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You want more?


Chapter 1

- Ava -

I wrap my arms a little tighter around the man. Beneath our intertwined bodies, the roar of the engine is louder than ever.

My fingers slip under his leather jacket, reaching his stomach. He doesn't have the perfect abs of those men who spend hours training in a gym. But his whole body is still powerful, his arms muscled by hours of physical work.

He speeds up, making me cling a little tighter to him. I never thought I could ride such a motorcycle before meeting Ice.

But that's what happens when you decide to let a biker pick you up in a bar. I just wanted to let loose, and he's so attractive. His gray eyes immediately hypnotized me. And his full lips… Perfect for kissing.

Before the hour was up, he slipped between my legs, his hand creeping up my neck to hold me tight as his tongue caressed mine. Without a doubt, the hottest kiss of my entire life.

And what to say about the rest of the night… For hours he took care of my body, worshipping me, and giving me more orgasms than all my exes combined. I trembled, vibrated, and even begged. Overnight, I became his little thing.

His submissive.

A month later, what was supposed to be a one-night stand keeps going. And now I tirelessly count the hours, the minutes, and even the seconds that separate our meetings.

Under my helmet, I lick my lips, flashes of our last night coming back to me. Of how, as day broke, he was still pushing my body onto the mattress, his weight crushing me until he sent me into another powerful orgasm.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to fight my growing excitement. The vibrations of the engine under me don’t help me. Nor did the passionate kiss he gave me when he picked me up from work.

I wonder if my colleagues saw me leaving on this machine. If so, I know the rumors will spread. But I don't care. Even though we seem to have nothing in common, I love what's between us way too much to stop.

My mind wanders again, wondering what my lover has in store for me today.

Is he going to tie me to the bed again?

At the thought, my lower belly contracts. I've always been a vanilla girl, never doing anything extravagant or allowing myself to really let loose. But with him, I turn out to be a tigress, no longer ashamed of anything as long as he is with me.

I even let him introduce me to much darker desires. That of submitting body and soul to a man. Day after day, meeting after meeting, I discover his world, abandoning myself ever further to his perverse desires.

It started with a simple smack on my ass, which turned into a real spanking. Other times, he made me kneel at his feet, forcing me to wait there for hours while he carried on with his business as if everything was normal.

I should have found that humiliating and fled immediately. But despite my embarrassment, I stayed, the excitement growing in the pit of my stomach.

I snap out of my thoughts as we finally arrive at the parking lot. My lustful desires will have to wait, he wants me to discover his lair. Where he meets up with other bikers.

I was happy that he wanted me to discover more of his world. But now that I've had all these dirty thoughts, I’ve only one desire: for this visit to end so we can go to his place.

Once our helmets are removed, I can't help slipping into my dominant's arms. With a smile on his face, he lets me do it, his hand automatically sliding into my neck, squeezing a little sigh of pleasure from me. I like it when he holds me like that. It's as if I disappear against his body.

Our gazes lock into each other for a few moments, before our mouths forcefully capture each other. I don't think anyone has ever been kissed like that. I don't even understand how it's possible to feel so much pleasure with a simple kiss.

I let him deepen it, opening my mouth to let him in. His tongue takes mine in the hottest dance. I can't hold back a slight moan of pleasure. Against my lips, the man smiles, visibly delighted with the effect he has on me.

Without realizing it, I lift my leg, sliding it along his. I want to hold on to him, my body craving his as we're against each other.

My hands slide over his chest, feeling his powerful muscles under my fingers clinging to his T-shirt. I don't care anymore that we're in the middle of a parking lot. It's deserted anyway. So, I might as well enjoy the presence of my lover.

It's only been a few days since I've seen him, and yet, the lack I feel is incomparable. But as often, my dominant is the reasonable one, breaking the kiss.

For a few moments, we stand there watching each other, trying to calm our breaths, raging from those fiery kisses. Then, a mocking smile forms on his lips.

“How about I show you around before you decide to undress me?”


Chapter 2

- Ice -

This woman wants me dead. There is no doubt about it. She may bat her eyelashes, and look at me with her big doe eyes, she's not that innocent. I saw it right away that night I met her. The bar was crowded, and yet, I only saw her.

Her devastating smile, her dark blond hair cascading down her back. I was immediately drawn to her. And when I could see her body better, I had only one desire: to own her.

How could it have been otherwise, when her light summer dress showed off every single hot part of her body? A pair of heavy breasts almost too big for my hands, wide hips topping a pair of legs that I immediately wanted to throw over my shoulders.

But there was something else. If her delicate face exuded innocence, I immediately saw something else in her eyes. A glimmer of lust.

And she proved to me how right I was, as I pinned her against the wall of my apartment. Without my even needing to encourage her, she wrapped her legs around my hips, brushing against me as her fingernails dug into my shoulders. Under my hands, the shy girl turned into an image of pure lust.

The images assail me. I still remember the feeling of my cock sinking forcefully between her thighs, making her moan in the sexiest way I’ve ever heard.

Reluctantly, I pull away from her, bringing us both back to reality. I hold out my hand to her, smiling at the sulky pout that adorns her face. I know it.

Right now, she doesn’t care about visiting my lair. She’d much prefer that I take her home and undress her, taking her right on the floor of my entryway.

But she must learn patience. She knows I’m in charge. And the more she tries to push me, the more she will have to face the consequences of her actions.

Reluctantly, she takes my hand, trotting adorably behind me as come inside. Without much interest, she observes this bar where my best stories have taken place.

For now, it's just us. I wanted to familiarize her with the place before she has to deal with all the rude men of my club. Good men, really, but often rough on the edges, and with imposing figures. I wouldn't want to scare my princess.

Even if right now, she behaves like a brat. She’s not giving any attention to what I’m telling her. Instead, she’s putting all her energy into finding excuses to cling her body to mine.

If she thinks she's subtle, she's delusional. I can see clearly in her game, and I’ll have to correct this behavior later.

In the meantime, I’m interrupted in my visit when the light goes off. I sigh. We really need to fix that in a better way. I tell her to wait for me while I go inspect the fuse box.

It doesn't take me more than a few minutes to find the source of the problem. I summarily fix it before going back. I don't want to keep her waiting too long.

But as I enter the bar again, I freeze. She really decided to kill me.

While I was gone, she found a way to sit on the counter. Hands placed behind her, she keeps a disinterested look on her face. As if it were the most natural position. Yet, everything is calculated. From the angle of her shoulders to the way she spreads her legs.

I swallow hard. My eyes can't help admiring the milky skin of her thighs, up to her pussy. She's wearing one of those little white cotton panties. Perfectly innocent underwear, if there wasn’t this wet spot of excitement making it almost transparent.

I approach her slowly as her eyes dive into mine, almost begging me to take her right there, on that counter. To shove my cock inside her, to fuck her until she can't walk. I know it’s what she wants. And the idea is tempting.

But if she wants to play, I’ll play.

Without a word, I slip between her spread legs, my hands resting firmly on her thighs as my mouth meets hers forcefully. She’s already moaning, her arms wrapping around my shoulders.

Her fingers get lost in my hair, clinging to it as if to keep from losing her footing. For a few moments, I forget my plan, losing myself in this kiss that makes my pants feel a little too tight.

But I end up pulling myself together, breaking the kiss. Slowly, my hands glide over the soft skin of her thighs. If I listened to myself, I would drop to my knees to trace the same path. With the tip of my tongue, taste her sweet and delicious nectar again.

But I have to stay focused. So, my fingers keep climbing until I meet the seams of her underwear. I let my fingers wrap around it. Then I pull on it. She lifts her hips, helping me without the slightest resistance to remove this superficial piece of tissue.

She must be excited, to let me do this without worrying about where we are. Anyone could arrive. There would be no way for us to hide what we are doing.

But despite that, she encourages me, her little sighs making my cock straighten in my now too tight jeans. Slowly, I slide the piece of fabric down her perfect legs. My eyes don’t leave hers, filled with lust.

She bites her lip and arches her back a little, in a silent invitation for me to take her. But instead, I take two steps back. Then, under her gaze which instantly changes from excitement to perplexity, I slip her panties into my pocket.

A smirk forms on my lips as I hold out my hand to her, ignoring the concern growing inside her.

“Come on, I have other things to show you.”


Chapter 3

- Ava -

I've never felt so embarrassed. Of all the scenarios I had imagined for today, this was not one of them. I can't believe he's doing this. 

My soaked panties, stuffed deep in his pocket.

With each step, I feel fresh air caressing my pussy. I never did that. This feeling is so embarrassing. And yet, I have to admit too, I feel terribly turned on. Against my bra, my pointed nipples rub. And between my thighs, I’m getting wetter and wetter.

I squeeze my fingers around my lover's, trying to find some semblance of comfort there. He acts as if nothing is going on. He continues his visit, leading me into the room adjoining the bar. 

A large garage, with everything needed to repair their gear. I nod my head every time he talks to me, but I have a hard time focusing on what he's saying.

I'm much more interested in the warmth of his hand, in the presence of his body against mine. I don't think I've ever wanted him so much. But I know it, I must show him that I can be a good and obedient girl, as he likes me to be.

Of all his little games, I think this one is my favorite. When I must prove to him that I can behave. Usually, I'm a strong and independent woman. And yet, there is something incredibly relaxing about letting him take control like this.

I almost jump as his voice echoes.

“Well, you're awfully quiet.”

I look up at him, trying to find an answer. I scan the area with a look, before stammering.

“It’s… It’s a very beautiful place.”

In his eyes, I can see that he's not really convinced by my performance, but he doesn't add anything. Oh, he must know that this kind of place is not really for me. Deep down, I don't think he even cares.

Gently, he turns to me, slipping his hand around my neck. I shudder as he presses his lips to mine, kissing me softly.

I shudder and can't help clinging to him a little more. He lets me do it, his hand squeezing a little tighter into my neck, making me shiver. I can't help moaning, my excitement already rising in the pit of my stomach.

The kiss deepened, both of us seeming in the same state of impatience. I want him. No matter where we are. No matter what might happen. I don't want to wait any longer. I'm ready for him to take me right here. 

And that's what he seems ready to do too.

His hands slip under my thighs, and with a sure gesture, he lifts me. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist. Without thinking, I start rubbing against him.

I forget where we are. I forget the smell of oil and how inappropriate it is. There is only this man who holds me firmly in his arms, intoxicating me with his presence. His scent alone is enough to make me completely lose my footing.

I don't know exactly what's in his perfume. Just that he smells like a man. Powerful. Dangerous. Ready to do anything to get me.

He’s the dominant, I’m the submissive. What he wants, I give him.

I think he could ask me anything he wants. I'm so horny that I'll give it to him, as long as my body can stay against his.

I let out a high-pitched squeal as one of his hands crashes down hard on my ass. I'm shaking. The movement was strong, painful. And yet, secretly, I hope he does it again. I don't know why, but his displays of force turn me on as much as his kisses on my hot skin.

As if I weigh nothing, he carries me to the nearest workbench, sitting me on the edge. His mouth leaves mine to slip into my neck, tearing me small squeaks of pleasure that I can’t control.

And then, with his tongue and his teeth, he meticulously attacks my skin, leaving proofs of his passage on me. I bite my lip. I know, I'm going to have a hard time hiding those marks when I get back to work.

A stronger bite makes me forget these futile considerations. I have much more important things to worry about now. My hands rest on his shoulders, my fingers clinging to his T-shirt, seeking all the support I can to keep my footing.

He doesn't seem to want to slow down. His fingers rest on either side of my little silk blouse. I gasp in surprise as he suddenly tugs on it, forcefully opening it and ripping off a few buttons in the process. I should be upset. This is one of my prettiest tops.

But I don't care. How could I blame him, as he plunges his face between my breasts? I can barely follow the movement of his mouth kissing my skin, of his teeth biting me.

Sensually, his tongue begins to lap up my aching skin, as if to apologize for his bad treatments on my breasts swollen with desire. 

I can't hold back sighs of relief. Strength or gentleness, he handles both with equal expertise, moving from one to the other without telling me, always keeping me on edge.

My hands go down his chest, sliding under his T-shirt to caress his inflamed skin. He too craves this, I know it. But as I try to lift the piece of fabric to reveal his bare chest, I get a smack on the hand, accompanied by a groan.

I can't help but moan in disappointment. I would have liked to see him at the same stage as me. That I’m not the only one to be thus deprived of my clothes. But I quickly learned that he’s the one who sets the rules of the game. And if he wants to stay dressed, I must respect that.

So instead, I wrap my legs around his hips, pulling him a little closer to me even if that's possible. He lets me do it, straightening up to come again to capture my lips.

Slowly, I start rubbing against him, the feel of his thick jeans against my bare clit making me tremble.

When I believe to be at the maximum of my excitement, my dominant proves to me that I’m not. His hand slides over my chest, grabbing my bra firmly. Without the slightest hesitation, he lowers the piece of fabric, just enough to fully expose my breasts.

A new shiver seizes me as his fingers close simultaneously on each of my tips. I groan into the kiss as slowly he begins to twist them, sending small electric shocks through my body.

Of all the things he does to me, the way he takes care of my nipples is, I think, my favorite. Especially when he forcefully pinches them, taking me to that fine line where pain only makes the pleasure more intense.

I gasp as he breaks the kiss. With the tips of his teeth, he grabs my lower lip, biting it gently. It's light, and yet, it's enough to make me moan in pain and pleasure.

His hands don’t stop playing with my sensitive nipples, nor do I stop rubbing against him. It's insane, and yet, I believe I could come just like that.

But my dominant sees things differently. He lets go of my breasts and pulls back, still keeping his eyes on me. My cheeks flush slightly as he stares at me intently. What a sight I must offer him.

Panting, my breasts uncovered but still prisoners of my bra. And then, between my legs, my pussy now completely soaked. If someone were to come in now and find me like this, I would die of shame.

And yet, I'm not trying to hide. No, I want my dominant to see everything of me. I want to keep him looking at me like that, devouring me with his eyes before devouring me for real.

I shiver as the gleam in his eyes changes. That only means one thing. He’s ready to play. What is he about to ask me? I don’t have the faintest idea. All I know is that I must be prepared for all eventualities.

“On your knees.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I swallow hard, but do it anyway. I know that resisting will only increase the difficulty of my ordeal.

So, following the order given by his deep voice, I descend from the workbench without waiting. I don't bother rearranging my outfit. I just drop to my knees, ignoring the unpleasant feeling of concrete under my bare skin.

Then, I look up at him, wanting to show him my goodwill. And also, tease him a little. I'm still getting to know him. To this day, I can't tell what he likes best: when I behave like a good docile girl, or when I put up a little resistance.

He likes both equally, I think. And I must admit, me too. Each time I pushed his limits, it resulted in a punishment that was as painful as it was delicious.

I wouldn't mind a good spanking. Feeling his hand fall again and again on my ass until I beg him. I shouldn't want that, especially when we're here, in this place where anyone could come. 

I know the shame would already be intense if someone saw me like this, ready to give my lover a treat. But I don’t dare imagine what it would be if we were surprised while he hits me. That would be impossible for me to bear.

Because what sane person would allow a man to spank them simply for fun and pleasure?

The man approaches me, undoing his belt slowly. I lick my lips as he pulls his member out of its fabric prison. It’s already tense to the extreme, its tip red with excitement and expectation.

I stay frozen, wondering as every time how I'm going to manage to take it in my mouth. The least we can say is that the man has been spoiled by nature, his cock both long and thick.

I know I can do it. I've done it before, and I’ll do it again for as long as he wants me to. Without saying a word, he comes closer to me, his hand sliding through my hair.

Without him having to ask me, I open my mouth and tickle his tip with my tongue. If he's the one dictating the rules, right now, I'm in charge.

And I intend to use my power as much as I can.


Chapter 4

- Ice -

I hold back a grunt as my hand closes tightly in her hair. Shit. She knows what she’s doing. With the tip of her tongue, she plays with the outlines of my cock.

I grit my teeth as she takes malicious pleasure in making me languish. She knows it, though. This kind of behavior can only bring her problems. She may be deciding the pace right now. But in the end, I have the power. And if I wish, I can make her regret the slightest of her gestures.

Finally, she opens her perfect mouth, trapping my cock between her luscious lips. The vision is simply obscene. Of all the women I've slept with, she's the best, no doubt about it. 

She’s the perfect mix between innocence and lust, between angel and demon. For the moment, I let her manage the rhythm. I'm pretty imposing, and I want to let her get used to my size. I know she’ll eventually take all of me in her little mouth.

She proves it to me a few moments later, continuing to push my cock inside her with undeniable expertise. My fingers tighten harder in her ponytail, encouraging her with this simple impulse to speed up her movement.

“Good girl.”

I whisper between my teeth as she takes me ever faster, ever further. I can't suppress a smile when she looks up at me, a hint of excitement in her eyes. She likes it when I talk to her like that. This only encourages her to go even faster.

My breathing quickens, my stomach rises faster and faster. I could hold back a little longer, to keep enjoying the heat of her mouth around my flesh. But I want to move on.

I move my hips, forcing my cock ever deeper down her throat. She moans, she squeals, but doesn’t stop, speeding her movements herself to satisfy me even more.

A few seconds later, I let the orgasm take over me. My entire body freezes, and I release all my seed deep down her throat.

“That's it. Swallow it all like a good girl.”

Without flinching, she obeys me. I don't need to touch her to know that her thighs are soaked with excitement. Her little pussy must contract in the void, desperate to be filled. Soon.

I gently pat her cheek to congratulate her. Without my asking, she opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, showing me with docility that she obeyed me. My perfect little submissive.

We both stay still. I know she is waiting for me to tell her what to do next. But I want to enjoy this most decadent view for a few more moments.

A sweet squeal escapes her as I suddenly reach under her arms, lifting her easily and sitting her back on the workbench behind us.

Without even giving her time to breathe, I press my mouth against hers, imposing a most passionate kiss on her. She moans against my lips, and soon her arms return to their place, wrapping themselves around my shoulders.

I deepen the kiss, my tongue playing with hers. I don't care where it was just a few moments ago. Kissing her is far too good for me to deprive myself of it.

With calculated slowness, I slide my mouth close to her ear, nipping at her earlobe before tracing a line down her neck. Her chest heaves with her erratic breathing. She’s desperate.

My fingers slip inside her thighs, caressing them with a slowness that frustrates her more than it relieves her, I have no doubt about it. 

Perfect. I would hate if it was too easy for her.

She doesn’t hold back her sighs, surely hoping to encourage me to speed up the movement. I can feel her burning eyes on me. She hopes to glimpse the rest of my plan. But I don't intend to give it to her as easily as that.

With my lip, I capture one of her pointed nipples, giving her repetitive licks, just enough to frustrate her even more. My fingers approach closer and closer to her pussy, descending back on her thighs each time she hopes that finally, I will touch her clit.

Little by little, her moans become less controlled, mixing pleasure and frustration at the same time. She's ready to break, I can feel it. After a few more moments, and finally comes the reaction I was waiting for. A plea.

“Please, Sir. Please!”

I release her breast, a victorious smile on my lips. Hearing her beg is always delicious. But when she calls me Sir? It could make me hard at the second.

When those words come out of her pretty mouth, I know she's ready for absolutely anything that comes into my head. But first, I have to play with her a bit.

“Yes, Princess? You need something?”

Her cheeks turn red. A reaction that always amuses me. There's not much we haven't done yet. She even let me take her several times in her tight little ass.

And yet, she always has this same reaction of embarrassment when I force her to say things out loud. She hesitates, even though she knows it's her only chance to get what she wants.

I stare at her, making her ordeal undeniably more difficult. But finally, she manages to express herself.

“Please… I'm so soaked. I can't take it anymore. Fuck me.”

With a mischievous smile, I place my hand between her thighs, sliding my fingers over her exposed pussy to verify her statements. A mocking sound escapes me as I feel it. Soaked is the least we can say. I don't think she's ever been so wet under my actions.

She moans a little louder as one of my fingers invites itself into her entrance. Playful, I enter a knuckle in her, making her moan with pleasure and frustration mixed.

“Please. Please. Fuck me.”

I feel my cock harden again hearing her forget all restraint, begging me as if her life depended on it. And yet, it’s not what I have in mind.

Nonchalantly, I start again to lay small kisses on her breasts. My game lasts a few moments. Then, I finally decide to put an end to her ordeal.

Slowly, I drop to my knees. Her mouth opens in a perfect O, as the gleam in her eyes changes from surprise to excitement. I can't help but laugh softly at this reaction. It's not what she asked for, but I think she'll be satisfied with it.

However, she’ll have to wait a little longer. I lift my finger from her tight pussy to wrap my hands firmly around her thighs, spreading them apart to hold them in place.

Then, with a treacherous movement, I begin to place light kisses on the inside of her thigh, delighting in her silky and delicious skin.

From here, I can already smell the delicious scent of her wetness. My cock stands up a little more in reaction. If I listened to myself, I would already plunge my head between her thighs and devour her whole. I would make her scream so loud the whole neighborhood would hear her.

But I know waiting will only make things better, for her as for me. So, I continue to make her languish, licking her skin slowly, biting her each time one of her sighs betrays her annoyance. The more she complains, the longer she’ll have to wait. It’s the rule.

So, I continue my little game, moving further and further down her leg as she fidgets and complains. It’s when I get to her ankles that she finally understands my game. She bites her lip in a sexy pout, to hold back all her frustration and her ardor.

In reaction, I resume my climb on her legs, taking all my time. Her fingers twitch on the edge of the workbench. I know it. She has all the trouble in the world to handle her frustration.

I decide to put an end to her torment, speeding up my ascent to finally arrive at the sesame between her legs. I slide my mouth against her lower lips. With the tip of my tongue, I can already feel a few drops of her excitement.

I continue my movements for a few moments, caring only about my own pleasure. I know what I'm doing isn't enough to satisfy her, but I don't care. I want to feast on her nectar, savoring her taste of honey. No woman has ever been so delicious as she is.

Finally, I decide to give her what she wants, moving my tongue up her already perfectly taut clit. Yes, there’s no possible doubt. She’s dying for it.

With my tongue, I begin to play with her so sensitive nerve button, snatching loud moans from her. These are only getting louder as I close my mouth around her clit, giving it all the pressure it needs.

I look up at her, watching for any of her reactions. Mouth open and head tilted back, she looks sexier than ever. Yet, there is something that I fail to see. And that upsets me greatly.

“Eyes on me.”

She almost jumps at the sudden burst of my voice. She swallows hard and looks down at me, her cheeks flushed with a pink that I know is as much of pleasure as embarrassment.

I still can’t believe she agreed to do this here, in a public place, where anyone could see her. It's a treasure she gives me, and I intend to thank her in every way I can.

I dive back between her thighs, my eyes never leaving hers as my lips capture her clit again. Every once in a while, I let my teeth nibble on her gently, making her moan a little louder.

For fun, I let go of her clit, skirting her down lips until I reached her deliciously soaked entrance. She sighs softly as I let my tongue fuck her, tasting her excitement while giving her a taste of what's to come later.

If I make this moment last, I can't wait to dive back into the depths of her. I'm rock-hard now. I dream of taking her again and again. To turn her around, to put her on all fours and hit her ass offered to me. Make her scream with pleasure until she hurts her throat.

But before that, I want to make her come. So, I go up on her clit, capturing it again as my fingers land on her entrance, covering myself with her excitement. Without further ado, I let my index slip inside her, snatching delicious squeals from her.

She's not far away, I can feel it. Her body begins to contract in an irregular rhythm, her inner walls throbbing against the two fingers I now have inside her.

But just as I'm ready to rock her into total ecstasy, a dull noise interrupts us. A door opens, a voice rings out.

“Damn Ice. Always in the best place, right?”

I sigh as I recognize the voice of Snake, my longtime friend. Without rushing, I get up, casually wiping away Ava's excitement from my beard.

I feel her shudder behind me, closing her thighs and trying to keep the flaps of her torn blouse closed. Maybe I shouldn't have destroyed it that much.

Discreetly, I stand in front of her, making sure to hide her from my friend's eyes. Friends, actually. On the doorstep appears Buzz, who immediately understands what is happening here.

“We’re interrupting?”

Slowly, I put my hand on my sub's knee behind me, to give her some support. To mark my possession on her, too. She's hot, there's no way they won't find her to their liking.

“Bah. We had an urge. You know what it is.”

I answer them nonchalantly, making them laugh softly. Behind me, I feel Ava relax. I even believe that she shifts to better look at newcomers. With his eternal mocking smile on his lips, Buzz nods at me.

“Maybe we can help you. That's what friends are for, right?”

My fingers close more firmly on the leg of my submissive. I hadn't expected my friend to offer me this. And yet...

With an evil smile on my lips, I turn around. Maybe this day can get even better.


Chapter 5

- Ava -

My heart is racing as my eyes probe my dominant's. Is he really suggesting sharing me with his friends?

Oh, this idea is not new. We have already talked about our respective desires. Of our most taboo fantasies. With surprise and pleasure, we discovered to have the same. He wants to see his submissive taken by other men, to share what belongs to him with others.

And me? Well, I want to be possessed by powerful men. Surrender to their hands. Turn into their little thing as they take me over and over until the end of the night.

I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to shake off those lustful thoughts. Yes. It's a fantasy I've had for a long time. And I told myself that with Ice, I would end up satisfying it. But I didn't think it would be here and now.

Nothing today goes as planned. I thought we'd visit this place quickly, before going home. That he would fuck me into his mattress for hours. Not that I would find myself deprived of my panties. Not that I would suck him in a garage. And even less, that he would share me with his biker friends.

I glance again at the men. I can't deny it. They’re hot. The first to enter the room is a little older than us. Ice's mentor, without a doubt. His brown hair is beginning to show off a few white threads. His appetizing lips are surrounded by a thin mustache, giving him the look of a dandy.

The other man doesn't have the same style at all. His clothes are torn, and his dirty blond hair is long and tangled, giving him a neglected look. And yet, I find him incredibly hot. If I’m going to be degraded by bikers, as much as they look like bad boys.

I bite my lower lip, unable to suppress a smile. It seems I've made my decision. I'm ready to let them touch me. Because I know these men are going to give me incomparable pleasure.

Even before I give him my answer, my dominant smiles in turn. He must have seen the gleam in my eyes. Felt the desire swelling again in my chest.

I don't make a move, not really sure what to do next. Ice leans into my ear. I shiver as his fingers close around my thighs. I still haven’t come, and my senses are more disturbed than ever. I'm ready to accept anything, as long as I get an orgasm.

“You don't have to do this, okay? And if something goes wrong, you use your safe word. Right away. You don't hesitate, understood?”

I nod my head, almost distractedly. I should be relieved that he’s so careful about my desires and my safety. But all I can think about now is these two men's mouths on my body.

With a nod, my dominant motions for them to come closer. They don’t need to be asked twice, finding themselves near me in an instant. The oldest is the first to come forward, my dominant stepping aside to make room for him.

Slowly, the newcomer slides his hand on my cheek, drawing me into a soft but powerful kiss, already making me discover the extent of his talent.

I almost moan as his hand slides down my collarbone, brushing my breasts without ever touching them. He enjoys it, causing my sighs of frustration with each movement of my hand.

I shudder as another hand lands on my inner thigh. The blond is there, his gray eyes intently looking into mine. I break the kiss to come and taste his lips.

Immediately, the man puts his hand on my neck, grabbing it with force to take me in an almost violent kiss so much it’s passionate.

He doesn’t have the same restraint as his friend, putting his hand directly on my breast. I moan against his lips, encouraging him to continue. His fingers grab my nipples, pinching them hard.

I squeal against his lips, enjoying with equal ardor the pain and the pleasure he’s giving me. He keeps going, putting more and more force into his pinch, until I scream. He steps back, letting his friends appreciate my state of excitement.

“Damn, she's hot. And it looks like she likes a little pain. Is that right, Doll?”

I feel my cheeks blush and yet I nod in confirmation. It's not like I can hide it, not when I'm completely soaked from his simple pinches. My dominant steps forward, a proud smile on his lips.

“And yet, you have seen nothing.”

Obediently, I take the hand he offers me to get me off the workbench. I don't have time to figure out what he wants to do before he spins me around forcefully, pinning me against the tabletop.

My breathing quickens as he lifts my skirt, exposing my soaked pussy to his friends. I should be ashamed that they could see me like this. And yet, I can't help but arch my back to give them a better view of my anatomy.

“Ava behaved very badly earlier. I thought I’d wait until we’re home to punish her. But since you're here, I can give you a little demonstration.”

Without waiting a moment longer, Ice slams his hand down on my ass, making me squeal. Both men chuckle softly as my dominant continues to punch, showing them how much I like it.

My body finds itself propelled forward under each of the blows of my dominant, all stronger than each other. My breasts are crushed on the workbench, my nipples rubbing against the wood, giving me even more sensations.

“Looks like she really likes it.”

The older man approaches me, standing at the side of the workbench to look at me. I look up at him, both ashamed and excited to meet his gaze.

“Tell me, you seem to really like it. You’re a little slut!”

“I was a good girl before I met Ice.”

“Oh really?”

I shudder, hearing the amused voice of my dominant. His fingers caress the skin of my ass as he bends over me, more imposing than ever.

“I was going to take it easy on you. But if that's how you’re acting, I'm going to use the strong method.”

I swallow hard, not knowing what to expect. A gasp of surprise escapes me then with a sharp gesture, he removes my skirt, before pulling forcefully on the blouse still present on my shoulders, destroying it for good.

Then, with an expert gesture, he undoes my bra, making me remove the piece of fabric before throwing it in a corner of the room. I’m now completely naked. Oh sure, I was already well exposed before that. But having these few bits of fabric on me gave me a semblance of protection.

The man presses firmly on my shoulders, forcing me to lie down again on the workbench. I'm shivering. The cool air in the room caresses my raw skin, making me lose all my senses.

I swallow with difficulty, thinking that other people could arrive and witness my downfall. The idea makes me nervous but excites me just as much.

Soon, my master distracts me from these worries. Without my realizing it, he got rid of his belt. It's not until I feel the leather pounding against the delicate skin of my ass that I realize how severe the punishment is going to be.

He’s going to give me to them, let them take me and play with me as if I were a little doll that can be passed from hand to hand. But before that, he's going to show them who's really in control here. It doesn't matter what they want to do to me. I will remain his.

I groan as another belt slam lands on me. It's not the first time he's punishing me like this. He even used a whip to call me to order, once. But it’s the first time with a belt.

The pain is sharp, and intense. As if a thousand tingles came crashing down on my skin. It hurts, no doubt about it. And yet, I don't want it to stop. I want him to keep hitting me like this for as long as I can handle it.

And too bad if that means that for a week, I'll feel it every time I sit down. Even better. It will be like having my lover with me all the time.

I clench my fists, my moans echoing through the room as the pain grows more and more intense. I let out a long, high-pitched moan as he gently pats the end of his belt on my pussy.

I blush, realizing the wet sound it makes. I’m completely soaked. No way to hide my depravity. The man hits, and I love it. I barely hear the approving comments from his friends, so much shame washes over me.

A few tears begin to well up in my eyes as I receive a smack on my ass again. I surrender to these sensations, letting my body take control. I don't want this to end. Despite the shame, despite the pain. I want to prove what I am capable of.

Still, I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief as I hear the belt land next to me. My dominant begins to caress my ass, massaging it to relieve me after this most severe punishment.

Then he helps me up, turning me to face him. He smiles softly at me, wiping with his thumb the few tears that had trickled down my cheeks. I smile at him, proud to have held on. He gives me a short kiss, before telling me what's next.

“You behaved well, Princess. Now show me you understood. Take care of my friends.”

“Yes Sir.”

“On your knees.”

Without even thinking, I comply, ignoring the tugging sensation as my ass meets my heels. The men smile, visibly pleased to see my docility.

They don't need to undress for me to notice their cocks stretched out in their pants. I let them release their erections, raising my innocent eyes to one, then to the other, waiting to see which of them will take the initiative.

I'm not surprised when it's the blond who comes first, bringing his cock close to my face. Subtlety is obviously not his forte. Yet, without hesitation, I open my mouth.

In one slow motion, he slides his tip between my lips. He’s not as long as my lover, but he’s thicker, forcing me to try harder to open my jaw.

As I work to wet his cock with my tongue, I glance to the side, noticing the older one approaching me. Without even thinking, I grab his cock in my hand, stroking it as best I can as I focus on the other's member.

After a few moments, I change, curious to discover the taste of this unknown man. I should probably be embarrassed to death. Being on my knees in the middle of a garage, sucking off two strangers under the watchful eye of my lover.

And yet, I feel better than ever. My mouth goes from one cock to another without ever getting tired. From time to time, I look up at my lover, trying to get his approval, to check that what I'm doing satisfies him.

I want him to be as happy as me to live this moment. And judging by the look on his face, and the tent in his pants, I'm doing perfectly well.

I take the blond again in my mouth. The man looks like he's about to explode, his stomach heaving faster and faster. His hand slips into my hair, forcing me to take it all the way.

“That's it, little slut. Eat my cock. I’m gonna fill all your dirty holes.”

I tremble at these words. What he tells me is humiliating, and yet it excites me like never before. His hip movements drive his cock deep inside me, slamming the back of my throat with each thrust.

I almost choke but I hold on. Even when, without warning me, he drops everything into my mouth, lining the back of my throat with long spurts of hot cum. The man's rattle echoes through the room as he slowly backs away.

I swallow every last drop of his seed before turning to the other man. I look up at him to let him know it's his turn. But the man clicks his tongue and shakes his head.

I frown, trying to understand. Moments later, the man bends over me, gently pushing me back until I'm lying on the floor. The concrete under me is icy and unpleasant. And yet, I don't really care.

The man kneels between my thighs. His gaze on me is intense, as if he were saying “I'm going to devour you raw.” He looks like a real predator ready to gobble up his prey. And yet, I’m not afraid.

I'm so excited that I welcome him without asking myself any questions. I breathe a sigh of relief as he lays down, putting all his weight on me. One of his hands lands on my forehead, holding it down forcefully to capture my lips again.

I moan into the kiss, feeling his cock invite itself near my soaking wet entrance. He releases my mouth as he thrusts into me. An evil smile forms on his lips as this simple movement makes me squeal with pleasure.

Without wasting a moment, he impales me on all his length, discovering the warmth of my pussy. I close my eyes and let out a long moan as his arms wrap around my legs.

With a brisk motion, he lifts my knees, bringing them closer to my chest so he can sink even deeper into me. I don't know what I did to deserve such incredible treatment. All I know is that I'm grateful. 

Panting, I turn my head towards my dominant. He doesn't say anything, but I can see it in his eyes. 

He has never been so excited.


Chapter 6

- Ice -

My body is rock hard, unable to move. I knew she was hot, but now I find out I didn't realize how much. I can't take my eyes off her. She’s so perfect. 

I don't know what I find most exciting. The curves of her body or the little sounds of ecstasy that escape her mouth without her being able to control them.

My eyes wander over her body. Her rounded hips, her breasts bouncing with each movement of my friend's cock inside her. She’s the perfect combination. While she’s dripping with lust, she keeps that innocent look on her face. A real angel.

And what to say about the way she looked at me, seeking my approval as her mouth moved from one cock to another. What a good girl. I knew she would be good when I approached her that night at that bar. But I had no idea she would become such a perfect submissive.

I now see how far she’s willing to go, for her pleasure and mine. She no longer asks herself the slightest question, letting herself be fucked on the floor, in this garage yet so disgusting. 

She doesn’t seem to care that her back scrapes against the rough concrete of the room. She just moves her hips in rhythm, moaning louder and louder under the thrusts of my friend. I smile, seeing the warning signs of her coming orgasm.

Her head pushes back as some of her cries are now mute, her body no longer having the strength even to make the slightest noise. Her feet curl up, her eyes close.

Snake shifts position, driving even deeper into her, holding her at an angle that I know presses her clit even harder. A few more seconds, and I see her go. Her body arches violently as she screams silently, her thighs quivering in orgasm.

I stare at her, totally hypnotized by this spectacle that I have already seen many times. But now that I'm out of it, I can take my time to feast on that face contorted with pleasure.

One day I will have to film it. Such beauty, such abandon. It must be immortalized. Right now, she doesn't worry about anything. She's just there, letting the other come and go inside her without ever getting tired.

A few moments later, my friend comes out of her with a brisk gesture, emptying himself on her stomach, on her pussy still throbbing with her orgasm. Eyes misty with pleasure, she can't help but smile, the bliss illuminating her face.

I look up at Buzz. He's hard again, as excited as I am by the spectacle offered by my submissive. He looks at me in turn, questioning me silently. I answer him with a nod.

Nonchalantly, he crushes his cigarette under his shoe, before approaching the young woman. She looks at him, inviting him silently as she opens her thighs left empty by Snake.

But the man has another idea in mind. Unceremoniously, he lifts her up by the waist, pinning her against the workbench again. She lets out a high-pitched squeal. But before I have time to worry about her well-being, she turns her head to me, a smile on her lips.

Her wink makes me smile. Good girl. Show them how well I trained you. Her expression of happiness turns to one of surprise.

Buzz has just thrust into her with a single jerk. Given how thick his cock is, she must have felt it hard. This guy really has no delicacy. But I know she can take it. I’ve done worst, and I’m longer. She can bear it.

I cross my arms in front of my chest, enjoying the sight in front of me more and more. She can't stop looking at me, even though she has to twist herself backward for it. Small squeals of mixed pleasure and discomfort escape from her pretty mouth.

I readjust my cock in my pants. If that idiot had put her on all fours on the floor, I could have slipped between her lips made to suck dicks. But I have to wait.

He grabs her hair, wrapping it around his arm to arch her over the workbench, twisting her into an impossible position. She's moaning for real now, so loud I could swear another orgasm isn't far away. So much the better. She deserves it.

I can't help but imagine myself in the place of the other. That I’m the one who sinks into her at this frantic pace.

My cock twitches in my pants, as I imagine the feel of her soaking wet pussy contracting around me, gripping me like she never wants to let me go again. Like she wants me to stay inside her forever. That I take her again and again. That I fill her with my seed until it drips outside of her.

I readjust my cock, imagining everything I'm going to do to her, as soon as he gets away from her. She screams louder and louder, her fingers gripping the workbench.

I devour her with my eyes, admiring the curves of her plump ass, trembling with every impulse of my friend inside her. Her skin is still red from my punishment. She must feel it with every thrust, and that only heightens my excitement.

Again, she begins to shake with all her might. He just slipped his hand between her legs, no doubt capturing her taut clit. It doesn’t take her more to sink back into orgasm.

Without stopping, he continues to pound her, making her squeal with pleasure until he too indulges in pleasure, emptying himself deep inside her in a rattle worthy of an animal.

My breathing quickens. I can't wait any longer. I want her. Now.

We both got what we wanted. Her, getting fucked by strangers. Me, watching her come and tremble on another hand than mine. Now it's my turn to own her. To remind everyone in the room who she really belongs to. Who is her dominant.

My gaze catches hers. She doesn't move from her position, licking her lips as she stares at me with her big intense eyes. It doesn’t take me more to approach her. 

Her mouth opens, her breathing still erratic, she’s quietly inviting me. It doesn't matter that she has already been destroyed by two men. It's me she wants now. And I’m going to give it to her without hesitation.

I gently caress the delicate skin of her ass. Barely a touch, and yet she can’t help moaning. My presence alone seems enough to give her pleasure. My good little sub.

Slowly, I slide my fingers between her lower lips, appreciating how soaked she is. And despite everything she just received, my fingers in her tight pussy make her moan. She even moves her hips, seeming to seek the contact of my skin against hers.

For a few moments, I continue to finger her. Then I move on to the next phase of my plan. 

A startled gasp escapes her as my fingers move slowly up her skin. Her breath hitches as, without hesitation, one of my fingers begins to trace the jagged outline of her little ass. I've taken her there several times already, enjoying the extent of her depravity.

Each time, she loved it, surrendering completely to me, coming again and again despite the shame blushing her cheeks. But she certainly didn't expect me to venture down this path today. Not when we still have two spectators, more attentive than ever to my movements.

I lean into her as I plunge one of my fingers inside her.

“One word, and I'll stop everything.”

Eyes fixed on her face, I wait for her answer while admiring the pink showing on her cheeks. And then comes a nod. The message is clear. She wants me to keep going. I'm sure of it when, moments later, she pushes her ass back, getting my finger a little deeper inside her.

So I keep pushing it inside, squeezing a squeal out of her that she can't contain. I know it, behind us, my friends don’t miss a crumb of the show. I’m proud, and pleased to have such a partner to show off.

My attention goes back to my submissive. Her chest rises faster, and little by little, I feel her relax. I add a second finger. Her little sighs are getting louder as I try to prepare her as well as possible.

She knows it, no finger will ever be as wide as my cock inside her. And despite it, that's what she wants. I can read it on her face when she turns to me.

So, I pull my fingers out and take my cock out of my pants. After the show she just gave me, I'm not sure I'll last very long. But I don't care.

After sliding my cock over her soaked entrance to cover myself in her natural lubricant, I approach her little ass. I bite my lip, holding back a groan as I sink inside her.

She’s incredibly tight, and yet she opens up for me. Her body burning like a hot and delicious invitation to take her.

Gradually, I sink into her, my cock surrounded by her warm body. I have only one idea in mind.

Make her come again.


Chapter 7

- Ava -

All the air escapes my lungs as Ice continues to dive inside me. I shouldn't let him do this. I've already let him give me to his friends, offering them my mouth, my pussy. My dignity.

And yet, I don’t hesitate to let him offer them the vision of my body opening up for him as he takes me into this so taboo zone. The tension in the air is incomparable. I'm sure the two men dream of being in the place of my dominant, right now.

I lick my lips, terribly excited by the idea. I would never let them take me there. This entrance is reserved for my dominant. But knowing that they can see it, and that they want me, turns me on like never before.

And the idea that the power Ice has over my body is thus revealed to the world only reinforces this feeling. It helps me bear this intrusion so imposing in me.

His cock is so wide that it’s difficult for me to accommodate it. Yet I know that, even if it's uncomfortable at the moment, soon I will feel a pleasure of incomparable intensity.

I sigh as he caresses my back, the warmth of his hand bringing me undeniable comfort. Finally, he's totally inside me.

I feel like I've been split open, torn apart by his cock, in such a way that I can never be put back together again. But I don't care. I really don't want him to stop.

I moan a little louder as he begins to move back and forth. Discomfort quickly turns into pleasure. I don’t know how it’s possible, and yet I feel new sparkles tingling in my lower abdomen. It's still light, but an orgasm is definitely building deep inside me.

His hand holding the back of my neck only adds to my excitement. The slightest gesture showing his control over me is enough to make me wet. I feel it, between my thighs flows a new excitement.

Feeling that I relax, the man accelerates his movements. I let out little squeals of pleasure, mixing them here and there with his grunts. Against the workbench, my pointed nipples rub, giving me additional sensations.

But it's when the man slips his hand between my thighs that I begin to completely lose my footing. With the tip of his fingers, he plays with my clit, drawing small circles on it.

My nerve button throbs like never before, tense and ready to explode, as if the two other men hadn't already made me come.

I can't hold back my screams now, my fingernails digging into the palm of my hand as he drives faster and faster inside me. With each thrust, my hips are slammed into the wood of the workbench, so hard I think it will leave marks.

But I don't care. It doesn't matter if I'm in pain, it doesn't matter if I can't walk for days. I want to surrender to this most intense pleasure.

Behind my back, my dominant growls, nearing his end too. He bends over me, pressing harder and harder on my clit.

“Come for me, Princess. Come on my cock. Show them the good little slut you are.”

A long moan escapes me. I don't think of anything anymore, it's as if my brain just disconnected while the man pounds me without stopping.

A few more moments, and I lose my breath, sinking into an electric orgasm. My body tenses, shaking with intensity.

I'm nothing more but a disjointed doll as the man comes his way, his cock sinking deep as he drops long spurts of sperm inside me.

I'm unable to move, only my chest heaving erratically. The man withdraws from me, stroking my back as if to congratulate me on having behaved so well. I almost forget where I am.

It's only when I hear an admiring hiss that I snap out of my trance. Now that all my desires have been fulfilled, I come back to reality, just like my inhibitions. Slowly, I feel my cheeks redden.

I don't regret anything I've done, and yet, embarrassment overwhelms me. I'm still naked, in the middle of this garage, dripping of these men’s cum. Other people could still arrive. I'm not sure that I would be able to satisfy them in turn. But if that's what my dominant wants, then I'll do my best to try.

Slowly, he lifts me up, wrapping his arms around me as his eyes probe me, checking how I feel.

With a small smile on my lips, I move my face forward to kiss him. It's soft and tender. Just enough to prove to him that everything is fine.

When we break the kiss, it's my turn to watch him intensely.

And now what?

◆◆◆

I growl softly, the sun disturbing my still sleepy eyes. It takes me a few moments to remember where I am. Ice's bedroom.

I look down, finding my dominant’s hand clinging to my breast. I smile softly. Every time we sleep together, he always ends up in this position.

With a grimace, I turn to look at him. I'm stiff like never before. But considering what I did yesterday, I should consider myself lucky to just be able to move.

The man is still sleeping, his face showing calmness. I gently stroke his forehead, pushing away a few strands of his black hair to look at him for long moments. Then, careful not to wake him, I slip out of bed, heading for the bathroom.

There, I look at myself in the mirror. I'm still wearing the T-shirt they gave me yesterday, to replace my completely destroyed blouse. The garment is way too big for me. It was made for one of those burly men of the group. Not for a slender young woman.

It's not a big deal, though. I'm still going to keep it.

With my fingertips, I caress my neck, tracing one by one the hickeys he has placed on my skin. I'm going to have to be creative to hide them this week at work. But it doesn’t matter. I wouldn't want to get rid of these marks of possession for anything in the world.

We haven't been together long, and yet I'm completely addicted to him. I have never felt such a thing for a man, and I can only hope that this thing lasts as long as possible.

I jump as I realize my lover is standing in the doorway. He smiles softly at me, and in his eyes, I can see a touch of pride shining through.

He walks over to me, wrapping his muscular arms around my chest before gently kissing my hair.

We remain like this for long moments, peaceful, looking at each other in the mirror without moving. He’s not doing anything special, and yet, I already feel a warmth rising in the pit of my stomach.

No matter what I did yesterday. I have only one desire.

That he fucks me again.


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?


Used and Shared by the Mountain Men

Discover next couple of the series!
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“Behave, and you’ll get a treat.”

When my husband gave me his first dominant order, my whole body went up in flames. Now, I am his submissive. He can do whatever he wants with me. I’m ready to experience everything, to follow him blindly. Even when his lustful new idea...

Is sharing me with his friend.

Naked on the hiking trail, or on my knees in the cabin of this mountain man, I’m going to offer myself totally to these two men. There’s nothing I will refuse. And if I act like a brat, it's only to receive the spanking I dream of.

Lost in these woods, they’re going to trap me between their powerful bodies...

And make me scream with pleasure.

>>YOU CAN ALSO FIND THE ENTIRE SERIES IN JUST ONE BOOK, CLICK HERE!

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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