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Chapter 1

“Spread your legs, Submissive.”

A trail of goosebumps covers my body when I hear the man's voice. Low. Stern. It’s clear he’s not used to being disobeyed. A man who talks like that can only get what he wants. Because who would dare to say no? Not a good submissive, that's for sure.

“Don't make me repeat myself. You wouldn't want me to punish you again, would you?”

I shudder at this most serious ultimatum. I saw him do it. This dominant is not the type to make idle threats. I lick my lips, studying the submissive's face with interest. I don't hear her answer. A customer calls me, asking for a new drink.

Ignoring my nipples poking against my blouse, and the excitement flowing between my thighs, I get back to work.

When I accepted this job, I didn’t think that I would be so affected by the unusual activities of this club. Truth be told, I had barely heard of BDSM before. If I took this position, it was because it was well paid. That it was in a club dedicated to the pleasures of the flesh didn't really bother me.

Little by little, I discovered their practices. The toys. The role-playing games. The praises given to submissives when they behave well. The punishments when they disobey. I never could have believed that this would excite me.

I've always been more of a vanilla type, and few men have been able to bring me pleasure. For a long time, I even thought I was the problem. But now, I know that’s not true. I’ve seen women of all kinds come to this club. And all left satisfied, after experiencing orgasm after orgasm. So why not me?

Yes, I'm sure of it now. BDSM is for me. Otherwise, why would I be so excited every time I work? Every night I come home with soaked, ruined panties. If this continues, I’ll have to ask my boss for a raise so that I can buy new ones. Or… Maybe I should come to work without wearing any.

“I’d give a lot to know the thought that makes your pretty cheeks blush.”

I look up in surprise at the customer who just spoke to me. I don't believe I've ever seen him before. I would have remembered such a face, such a look.

The man is wearing a suit and a white shirt, as if he was just out of work. On his wrist shines a steel watch. The guy has money. And he’s older than me. He must be between thirty-five and forty years old, I would say. A dozen years older than me.

Everything about him exudes confidence and power. And the way he's staring at me right now, I have no doubt about his nature. He's a Dominant. The bracelet that decorates his wrist confirms this.

And its color tells me he came alone. It doesn't happen that often. Most of the time, dominants come here with their own submissive. This man is on the hunt. To see the gleam in his eyes, I’m his chosen prey.

The rules are clear. I’ve every right to spend time with a client if I wish to. But it must come from me. And I have no right to receive any compensation in exchange. Everything must happen between consenting and enthusiastic adults.

Enthusiastic, I could quickly be, if he continues to devour me with his eyes like this. Yet, I don’t forget his question, which makes me blush even more. I can't decently confess to a man that I consider coming to work without panties.

Oh, I'm sure he would like that. But I dare not. He gives up, ordering me a drink. His gaze is intense on my body as I prepare his mocktail. I know what he’s particularly looking at. My wrists.

“You’re not wearing any bracelets? Does that mean you're not at all interested in what's going on here?”

“More like I'm undecided. This is all new to me.”

The man bites his lower lip looking at me. He seems even more interested than before. He leans towards me, creating a little more intimacy between the two of us. The other customers have deserted the area around the bar, leaving us alone.

“And if you had to wear a bracelet, what would it be?”

“The… The submissive one.”

“You're right. It would look good on you.”

I can't help blushing again, both because I'm embarrassed to have said it out loud and to hear him agree.

My eyes slide to his hands as I pour him his drink. They are big. I'm sure he could spank me perfectly. And his long fingers… I can already feel them coming and going inside me as his large thumb presses against my clit.

My whole body ignites at the idea, encouraged by the obscene sounds that emanate here and there in the room. The submissive from earlier has stopped challenging her dominant. Her thighs are now wide open, another man enthusiastically devouring her clit as her dominant kisses her passionately.

Never since I started working here have I found myself so turned on. And the attention this man is giving me is not helping me calm down at all. Even less when he leans a little closer to me, a whiff of his cologne invading me.

“How about you take a break so we can get to know each other a little better?”


Chapter 2

I can't believe I'm doing this. My hand intertwined with that of the stranger, I let myself be guided through the room. I barely feel my body. It's like I'm floating. Only the warmth of his skin against mine makes me still feel alive. Without it, I would be totally disconnected.

I said yes. A colleague arrived to take my place, and I stopped thinking, blindly following the man. Now we sit on one of the benches. It’s a little out of the way, offering a perfect view of the club while ensuring some privacy.

My heart races as the man steps closer to me, his knee touching mine. He barely brushes against me, yet it's enough to make my whole body go up in flames. His perfume also puts me in all my states. These scents of amber and smoked wood envelop me and make me forget all reason.

The man looks into my eyes and introduces himself. Matthew. A pretty name. I giggle nervously giving him mine. It seems a bit silly to introduce ourselves only now, as his hand absently slides down my thigh.

“So, you want to become a submissive?”

“I… I don't know. I’ve never done that.”

“That’s good. Training newbies is my favorite thing. Go ahead. Tell me what interests you.”

I bite my lip, trying to find an answer to this most direct question. The man doesn’t lose any time. I should have expected it, and yet, I can't help but blush at the thought of saying these things out loud. I look down, too ashamed to look at him.

“When a dominant gives an order to his submissive. When she has no choice.”

“A submissive always has a choice. She can obey and be rewarded. Or misbehave and be punished.”

I shiver at these words. I've seen what punishments can look like. How some find themselves tied up, a crop falling on their naked bodies, exposed for all to see. At first, I dared not look. And finally, more and more, I couldn't look away, feeling the excitement in the pit of my stomach.

The man must sense my reaction, because immediately he squeezes his hand harder on my knee.

“Tell me more.”

“I would like… To be tied up. And punished. But I don't know if I can do it.”

“I'm sure you'll do just fine. You know about Safe Words, right?”

I nod my head. This is the basis. The man continues to ask me questions, presenting me with options. Would I like to be tied up with handcuffs or a rope? To be shared with other men? With other women? To be exposed to the eyes of all, or to stay just the two of us?

As the questions dig deeper, his hand moves higher and higher on my thigh. Soon, his fingers are playing with the fabric of my short skirt, and I can't help but move my hips forward in a silent invitation.

The man leans forward, his mouth resting on my neck. I close my eyes. Slowly, he moves up my skin, getting closer to my ear. I shiver as his voice whispers against it.

“What are you saying, Submissive? Are you gonna let me play with you?”

I nod enthusiastically. His hand goes under my skirt, getting dangerously close to the seam of my panties. Yes. I want him to play with me.

I must be absolutely crazy. I’m ready to give myself to him without asking any questions. To spread my legs and give him everything. That's what this place is for, right? To forget morality to indulge in all my fantasies, the darkest desires of my body and my soul?

Yes. Despite the nervousness in the pit of my stomach, I’m ready to let this man do what he wants with me. I focus on this hand that has fun making me languish, approaching ever closer to my pussy before leaving. A laugh escapes him when I can't help but moan in frustration.

“Patience is the first virtue of a good submissive. Only your master can decide the rhythm.”

I shudder hearing him say that word. Master. It awakens in me a dark desire. That of surrendering myself completely to him. To become his little toy. Despite my fears, I feel incredibly safe under his hand.

I want more, but I have to contain myself. I understood it well. If I'm not patient, he'll make me pay. And I don't want that. Not immediately. I want to behave well first, find out what he has to offer.

My patience is rewarded. A soft cry escapes me as his hand lands unexpectedly on my pussy. He clicks his tongue.

“Look at this. You are completely wet. Who would have thought that such an angel face could hide such a slut?”

My cheeks ignite. Never has a man spoken to me so crudely. And to my surprise, I love it. His fingers attack my panties, playing with the elastic for a few moments before going under the fabric.

My mouth parts as he begins pressing down on my clit. No possible doubt. The man knows what he's doing. I can hardly concentrate on his movements; he seems so everywhere at once. With the tips of his teeth, he begins to nibble my ear. My breathing quickens as his other hand lands on my breast.

“Don't cum without my permission.”

To another man, I would have said no problem, convinced that no one could bring me to ecstasy. But with him? Everything seems possible.

A cry escapes my throat as he pinches my nipple firmly. I never wear a bra at work, despite my opulent breasts. The tips are always better when I do this. But now I realize that it gives me a much better advantage. That of allowing quick access to the man.

I tilt my head back, my moans growing louder. I move my hips, trying to get even more friction.

Suddenly, his fingers withdraw from me, his hand lets go of my breast. I open my eyes and look at him, confused. He grips my jaw, moving forward until his lips brush mine.

“What did I tell you. It’s up to the dominant to impose the rhythm. Don't try to take more than I want to give you. Understood?”

I nod my head quickly. More than anything, I want to prove my docility.

“Good girl.”

These words ignite me. I have often heard them uttered to submissives who approached my bar. I never thought they would put me in such a state of excitement.

With force, the man presses his lips against mine, pulling me into a passionate kiss. His tongue threads its way into my mouth, visiting it expertly. I moan a little louder, my hands landing without even thinking on the man's chest.

Through the thin fabric of his shirt, I can feel his hard muscles. No doubt the man is well-built. I can already imagine myself, lying under his naked body, pushed ever deeper into pleasure as his hips pound me with passion.

I forget all decency. I forget that there, around us, there are other people. Regulars. My colleagues. Even if we are sheltered, someone could notice what we are doing and come to observe us.

It’s ok. I'm ready to take the risk. Especially when the man's fingers plunge inside my panties again, making their way to my soaked pussy. I moan against his mouth.

With all my strength, I refrain from moving. I understood well. It's up to him to keep control. Even if I dream that he accelerates the movement, it’s not for me to decide.

His free hand slides inside my T-shirt, lifting my breast, testing its softness with the tip of his thumb. Then he pinches my nipple, sending electric shocks straight to my clit.

The latter doesn’t stay long without being stimulated in turn. His free thumb rests there, pressing harder. I have to break the kiss to be able to breathe. The man gives me no respite, plunging his mouth into my neck, nibbling at my skin as his fingers move faster and faster inside me.

I moan without thinking about the consequences now. Never has the pleasure been so strong. A warmth rises in the pit of my stomach. The kind I only thought could be achieved with the help of a vibrator.

But the man knows what he's doing. I feel my pussy contract around his fingers, and I don't know if I could hold back for very long. As I'm about to warn him, he slides his mouth against my ear again.

“Go ahead. Cum for your Master. Show me what a good little submissive you are going to be.”

My fingernails close on his shirt, gripping it tightly. I never could have believed that words could have such an impact on me. And yet, no sooner had he said them than I felt myself leaving.

I totally lose my footing. My head falls back and my eyes close as an intense wave of pleasure washes over my body. The heat radiates throughout my body, I think I have never felt anything so intense. And all this, only with his fingers.

He continues his movements slowly, making sure to accompany my orgasm until the end. When I open my eyes again, I feel my cheeks flush with shame.

I can't believe I just came right here, on a bench, at my workplace, with a man I didn't even know existed less than an hour ago. How is this possible? When did I become such a slut?

I look down, too scared to meet his gaze, or that of anyone else in the club. But the man decides otherwise. He puts his hand on my chin, forcing me to look at him. I shiver when I see the gleam in his eyes. That of a wolf ready to devour its prey. His voice is heard again, making me shiver.

“Good girl. You'll learn to be a good submissive in no time.”

I feel my cheeks flush with pleasure at those words. It may be ridiculous, but I just want to hear him compliment me again.

“Be nice for me. Open the mouth.”

My lips part in surprise. It doesn't take much for the man to put his idea into action. Immediately, he puts his fingers soaked in my excitement against my mouth, forcing me to open it a little wider.

Without giving him the slightest resistance, I let him do as his fingers dig into me, making me discover my own taste. I think it's the most depraved thing I've ever done. Despite the shame I feel, I must admit that this excites me much more than I can explain.

With docility, I start licking his fingers without him even having to ask me. The man watches me, a satisfied smile on his lips. The expression on his face is enough to inflame my lower stomach. I put all the more effort into cleaning, almost disappointed when he finally removes his fingers.

I stand still, unable to know what to do now. The man does not give me any instructions, seeming to be amused to see me so uncomfortable. After endless minutes of waiting, he speaks to my ear.

“Kneel.”

I shudder. His voice became more authoritative, suddenly less charming. I remain unable to move, trying to register this new order that he has just given me. He takes care of it for me. He nods, pointing to the floor again, his expression sterner than ever.

For a moment, I consider not moving. Stand up to him to see what the consequences would be. Would he swing me over his lap to spank me? Or would he drag me to the middle of the room to tie me to this giant cross and whip me?

Even though curiosity twists my stomach, I decide not to play with fire. All of this is still far too new to me. Without stopping to look at him, I let myself slide on the ground.

Without him having to ask me, I just sit between his legs. I flip my ponytail back and place my hands on his thighs, ready to pull his cock out of his pants. Still, the man clicks his tongue disapprovingly.

“I didn't ask you to do this. Take your hands off.”

I look at him, surprised, but obey, resting my arms at my sides. That doesn't seem enough for the man. Without great delicacy, he grabs my shoulders and changes my position. Rather than being in front of him, turning my back on the rest of the club, I find myself in the opposite direction.

I bite my lip. It was much easier before. Now I feel more exposed than ever. As if not having him in front of me made me lose the protection I needed for my comfort.

And yet, I have to hold on. I understood it well. By agreeing to play with him, I agreed to follow his rules. And then he just proved it to me. The game is worth it. If he can make me cum so hard just by fingering me for a few minutes, what will it be later? When his cock will sink between my thighs, taking total possession of my body?

I lick my lips longingly. I have never wanted a man so much as I do right now. None of this sounds like me at all. And I don't care. I want to forget my habits, my beliefs. Even if for the moment, all this turns out to be incredibly difficult.

This position is most uncomfortable. There is something incredibly degrading in remaining thus at the feet of man. I probably shouldn't agree to do such things so blindly.

It’s incredibly demeaning to give such power to another person. And yet, that's what I want to do right now, even though I feel like the whole club is watching me. That's probably wrong, but that's how I feel.

So, to try to calm my racing heart, I decide to focus on what is happening in the room. On one of the scenes, a submissive is put to the test. Two men go after her, alternating their whipping at an insane pace.

The young woman trembles, moans, and sometimes even cries. And yet, she doesn’t stop them. On the contrary, she encourages them to go faster, harder, almost begging them. I wonder if I would ever be able to do such a thing, as I find my position already very difficult to maintain.

I jump as the man puts his hand on my head, gently stroking my hair. Despite my desire to turn around to look at him, I don’t move. I got it, that's what I must do. Stay in the position in which he wants to see me. Satisfy his desires rather than mine.

“Turn around.”

I don't need to be asked twice. Immediately, I face him, raising wide innocent eyes to him as I lick my lips. He gently pats my cheek, before making himself comfortable on the couch, spreading his legs.

I can't help but stare down at his pants. I’m not disappointed. Despite the ambient darkness, I manage to see that the fabric is stretched to the extreme. I lick my lips again.

I want to see his cock. Discover its length, its size. Taste it, too. Until now, I had only done this to please my partners, without much enthusiasm. But this man is different.

I want to prove to him that he did well to choose me. That I deserve his attention, and the time he wants to spend training me to be a decent submissive.

Despite my overflowing desire, I stay in my position. I understand what he expects of me. So, it's motionless that I watch him unzip his pants. My mouth opens when finally, his cock appears before my amazed eyes.

I swallow hard. No possible doubt. This is the biggest cock I've seen in my life. Long. Wide. Appetizing. I don't know how I'll manage to take it in my mouth, or even between my legs. I should be scared of its size. And yet, I have only one desire: to take it inside me. Everywhere inside me.

The man takes his time, no doubt having fun making me languish like this. I try not to be impatient, but I can barely manage it, fidgeting on my legs. The dominant slides his hand over my cheek, almost laughing.

“Look at you. My good little slut. You really want my cock, don’t you?”

I nod enthusiastically, watching him lazily stroke his length, hoping to quickly take his place. He clicks his tongue, forcing me to look at him again.

“Use words, Submissive. Tell me what you want.”

“I… I want to suck your cock… Master.”

A carnivorous smile forms on the lips of the man. He’s visibly delighted that I call him that without even having to ask me. It came naturally, without me having to think about it.

“Go ahead. Show me what you can do.”

It doesn't take much for me to slip between his legs. Slowly, I encircle his base with my hand, touching for the first time the softness of his sensitive skin. With my fingertips, I travel his length, discovering each of his lines, of his veins.

Then, I take out my tongue, taking the exact same path from his base to his tip. Arrived at his rounded tip, I start to tickle his slit, collecting a few drops of salty excitement.

The man runs his hand through my hair, his fingers tangling in my ponytail. He doesn't need to add anything. His message is clear. Until then, I was playing, doing everything to avoid the inevitable. Take his thick cock in my mouth.

I swallow hard before finally parting my lips, resting them on his tip. A shiver runs through the man as I welcome him into my warm cavity. I can barely open my jaw wide enough.

Still, I decide to ignore the fear and discomfort, taking him a little deeper inside me. Inch by inch, I let him sink into my mouth, occasionally stopping to play my tongue over his satiny skin.

Then I resume my descent, taking him further and further into me. Soon he’s tapping the back of my throat, making me cough. I don’t move, as much out of pride as to satisfy him.

For a moment, I keep him like that, deep inside me. His fingers tangle in my hair, stroking it for a moment to congratulate me before gripping it, imposing a rhythm on me along his length.

Without the slightest hesitation, I let myself be used. I'm not ashamed of anything anymore. I forget the people who can watch us. I forget the fact that I barely know this man. I let him take me like a little toy at his disposal.

I only dream of one thing: that he cums in the back of my throat. I'll swallow every last drop of it, if it can keep him playing with me. I haven't had enough yet. I want more. Much more.

If he asked me all these questions about the punishments I would like to receive, it's not to stop there, right? So, if I prove to him that I’m worth it, I will finally be able to taste these things that make me dream so much.

I redouble my enthusiasm, sensing him coming near his end. His fingers twitch uncontrollably in my hair. His belly is rising faster. He’s about to tip over. So, I give him a push, playing my tongue a little more, taking him even deeper if that's possible.

And it works. Suddenly, his fingers twitch in my hair and the man empties into me. As expected, I greet his seed with enthusiasm, swallowing it before opening my mouth and sticking my tongue out to show him my exploits. The shortness of breath, the man congratulates me.

“My good little Submissive. I think you've earned the right to take your training to the next level.”


Chapter 3

I feel like I'm on cloud nine as I walk through the club on the arm of this desirable man. We draw attention to ourselves. I know that many submissives must be jealous of my position, certainly hoping to be in my place.

I never would have believed myself capable of taking action. Now I surrender completely. I sigh with relief when I see which bedroom he's dragging me into. Here, none are the same. Some are as comfortable as those of a hotel. Others look like cold warehouses, with scarier toys waiting on metal shelves.

His choice is for a much more comfortable room. A huge bed stands in the middle of the room. There is also a leather bench, infinitely adjustable to support all the positions in which a dominant would like to put his submissive.

I lick my lips, wondering if this is where I'm going to spend the rest of my evening. I wouldn't mind the idea. Far from it. I saw what the submissives attached to it looked like. They were totally deprived of their liberty. And yet, they were sexier than ever. And they loved it.

For the moment, this does not seem to be the plan. The man lets go of my arm, leaving me alone in the middle of the room as he walks over to the bed to sit down. Again, I remain motionless, despite my desire to join him. I understood the rules. I have to obey him, no matter what.

I don't have to turn my head to see to know that he hasn't closed the door, inviting the curious to come and look at us. I try to ignore it, focusing only on the man.

He remains excruciatingly silent, his eyes scanning my body from head to toe. I bite my lip, feeling suddenly embarrassed. Still, I must hold on. I know it, the next part is not likely to be more comfortable.

“Take off your clothes.”

I tense up. I should have known this was coming. This is the logical sequence of events. And yet, I can't help but be surprised. It would surely have been easier if he had done it himself.

The warmth of his body would have comforted me, making me forget the incongruous situation. But no. It’s not what I’m getting. So, I take a deep breath. My fingers go up to my collar. Slowly, I undo button after button of my sheer blouse, keeping my eyes fixed on the dominant.

He supports my gaze, not seeming the least bit interested in the chest that unfolds before his eyes. I swallow with difficulty, but continue my mission all the same. I let my thumbs slip under the elastic of my skirt, pushing it away from my body and down my legs.

Here I am in front of him, my panties as the last defense to protect my privacy. What a sight I must give him, standing in the middle of the room, my generous breasts pointing at him, my legs surely seeming longer thanks to my heels. A sexy vision, I hope.

“Go on.”

I close my eyes for a moment to control my emotions. I thought I would never feel more vulnerable than when we were there in the great room, touching each other in the dark of the bench. I was wrong.

Now in full light, I feel more exposed than ever. And yet, I must continue. So quickly, as if it would help get rid of my embarrassment, I undo my panties, dropping them to my feet.

For what seems like hours, the man says nothing. He just stares at me, his face perfectly stoic. It’s impossible for me to know what he thinks of me. I think that's the hardest thing to bear. That, or my motionless position.

If I listened to myself, I would take refuge against him. I would kneel at his feet again, if that's what he wanted. It seems to me that any position near him would be much better than this one, alone in the middle of the room.

Fortunately, my torment is over. Slowly, the man gets up and approaches me. It's as if he suddenly fills the whole room with his intoxicating presence.

Arrived near me, he places his hands on my body, making me shiver again. I close my eyes as he uncovers me, tracing my every curve. With one hand, he pinches my nipples, while with the other, he grabs my ass.

I bite my lip, feeling the excitement creep up on me. I gasp in surprise as his fingers move dangerously towards my most taboo entrance. I look up at him, not quite sure what he wants to do. A mocking smile forms on his lips. He leans towards me.

“Tell me Princess. Have you ever let a man use your ass?”

Nervous, I shake my head no. He corrects me immediately.

“Use words.”

“I… No. Never.”

“Would you like to give it a try?”

My cheeks burn with shame. It would be a lie to say that I never thought of it. And yet, I don't know if I can say it out loud. The man's gaze is burning on my skin. I know he’s waiting for an answer. I could very well say no, and leave it at that. But that's not what I want.

So, in a very small voice, I dare to answer him.

“I would love to, yes.”

“Good girl. Don't worry. I'm going to take such good care of you that, soon, you'll be begging me to fuck your ass.”

I bite my lip, my nipples hardening with excitement. I never begged anyone. And yet, I have no trouble believing him.

Slowly he presses his lips to mine, kissing me for long minutes, giving me all the courage I need. Then he walks away, heading for the cupboard containing all the accessories made available.

He looks at me over his shoulder, an amused smile on his lips.

“But first, I'm going to tie you up.”


Chapter 4

I exhale slowly, trying to calm the rhythm of my racing heart. The man approaches me, long ropes in his hands. It was everything I had hoped for.

For hours I watched the women in the club wear them proudly, enduring every punishment, every humiliation, bound in those intricately knotted bonds. I imagined myself in their place, never thinking that I would be able to do it one day. And now this so seductive dominant is going to make me experience it.

Without a word, Matthew gets to work, glancing at me from time to time to analyze the slightest of my reactions. He’s still a complete stranger, and yet, I feel perfectly confident with him.

I don't know how this is possible, but the simple presence of this man soothes me, and with him, I feel ready to face anything.

I shiver as, with a first rope, he attacks my upper body. He begins by crossing my arms behind my back. It's not as uncomfortable as I had imagined. The burn of the rope against my skin is light, almost pleasant. The material is much less rough than I had imagined.

Despite the nervousness that still grips my stomach, I slowly relax, carefully observing hid movements in the mirror adorning one of the walls of the room. Thus positioned, I miss nothing of the expertise of his gestures.

I find that incredibly sexy. And I even appreciate the reflection I send back in the mirror. It may be pretentious, but I look hot with those strings on me. As if my body had been made to receive them.

I bite my lip as the man takes a step back, letting me admire his handiwork. My breasts look even bigger now that they're surrounded by those ropes. I can't help but smile at that sight in the mirror. But soon, the difficulty increases.

The man attacks my legs. In no time, I find myself kneeling on the floor, my thighs connected to my calves by expertly tied ropes. With the tip of his foot, he pushes my knees so that I spread them wider.

He did not tie my legs together. The reason is quite obvious. He gives himself privileged access to my pussy, wet again. I swallow with difficulty. The more the minutes pass, the more the discomfort goes up.

On the one hand, because of this position. Having your arms crossed behind your back is not the most natural thing in the world. But above all, I’m starting to feel more and more the effects of being deprived of my movements.

There is nothing I can do. I can’t get up. I also can't use my arms to defend myself. I'm totally vulnerable, at the mercy of this man I didn't know one hour ago. I know it, I only have to say my safe word to get out of this situation. But still, I can't help but be nervous.

The dominant seems to see it. He walks over to me and runs his hand through my hair. I close my eyes, reveling in the comforting touch. He doesn't need to talk. His mere presence near me is enough. Gradually, I relax. I think about what’s coming next.

What is he going to do with me, now that I’m under his complete control? Is he going to make me cum again? Is he going to take me, pushing his cock inside me in incessant movements, taking advantage of the fact that I can't move?

I lick my lips, already imagining him dragging me back and forth along his length. Using me as a doll, a toy only there to give him pleasure, and nothing else.

I look down to observe my body. My nipples are tense, as if begging to be touched. I want this man. I want to belong to him, all night if that's what he wants. Be his.

I look up again as the man moves, moving in front of me. In this position, it’s difficult for me to look at anything other than his crotch. He got dressed, depriving me of the sight of his member.

I can't help biting my lip, remembering how wide it was in my mouth. Yes. I can't wait to find myself again face to face with his cock.

But that's not his plan. His hand slips under my chin, forcing me to look him in the eye. I'm shivering. I suddenly feel incredibly small, thus positioned at his feet while he is standing.

“Look at you. So pretty on your knees. I could leave you in this position for hours, just to watch you. My submissive little doll.”

I lick my lips, a little nervous that he'll follow through on this idea. He proved it in the other room. He wouldn't be afraid to do it.

“But I have much better for you. A good spanking. You haven't done anything wrong... Yet. So, I want to show you what you are exposing yourself to, if you decide to disobey me.”

I shiver again. His face is suddenly stern. He’s completely serious. I know I should be scared by his words. But on the contrary, I’m turned on. I want him to punish me. I want to feel this intense pain on my ass and find out what I'm capable of.

I hope I won't regret those thoughts in a few moments. But it's too late now. Because without warning, the man grabs me by the waist, carrying me without the slightest difficulty. Then, bluntly, he throws me on the bed.

I tilt my head forward, deprived of my arms to cushion my fall. My ass is in the air, pointing directly at him. The man is now gripping my hips, pulling me closer to the edge of the bed, and his dangerous hand.

I focus on my breathing, trying to silence the worried voices in my mind. Everything will be alright. That's what I want. I must not be afraid.

Yet, my whole body shudders when the man puts his hand on my ass. He's having fun, it seems. He just caresses my skin. Every once in a while, he grabs a globe, pressing just enough to make me squeal.

I can't help but fidget at the intrusive touch. His hands then close firmly on my hips to keep them still.

I swallow with difficulty. Thus positioned, my balance is unstable. I can't hold on to anything, or really control where my knees go without risking tipping over.

He made it clear to me. If I can't stay in the position he wants me in, his patience will only be limited. Yes. Satisfying my one-night dominant is going to be a trial. I’m determined to take it up.

A cry of surprise escapes my throat when the first slap lands on my ass. I don't know why, I had expected the man to warn me before acting. Yet it is clear.

I have no rights, no power here. As long as I don't say my safe word, everything is allowed. I am his toy, his little thing. He owes me absolutely nothing.

At least that first hit was more than bearable. I'm almost disappointed, even. I had expected more sensations than that. But of course, the man does not intend to stop there. A few moments later, a new slap falls, much stronger this time.

It’s immediately followed by two others, equal in power. I wonder what the man has in mind. I've seen dominants hit their subs countless times, never seeming to get tired.

Is he going to do with me? Would I be able to bear even half of that? Even though I hope so, I can't help but feel nervous. A muffled scream escapes my throat as the man lands close blows again.

I think my skin is already flushed, unused to being treated like this. I close my eyes, trying to keep my emotions in check. Without a word, the man continues his punishment.

I think it would have been easier if he had given me a number from the start. I could have held on by counting in my head, knowing how much time I have left in my ordeal.

But the man leaves me in complete ignorance. Even his rhythm seems to be made to disturb me. At times, he goes slowly. On the other hand, he chained close shots. Sometimes it's soft. Sometimes he seems to put all his strength in his hand.

I'm out of breath. I feel like this will never end. My legs are shaking. I don't know how I'm going to continue. But I must hold on. Because despite the pain and discomfort… I love everything he is doing to me.

I don't have to slip my hand between my legs to know I'm completely drenched. If I hadn't seen all these women before me being treated the same way and enjoying it, I would have thought something was seriously wrong with me.

But now I know those darkest desires aren't so shameful, as long as you find someone to understand them.

I moan in pleasure as the man begins to gently caress my ass. The warmth of his hand against my irritated skin makes me feel good.

“You take your punishment like a good little submissive. I’m impressed.”

A warmth of pride invades my body. I probably shouldn't show so much pride in enduring such a depraved ordeal. But that's what I feel. These few words are enough to calm me down, and help me hold on.

Because the man starts hitting me again, with as much force as before. My legs are shaking, threatening to collapse at any moment. The pain is more intense than ever.

The man finally seems to get tired, caressing my butt again. Then he lets his fingers slide between my legs. He begins to caress my soaked slit, laughing softly.

“You really liked that, didn't you, my little slut?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

My cheeks are red with shame for daring to confess such a thing. But the feeling quickly evaporates when he slides two fingers inside me, pushing them all the way in without difficulty. I can’t restrain a few sighs of pleasure as he begins to perform lazy back and forth in my pussy.

I’m more sensitive than ever. It seems impossible, and yet, I believe that I would be able to come again in a few seconds, if he bothered to touch my clit.

But he decides otherwise. I let out a disappointed squeal when he removes his fingers, leaving me agonizingly empty, and wanting more. Suddenly, my whole body tenses. The man just slid his fingers higher up my body, not forgetting my earlier confession.

I swallow with difficulty. So, he’s really gonna do it. My breathing quickens as he begins to trace the contours of my crenelated entry.

“Breathe. You’re gonna love it. I promise.”

I nod against the sheet. I really hope that will be the case. I would hate to have to stop it because I can't stand it. I really want to like this.

I groan in discomfort as the dominant pushes his index a little harder, driving a first knuckle drenched in my arousal inside me. I cannot describe what I feel. The feeling is so new, so strange.

It doesn't hurt. Far from it. I lick my lip as he presses down a bit more, continuing his dive into this still unexplored part of my body.

His other hand is resting on my hip, holding it as if to help keep me from sinking. I believe this is what I need. My legs are still shaking from the punishment he gave me.

I moan a little louder when his finger found itself fully embedded in me. He remains motionless to begin with, giving me time to get used to this unconventional presence.

I feel a slight tugging. I'm incredibly tight around his finger. And he wants to put his cock in me? I don't know how this will be possible. I already feel like I'm completely full.

He proves to me a few moments later that this is not the case. A second finger invites itself inside me. My breathing is choppy. It’s more difficult to enter. But that doesn't stop the man.

Without hesitation, he continues his dive, forcing me to open up for him. I moan against the sheet, trying to adjust myself to this uncomfortable position.

“You can do it Princess. I know you can. Relax.”

The man continues to murmur his encouragements. I don't know why, but his words help me. I feel calmer. I think that above all, I want to prove to him that he was right to choose me. That I may be a novice, but that I'm ready to take anything, if he shows me the way.

Gradually, he achieves his ends, plunging ever further into me. I feel torn apart like never before. And yet, I get used to this presence. Worse. I find myself liking it. I even moan as he starts scissoring me, pulling me further apart.

The feeling is delicious. Behind me, the man lets out a satisfied sound. His free hand gently caresses my ass, as if congratulating me for taking him so well. I'm almost disappointed when he withdraws his fingers.

I got used to it, and I think I would have been ready for a little more. Too bad. It's up to my master to decide.

I shiver as he pulls away from me. I can't help but worry. I don't like being alone, vulnerable.

I turn my head, hoping to be able to follow his movements in the large mirror. He's looking for something in the toy cabinet, but I can't see what. Too bad. I have to be patient. So, in the meantime, I let my gaze rest on my body.

I bite my lip seeing myself exposed. In this position, with my ass in the air, I’m completely open. Anyone could come behind me and grab my body. I couldn't stop them. I would just have to let them fuck me and moan.

I lick my lips and smile. When did I become such slut? I blame this new job. In reality, I must have had these tendencies in me for much longer. There's no point in kidding myself. I was made for this.

The dominant comes back to me. Without a word, he puts one of his hands on my buttocks, spreading them apart to give himself better access to my most taboo entrance. I shiver as he pours an icy liquid into it. Lubricant.

I can't help but tense up. He's not really going to take me there, like that, now? I expected a little more play between us before that. Let him visit my other entrance first. Even though I liked his fingers, I don't know if I could take his massive cock.

“Relax. I’m going to take it slow.”

I relax a little when I feel an object stick to my little hole. A plug, I believe. He begins to insert it into me, slowly. The toy is wider than his fingers. But by relaxing, I manage to welcome him in turn. I focus on my breathing, gradually making me his presence.

A scream escapes my throat as, without warning, the man turns me around. I find myself on my back, my arms wedged between my body and the mattress. I don't have time to worry about the discomfort of my position. The man does not give me the opportunity.

With his hands, he spreads my legs, opening me completely for him. He licks his lips, his eyes immediately drawn to my pussy. I blush violently. Oh sure, he's been seeing me naked for a while now. He even made me cum with his fingers.

And yet, I can't help but be embarrassed to see him staring at my pussy so intently. I feel embarrassed, but also incredibly sexy.

This man could have spent the evening with any of the submissives in the club. And he chose me. It’s on my body that he lets his gaze satisfy. And if I believe the bulge in his pants, he likes what he sees.

I gradually forget my embarrassment, pride resurfacing. He leans over me, his hand resting on my breast, kneading it firmly. Then he enjoys capturing my nipple, making me moan uncontrollably.

He smiles at my reaction, before climbing onto the bed as well. I frown. He’s still dressed, sexier than ever in his suit. He winks at me, surely realizing my confusion.

My mouth opens in surprise. Without wasting a moment, the man slips between my thighs. His warm breath caresses my most intimate parts. He doesn't touch me, and yet I'm already moaning.

Without the slightest restraint, I raise my hips, taking the risk of tipping over because of my bonds. A mocking laugh escapes his throat. Firmly, he presses my lower stomach, pressing me against the mattress.

He straightens up to look at me better. I bite my lip. I was impatient, and now he's going to make me pay for it. I see it in his eyes. He revels in my mistake.

Installed on his knees, he overlooks me. With his fingertips, he begins to caress the inside of my thigh, having fun making me shiver. My mouth opens. I can't help moaning pathetically. He was about to lick me, I know that.

“Do you want something, Submissive? I can’t read your mind. Use your words.”

I swallow with difficulty. He plays with me. Of course, he can’t read my mind, but you don't have to be Einstein to understand what I want. It's all part of his little power games. It's his way of showing his dominance over me. I have no choice but to bend to his will.

“I’d like… I’d like to feel your tongue on my pussy.”

“Beg me.”

I tremble, trying to register his request. His finger approaching ever closer to my clit does absolutely nothing to help me concentrate. But I must do it. This is the only condition of my orgasm. So, I close my eyes, forgetting my shame.

“Please, Master. Eat me. Please. I need it.”

A small laugh escapes his throat. I expect him to refuse, to make me beg him even more. But he doesn't. He resumes his position between my thighs, and immediately lets his tongue run over my slit.

I let out a long moan as he reaches my clit, teasing it with the tip of his tongue before capturing it between his lips. Under me, my fingers manage to grab onto the sheet beneath me.

The man doesn’t hold back. He devours me. He has the same enthusiasm as a thirsty person falling on a stream. His tongue seems everywhere at once, licking, sucking, making me tremble with desire.

Heat returns to the pit of my stomach as two of his fingers plunge into me. He moves them bluntly, taking possession of my soaked pussy as he did earlier.

I moan loudly, and soon, people come to the door, observing without the slightest shame our licentious exchange. I close my eyes to ignore them. Only my dominant and his expert tongue matter.

Finally, I recognize the sparks that wriggle within me. Shortness of breath, I warn him.

“Master, I’m gonna! I’m gonna!”

“Come for me.”

His growl against my clit is what makes me lose my footing. My whole body arches despite the ropes that hinder it. My members tense, and here I am, experiencing my second orgasm of the evening.

The man straightens up immediately. My eyes still clouded with pleasure, I watch him undress without wasting a single moment. The dominant loses his patience, it seems. I barely have time to admire this perfectly drawn body that he comes over me.

His large member is so tense that it seems painful. He pats it against my clit, making me moan from the overstimulation. However, I have no desire to stop him. I want him to come inside me now.

This time, I don't need to beg him. The man is already pushing his tip against my soaked pussy. I grit my teeth as he pushes it inside me. I've never had anything so big in me. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this.

I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing as he thrusts into me, his cock pressing against the plug stuck in my other entrance. Finally, he manages to enter completely.

I open my eyes, panting. Gently, the man pushes back one of the strands of hair that stuck to my forehead. I smile at him, enjoying the sudden burst of tenderness.

Feeling me relax around his width, he begins to make long back-and-forth motions, pulling out of me entirely before plunging back into it. Gradually, he picks up his pace. My sighs of discomfort turn into moans of pleasure.

His hands rest on my thighs, spreading them apart. I no longer worry about the ropes getting under my skin and robbing me of my movements. I only want one thing, that he continues to pound me like this.

An even stronger desire seizes me. The one he empties into me. That he releases all his seed deep in my body, marking me in the most intimate way.

I jump in pleasure and surprise as he suddenly pulls back and walks away without a look, without a word.

I'm shivering. It seems to me that I could have come again. And now I find myself alone, abandoned on this big bed, my wetness flowing on the sheet under me so excited I am.

I frown as he comes back to me, a dildo in his hand. It's not as big as him, or even as long. I look at him, confused. The man just smiles mischievously. Then he turns me around.

I feel my arms being released from their rope. I shake them lightly, happy to find a little feeling. The man grabs my wrists and puts them on either side of my head. I understand the message. I have to stay in this position.

He then grips my hips, making sure to align them with him. I gasp in surprise when he removes the plug from my ass.

“I'm sure you'll end up begging me to fuck your little ass with my big cock. But today, we're going to take it easy.”

I nod my head, shaking. Part of me is relieved. I don't know if I would have taken him inside me. Especially when I feel the new toy pushing against my tight entrance.

Despite the large dose of lubricant that the dominant has put on it, the dildo still meets resistance when he pushes it into me. My fingers grip the sheet. I'm grateful he untied that part of me. This intrusion is much easier to bear that way.

Slowly, the man moves back and forth with the toy inside me, always opening me up a little more as he passes. Then he leaves it deep inside of me. I stay still, knowing full well what to expect.

A few moments later, the man is sinking into my wet pussy again. He feels even thicker than before, now that there's this toy taking up all the space in my other hole. However, this does not stop the man in his progress.

He pushes his way through, always opening me up. I bite the sheet under me. This intrusion is not easy, and yet, I don't want him to stop. No question of saying my safe word. I want to see how far I can go.

Slowly, the man resumes his hip movements. I bite my lip. The sensations are intense, new. If someone asked me my name, I don't think I would be able to answer. I'm too overwhelmed by what is happening to me.

And when the man grabs the dildo inside me, making it move as he pounds me, I lose my mind. I can't even hear the things coming out of my mouth anymore.

I beg him, I believe. Not for him to stop. No. For him to continue again and again. The pleasure I feel is far too strong to stop.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum on my cock.”

Without even thinking, I slip my hand between my thighs. My fingers rest on my clit. No matter what stimulation he's already received, he's tense to the limit, begging for another orgasm.

I get down to it without delay, trying to reproduce the gestures that the man had just now. I scream louder and louder, and the man behind me growls too. His thrusts are more jerky, less precise.

Suddenly, he stops, releasing all his seed deep inside me. This last depraved act is enough to throw me completely off my feet. Frantically, I press down on my clit, sinking into the most powerful orgasm I've ever experienced. My whole body is shaking as I’m shot through with dozens of electric shocks.

When it finally calms down, I barely feel the man tighten his arms around me to hold me back. My members finally gave out. Mind totally clouded by this intense orgasm, I hear myself whisper.

“Thank you, Master.”


Chapter 5

I wince in front of my mirror, as I raise my arms to redo my ponytail. Every muscle in my body hurts. I even believe that I discovered new ones. Who would have thought that being attached, immobile, could in fact be so much sport? Not me, that's for sure.

However, I have absolutely no regrets about what happened last night. I had often fantasized about that first time. But none of my dreams were even close to reality. What Matthew did to me yesterday was beyond comprehension.

I never could have believed that such pleasure was possible, even after seeing dozens of submissives come to this club and cum endlessly. I had no idea it would be this intense.

Fortunately, I’m off today. But while I'm glad I don't have to stand for hours, I can't help but be disappointed too. It was only once, and yet, I’m already completely addicted. Between my legs, I feel wet every time I even think about what I went through yesterday. Yes, I'm ready to start again.

Matthew was most considerate once he was done with me. Gently he untied me, stroking my body to soothe the fire consuming it. At no time did he rush me, holding me in his arms and whispering compliments to me as I slowly came back to earth.

Then, he took me to the bathroom adjoining this pleasure room. With unparalleled care, he washed my body, focusing on the parts he particularly abused. And then he walked me back to the bar where I resumed my service as if nothing had happened.

He stayed there. Some people came up to us, smiling at me and congratulating me on my performance, complimenting the dominant on his technique. Each time, my cheeks turned red with shame… And with pleasure.

I did not expect such reactions. They only encourage me in my opinion to start again.

The dominant stayed at the bar for the rest of the evening. He could have gone home, or found another submissive. But no. He stayed by my side, ensuring my well-being. When my shift ended, he walked me back to my car, making sure I was fit to drive.

Before leaving me, he handed me his card with his personal number, sternly ordering me to call him if there was anything I need. He even made me promise.

Then he asked me when my next service was. He didn't say anything when I answered him, just nodded. I don't know if he'll be here tomorrow night, or even if he'll want to play with me again.

Only one thing is certain… I have never been so eager to get back to work in my life.

- To be continued -
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Suscribe to Emily Colter's Newsletter and don't miss the next book to come out!

In the meantime, have you read this?


Filthy Discipline

You liked this book? Find the entire series here!
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“Look at you. So perfect when you're on your knees. Come on. Show them what you can do.”

When I took this job in a BDSM club, I had no idea that I would end up there, tied up on stage in front of all these people. And yet, that's what I do. Week after week, at each of my breaks, I discover the extent of my perversity. And all of this because of one man.

Under the hands of my DOMINANT, I’m ready to do anything.

Even letting him share me with the entire club. Even letting him explore the most shameful parts of my anatomy.

The ropes? I love them. His crop? I couldn't do without it, or without his large hands that explore my body with force. My safe word is useless. Never mind the pain and nervousness. Pleasure always wins in the end.

I may be new to the BDSM world, but I’ll do anything to prove that I deserve my submissive collar.

If you like shorts better, here is the next in series: Humiliating the club Submissive

◆◆◆

Filthy Training

22 short stories, 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.

◆◆◆

Bound to Submission
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An hour ago, I knew nothing about being a SUBMISSIVE.

Now, I'm ready to submit to a whole GROUP of DOMINANTS.

I can't believe I dared to come here. A BDSM club. A place where people indulge in their darkest fantasies. I thought I would just observe. But when the most attractive man takes an interest in me, I forget all reason and let him drag me into his world.

He spanks me hard. He ties his belt around my wrists. He even hides a plug in my most secret entrance. And yet… It's not enough.

To train me, my dominant needs reinforcements.

Blindfolded and tied to the bed, all I can do is waiting for these men to use my naked body. I should be ashamed of my position. But no matter how many they are, I spread my legs and open my mouth, letting them do whatever they want with me.

Trapped between their powerful bodies, I will take them all.

Even if I can’t walk for days after that...
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