Is that understood?”

I nod slowly, trying to take in what he's saying. Never have I heard anything like it. It all seems surreal to me. And yet, I know I am not dreaming. It's really happening.

I hold my breath as I feel him approach me. Slowly, he circles around me, watching me as if trying to memorize my every curve. He finally stops, a smirk tugging his lips as he notices my intimacy that I shaved completely for him.

Then he bends down, grabbing my panties between his fingers. A smirk forms on his lips when he realizes how soaked they are. I blush violently as he brings the piece of fabric to his nose, smelling it without the slightest embarrassment.

I look down, embarrassed to see him do that. Firmly, he grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him. I'm shivering. That's not really how I imagined his first touch on me.

“Ashley, if you can't take this, there's no point in us continuing. What I plan to do to you is much more taboo than that. Are you sure you want to keep going?”

Slowly, I nod my head. He’s right. I have to do better than this. He slips the piece of cloth into his pocket before resuming his observation, his eyes seeming to be particularly interested in my breasts and their taut tips.

“I'll be honest with you Ashley, I like what I see, and I intend to use your body in every way possible. I'm going to push you to your limits, to make you discover things you didn't even suspect. But I am not a bully. If something goes wrong, you say red, and I will stop what I’m doing immediately. Is that clear?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, who?”

I shudder at his authoritative tone. We've barely started, and I'm already making mistakes. I stammer, nervously trying to catch myself.

“Yes, Master.”

He gives me a slight nod of approval. Then, he leaves me again and goes back to sit in his chair. We remain thus a long moment to look at each other, silent. Despite my nervousness, I do my best to stay perfectly still.

My whole body tenses up as I see him take out his phone. Without saying a word, he turns it towards me. He’s taking pictures, no doubt about it. I wonder how many other women he has photographed naked in the middle of his living room. It's none of my business, yet I can't help but ask.

“Do you... Do you have many candidates like me?”

“I don't think I allowed you to speak, Ashley.”

I look down, embarrassed that I dared to question him. I feel like I'm just making one mistake after another. At this rate, he won't even ask me back next week. I bite my lip nervously, waiting to see what he'll ask me next. It doesn't take long for his voice to echo around the room again.

“Touch yourself.”

For a moment, I remain speechless, trying to register this new command. This is all so different from what I had imagined. I never thought he would want to watch me touch myself. It's such an intimate gesture, so personal. But I comply anyway.

Gently, I slide my hands up my neck, trying to be as sensual as possible. Without hurrying, I reach my breasts, starting to touch them, to pinch my sensitive tips. I let out a small sigh and close my eyes, letting my hands go further south, between my legs.

Slowly, I part my lower lips, shivering slightly as I feel the air caress my clit. Trying to forget the strange position I'm in, I begin to touch myself as if I were alone in my room, thinking about him. I can't believe he's really there, just a few feet away from me, reveling in my every move. I hope he's enjoying the show.

I let my hand go down a little more, playing with my entrance already beading with excitement. But before I can plunge my fingers inside, Daniel asks me to stop, standing up again to approach me.

I can't help but tense up as he looms over me. Gently, he grabs my hand, plunging my fingers into his mouth as he stares at me with his intense gaze. It’s without a doubt the most erotic gesture I have ever experienced. I feel myself melting at being treated like this.

But before I can fully relax, Daniel places his hand on my ass, ostentatiously sliding his fingers closer to my forbidden entrance. Soon, he doesn't hesitate anymore, spreading my buttocks for good and starting to turn his thumb around my ribbed hole. I swallow with difficulty, now completely tense from being in this position.

“Tell me, have you ever had anyone here?”

“No, Master.”

I bite my lip. The truth is… This is the first time I've been completely naked in front of a man. As for this part of my body... I never even thought of playing with it. Is it something that everyone does without me knowing?

I try not to show my embarrassment. He already sees me as a kid, as someone not up to being a worthy partner. If he knew I’m a virgin, he would probably throw me out the door without giving me time to get dressed. So I don't say anything, I grit my teeth. Fake it until you make it, right?

“It's perfect. Before the end of the day, this little hole will be mine.”

My eyes widen as his finger digs into me. I can't believe the first time a man puts a part of his body inside me, it's there. Despite the gasps of surprise I let out, Daniel doesn't seem to notice my embarrassment, continuing to move his thumb lightly back and forth.

“You know who gets fucked in the ass? Sluts and bad girls. And you, Ashley, you’re both. Showing up like this, uninvited, to spread your legs for a man older than you. I'll have to teach you discipline, it seems. Don’t move. I’m going to fetch what I need. »

Long minutes pass. Now that I'm alone, I feel more vulnerable than ever. How could it be otherwise, when I am naked, right in the middle of the living room of a man I have known forever, while this one has gone to seek God knows what to inflict on me a sexual game I know nothing about.

I should take my dress, get dressed and bugger off. If only out of pride. I am an adult. I shouldn't let myself be led like this. Yet, I'm not moving. Not out of fear. I suspect he wants to scare me, so that I leave as soon as possible and leave him alone in his quest for the perfect woman.

No, if I don't move, it's out of curiosity. I absolutely want to find out what he’s going to do to me. It doesn't matter if it's scary, or if it hurts. When he called me a slut, a bad girl, it triggered a funny reaction in me.

It turned me on to be treated in such a degrading way, without my understanding why. But it also created this funny desire in me. That of doing everything to make him change his mind. All I want now is for him to call me his good girl.

Daniel finally makes his way back into the room. In his hands, he holds a small conical object that I don't recognize right away, and what looks like a tube of liquid product. I blush violently when I understand what he intends to do with these objects.

My breathing quickens and I look away as he comes closer to me. Without even looking at me or giving me an explanation, he generously coats the object with lubricant. Then he brings it to my buttocks, one of his hands holding them apart. Immediately, I tense up. He clicks his tongue.

“You're going to have to relax, otherwise it will really hurt. You have to get used to having something there. Believe me, I’m bigger than that.”

I bite my lip and nod my head slowly. I saw him in a bath suit. I know what he has in his pants is way more impressive than that little butt plug. I take a deep breath as the object begins to creep into me.

Daniel wraps his free arm around my stomach, helping to hold me still. Instinctively, I put my hand over his, my fingers clinging to his skin like a buoy. Maybe I should have asked his permission first. If so, he says nothing, letting me dig my nails into his arm.

Miraculously, the small object completely sinks into me without much difficulty. For a few moments, we remain motionless. It reassures me to see that he is not a pure sadist. He has enough pity for me to have the leniency to let me get used to these treatments before imposing more on me.

However, his patience has limits. Without a word being exchanged, we head back to the sofa. He sits down while I remain standing, wanting to prove to him that I have understood that he is the one who must decide on my every move.

With measured gestures, he grabs my arm to tilt me on his knees. I find myself doubled over, ass in the air, facing him. Slowly, he begins to caress my ass, stopping occasionally to play with the plug.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of relief. Finally, I have his hands on my body. But this relief is short-lived. A cry of surprise escapes me as one of his hands forcefully smacks my bottom. I really hadn't expected that. The pain is throbbing as a second slap echoes through the room. He lets out a small approving sound while caressing my ass absently.

“I need you to understand your place. And for that, I need to punish you. I'm going to give you ten slaps like the ones you just received. You'll accept them without complaining, and when it's all over, you'll say thank you for taking the time for a slut like you.”

He gives me time neither to answer nor to protest. His hand is already crushing against my ass. I purse my lips. Nine blows left. I should be able to get out of this. I must. Now that we've come this far, there's no way I'm going home without losing my virginity to this man. Even if it means having to lose all of them.

The blows begin to rain down one after the other, at such a rate that I have trouble knowing how many are left. My breathing is getting faster and faster. My head is spinning from being suspended in the void like this. I feel faint, but my buttocks have become numb from this muscular treatment. Still, I hold on, managing not to moan or complain.

I sigh as Daniel gently massages my ass, congratulating me in a low voice for holding up so well. I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. Maybe there is hope. Maybe he will want to continue. Keep me all night. Allow me to come back next week. And maybe even more.

But if I want that to happen, I have to make sure I play the game right. Despite my erratic breathing and my awkward position, I manage to mumble the words he asked me earlier.

“Thank you Master.”


Chapter 3

Absentmindedly, I sway from one foot to another, waiting for Daniel to finally pay attention to me. We've been in his office for a few minutes now. He took me there without saying a word, without explaining to me what we are going to do.

It must surely be part of the game. Another way for him to show who is really in charge. I freeze as he pulls his eyes away from his screen, turning his chair in my direction.

“As you know, I'm a very busy man, and I didn't expect to have company today. So I'm going to need you to keep quiet while I finish what I have to do.”

He extends his hand to me, inviting me to approach him. He runs his fingers over the soft skin inside my thighs, making me shiver. I blush as he continues to climb higher and higher, until he reaches my intimate parts.

A smirk forms on his lips as his index finger slides between my lower lips, meeting my soaked pussy. I blush again as he continues to caress me, his gaze fixed on mine.

“You liked it, huh? Being touched like that. Being punished by your Master. My little slut. We'll see if you'll like what’s coming next too.”

His hands move up, tracing lines across my stomach until they reach my breasts. With the tip of his thumb, he plays with my nipples, making them immediately tense. He smiles, visibly pleased to see me so responsive to his touch.

He continues to play with them for a few moments, drawing small sighs of relief from me, before turning to open a drawer in his desk. My eyes widen as I see what's inside. If he keeps so many toys in his office, what will it be in his bedroom?

I chew my lip while I watch him, obviously deep in his thought about what to do next. My brows furrow as he finally pulls something out of the drawer. I don't really know what it is. Small clamps, connected by a metal chain.

But before I can question him, Daniel's hands land on me again. With his fingertips, he begins to play with my tips again, making sure they are taut. Then he hooks a first clip, making me moan, more of surprise than of pain. The feeling is strange, I have never experienced anything like it. It's like a pinch, a light bite.

He sets the other clamp on my opposite breast before stepping back, observing his handiwork. Then he starts rummaging around his office again. I'm taken aback when I see him pull out a kind of transparent plastic butterfly. It doesn't quite look like what an adult of his kind would use. But what do I know about it after all?

I shiver as he hands me the item, asking me to put it on. Obediently, I slide the straps down my legs until the object comes into contact with my privacy. Daniel looks at me with an expert eye, approaching to position the toy correctly.

He pulls back again, leaning his back on the back of his chair, making himself comfortable to watch me. I feel my cheeks blush but do not move, waiting for the rest of the events.

“Perfect. Now I have to work. And you, you have to learn your place.”

I frown and give him a questioning look, not quite sure exactly what position to stand in. Our eyes meet and with a gesture, he points me to the ground. I still don't understand what he expects of me. He sighs, shaking his head, visibly annoyed.

“At the foot of your master. That’s where you belong Ashley.”

I freeze for a moment, trying to process the words he just said to me. But his piercing gaze quickly makes me forget my doubts. Awkwardly, I lower myself onto my legs, approaching his chair.

I look up at him to get his approval. He smiles and strokes my hair briefly, visibly satisfied. A wave of heat fills my stomach. I don't know why, but I feel great pride in doing what he ordered me to do.

Minutes pass, and boredom arrives. Who knows for how long he’s going to work? I know that for men like him, work is the most important thing. Their greatest accomplishment, their greatest pride. But does that still hold true when they have a woman at their feet, naked and ready to fulfill their every desire?

It seems so. Daniel doesn't give me the slightest glance, nor the slightest caress, far too absorbed in his screen. Despite myself, I sigh lightly. More minutes pass, even more boring than the previous ones.

So, I decide to play with the limits a bit, just to see my master's reaction. Again, I let out a sigh, longer and louder than the first. Nothing is happening. I do it again, this time striking a more sensual pose, squeezing my arms together to press my breasts together and make them appear larger. I gasp in surprise as he grabs my hair tightly in his hands, forcing me to look at him.

“What do you think you're playing at, huh? You wanna play the brat? I told you I have work. If you are unable to remain patient, you can take your things and leave.”

I shiver, worry shining in my eyes. I thought the consequences would be another punishment, not that he threatens to kick me out. I stammer a sincere sorry Master before resuming a position that I want to be submissive. I feel his gaze on me for a few moments, before he focuses back on his work.

I don't know how much time passes like this. Hours, it seems. To keep myself busy, I try to invent patience games. Counting the number of planks on the wooden floor of his office. Observing everything that comes to mind, analyzing the smallest detail to gain a few precious seconds before falling back into boredom.

I dare not move an inch, too afraid that the slightest movement will provoke his anger. He made it clear to me. The slightest deviation, and it's over. Maybe that's what he hopes for, deep down. Even if he must appreciate seeing the naked body of a young woman totally offered to him, he must not really know what to do with me.

He told me, it was not me he had in mind when he thought of the ideal companion. Surely, he'll find a way to flunk me. So I have to do everything in my power to delay this moment, and finally make him see the obvious: I am the one he needs.

But he's really testing me. While I had almost forgotten the presence of this strange object between my thighs, Daniel finally shows me its real function. Suddenly, the butterfly begins to vibrate against my pussy.

I jump, before repositioning myself firmly in my position. The vibrations are gentle, just enough to wake up my clit, without pushing it to the limits of pleasure.

Discreetly, I slide my gaze towards Daniel. He's perfectly stoic, continuing to work, the click of his keyboard drowning out the sound of light vibrations between my legs. I lick my lip, staring at him.

God this man is handsome. Everything in him breathes the Alpha Male. He has nothing to do with those kids hitting on me in college. How could they interest me, when this man shows me what I could have?

I focus on his face, watching his every line. A few small wrinkles are beginning to appear at the corners of his eyes, just as a few white hairs dot his dark hair. That does not bother me. It makes him look even sexier.

My eyes drift to his hands. So long. So powerful. I shiver thinking that soon they will land on my body again. I imagine myself, lost between his broad shoulders, his arms around me to swallow me whole while his cock is inside me, pushing me ever further into pleasure.

I try to ignore the heat building in my stomach as he speeds up the vibrations slightly. I must not forget my place. I have to stay still. Then he will be proud of me.

My whole body freezes as suddenly the doorbell rings. Was he expecting someone? Is this a business meeting? Or another woman who heard the same rumor as me, ready to throw herself into his arms? Whoever that person is, I pray with all my heart that they do not venture into the house. What a shame it would be for me to be discovered in this position.

What if it was one of our neighbors? Everyone knows each other in the neighborhood. What would they say, if they found me naked and fitted with a sex toy, in the middle of the office of this man so respected in our community?

I breathe a sigh of relief as Daniel returns, a paper bag in his hand. He ordered food. I hadn't even noticed that I was hungry. How could I, given the strange situation I find myself in?

I'm shivering. I suddenly feel cold. Until now, my thoughts have been focused on standing still, obeying him wisely. I no longer thought about the situation. Now that I have to do this simple daily task, eating, I realize what is happening to me.

What I'm doing is licentious. How can I accept this? To be naked, totally submissive to a man almost twice my age, for what? To lose my virginity? To find the love of my life? Is that really what I want it to look like? A dominating man, ordering my every move?

My mind says no, but my stomach, the traitor, twists with desire. I don't know why, but those few hours spent with Daniel turned me on more than any fantasies I had about him.

I gather courage as he gently strokes my hair, creating an incredible feeling of intimacy. It's like we've been doing this forever. My cheeks flush with pleasure. This simple gesture is enough to make me accept everything.

I barely react when he hands me my plate. I should be offended, revolted that he wants to make me eat naked on the floor. But I say nothing, contenting myself with murmuring a soft Thank you Master.

He strokes my hair again before telling me to eat. Apparently, he is satisfied with my submission. As we eat in silence, he continues to navigate on his computer.

Suddenly, I jump, nearly spilling my dish on the floor. Daniel just drastically increased the vibrations of the butterfly, sending painful waves of electricity through me. Without looking at me, he clicks his tongue to call me to order. I know, I must not move. Not distract him.

I take a deep breath, concentrating on my food to try to forget the wave of heat filling my belly. The task is much more difficult than one might think. When he increases the intensity of the vibrations again, I can't help but jump, moaning pathetically.

“Ashley, if you stand this, there's no point in continuing. I need a real submissive.”

I stammer an apology, my hands clenching around my plate in a futile attempt to gain some control over the situation. I don't want to go home. Not now that he's introduced me to all this. I'm wetter than ever, and I'm dying to know what he could do to me when he really takes care of me. There is no way that I fail so close to the goal.

Tears start to flow as I bite down hard on the inside of my cheek. I had to put my dish on the floor, I'm sure I would have spilled all its contents otherwise. My fingernails dug into the skin of my knees, trying hard not to collapse.

I have to prove to him that I'm worth it. That if he teaches me, I will become the perfect woman to be his companion. His submissive, as he said, though I'm not quite sure what that means.

The situation becomes too much to bear, and soon I feel my clit throbbing, a sign of my near end. I panic, unsure of what I have the right to do. I raise pleading eyes to Daniel.

“Master, I’m gonna, I’m gonna!”

“Not yet, Little Girl. I'll tell you when you can cum.”

I give him a desperate look. How am I supposed to hold back? I don't think it's possible. It's not like I can control it, especially when the vibrations are so intense against my sensitive clit.

I can't even hold back my squeals of pleasure anymore, too overwhelmed by the situation. It seems like hours go by, trying to control the impossible. I look up at Daniel again, silently begging him. A slight smirk stretches his lips, but he says nothing.

Worse, he presses his remote again, revealing to me that there is yet another level of intensity on this toy. My whole stomach contracts, my shoulders curl up, and I cry for real, unable to hold back my emotions any longer.

As I'm about to fall to the ground, I make one last effort to straighten up and prove my good will to him. Even if I still can't stay stoic, I do my best to obey him. And it works, because finally his voice echoes in the room.

“It's okay, Baby Girl, you can come. You've earned it.”

It doesn't take much more than that to surrender to my body, letting the dams burst and the orgasm wash over me. I can't hold on anymore, falling to the floor and convulsing as my entire lower abdomen contracts at a crazy speed. I have never experienced an orgasm like this.

I certainly never imagined that the first time I would taste ecstasy thanks to a man would be in this way. And yet, I don't regret anything. Especially not when he leans towards me, gently caressing my face.

“That's good, Ashley. Remember to always ask my permission to cum in the future.”

“So we… We don't stop here then?”

“Stop? Oh, baby girl, we've only just begun.”


Chapter 4

Sitting quietly on the edge of the bed, I observe my new surroundings. This room is not his. I have not yet obtained permission to visit it. For now, I have to prove myself in this guest room. I wonder if his guests are aware of the use he makes of this room when they are not there. I can't help but smile at the thought, amused to know the decadent things we're going to do here.

I bite my lip when I see him come back, a rope in his hands. He told me, though, that he was going to tie me up. But now that I see the object in his hands, I can't help but feel a pang of nervousness. He pulls me to my feet before catching my jaw between his fingers.

“Breathe.”

I straighten up, suddenly realizing that I was holding my breath. Gently, he caresses my breasts freed from their clamps. He took them away from me in the office, telling me that was enough for the first time. That he would find other things to do with my chest. He didn't lie.

Slowly the rope wraps around my chest, trapping my breasts in a simple pattern to make them look bigger. Then he grabs my arms to pin them behind my back, finishing his collection of knots on my intertwined wrists.

He steps back, staring wordlessly at his work. I can't help but blush because of his intense gaze on my body. It's ridiculous. I've been naked in front of him for hours. But to be so entangled in ropes makes the thing very different. More erotic. More taboo. Until yesterday, I had no idea these things existed. Now, I just want to discover them.

I tense as his hands approach my ass. Slowly, he pulls out the plug he put in earlier. I hold my breath as he begins to dig a finger inside me, playing with my openness. He doesn't stop until he gets a good knuckle inside. I try to calm my breathing. I take a deep breath when he takes his hand away again, like I've just come out of the water after a long apnea.

But my rest is only short-lived. My breath hitches completely as he replaces his thumb with a bigger plug than the one he inserted earlier. I grit my teeth, trying to get used to the presence of this new object. It's probably not that big, especially compared to what must be in Daniel's pants.

And yet, I feel torn apart like never before. For a few moments, my master doesn’t move, letting me get used to this presence by caressing my butt absently. Then he pulls away from me to sit on the bed, grabbing my hand to pull me closer to him.

Standing between his open legs, I wait to see what he will do to me now. With this plug in me, it's hard for me to think. This is certainly not how I had imagined my first time. But despite the shame I feel, I wouldn't back down for anything in the world. Whatever he asks of me, I will do it.

With a firm gesture, he presses on my shoulders, making me kneel between his thighs. My face arrives at a strategic level. My eyes remain riveted on his crotch, and on the fabric that covers it. I am both fascinated and intimidated by this large bump. Timidly, I look up at Daniel. He looks at me questioningly, as if waiting for me to do something.

“Well? What are you waiting for to take it out?”

I swallow, looking down at his crotch again. So that's it. I'm finally going to see what it looks like in real life. Nervously, I tackle the buckle of his belt, having to try twice to undo it, my fingers are shaking so much. He seems amused by my reaction. Does he suspect that I have never done this?

If so, he says nothing, silently letting me meet his tense member. I bite my lower lip. I suspected he could be proud of what he had in his pants. But I had no idea it would be so long and so thick. I suddenly get scared. Is he really going to slip this between my legs? In my ass?!

But that's what I came for, after all. Of course, I didn't expect it to turn out like this. But it's too late to back down now. Even if it means losing all my virginities, as long as it happens with this attractive and experienced man.

I remain motionless for a few more moments, hypnotized by the movements of his hand along his length. I finally manage to get out of my trance, approaching my face to his manhood. I am surprised by the softness of his skin, amused to discover each relief, each vein, with the tip of my tongue.

After a few movements back and forth, Daniel seems to lose patience. Without violence, he slips his hand through my hair, encouraging me to approach my head to his tip. Forgetting about my nervousness, I open my mouth to slowly slide him inside. I try to put aside my shame and my fear of doing wrong, focusing only on the movement of my lips on his velvety skin.

To my surprise, I like it. I had always found the idea rather repulsive. Now I find it terribly exciting. Even if he is the dominant here, by these simple gestures, I’m the one who takes control of his pleasure. I can slow down, I can speed up. My tongue can wrap around his member to snatch one of those soft sighs that come out of his throat.

As for his taste... I could swear I have never tasted anything better. It is a mixture of salt and musk, the power of the ocean meeting the depth of the forest. I get drunk on it, concentrating as never before on my movements.

I hope with all my heart that I’m doing well. I would hate if he didn't like what I was doing to him. He surely had many women in his bed, all certainly more gifted than me. So I’m giving everything, hoping that the enthusiasm of my youth will fill my experience gaps.

I shiver as his fingers entwine a little more in my hair, pressing down on my head for me to take him deeper. I try not to panic as he lets his cock plunge deeper and deeper into me.

I widen my eyes. His cock doesn't seem to end, I can't help but cough as it plunges into my throat. Slowly, he tugs at my hair to pull me back, giving me some respite. This one is only short-lived, as he presses against my skull again, forcing me to take him even deeper than the last time.

Tears well up in my eyes as I fight not to choke. I never imagined it would be so difficult. A louder coughing fit makes my body convulse, forcing his cock out of me. With a sardonic mocking tone, he scoffs.

“Well, well, little girl, you can’t handle it? My companion will have to know how to do that, you know.”

I dare not look up at him, too intimidated. My chest heaves with my heavy breathing. Tears keep rolling down my cheeks. However, I do not feel sad, nor in danger. It is only a physical reflex when I only feel overwhelmed by the situation. He grabs my chin, forcing me to look at him.

“So, are you giving up?”

A glint of challenge crosses his eyes as he addresses these mocking remarks to me. He told me he would push me to my limits. It's up to me to prove to him that I'm capable of going further than he thought.

In the same gesture of challenge, I lick my lips and approach him again. A light laugh takes hold of him as he runs his fingers through my hair again, accompanying my movements.

Soon, he takes control again, making me take him further and further. But this time, I expect it. I know what that feels like. Little by little, I understand how to relax my throat to welcome him deep inside me.

His sighs are getting louder and louder, sometimes turning into soft primitive grunts. I can't believe I'm the one behind all this. I raise teary eyes in his direction, offering him a vision of what his future could be if he agrees to take me as his companion. I feel his cock getting bigger and bigger, throbbing in my mouth. Between two grunts, he gives me an order.

“I'm going to come in your little mouth. You better swallow everything until the last drop.”

A sound comes out of my throat, not very understandable but enough to prove to him that I understood. For a few more moments, he pounds my mouth, making me feel like he is going deep inside my body.

With a grunt, he releases everything into my mouth. I'm choking a little, but don't forget my mission. I hasten to swallow his seed, then lick my lips to collect the few drops that are there. Without him asking me, I start licking clean his cock, which is gradually returning to normal size. I don’t want to lose any trace of his pleasure. Obey his order to the end.

When I'm done, he grabs my chin in his hand so I look up at him. In one sensual motion, he captures my lips without deepening the kiss too much. Then, still a little out of breath, he says.

“Looks like you were born for this, little girl.”

I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at this compliment. I probably shouldn't take any pride in being good at blowjobs. But all I care about now is proving to him that I'm worth it. That he was right to open the door to me today.

Breathless, I stare at him, eagerly waiting to see what he has in store for me. But as usual, he says nothing, preferring to keep his element of surprise. He caresses my cheek gently before getting up to go in search of something.

I swallow with difficulty seeing him return with a black dildo in his hands. The object is long and wide. I can't help wondering what he's going to do with it. Maybe I should have told him I'm a virgin. Maybe he would have been kinder to me. Maybe he would not have decided to use this terrifying object.

I gently shake my head, pushing those thoughts away. If I had told him, he would have slammed the door in my face. He made it clear to me: he wants a companion worthy of the name, capable of submitting and fulfilling the least of his fantasies. Not a frightened virgin to hold hands with. So, I grit my teeth, saying nothing when he's next to me again.

Slowly, he places his finger over my mouth, sensually tracing the contours. I keep my eyes on him, trying to hide my concern. Without a word, he brings the dildo to my face, leaving me little doubt about what he expects of me.

With a pressure on my chin, he makes me open my mouth and then slides the object inside me. It is not as long nor as thick as Daniel's cock. But its size is enough to make me cough when it sinks completely inside me.

I try to remain impassive, not to fight the feeling. This thing has nothing to do with my master's cock. It tastes like plastic and its texture is rough against my tongue. Yet I know it. I have no choice but to suck it if I want to satisfy my master.

“That’s it, lubricate it good. You made me come, and you'll have to wait to play with my cock again. So take good care of that dildo. Because I’m gonna fuck you with it.”

A shiver runs through me. He's not serious, is he? He wants to ram that into me before his own cock? Is this how I'm going to lose my virginity?

I take a deep breath, trying to relax despite the object in my mouth. I mustn't panic. I wanted what happened. I dreamed about it. While it's admittedly a little different from my imagination, it's not the end of the world either. He will come inside me later. We still have plenty of time to explore all of this. I need to relax and trust my master. He knows what's best for me.

I let out a long moan as the fingers of his free hand slide down my neck until they meet my chest, catching my taut tips between his fingers. For long minutes, he plays with them, pinching them, turning them, using a thousand and one ways to extract sighs and moans from me.

Between my thighs, I'm wetter than ever. Who would have thought that such a situation could turn me on in this way? I don't understand what is so exciting about being treated like this, like an object destined only to receive the expression of his darkest desires.

If I saw myself in a mirror, I'm sure I wouldn't recognize myself. How could I, kneeling in an older man's room, naked and bound, sucking an adult toy without restraint? The situation is surreal. Yet, I love it.

But as I finally begin to relax, Daniel decides he's played enough. He removes the object from my mouth and lifts me to throw me on the bed. My bound hands find themselves locked against the mattress, forcing me to arch my back.

I gasp in surprise as he grabs me by the ankles, tugging me roughly so my ass lines up with the edge of the bed. Without saying a word, I watch him kneel between my open thighs for him.

He doesn't take his eyes off me, his intense eyes looking into mine. I shiver as his attention shifts to my pussy. A satisfied sound escapes his chest as he watches me, visibly pleased with what he sees.

“So, ‘looks like you really liked it, huh, my little slut?”

I feel myself blushing violently. I never imagined that one day a man would talk to me like that. And yet, my whole body is on fire. I just want him to do it again. Because I have to face the facts. That’s what I am. A slut.

But only for him. For no other man could I open my thighs like this. It is as if he had bewitched me with his charisma and his imposing stature. Now I have only one desire: to taste the pleasure of the flesh, no matter how he decides to give it to me.

My whole body shakes as he absently runs his finger over my wet slit. Then, with his thumb, he begins to trace light circles on my clit, reminding me of the orgasm he gave me a few hours before with the butterfly toy.

I want more, much more. To tell him, I begin to undulate my hips slightly. His response is immediate. Firmly, his hand grabs my hip, pressing it against the mattress.

“I thought I made myself clear. I’m the one who decides. I wanted to take it easy with you, but I see it's not necessary.”

I freeze, suddenly worried. Will I be able to bear what he is going to do to me? Softness, that's what I needed for this first secret time. And now, because of my impatience and lustful cravings, I'm going to find myself having to put up with God knows what.

My eyes widen as he grabs the dildo again. So that's it, it's now. I'm going to lose my virginity with a vaguely realistic piece of silicone. Oh sure, Daniel's handling it, so I guess it's better than nothing. But I would have preferred it to be his cock deflowering me.

I try to calm my racing mind as he generously coats the object in lube. My breathing stops entirely when he approaches the object of my intimacy. It starts off slow, sliding the object along my lower lips. Even though I'm nervous, I can't help moaning when the object presses against my swollen clit.

But no matter how hard I try, I can't help but tense up more and more. And when he aligns the object with my entry, I snap.

“Red! Master! I am a virgin. I... I never did that.”

Slowly, Daniel sits up, a puzzled look on his face. I shiver as his eyes search me, as if trying to read me.

“What the… Is this a strategy to obtain my mercy?”

“No, I swear, Master. I am a virgin.”

“You want me to believe that a pretty girl like you has never had a boy to chase after her?”

“I had... But they were not you.”

Daniel remains silent, contenting himself with a sigh. For long moments, he watches me, seeming to think about the situation. Finally, he speaks.

“Listen, you have seen what I am, what I love. If it's too much for you, we stop everything, you go home and we will never talk about this. But if we do this, it’ll be my way. I won't be gentle, do you understand?”

“I've made it so far, right?”

Daniel responds with a smile, proudly patting my inner thigh. Yes, I want to continue, even if it is sometimes scary. I just needed him to know the truth. Now he can do whatever he wants with me, even push this dildo that worried me so much a few minutes ago. I am ready.

But his plan seems quite different. Kneeling again between my thighs, he observes my pussy with interest. With his fingertips, he caresses my entrance before murmuring.

“What a treat you brought me. A little virgin pussy is not something you come across every day. Especially with a submissive as enthusiastic as you.”

As I'm about to ask him if he's disappointed, he interrupts me in my tracks, tracing a long line across my slit with the tip of his tongue. I gasp at these new sensations. It wouldn't take long for him to make me cum like that, that's for sure. And the resulting ecstasy would no doubt be even more delicious than the one I tasted earlier.

For long minutes, he gets down to eating me, licking me sensually before grabbing my clit between his lips to suck it gently. I'm struggling to hold back my moans, and if it weren't for his hands holding my thighs apart, no doubt they would be smothering him right now.

I can't help but let out a small sigh of disappointment as his tongue leaves me. He laughs softly.

“You really thought it’d be so easy? Only good girls have the right to cum. And you? You lied to me.”

“I'm sorry Master. I promise it won't happen again.”

“I hope so. I'll let it pass this time, but if you lie to me again, expect severe punishment.”

I nod my head quickly, as much to show him I understand as out of greed. The prospect of being punished shouldn't turn me on like this. And yet that is exactly how I feel right now.

But I don't have time to think about this idea any longer. Quickly, Daniel overlooks me. I feel ridiculously small in front of him. I think that's it, the moment I've been waiting for has finally arrived.

Slowly, Daniel undoes his shirt, letting me see the muscular chest I've watched so often as he jogs around the neighborhood. Now totally stripped of his clothes, he settles between my thighs, his member taut again. He coats it in lube, then leans over me to capture my lips.

The kiss is passionate, powerful. If I hadn't had my hands trapped behind my back, I would have run them through his hair, down his neck, to cling to it so I wouldn't lose my footing. So absorbed by this delicious kiss, I barely realize what is happening between my thighs.

Slowly, he slides his cock along my lower lips, causing me to sigh contentedly. Then he stops playing, and presents his tip at my entrance. Too taken by the kiss, I do not have time to tense that he begins to sink into me, going where no one else had been until now.

I squeal against his lips, reacting to the sharp pain of being torn in two. He holds on, his hands holding my body while stroking my skin with the tip of his thumb to enrage me to hold on. It's only when he's finally fully inside me that he lets go of my lips, pulling back a bit to watch my reaction.

I'm short of breath, my eyes are struggling to focus on anything as my body tries to get used to this imposing presence in me. The pain subsides, giving way to that somewhat uncomfortable stretching sensation.

Slowly, Daniel grabs my jaw in his hands to force me to look at him. Without a word, he places a quick kiss on my lips, before sliding down my cheek, down my neck. Between my legs, he begins long movements back and forth, tearing me light breaths of pain.

But soon, these turn into sounds of pleasure. I feel overwhelmed by events, my body reacting in contradictory ways. I close my eyes, deciding to let go and stop trying to figure out what I'm feeling.

“You are so good, so tight. Your master is so proud that you saved yourself for him.”

A wave of warmth came over me, hearing him talk to me like that. I was afraid that he would not appreciate my inexperience, and yet, it seems that it has just become my major asset. Without his permission, I wrap my legs around his hips. He lets out a string of curses as he sinks deeper into me.

I let out a long moan when his thumb slips between our bodies, coming to press hard on my clit. My whole body is shaking, I feel more stimulated than ever, the memory of his mouth between my thighs still livid. My head tilted back, I suddenly remember what to do in this situation.

“Please Master, can I cum?”

“Yes, that's it, Come. Milk my cock with your tiny pussy.”

I let out a long moan and all of a sudden my body tenses up, white crackling flashing before my eyes. This orgasm is even stronger than the first, sending me into orbit. But barely the first waves of ecstasy dissipated, Daniel withdraws from me without having finished. I question him silently, my gaze going from his face to his taut, soaking cock.

“You forgot what I said? I still have a place to explore.”

I shiver, suddenly remembering the plug inside me. How could I forget its presence? After a few quick kisses on my mouth, Daniel places his arm under me, turning me onto my stomach. Then he makes me bend my legs. My arms remain attached.

Slowly, he removes the object from between my buttocks, keeping them apart to observe the work he has created. Thus positioned, I feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever. A shiver runs through me as I feel him behind me, his tense member caressing the line between my buttocks.

One of his hands presses the top of my shoulders to hold me against the mattress, while the other guides his cock between my ass cheeks. I bite my lip as his tip begins to work its way into me.

Failing to be able to push my fingers into the sheets to help me withstand this imposing invasion, it is my mouth that comes to bite the fabric under me. My breathing is erratic. Tears start to flow down my cheeks. Still, I hold on. I managed to take him everywhere else before that. I can get by here too.

Halfway through, he pauses, gently patting my ass, as if letting me know he's proud of me. This soothes me, and subconsciously, I push my hips back slightly, causing him to sink a little deeper. My action is greeted with a light laugh.

“You really are a little slut. Just for me, right?”

“Yes! Yes Master. Just for you. I’m your little slut.”

“That's right baby girl. You are totally mine now. Even if you don't become my companion, you will never be able to forget. You will never find another man to measure up to me. I will ruin you for other men.”

I stammer incomprehensible yes Master as his cock finishes sinking completely into me. I'm proud of myself for holding on. Now I want to cum again, and for him to come with me this time.

Daniel begins to slide back and forth in me, continuing to open me in two. I moan softly, enjoying more than I could have imagined being taken in my so taboo place.

I gasp in surprise as he straightens me up, one arm crossing my body to hold me down. Then his other hand grabs the black dildo still near us. Without wasting a moment, he pushes it into my soaked pussy.

I hiss in pain, the area still tender from its first time. But soon, I forget everything. The pain, the shame… All of this is secondary to the purely primal sensations that I feel. I am full as ever. I can't think of breathing anymore. There are only my filled holes and his hand caressing my breast in the most erotic way.

He pounds me now, as much with his cock as with the dildo. My moans echo throughout the room. I think the whole neighborhood could hear me, but I don't care. How could it be otherwise, when my orgasm is so close to arriving?

When his thumb rests on my clit again, I don't need more to completely lose my footing. In a cry, I beg him to let me cum. I'm not even sure I managed to actually pronounce the words, but it seems that's enough for him to understand me. And gives me the long-awaited permission.

My whole body convulses in an orgasm that seems to last for hours. Tears stream down my cheeks, taking the last traces of my mascara with them. I barely react as his arm lets go of me and my body falls onto the mattress.

With both hands, he grabs my hips, pounding me with comparable force. I am nothing more than a disjointed doll, moaning weakly under this violent treatment which makes me feel alive. When he finally empties into me, a huge smile lights up my face.

I think I succeed my first day of testing.


Chapter 5

I breathe a sigh of relief as I close the door of my childhood bedroom behind me. I thought I would never make the short distance between Daniel’s house and mine. I don't really know why I'm surprised. Considering what he's done to me in the past twenty-four hours, I should even be grateful to be able to walk. Thank God I didn't meet anyone. I would have been covered in shame if I had.

Despite the soreness that takes hold of my body, I would not erase the memories of this experience for anything in the world. This morning, I woke up with his hand between my thighs, already soaked. As if I hadn't had enough during the day, my dreams were filled with images, each more erotic than the other.

He spared me no more this morning than yesterday. After all, he told me so. When I’m in his house, I belong to him for twenty-four hours. So he made me earn my breakfast, having me eat his cock before I was allowed to taste his pancakes.

And even once seated in the kitchen, he gave me no rest, making me sit on the table. With a firm motion, he spread my thighs apart, dripping maple syrup down my clit, licking me until I screamed in pleasure.

In the shower, he once again slipped his cock into my pussy, still sore from the day before, while playing with his thumb on my ribbed hole. The rest of the day went like this, between relaxation and pure lust.

I must say that I was surprised by his thoughtfulness. When he was not treating me like a slut, taking my body in every way, he showed an unsuspected gentleness. Apparently, that's the way things should be done.

If the sessions between a submissive and a dominant can be intense, the care that comes after is just as important. So he took the time to run me a bath, or wrap me in a soft blanket, letting me watch a movie on his giant screen while bringing me a tea.

And I must admit that I still feel like I’m on cloud nine. I never would have thought one day of indulging in such extreme things. Even less the day I lose my virginity. But I wouldn't change that experience for anything in the world. Now I’ve only one thought in mind.

Be next Saturday.
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Punishing Her
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I’m a bad sub. A slut. I deserve only one thing: to be punished.

I knew the rules. Take off all my clothes, put on my submissive collar, and quietly wait for my master to return. So why did I decide to do whatever I wanted, snooping around his house? When I discovered his dungeon, I should have backed out. But I thought he wouldn’t find out if I played with his toys. Little did I know that, from his surveillance cameras, he missed nothing of the show.

Now, my DOMINANT is going to punish me.

With my feet and my arms shackled, I no longer have any control over the situation. Without mercy, my master uses me as he wishes. His patience is limitless, as he degrades every inch of my body with his hands and his toys. No matter how humiliated I feel, I will accept his punishment without saying my safe word.

Because I know it, after my cries of pain, I will scream with pleasure.

◆◆◆

The Innocent Submissive Bundle

If you liked this story, you can find the whole series in just one book!
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My dominant’s rules are clear: arrive on time. Undress. Put on my collar. And open my legs for his pleasure.

All my life, I saved myself for the man haunting my dirtiest dreams. Daniel, my 40-something neighbor. I know I’m only twenty-two, but I’m sure he’s the one. A man of experience who can make my body twist with pleasure.

But when I take my chance, nothing goes as planned. Because he wants more than a simple companion by his side.

He wants a submissive.

For weeks, he’s going to put me to the test, pushing my limits one by one. Handcuffs or rope, everything is good to submit my body to his desires. With toys or with friends, in his room of pleasures or in public, he’s going to visit every part of my body, offered to him without the slightest shame.

Pain or pleasure, I'm ready to scream under his treatments.

And to beg for more.

When he is done with me, there will be nothing left of my innocence.

◆◆◆

Filthy Training


You liked this story? Find it and 21 more in just one book!
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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.
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