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You want more?


Chapter 1

- Ophelia -

I toss my hair back, acting like I'm the heroine of my own movie. With each of my steps, my generous breasts bounce, drawing all eyes. I hold my head up, focusing on my walk. I want to look confident at all costs. No way I’m letting anyone see I’m nervous.

Because I am nervous. If every encounter with Dario turns out to be the best sex anyone has ever had, I never know what can happen. And while that makes things exciting, it doesn't take the worry away.

What if he punishes me again? What if I was in too much pain? What if the man realizes that I have nothing special? Before him, I didn't know much about sex. Even though I’m 22, I had slept with only one guy before him. And the least I can say is that it was not good.

So, when this older man put his hands on my body for the first time, my world turned upside down. One look and I was already in his grip. I know I should have stayed away from him. Everything about him says he's not for me.

I grew up in a good family, with a lot of rules and good manners. Him? He looks like a gangster straight out of a movie. Maybe that's what he is. Maybe this garage he runs is just a front for his illegal activities. I really wouldn't be surprised.

And yet, that doesn't scare me. Quite the contrary. It excites me more than it should. If I had any sense, I would run the other way. I wouldn't give myself to this man like this, surrendering to his power.

But I can't help it. The thrill of danger he brings to my gloomy student life is far too addictive for me to give up.

I lick my lip, remembering our last meeting. How he took me to one of the most luxurious hotels in town. He treated me like a princess, ordering whatever pleased me, and giving me the necklace now nestled between my breasts.

And then it all happened. With insane patience, he wrapped ropes around every square inch of my body, before tying me to the bed. Surely, I shouldn't have accepted such a thing. That's not what decent girls do, right?

And yet, not once did I object. All I had to do was to say my safe word. But I didn’t. I remained perfectly silent, watching him make his knots on my thin skin.

I still can't figure out how it got me so excited. Because despite the shame I still feel thinking of this moment, my excitement is starting to show between my legs.

That night was the craziest of my life. He gave me orgasm after orgasm, making me scream so loudly that other customers complained. My cheeks heat up as I remember the manager's gaze.

I remember How my dominant opened the door, a simple towel around his waist. And then the words he spoke. “I pay for the room, I’ll do what I damn want. If they’re not happy, get them hookers to keep them busy.”

But above all, I remember how my legs were spread, and my pussy offered to the sight of this intruder. I should have wanted to die of shame. And yet, having a spectator only inflamed my lower stomach a little more. I liked that.

I take a deep breath as I arrive at the garage. I sit up, proudly crossing the premises, ignoring the lustful gazes of my lover's employees on me.

I know it, with this little too-tight white suit, I drive them all crazy. I represent the forbidden fruit. The girl from a good family. Their boss' mistress. The one they can never have. The power it gives me excites me a little more.

A few more steps, and I find myself in my dominant’s office. My heart skips a beat as I see him. This man is far too handsome for his age. It should be illegal to look like that.

A slight smile forms on his lips as he silently greets me. My eyes stay fixed on him, detailing the curves of his finely chiseled forearms. As for his tattoos that adorn his exposed skin… I dream of running through each line with the tip of my tongue.

I want him. Feel his skin against mine. Have him take care of me. He treats me in the harshest way, making me go from being a princess to being a slut in the blink of an eye. For him, I’m ready to do anything.

I snap out of my contemplative trance when he pats his thigh firmly. It doesn't take much to get me going. With a slightly less confident step, I obediently join him. Without ever taking my eyes off him, I sit on his thigh.

Its scent of spices invades me immediately, bringing me a comfort quickly erased by an even stronger desire. Gently, he caresses my face, making me shiver a little more.

I squeal while, without warning, his other hand slips between my thighs, lifting the sides of my skirt without the slightest difficulty to come and touch me. He clicks his tongue and shakes his head.

My cheeks are red with shame. I know what makes him react this way. I don't wear panties. It's a dangerous game I play. He never gave me that order. This decision was mine. Something I'm really not supposed to do.

I shiver as his deep, sultry voice is heard.

“Naughty girl. Strolling down the street like this, with what's mine exposed to everyone. I can’t have it.”

“I’m sorry, Master.”

“Get up. You need to be punished.”


Chapter 2

- Dario -

I smile viciously as I see the worried spark in Ophelia's eyes. My little princess. You wanted to play, and you lost.

I know, even though she's anxious about being punished, that's what she wants. She's proven it to me enough times. She likes to feel the pain before getting the most intense pleasure I can give her. And she trusts me completely. My perfect little submissive.

I sink into the chair, putting on my most impassive face as she remains motionless on my lap, waiting for me to tell her what to do next. Almost absent-mindedly, I caress the thin skin of her bare thigh.

If I listened to myself, I would throw her on my desk and kneel down to devour every inch of her body. Never has a woman made me so mad with desire. Everything she does. Everything she is.

One look from her, and I forget everything. There is only her and my desire to own her. Again and again, trapping her body under mine until she screams in pleasure.

But I must reason with myself. She behaved badly, I must punish her. Just the thought that someone might have caught a glimpse of her little pussy makes my blood boil. I could kill anyone who watches her without my permission. It's up to me to decide who can have her. Who can feel her. And right now, I want her for myself.

With a wave of my hand, I show her my desk.

“Bend over and lift your skirt.”

She shudders, and yet I feel that it excites her. She licks her lips far too often to be innocent. She tries to control her emotions. No matter how many times we've done this, she continues to struggle with her own emotions. It's alright. A good spanking will help her to let go.

Trembling, she stands up and obeys me, bending until her generous breasts rest against the papers spread out on my desk. She's going to wrinkle them, but I don't care. Nothing matters anymore. Only her.

Comfortably settled in my seat, I watch her trembling fingers pull the tight fabric of her skirt up her hips. My breath hitches as I discover the curves of her perfect ass again. Her skin is so delicate. I have only one desire left: to leave my mark on her.

She remains perfectly still, quietly waiting for me to take care of her. Good girl. She quickly learned her place. Sometimes, she still acts like a brat, pushing my limits to see how far I'm willing to accept her rebellion. But then, she always knows how to be forgiven, taking her punishments like a pro.

A smile tugs at my lips as my eyes slide over her pussy. She’s already getting wet, when I barely kissed her. My princess wants me. And I intend to make this day unforgettable for her.

Her chest heaves a little harder against the desk as finally I stand up and approach her quivering body. I let my hand run over her thin skin, imagining the marks my rings would leave there. But I’m not a torturer. Even though I want her to feel the pain, I don't want to hurt her.

So, I decide to play with it. Slowly, I take off my rings one by one. Slowly, I put each of them on the desk near the face of my submissive. With each metallic sound on the wood, her breathing quickens. The anticipation only makes things harder for her... And makes me hard.

This staging of my power is what I like the most. I could just fuck her. Rock her back and forth on my long cock. Make her scream with pleasure over and over again. It would probably be great, and she would love it.

But playing with her before gives me much greater pleasure. I control her. I own her. She surrenders completely to me, trusting me blindly. She knows that whatever happens, I’ll take good care of her.

I don't really know what pushed such a delicate, precious girl to come and get slumped with a man much older than her. A man she should never even have met. But I'm not going to complain about it. It may not last long, but I intend to make the most of it.

Her entire body shivers as my hand lands lightly on her ass. The anticipation drives her crazy. I think I could have her beg me to punish her, if I continued this game for a little longer. But I don't feel like it anymore.

I drop my hand firmly on her ass, a loud snap filling the room, quickly joined by a muffled moan. She likes it. My good little submissive. But soon, she'll be begging me to stop. I'll go on, just a little bit, to show her who's in charge.

And then I'll take her. As I let my large hand crash hard against her globes again, I begin to fantasize. Soon I will sink into her again. Mark her with my cock going back and forth inside her with force. She will scream with pleasure, and tremble.

I'm going to make her come until she can't walk anymore. And even after that, I’ll keep going. I’ll fill her with my seed. Fuck her until she bears my child. And forever, make her mine.

I bite my lip as I kick her ass harder and harder, making her squeal with pleasure and pain mixed. My cock is tighter than ever, painfully trapped in my pants. Patience, patience. Even if I want to take her, seeing her shivering under me like this is too good to stop there.

She takes her punishment like a pro. She surrenders totally, forgetting where she is and who could hear her. There's only me and my hand gently massaging her ass, drawing light sighs of satisfaction out of her mouth.

I don't have the slightest doubt. She loves this as much as I do.

Oh, Princess...

You have no idea what I have in store for you.


Chapter 3

- Ophelia -

I moan pathetically as Dario smacks my ass again. I thought he was done when he started stroking them gently. But it was just a break. A way to get my guard down.

I bite my lip, probably ruining my makeup. It doesn't matter. I have no control over the situation. All I can do is muffle my screams. I mustn't forget that, just beyond that door, is a workshop, filled with men who never miss an opportunity to let their eyes run over my body. They want me. If they hear me moan, it’ll only make their desire stronger.

I'm shivering. I shouldn't, but this idea excites me. Be the center of attention. Be the one they all want. This is something I can live with perfectly well.

Yet, I must remain silent. I'm not sure my dominant wants to share me like this. He's their boss. And my dominant. He surely doesn't want his employees to lay their eyes, much less their hands, on his submissive.

My fingernails dig into the wood of the desk as he smacks my ass again. My skin must be red from these treatments. With each hit, I feel pain all over my body. And yet, I ask for more. Without me being able to explain it to myself, the feeling excites me more than anything. Something must be wrong with me.

But I don't care. He understands me. And that's all that matters.

My body relaxes. That's it. It's finished. I know it. One by one, he puts his rings back on, without really paying attention to me. I stay in my position, trying to regain control over my erratic breathing. Until he gives me the order, I won’t move.

I gasp in surprise as his hand rests on my ass again. Gently, he caresses my skin, as if to erase the traces of his passage. I sigh with relief as the cool metal of his rings brings me added comfort, soothing the tightness of my rough-treated skin.

I moan as his fingers move down. My breath catches as the dominant begins to part my lower lips, discovering just how drenched I am. I feel my cheeks turn red. Being spanked shouldn't put me in such a state.

A mocking laugh escapes his mouth as two of his fingers plunge into me, causing me to moan uncontrollably. I hide my face in my hands, as if to try to hide myself. To protect myself. As if he couldn't already see everything about me.

The man continues his thrusts into my soaked pussy, seeming to take great pleasure in seeing me squirm under his fingers. I moan a little louder when his thumb starts to play with my clit.

The touch is light, too light to really bring me any relief. Still, I can't help but squeal in frustration as he takes it off, depriving me of any contact on my clit, desperate for his attention.

My breath hitches as his thumb finds another position. Slowly, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance. I bite my lip, remembering the time he dived his cock into it.

It was degrading, obscene. One thing no one should do… One thing I loved. There must be something seriously wrong with me. I shouldn’t like so much to have an older man take me to this normally forbidden place of my anatomy.

But that's what happened, and now I find myself hoping to feel these sensations again soon.

But that doesn't seem to be his immediate plan. I squeal as his hand gently crushes my ass in silent encouragement. He removes his fingers from my body, and walks away, sitting back in his chair behind me.

“Up.”

I shudder at the tone of his deep voice, but obey him without hesitation. Trembling, I straighten up, then turn to him, waiting for his next order.

I bite my bottom lip as his gaze roves over me lustfully. As if he's already imagining all the things he's going to do to me. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some semblance of relief to my throbbing clit. His clicking of the tongue makes me tremble.

“On your knees.”

Without even thinking about it, I drop to the ground. This man can do whatever he wants with me. I obey him with no hesitation. He spreads his legs a little more, inviting me to come between them.

I don't hesitate for a moment. It doesn't matter that the floor is dirty under me. I would much rather have a little dust on my skin and my clothes than do without the presence of my master's body against me.

“Open.”

I barely have time to obey him when two fingers soaked with my excitement plunge between my lips. I look up at him, playing with him with my gaze, trying to look sexy and confident. I ignore the feel of my own taste on his fingers, cleaning them obediently.

The man watches me, a slight smile on his lips. He trained me well. I know what to do to satisfy him now.

I continue to play my tongue on his fingers, watching his every reaction. He doesn't let much slip, but the few micro-expressions crossing his face are enough to let me know I'm doing a good job.

He withdraws his fingers, now using them to unzip his pants. I lick my lips as I see his tense member stand proudly before my eyes. The man is long and thick. Each time, taking him deep in my mouth is an ordeal. But I'm not one to shy away from challenges.

However, I don’t move. I know it, if I take initiative, there will be consequences. I experienced it once, when I didn't wait for his command to grab his cock and start licking it.

It was up to him to give me permission, and I ignored him. So, to punish me, he left me languishing for what felt like hours, putting a sex toy against my clit, taking me ever closer to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. No way this will happen to me today.

It's not until he pats his thigh that I move forward, diving between his legs to grab his member. Gently, I begin to move my hand back and forth along his length, enjoying the softness of his skin against my fingers.

Then, I lower my head, tracing each of his small veins with the tip of my tongue. Arrived on top of it, I look up at him, not taking my eyes off him as my mouth covers his rounded tip.

A few drops of his excitement are already flowing there. I lick them with delight, discovering his salty taste again. Then I lower my head, pushing his cock ever further into me. I smile as the man can't hold back a hoarse sigh.

Dario is of incomparable power, and yet, I’m the one who manages to make him react in this way. Proudly, I push him a little deeper inside me, as his fingers dig into my hair.

I don't protest as he presses down on my head, causing me to take him a bit further. I cough but hold on. His rings get tangled in my hair as he sets the pace, faster and faster. I don't know why, but being used like this turns me on way more than anything else.

Between my thighs, my clit is throbbing wildly. I need to relieve myself. Discreetly, I lower my hand on my body to press my button of nerves and try to bring me some semblance of comfort.

I cry out as my master tugs on my hair, removing his cock from my mouth. Quickly, he picks me up and sits me on his desk. Then he grabs my wrist, pointing to my fingers, wet from my excitement.

“Did I allow you to do this?”

“No… I’m sorry Master. But I can't take it anymore. Please.”

The man lets go of my wrist and forcefully spreads my thighs. He sinks back comfortably into his chair, his eyes glued to my soaking wet crotch. I think I'm wetting the documents under me, but he doesn't seem to care.

Slowly, he strokes his cock as he looks at me. My cheeks are red from embarrassment, and yet, I’m excited as ever to see him touching himself like this in front of me.

Resting my hands on the inside of my thighs, I let my thumbs fall to my lower lips to part them. Then, putting on my most innocent air, I try to coax him.

“Please Master. Make me cum.”


Chapter 4

- Dario -

“Please Master. Make me cum.”

I smile as I hear her beg me shamelessly. That's it. She’s cracking. My poor little princess is exhausted. She needs me.

If I listened to myself, I would plunge my face between her open thighs. I would devour her whole, licking her over and over until she screams with pleasure. But she doesn’t deserve it. Not yet.

I lean against the back of my chair, crossing my fingers over my legs, making them crack. She shudders, probably worried about the treatment I have in store for her now. But the time for punishment has passed.

I don't want to hit her again. My cock stretched between my legs forbids it. It wants to dive deep into my submissive. Make her scream with pleasure. And then, I already have a small idea of how I want to continue things today.

I gaze back at her again, authoritative and menacing.

“No.”

Her face contorts into a disappointed grimace. I know baby doll. It's hard. But soon you'll be screaming louder than you ever screamed. I let out a mocking sigh as she dared to question me.

“Why?”

“You didn't deserve it. You have to learn that you can't walk around like that, with your pussy out.”

“Why not? I wanted to give you faster access.”

“That's up to me to decide. I don't want you to be like that, offered to everyone. Unless that's what you want?”

She freezes, and her mouth falls open in shock. Yes. That is what I thought. I had already guessed it, by seeing her reaction when I whispered those dirty words in her ear last the time I fucked her.

I decide to play, getting up. Even sitting on my desk, she’s still smaller than me. And as I frame her in my arms, she seems frailer and more vulnerable than ever. She’s in the lion’s den, and she doesn’t intend to get out of it.

My breath caresses her face, making her shiver. I move closer to her ear. Her breath cuts off. My little game is bearing fruit.

“Do you want other men to grab you and take turns fucking you? That they take your body over and over until you can't come anymore? Is that what you want, Princess?”

I pull back to watch her every reaction. Her cheeks are flushed, her mouth opens and closes, as if searching for words. Yes, she would like it.

I lean back into her ear, gently nibbling her earlobe between my teeth. She moans, unable to control herself. My fingers slide down her inner thighs, making her moan a little louder.

However, I never go where she wants me most. She might arch her back, moan in a way that would be pathetic if she weren't so adorable… I decided she would wait a little longer.

My hand slides to the back of her neck, grabbing her firmly to guide her face to mine. Forcefully, I capture her lips, pulling her into a fiery kiss. She moans, giving me access to her delicious mouth at the same time. My tongue plays with hers, increasing her moans against my mouth.

She arches her back even more as my fingers brush her clit without ever pressing on it. She’s really desperate. If I wasn't kissing her so hard, I'm sure she would be begging for my cock.

Who could believe it seeing her walking down the street? She has everything of a young woman from a good family. She looks like any law student, living her life like all the other women her age.

Only I know what a slut she is, desperate to get fucked again and again by a man much older than her.

Soon, I can't take it anymore. I love to play with her emotions, but I have my own limits. And her moans against my mouth bring me closer to them.

With a sharp movement, I grab her hips, bringing them to the edge of my desk. She breaks the kiss, gasping for air as my cock begins to sink inside her. Without even controlling it, she wraps her arms around my neck, her fingers digging into my shoulders as if trying not to sink.

I take her mouth with force, as I thrust inside her without stopping. I know, I'm the imposing type. It must not be easy for her to take me inside her tight little pussy. And yet, she holds on, taking every inch of my length inside her.

I can't suppress a groan. Each time, I feel the same thrill. She is perfect. It's as if it had been molded on my cock. When I dive into her, I feel like a teenager experiencing his first time.

Her warm walls contract around me. That seems enough to make me cum in an instant. But I’m no longer a teenager. I can last much longer now. So much the better.

I wouldn't want to miss this feeling around my cock for anything in the world. If I could, I would stay buried in her permanently, feasting on her warmth and the little sounds of pleasure she can't hold back.

Immediately, she starts biting her lip and closing her eyes. She can't take it anymore. She wants to scream with all her might, like she does when we're just the two of us. But here, she doesn’t dare. She’s afraid that people will hear her.

And yet, that's exactly what I want. I want everyone out there to know what we're doing here. They suspect it. But if they hear it, they will know it for good.

They will know who she belongs to. How good I am. How I can drive her crazy and turn her into this perfect little slut.

I lean over her, groaning between jerks.

“Let them hear you.”

Her cheeks flush, she trembles, but she finally lets go of her lip. The most exciting sounds I have ever heard come out of her mouth. I believe that if heaven exists, it looks like this.

Hearing her scream like that under my thrusts drives me crazy. I take her always harder, always deeper. Soon I can't hold myself back.

In a powerful thrust, I sink deep into her body, releasing all my seed there. She moans, feeling so full. I know she loves it. She probably would have preferred that I make her come. But she doesn't have that right yet. I have other things planned for her.

I still need a few moments to recover. I want to take advantage of her wet heat as much as I can. It’s not until she starts fidgeting under me that I came to my senses. Slowly, I pull away from her, causing her to sigh in frustration. I can't help but laugh softly.

I flip her over, admiring the curves of her perfect ass, still red from my punishment. I open my desk drawer, pulling out a box. After unlocking it, I select a silicone plug.

My little submissive is there, motionless on my desk, quietly waiting for me to take care of her. She has no idea what awaits her.

Slowly, I push the plug against her soaking-wet entrance, coating it with her natural lube. She moans, no doubt aroused by my movements.

She tenses as the toy approaches her perfect ass. She knows it though, she likes it when I take her there. The last time, she came like never before, taking long minutes before coming to her senses. I hope to do this feat again today.

Little by little, she relaxes, taking the object inside her like a pro. I caress her back to congratulate her before getting her up. Her skirt falls negligently. Her entire outfit is in a sorry state. And that only adds to my excitement. She is mine. fully.

Her gaze leaves no doubt. She can't take it anymore. She needs to come. I smile. She is ripe to hear my proposal.

“I'm going to need a little time to rest. So, you have a choice. Either you stay very patient, sitting at my feet while I work. Either we go next door. I'm sure we'll find plenty of volunteers to help you with your problem.”

Her mouth opens. I see it, in her head, the thoughts collide at full speed. She wants it. She will soon crack. I can feel it. She’s ready to succumb to her darkest fantasies. She just needs a little nudge.

“It’s as you wish. You can have as many orgasms as you want now, with them. Or you'll have to wait until tonight, if I'm feeling like doing it.”

“You… You’re going to stay with me, right?”

“Princess… Even a hurricane wouldn't be enough to make me miss this.”


Chapter 5

- Ophelia -

Despite the nervousness that holds my stomach, I let myself be guided by my dominant. I really can't believe this is really happening. Only moments ago, we were there, in the shelter of his office, him plunging deep inside my body.

Oh sure, everyone could hear us. I have no illusions about that. But we were still protected, apart. If they could imagine me naked, fantasize about me, they didn’t see me.

And now they're going to find out all about me. They will be able to see me… To touch me. I don't even know why I accept this. I should have said no. It's not something normal women do. And yet... That's what I want.

I'm ashamed to admit it, but it's the reality. How many times have I thought about it? How many nights have I used my vibrator, imagining myself surrounded by men, each more eager than the other to devour me?

And to do it here, in public, in a place accessible to all? It only adds to my desire. Besides, I know his men out there. I let them admire my body many times, while I crossed the garage to join my lover.

And I too watched them. I admired the sweat running down their muscles. I imagined myself tracing each line of the tattoos covering their bodies with my fingertip. Yes. I imagined myself in this situation.

And yet, now that it’s about to arrive for real, I can't help but feel a little nervous. Will I be able to bear it? Will I succeed in satisfying them all? And above all, satisfy my dominant?

But now is not the time for questions. That's it. We are in the garage. Around us, the men are busy without really paying attention to us. From time to time, someone looks up, a big smile on their face when they see me.

I'm blushing. Those looks say it all. They did hear us. I don't have the slightest doubt. Yet I know that what we are about to do will be far more shameful than a few stares.

Little by little, the men raise their heads, curious. For now, my dominant says nothing, a slight smile tugging his lips. He loves it. Having control. Being the center of attention. And I must admit that seeing him like this in a position of superiority excites me again.

“Gentlemen. I know you all have a lot of work to do, but our guest needs some special attention. I hope you can help me.”

The men look at him, puzzled. So, Dario decides to clear things up. Slowly, he turns me. Then, he starts lifting my skirt. Whispers begin to echo around us. Surely, they hadn't imagined that when they got up this morning.

And yet, that is what they are entitled to. The mistress of their boss, ass naked, offered to their gaze. Do they notice how red it is? Can they guess what kind of perversion their boss did to me, right there in his office?

I swallow, remembering the presence of the plug inside me. That too, can they see it? My cheeks blush, I feel ashamed as ever. Still, I have to hold on. This is just the start of my ordeal.

A voice rises, still puzzled.

“For real, Boss?”

“Have I ever lied to you? She's yours. This will be your only chance, though. So, grab it.”

A low rumble echoes through the room. I don't think they will hesitate now. Why would they? In their place, I would already be naked, jerking off, ready to slip my cock into this pussy offered to them.

But they don't move. They’re probably waiting for my master's signal. I shudder, hearing his next instructions.

“One last thing. Her little ass belongs to me. If anyone even touches their plug, they're fired.”

A breath is heard. The threat is real. But soon, something else fills the air. Sexual tension. Yes, there is no doubt about it. These men want me. And I want them too.

Slowly, my master moves away from me, giving them the silent signal that they can go. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable, alone in the middle of the room, feeling the men approach me like predators ready to devour their prey.

Strangers surround me, all taller and more muscular than each other. I'm shivering. They don't move immediately, making it even more difficult than if they jumped on me. They seem to take pleasure in staring at me like that.

And then, a hand lands on me. And a second. A third. Now I don't even know how many there are. I close my eyes as their greasy hands land on my body, staining my pretty little suit as they take it off me. I can even hear the fabric tearing a little.

And yet, I don’t care about it. That's what I want. They can do whatever they want with me. I’m ready.

A few comments fuse when, finally, I find myself naked. My body pleases them, it seems. I can't help but moan as fingers grip my nipples, twisting them forcefully.

Gradually, men become more daring. They touch me without the slightest embarrassment. They are no longer afraid of breaking me, nor afraid of using their master's precious little thing. No. I'm in the public domain now. I belong to them.

A little cry escapes me as suddenly I find myself pinned against the hood of a car. I can't see anything anymore. I don’t know who owns his hands that grip my ass with force.

I squeal, my skin still sensitive from my master's powerful spanking. It doesn't stop them. On the contrary, it amuses them. I don't blame them. For me too, the experience is most exciting. Suddenly, a hand slides up my pussy, grabbing it forcefully.

“Shit guys. She’s soaked. She really loves it.”

“You have no idea.”

The voice of my dominant commenting on my sexual appetite makes me blush. I have no way to hide it anymore. I am a slut. They can do whatever they want to me. I’ll keep asking for more.

I moan louder as a finger enters me, discovering my welcoming warmth. I'm way too excited to hold back now. My dominant brought me too close to my orgasm for me to come back down.

Another hand lands on my body, caressing every inch of my exposed skin. A scream dies in my throat as I feel something very special between my legs. A tongue.

Someone knelt down to taste me, discovering my excitement and only making it stronger. I moan a little louder. The man knows what he's doing, his tongue expertly visiting every corner of me.

The fingers continue to come and go inside me, while a mouth seizes my little nerve button. I want to come. It doesn't matter how. It doesn't matter with whom. I just want it to happen. Now. But of course, nothing is ever that easy.

The fingers like the tongue withdraw, leaving me there, panting with desire. I moan in frustration, pushing my ass back pathetically in hopes of receiving more. But of course, nothing happens. Only their laughter resonates, meaner than ever.

Then, they turn me around. I find myself face to face with a man with blond hair. He licks his thin lips surrounded by a mustache, his eyes intently looking into mine. My mouth opens, I’m hypnotized by this intense gaze.

But I snap out of my contemplation as he raises a pair of pliers to my gaze. I swallow, knowing full well what he wants to do with it. My dominant has already done it to me. Only, he used nipple clamps, specially designed to be put on a woman's body.

These are from the garage, no doubt about it. I shudder, and yet, I feel impatient. I want to feel them on me. The man smiles, proud of his effect on me. He grabs my nipples, letting his fingers play with them before installing his clamps.

The first causes me to hiss in discomfort. However, I get used to it quickly, surprising myself even to appreciate these feelings of tightness. Good, because the next clip doesn't take long to follow.

I bite my lip, gazing back into the man's. He smiles, visibly pleased to see me reacting so well to his ordeal. My breath hitches as his lips plunge against mine.

Vigorously, he pulls me into a passionate kiss, his tongue playing with mine in the most erotic of ways. I moan as his fingers land on my clit. Suddenly, I grab his arm, digging my nails into his skin in an attempt to hold my ground.

He pulls back, a devilish smile on his lips. Slowly, he lifts me out of the car, then presses down on my shoulders to lower me to my knees. That's it. Serious things are about to begin.

I keep my eyes on him, my breathing quickening as I know full well what's going to happen next.

Without further ado, the man gets rid of his belt. Then he opens his pants to pull out his taut cock. A few drops of his excitement are already beading at his tip. I can't help but lick my lips. I want to taste it. It’s there, offered to me.

Obediently, I open my mouth when he places his hand on my chin. Without waiting a moment longer, the man slides his cock between my lips. I can't suppress a sigh of contentment as he does, making a few people around us laugh.

I should be ashamed, and yet I love having it in my mouth. He doesn't have the dimensions of my dominant, but he still tastes delicious under my tongue. Putting my hands on his thighs to find better support, I start sucking him, always taking him a little further inside me.

He can't help but groan, his fingers catching on my hair, forcing me to take him deeper and deeper. I cough when his cock starts touching the back of my throat, but I hold on.

It's not the first time I've done it. I want to show them all what I am capable of. If I have to, I will take each of their cocks in my mouth and between my legs.

The idea makes me wetter, and I hope that soon someone will come to take care of me again. And maybe this time, let me come.

I glance to the side, sensing the presence of other men beside us. Cocks in hand, they each wait their turn for me to take care of them. I know that many women would find it demeaning to be ganged like this by countless men.

But me, I love it. Because I have the power. I’m the object of all their desires. They want me. Me. And if I want to, I can stop everything. One word, and I'll shatter their wildest desires.

I know it, even if my dominant stands back, he doesn't miss a thing, making sure everyone treats me right. He watches for the slightest of my reactions, ready to stop everything if he deems it necessary.

But in the meantime, I continue. With my hands, I grab the closest men, grabbing their lengths to jerk them off. Every once in a while, I catch one in my mouth, lubricating it to better stroke it.

I don't really hear the comments around me anymore. There are only these cocks around me, these groans of pleasure that surround me.

I let out a cry of surprise when suddenly I feel lifted. I'm forced to let go of everything, as a pair of muscular arms settle me on all fours on the floor. I bite my lip and arch my back, knowing what's going to happen next.

My invitation doesn’t go unanswered. Soon, I feel the warmth of a man against me. I moan loudly as he pats his cock on my clit, making me shake a little more. I’m desperate and ready to do anything to receive an orgasm.

I let out a long moan as he finally stops playing, sinking inside me. I bite my lip, finding this intrusion delicious. But just as I am about to moan again under the thrusts of the stranger, someone comes to silence me.

A man kneels in front of me. Firmly, his hand rests on my head, grabbing my hair for me to take him into my mouth. I happily let him do it.

I no longer know where to focus, taken on both sides. The men don’t bother to match their movements, each going at the pace he prefers. My body finds itself projected from one side to the other, without a very precise rhythm being found.

I choke on the wide cock tapping the back of my throat, squeezing mocking laughter from onlookers. The man in my mouth is not the patient type. Apparently, he doesn't know that delaying his orgasm might make it stronger.

Too bad for him. I swallow his seed without complaining. I barely have time to breathe when already another man shows up. I get back to work again.

Behind me, the man grips my hips, his knee going over in front of my hip so he can better pound me. With each of his thrusts, he sends me further on his colleague's cock, much longer than the previous one. I'm choking but hold on.

A few more moments, and the man behind me pulls out, unleashing all his seed on my lower back. I should be disgusted, and yet, I find this gesture more erotic than anything else.

It doesn't take long for another man to take his place, not the least bit embarrassed to put his cock where another man was standing moments ago. He wastes no time in pushing inside me with a powerful and steady rhythm.

His gestures are machine-like, precise and devastating. They manage to take me ever closer to orgasm. I moan against the cock in my mouth, the vibrations of my throat against the length of the man making him growl.

I like what they do to me, and too bad if the position is not the most comfortable. I forget everything. I forget that we are in a garage. That my knees scrape against a dirty, uneven floor.

I'm sure I'll come out of this ordeal with bruises on my knees and scrapes on my hands, but I don't care. I agree to be marked, if that means receiving as much pleasure as that.

The man behind me slides his hand over my clit. I have to close my eyes to try to control my emotions. This is all way too good, and I feel ready to collapse. But my dominant's voice slapping through the air brings me back to reality.

“She’s not allowed to come.”

Immediately, the hand leaves between my legs. As best I can, I seek my dominant. When I finally see him, I give him a pleading look. The tears starting to well up in the corner of my eyes must reinforce my pathetic look, but I don't care.

I want to come. All this is far too many sensations to be deprived of the ultimate pleasure. I think I would die if he were to let me languish any longer.

One after the other, the two men empty themselves into me, quickly replaced by others. I can't believe this is really happening to me. I should be out living my student life. Not getting fucked in all my holes by strangers. And yet, I love it.

The man kneeling in front of me doesn't make me taste his cock right away. No. He prefers to play a little before. His hands grab the clamps still firmly attached to my nipples.

Gently, he has fun pulling on them, making me squeal and my audience laugh. They’re certainly not all dominant. Today they find out what it feels like to torment a woman. And I like it.

I moan a little louder as the man behind me pounds me a little harder, each of those thrusts vibrating me to the core of my being. Soon, I’m again rendered silent. The other man lost interest in my breasts, preferring in turn to taste the wet warmth of my mouth.

Minutes pass, I tremble, desperate to never receive an orgasm. The man behind me seems particularly amused by my situation. From time to time, he slips his hand between my legs, brushing my clit without ever touching it. Each time, I moan in frustration against the other's cock.

While I still hope to get an orgasm soon, the two men let themselves go, emptying themselves on my ass, on my breasts.

I don't move as they take off. I find myself waiting there, alone and dripping with their seed, for others to come and take their place.

And then, legs finally appear in my field of vision. I look up and can't help but smile as I meet my dominant's caring gaze.


Chapter 6

- Dario -

My jaw clenches. I know I must be patient. Let them all use Ophelia for as long as they want. I don't plan on giving them access to my little princess again soon. So, I must let them enjoy her. A girl as perfect as her can’t be found so easily.

Fascinated, I watch her give herself entirely to these men, not hesitating for a moment, just because I asked her. I knew she would like it; I just had no idea how much. So much the better. She deserves all the pleasure she can get. And I will make sure to give it to her.

Soon, I can't take it anymore. I need to touch her, to feel her. She is mine, forever.

Because I'm sure now. I won't let her go. I will do whatever it takes to treat her in the best possible way. That she never thinks she can find better elsewhere. I will provide for all her needs, even the ones she doesn't even know about yet.

I approach her, my men stepping aside, as if understanding that they must await my next order. Men or women, I’ve always had this natural authority. And I intend to continue to use it.

I hold on to her head, which she slowly raises to me. When her eyes meet mine, she can't help but smile. That's it, Princess. Your master is here. I'll take good care of you, my precious doll.

She bites her lip and arches her back slightly, as if to invite me to come and taste her warm and welcoming pussy. My cock wouldn't mind it, it's so hard and ready to bury in my submissive again.

But I'm not just going to get down on my knees and fuck her right there on the floor. I must show my difference from the others.

So, I lift her, turning her so that she leans against the car again. She squeals, turning her head to look over her shoulder and try to guess my plans.

For a moment, I do nothing, staring at her perfect curves, as if to make sure it's really her. That it's not a dream. Then I resume my role.

Firmly, I slap her ass, making her squeal again. Then my fingers grab the plug still hidden inside her, playing with it, pulling it in and out.

Finally, I put an end to her ordeal, removing it. Then, I slip my cock into her warm, wet pussy, covering myself in her excitement. She moans loudly. Those sounds could have me coming in an instant, if I didn't control myself.

But I have many other things planned. She's relaxed, her guard totally down. So, I decide to strike with my ultimate plan for the day.

Slowly, I pull away from her and lean my cock against her jagged entrance. I hear her gasps of surprise. And yet, she pushes her ass a little further back, silently inviting me to take her.

I swear between my teeth. She’s so damn hot. She just took all these men inside her, and yet, she’s always ready to give me more. Never has anyone had a better submissive.

Gradually, I sink into her, savoring every inch of her tight cavity surrounding my cock. She can't hold back a few sighs. I know, for her, it's rather uncomfortable now.

But every time I took her in that tight hole, she eventually managed to get past it, and even cum on my cock. She knows it too. Otherwise, she wouldn't push her ass back like that. Yes, she wants it as much as I do.

I can't hold back a throaty groan when I finally get inside her. I caress her back, congratulating her on taking me so well. Her chest heaves with her choppy breath. She’s doing everything to control her emotions and open up completely for me.

I move slowly back and forth inside her, making her moan softly. But I don't intend to end things like this. So, I lean into her ear to whisper my proposal.

“Remember what we do last time I took your little ass? What if we did it for real?”

Beneath me, her body freezes. She immediately understood what I meant. I caress the back of her neck, giving her time to think. She really liked it last time. And then, it's one of her fantasies. So I'm not surprised when she nods and her voice, made hoarse with excitement, is heard.

“Yes Master. I really want it. Please. Now.”

I smile, amused by her impatience. I should make her languish a little more, but I don't have the patience. I remember too much the last time I took her in her little ass, while a dildo filled her pussy. I want to reproduce this. And I know who I'm going to do it with.

“Max?”

I don't need to say it twice, my right-hand man is already near us. One look is enough for him to understand what I want. This isn't the first time we’re sharing a woman.

With force, I lift my submissive, leaving her warm ass only the necessary time before plunging back into her body. My arms are wrapped around her as Max grabs her thighs to slide between them.

She turns her head towards me, a big smile on her lips before refocusing on the other man. She can't help but moan again as he enters her. I bite my lip, imagining the feel of her pussy throbbing around my cock. I know she's ready to explode.

For a few moments, neither of us move, giving her time to get used to our imposing presence. It's only when she starts to undulate her hips that we get moving.

Slowly, we harmonize our thrusts, making sure to always have one of us deep inside her. She moans loudly, surrendering completely to our cocks pounding her.

Around us, some guys jerk off again, excited by the show we offer them. They probably haven’t expected that this morning, when they came to work as usual. I intend to give them their money's worth.

I move my hand down, resting it on her clit, hard as ever. That's it. I’m going to make her come. She deserves her orgasm. I run small circles over her nerve button, knowing exactly what's driving her crazy.

I learned every corner of her body, observed her every reaction. I know how to touch her. As she proves to me.

Her head leans back as we continue to pound her. Her voice breaks as an orgasm ravages her body, making her every limb tremble. It doesn’t take more for Max to come in turn. He seems out of breath.

I smile. I know what it's like to have your cock trapped by that little pussy twitching to the beat of Ophelia's orgasm.

I focus on my own pleasure now. A few deep thrusts into her tight cavity, and I let go. My fingers dig into her skin as my warm seed line her interior walls.

Slowly, I pull out of her and take her into my arms, stroking her hair and whispering compliments in her ear.

I always knew she was a good submissive.

Now, I know she is perfect.


Chapter 7

- Ophelia -

With enthusiasm, I bite into my cheeseburger. I think it's the best I've ever eaten. I look up, meeting Dario's amused gaze. He seems to take pleasure in seeing me eat with a such good appetite. With my fingertips, I grab a fry, focusing on my meal again.

I don't think I've ever been so hungry in my entire life. I guess that's what it feels like, to work out intensely. In a corner of the room, my outfit looks in bad shape. The fabric has been torn in places, and the white is covered with stains. But I don’t care. Dario promised me he would buy me a new outfit.

In the meantime, I feel perfectly fine, my naked body covered with the comfy robe of the hotel where he took me. I barely remember coming here. Everything was so intense, so improbable.

I vaguely remember resting in his arms as he carried me to his car. I'm sure all eyes were on me when we entered the hotel lobby. But didn’t care in the slightest.

He asked for a room in the most natural way in the world before guiding me to the elevators. What a show we had to give them all. Disheveled and without suitcases. We're lucky we weren't kicked out.

But once we entered the room, none of that mattered. Gently, he immersed me in a boiling bath, covering my exhausted body with a layer of soap bubbles. He joined me, gently kissing my shoulders, cleaning me without a word. A true haven of peace.

Now, we devour a well-deserved dinner. And after that, I don't know. We’re probably going to watch an old film as he likes them, before a restorative night. I'm not sure I can do more.

I've never been the sporty type, and I already feel my body protesting with every movement, aches arising in every part of my body.

And yet, every time I look up at my dominant, I can't help but feel a spark in the pit of my stomach. It wouldn't take much to set them on fire.

I don't know where this relationship is going to take us. And right now, I don't care.

All I know is that our journey together will be the most orgasmic...
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Used and Shared by the Bikers
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“Come on Princess, spread your legs for my friends.”

I’ve always been an independent woman. I'm not normally the type to fall for a man like Ice. A biker. A dirty male. A dominant.

And yet, under his hand, I completely surrender. What he asks of me, he gets. Even if it means he keeps my soaked panties in his pocket while we visit his lair.

Even if it means being shared with his biker friends.

But before that, he's going to show them who's in charge. Right before their eyes, he’s going to punish me with his belt. And I'm going to love that. Just like I’m going to love kneeling on the garage floor to submit to these powerful men.

It doesn't matter that we are in a public place. I'll let them take all of me.

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

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

Filthy Training
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

It doesn't take much for a decent woman to turn into a perfect SUBMISSIVE. The heroines of these books are living proof of it.

They’re ready for anything. Some will kneel in front of their older neighbor. Others will offer themselves to an entire BDSM club. These submissives want only one thing: a DOMINANT. A man who can punish them. A man who can satisfy their darkest desires.

They will take everything from their Master, without saying their safe words.

Even if it hurts. Even if it makes them nervous. They want to be used, to become playthings. Spread their legs and be tied with ropes or handcuffs. The pain from crops and paddles is nothing compared to the heat in the pits of their stomach. And the humiliation? It’s quickly forgotten when their dominant praises them.

No matter the ordeal. These submissives are ready to give everything to receive the ultimate pleasure.
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