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Chapter 1

With a nervous gesture, I smooth the sides of my skirt. I'm not used to have so many clothes on when I'm here. Usually, as soon as I enter my master's house, I follow the orders he gave me when we first met.

I arrive on time.

I undress in his entrance.

I put on my submissive collar.

Tonight, my neck feels excruciatingly empty. The small silver pendant that I put on to complete my outfit does not compare to the mark of possession that my master's collar usually gives me.

I can't believe my ultimate test is already here. And yet, it’s truly the fourth weekend since the day I showed at my neighbor's house, after learning that he was looking for a companion. And to think that then, I had absolutely no idea what he was really looking for.

A submissive.

A woman ready to surrender to his law, to follow him in his darkest desires. Pain or pleasure, I have to accept everything. It's the only way I can convince him to take me as his companion. Because I never doubted it. Daniel is made for me.

He may be forty years old when I am barely twenty-two, but I have never looked at another man. It has always fueled all my fantasies, haunted my most shameful dreams. I was afraid that he would reject me, taking me for a kid, making fun of my lack of experience. But he didn’t.

Taking my virginity was his pleasure. And mine. Of course, I never imagined that my first time would be like this, a plug shoved between my buttocks before I even received a kiss from my lover.

Nor did I think that I would find satisfaction in bending over my master's knee, receiving spanking after spanking. And yet, he drove me absolutely crazy.

Now I spend my days remembering those moments, impatiently counting the days until we meet again. I’d like to be already naked, lying on the ground and offered to him. But he decided otherwise. And even if I am disappointed by the turn of events, I have no choice but to accept them. I know it, if I'm patient, I'll be rewarded.

So I smile politely at a guest of Daniel who greets me. She is incredibly beautiful, her perfect curves highlighted by a chic outfit, a pair of heels making her legs impossibly long. I can't help but play with my hair, feeling like a child next to this elegant woman. Still, I did my best to prepare.

Putting my embarrassment aside, I decided to put on this slightly too short black dress, arranged my hair in a high ponytail and decorated my lips with the deep red that he particularly likes. Especially when that makeup ends up smearing all over his cock, digging deep into my throat.

I fidget, already feeling the excitement rising. Trying to forget the warmth in the pit of my stomach, I look around for Daniel. It doesn’t take me long to find him, deep in discussion with two other men.

I don't look at them, my eyes automatically drawn to the silhouette of my dominant. I can't stop staring at him. His clothes perfectly showcase every detail of his muscular body. Under this suit is hidden the necessary to make me twist of pleasure.

Obediently, I respond to his wave. I have to focus. This is surely part of his ordeal. If I want to become his companion, I have to integrate well into his society. And for that, I have to focus on the conversation rather than imagining his delicious mouth between my thighs.

As I approach him, I begin to observe the two men beside him. I swallow, suddenly remembering what we did last week. About how I let him expose me live on the internet.

To make me scream with pleasure, he used a machine, leaving our spectators to dictate the pace. It drove me absolutely crazy. But it was when he decided to join the dance, inviting himself into my most taboo entrance, that I totally lost my footing.

Now, whenever I meet a man, I can't help but wonder if he saw me behaving like a porn star. Usually, this prospect makes me blush, shame constricting my stomach.

But it's a completely different sensation that I feel when I shake the hand of the two interlocutors of my dominant. They must be between thirty-five and forty years old. Not that their age really matters. Not when they have such seductive faces, and eyes that could melt the strongest of women.

I know I have to focus on the conversation, make a good impression. But an idea parasitizes my mind. But a thought interferes with my mind. Whatever happens, I must stop imagining what it would be like to be in bed with these men.


Chapter 2

My laugh echoes in the room, probably a too loud response to the joke Arthur just made. But I can't help it. Since he was introduced to me, the man keeps joking and teasing. I don't have much experience with this, but I think he's flirting with me.

If not, I wonder how he could look even more intense when he's flirting with a woman. I keep turning my head away from him, his steely blue eyes contrasting with the almost childlike warmth of his blond curls.

To regain my composure, I observe the room, while continuing to listen to him. But soon, I focus on him again, my eyes sliding over his body. He's not as muscular as Daniel, but I'm sure he could bring me the same sense of power and security if he were to hold me in his arms. These are well visible, the rolled up sleeves of his linen shirt revealing tattoos of all kinds.

I wonder if he has any elsewhere, my salacious mind immediately imagining ink smearing from his hip to his lower abdomen. I’m about to lick my lip before stopping myself. At this rate, he'll think I want to jump on him.

Since when did I become a little thing thus subjected to her lustful ideas? Daniel made me discover how good sex can be. Now it looks like I'm ready to find out more. To say I thought I would never be attracted to anyone other than my dominant… This man with his devastating smile proves me the opposite.

I chuckle at another comment from Arthur, biting the inside of my cheek to stop myself. I have to behave like a normal person. And above all, I have to stop imagining the feeling of his ruby-colored lips between my legs.

I'm sure he's the kind of man who enjoys taking his time with a woman, spending hours and hours making her scream with pleasure with his tongue and fingers, before finally giving her his cock to push her into ecstasy again.

Luckily, I'm distracted by the arrival of Charles, the other man Daniel introduced me to. The newcomer hands me a glass of juice. I am not allowed to drink alcohol when I am at my master's house. Our sessions last twenty-four hours, and he wants us both to be in full possession of our faculties at all times. It's probably for the best. Who knows what I could be capable of, with alcohol in my veins?

The presence of Charles does nothing to calm my excitement. The man is built like a lumberjack. He's huge, at least two heads taller than me, and his shoulders are so broad he could wrap me in his arms and make me disappear.

I shudder, painfully excited at this image. I don't even know if I could spread my thighs wide enough to let him nest there. Is what he has between his legs in proportion to the rest of his body?

I shake my head, trying to bring the blush back down to my cheeks. But how could I, when Arthur grabs my hand, pretending to want to admire my watch. My whole body is covered with goosebumps at this contact.

His hand is warm and delicate, and already I imagine what it would be like to have it on my thighs. I'm sure he'd be the type to make me languish, circling all my most sensitive parts without ever touching them.

I clear my throat, trying to compose myself as his gesture lasts much longer than it should. I turn to Charles, hoping to find in the giant a much-needed distraction.

But this one brings me no comfort, starting to compliment me on my outfit, on the beauty of my face. He may talk about my eyes, but I can see that his are directed down, towards my chest subtly highlighted by the neckline of my dress and a push-up bra.

I fidget, trying to regain my composure by sitting on the sofa differently. It's not much use. The presence of the two men around me is still imposing. Yet, I'm not uncomfortable or scared. I feel quite flattered, as they seem to see me as a treat to devour.

My master is in deep conversation with other people across the room. He doesn't seem to have seen what's going on on that sofa a little apart. Because I am now completely certain that these two men want me, probably as much as I want them. A shiver runs through me, and I almost have to stop myself from moaning as Arthur whispers in my ear.

“If I had known that Daniel invited such charming women to his home, I would have come much sooner.”

My cheeks are burning. As I grab my drink to regain my composure, I can't help but pray that my excitement doesn't stain the couch beneath me. It wouldn't be the first time… But this time, I'm not sure Daniel would like to have the furniture cleaned because of the reaction caused in me by another man.

The conversation keeps going, their bodies seeming ever closer to me. Any excuse is good for them to touch me, innocently stroking my hand, brushing against my thigh, rearranging my hair.

I feel like I'm totally melting, and, forgetting all reason, I respond to their flirtation, giving them looks that I want intense. But as this game continues for several minutes, I shiver as I hear my name echoing through the air.

I look up. My dominant is there, a few steps from us. His face is calm, his voice poised. Nothing betrays his anger or displeasure. However, I know it: I’m in trouble. I know him too well. I know that slightly deeper voice is the one he uses before punishing me. A shiver runs through me as he speaks again.

“Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse me. I need to borrow Ashley from you for a few minutes.”

Smirks form on the lips of the two men as I grab the hand Daniel extends to help me up. My legs are shaking a little, and I have to hold on to his arm to keep my balance as he already pulls me into his adjoining office.

There, he leaves me in the middle of the room, settling on the other side of his desk in his leather armchair. For endless minutes, he said nothing, just watching me. His face is completely impassive, it is impossible for me to know what is in his mind.

What an idiot I have been. How could I let myself go like this in public, with two strangers? Okay, no one knows about the strange bond that connects me to Daniel. But that was no reason to behave like this. Who knows what will happen to me now?

Maybe my behavior just sounded the death knell for this experiment. Maybe I just proved to him what he already knew deep down, that I'm not the right one for him to be his companion. His perfect submissive.

I bite my lip, nervous. What will become of me if he rejects me? I now realize my huge mistake. If I appreciated the tension brought by these two so seductive men, I don't want anyone else but my dominant. After long minutes, his voice is finally heard.

“I'm disappointed, Ashley. I know tonight isn't as usual, and I didn't make you wear your submissive collar. But that doesn't mean you can just throw yourself into anyone's arms.”

I bow my head, whispering a sincere I’m sorry, Master. He remains silent for a few more moments, continuing to torture me in this way. If he wants me to go, he should say so. This waiting is far too much to bear.

“Did last week's experience give you ideas, little girl? Did you like being displayed to other men?”

“Yes, Master.”

He sighs, wearily, before getting up slowly and joining me on this side of the desk. I shiver as a whiff of his perfume reaches me, intoxicating me and making me forget his almost threatening presence. His hand slides down my neck, then grabs my jaw, forcing me to look at him.

“I'm glad you want to try new things. But I am your dominant. It's up to me to decide what happens to your body.”

“I'm sorry Master.”

“Well, that I believe. I should send you home right away. I told you the other day. I won't give you another chance.”

I bite my lip, feeling a flood of emotion rise in my throat. I don’t want to leave. I want him to continue to take care of me. To make me shiver. To make me cum. No matter what it costs. I know that this man is mine, and that I am his. Even I need a bit more practice. He gently caresses my cheek, forcing me to look at him.

“But I’m going to keep you with me. I'm sure you can do better.”

“I promise you, Master. I’ll improve.”

“I'm sure. But you understand that such behavior cannot go unpunished, right?”

My eyes shining with excitement, I nod. He sighs, gently stroking my lip with his thumb. I probably shouldn't be so enthusiastic about being punished. But it's his fault. He’s the one who made me discover what these sensations can bring. Letting go. Floating. Being proud to have endured the pain.

He doesn't seem in a hurry to start, offering me a glass of water so I compose together. I really thought it was over for me. I could already see myself going home, spending the rest of the week crying in my bed.

Picking up my drink, he reminds me of the rules. If I want him to stop, I have to say my safe word. Otherwise, none of my pleas will stop him. I nod my head, showing that I understand.

I swallow as his hand presses firmly against my upper body, making me bend over his desk. My elbows come to rest on the wood, my fingers already searching for something to cling to to withstand this punishment.

I shudder as Daniel pulls up my skirt over my body, exposing my ass. His fingers run over my exposed skin before grabbing my panties. Firmly, he lowers them, the cool air caressing my soaked intimacy. He clicks his tongue, noticing the state I'm in.

I let out a slight gasp as his fingers trail down my slit, heightening the sense of shame I feel. Then he walks away, leaving me exposed to rummage through his closet. I know he has toys scattered all over his house.

I can't help but get excited imagining all that could come out of it. Maybe nipple clamps, my favorite. Or a plug that he will slip between my buttocks to bring me even more extreme sensations.

I don't have time to indulge in these fantasies anymore. A few moments later, a sharp pain emanates from my buttocks. A paddle, that's what he went for. I grit my teeth as another blow lands almost immediately.

He hasn't used this toy on me often, I still have to get used to the shock it creates on my skin, igniting every nerve in me with diffuse pain. It has nothing to do with the sharp pinch of the crop, probably the object that I have the most difficulty in supporting. I’d have like his hands better though. To have this connection with him.

But it's not for me to decide. I should already consider myself lucky that he is punishing me with this little impact game. If he had really wanted to torture me, he would have left me languishing, pushing me to orgasm without ever letting me reach it. Because he knows it, that's what's the hardest thing for me to bear. His indifference. The way he frustrates me until I cry.

The blows continue to rain down at a steady rate. My ass is already burning, and yet I know it's far from over. The intensity is not at its maximum. He can go much harder, much faster. By his restraint, he sends me a message. The one that he will take his time with me, punish me until I scream, I beg him, crying all the tears in my body as I find myself overwhelmed.

I feel humiliation welling up inside me. I'm sure someone will hear us. These people right outside are his friends, his business partners. What will they think of me? I shudder, suddenly imagining one of them opening the door, alarmed by the sounds coming from the office. All the guests could see me, my legs spread apart, my buttocks reddened, my intimacy soaked as I get spanked like bad girl.

Then my mind goes to the two men. If they haven't changed their position, I'm sure soon they can hear me moan. Perhaps they already hear my master's blows. Do they suspect what we are doing? Would they want to join us, offering me a hellish trio of punishment?

A higher-pitched scream escapes my throat as I feel my skin pierce. My breathing quickens as another blow lands, just as hard as the last. Apparently, this paddle has some surprises for me.

Because I am sure, the surface that has just come into contact with my skin is not the same as before. No, this one seems to have small rivets to decorate it, and make it even more difficult to support. A stifled sob takes me when a third blow falls, still as strong. A mocking sound escapes my dominant as his hand lands on my ass.

“You didn't think it would be so easy, right?”

I don't answer, my teeth too clenched to say a word. It doesn't really matter. I don't think he's interested in my words. Just by my gasps of pain and my erratic breathing.

My fingers curl over the desk, my fingernails digging into the wood. Secretly, I hope I will leave marks. That every time he comes to sit here, he will think of me, and of my small body offered to his judgment.

A scream tears through the air after a particularly loud hit. My head resting against the wood, I do my best to control my breathing and the tears that have started to flow. I breathe a sigh of relief as the object lands beside me, and my master's hands finally land on my burning skin, massaging it lightly.

That's it, the punishment is over. I don't think I could have endured much more. I would like to straighten up. Relax my back, shake my body, exhausted from having been held in this position. But only my master can decide that. And he doesn't seem ready to see me change my position.

With his foot, he makes me spread my legs, to get an even cleared view of my private parts. I'm soaked, and not just because of my flirtation earlier. No. No matter the pain, being treated like this by my master only adds to my excitement.

Slowly, his hand slides over my slit, playing with my drenched pussy before moving down onto my clit, playing with it until I start moaning. I can't help but let out a disappointed squeal as he withdraws his hand.

I shouldn't be surprised, after all, I behaved badly. And there are guests out there. Did they notice that we both went away? Did they hear what happened here?

I don't have time to wonder anymore. My body tenses as one of his fingers slips between my buttocks, barely taking the time to play with my jagged outline before sinking into me.

I bite my lip at this intrusion. I know how much he likes to visit that place of me. And I have to admit... I love it too. His finger seems huge, and yet I know that his cock will only be bigger. I gasp in surprise as a second finger enters me already, the other barely installed for a few seconds.

My breathing quickens as my master presses himself against me, making me feel the bulge twisting his pants. For a few moments, he keeps toying with me, pushing me as far apart as possible before pulling away, leaving me empty and vulnerable, hunched over his desk.

I swallow as I feel cold lube fall between my buttocks. I know that it is much more than a plug that is about to enter me. His guests are waiting for him, and he will surely not go find them with this erection clearly visible. I shiver as his hoarse voice caresses my ears.

“Do you remember what I told you? Where are the bad girls fucked?”

My response chokes in my throat as his cock slowly sinks into me, splitting me open. My fingernails scrape the wood as I try to get used to this imposing presence. All I can do right now is focus on my breath and pray that I can take it all the way.

One of his hands grabs the back of my neck in a possessive gesture. Its warmth helps me ground myself in the moment and relax. He takes the opportunity to squeeze his last inches into me. I let out a long sigh as his hips finally meet mine. It doesn't take long before he pulls back, his slow movements sending delicious shivers through my whole body.

I close my eyes, surrendering to his increasingly powerful thrusts. I believe that for once, he won’t take his time, preferring to offer himself a quick orgasm. After all, he still has me in his possession for many hours. He can always come and visit me again later.

I breathe a small sigh of relief as his hand slides up against my body, immediately landing on my throbbing clitoris, desperate for some attention. Soon, my low moans turn into soft cries. I bite my lip, trying to hide what we're doing here.

“Let them hear you. I want them all to know what a good little slut you are to me.”

Cheeks red with shame, I comply, letting my sounds of pleasure express themselves. I believe there is nothing I would deny my master. Not when he's causing all these feelings, making me lose all sense of proper social behavior.

In this moment, nothing matters more than my orgasm and that of my master. Judging by his growls, he's as close to exploding as I am. His movements accelerate on my clit, making me scream at the top of my lungs as ecstasy finally takes me.

My intimacy contracts around his cock, imprisoning him until he releases all his seed inside me in a long animal growl. Even when he pulls away from me, I can't move, remaining half-lying on the desk. It's as if this orgasm had stripped me of all my bones, leaving only a puddle of skin with no shape.

It’s only after closing his pants that my master approaches me, stroking my ass again. I gasp in surprise as he puts a plug where his cock was, just moments before. It looks like he wants me to keep his seed inside me, as a proof of his misdeeds.

Slowly, he helps me up. I let him fix my outfit and my hair, like a pretty doll in need of attention. Once done, he bends down to grab my panties. But instead of helping me put them back on, he mischievously slips them into his pocket.

My cheeks flush at the thought of returning to the living room, my ass uncovered. And if his semen began to flow on my bare legs, despite the plug in me? Worse, what if the plug slipped under the effect of his natural lubricant and my entrance enlarged by his assaults? I would die of shame if it fell to the ground for all to see.

I have always wondered how far I could bear shame and humiliation. I think I'm about to find out. Obediently, I place my hand in Daniel's, ready to follow him into the room. But as he is about to open the door, he stops and turns to me.

“I almost forgot. That way, everyone will know who you really belong to.”

I can't help but roll my eyes. After what he just did to me, I think they all know. Despite this, I welcome the feel of the leather on my neck with great pleasure. With my submissive collar on, I know that it’ll be easier to face the gaze of the others. After a light kiss on my lips, Daniel opens the door, ready to throw us into the arena.


Chapter 3

I bite my lip. Leaving his office is a painful return to reality. I thought I could face the stares and the smirks. And yet, for the five minutes we've been back in the living room, I haven't been able to look up for a second, preferring to keep my eyes fixed on the floor.

I remain hidden behind my dominant, finding solace in his imposing stature. He acts as if nothing had happened, refilling drinks for his guests before handing me a new glass of fruit juice.

I tighten my fingers around the glass, trying to hide my tremors and my embarrassment by sipping the contents. I feel the hair on the back of my neck straighten. I can't explain it, but I'm sure someone is looking at me a little more insistently than the others.

I focus on my master's voice, who explains the story behind a painting hanging in the room. But the feeling doesn’t go away. So I can't help but stare. It doesn't take me long to find out who is the perpetrator of this burn on my skin. The perpetrators.

No need to be Sherlock Holmes. Sitting on the same sofa where I left them, Charles and Arthur look at me with interest, their eyes sliding shamelessly over my body, as if they were trying to undress me and guess what my master did exactly to me.

I remain hypnotized by their faces full of desire. With difficulty, I manage to bring myself to my senses, looking away. My master will certainly not be so lenient if I start flirting with these men again. So, I try to be interested in the conversation, without however participating in it.

My mind is far too busy wandering, imagining myself on that couch again, stuck between these men and their bodies that I desire so much. Daniel would be there, of course. He would direct the operation, with the same grip and expertise he showed last week as a machine pounded me at the behest of strangers behind their screens.

Because even if they were the ones who decided the rhythm of the machine, my dominant was the master of the game. I wonder if he would agree to do this with men in the flesh, tasting my body.

I know it, he likes to expose me, and the omnipotence he has over me. But to share me for real? He’s so possessive. He made it clear to me that he would not like me to meet other boys in his absence. Even if we do not have a well-defined relationship yet, I belong to him.

I snap back to reality as Daniel places his hand on the small of my back, encouraging me to move further into the room to join another group of guests. I relax, no one commenting on the blush in my cheeks or the leather collar around my neck, with a buckle ready for a leash.

From here, I can no longer see the two companions. It's probably for the best. I'm not sure I'd be able to behave wisely if I were to find myself in their presence. Again, I lose interest in the conversation taking place next to me.

I gasp in surprise as my eyes land on a sight I wasn't expecting. In a somewhat secluded corner of the room is the beautiful woman I saw earlier. She is not alone. And seems busy.

Sitting on the knees of a man with a full beard, she seems to make it a point of visiting his mouth with her tongue. I remain hypnotized by this kiss, feeling my barely extinguished excitement rekindling.

I know I shouldn't look at them like that, but I can't help it. Even less when their hands start to wander over their bodies. Unaware of what is going on around them, the man grips the woman's waist tightly, before moving up and capturing her breast through the fabric of her top.

From where I am, I can see her nipples sticking out against the light fabric of her shirt. The man does not waste a moment to pinch them between his fingers. I can't hear her, but I'm sure she's moaning softly against the other's mouth.

My own lips part. I can't help but imagine myself in this situation, enveloped by my dominant's body. After a while, I would end up straddling him, wrapping my arms around his head. And then, sneakily, I would press my crotch against his, undulating my hips to tease him, doing so until he got hard.

Then he would lose patience. His hands would slide to my thighs. He would lift me up to press me against the couch. The weight of his body would sink me into the fabric of the furniture, imprisoning me completely. He would do whatever he wants with me.

Maybe he would let his teeth mark my neck with his possession, before sliding over my skin, tearing off my dress to gain access to my breasts, sucking on the tips until I couldn't take any more frustration, yelling at him to fuck me right here, right now, afraid of dying if he didn't.

“Some of my friends can’t behave.”

I flinch as I hear Daniel's voice in my ear. I turn to him, a smirk on my lips. He smiles at my reaction. As if he could pretend to know how to behave, when not thirty minutes ago, he was punishing me loudly in the next room.

Keeping his mischievous smile on his lips, he takes my hand and leads me further away. I tense as I realize which way he's going. Two carnivorous smiles greet our arrival. Without a doubt, Arthur and his sidekick are delighted to see me back near them.

Graciously, I sit down on the couch across from theirs, relaxing a bit when Daniel sits down next to me, his hand resting casually on my thigh. The two men do not miss this gesture, looking at him with an interested look. Then, Arthur turns to my dominant, as Charles stares intently at the collar around my neck.

“Looks like you still have some work to do with her.”

“Well, you know me, I don't like it when it's too simple.”

“I know, I know… What's the point of having a submissive if you can't teach her what you like, right?”

Daniel nods approvingly. I’m left speechless. All this information is mixed up in my mind as I try to make sense of it. How can they talk about me like that, when I'm right there? And then those words… They know what Daniel is? His… Taste for domination?

But then... Does that mean they like to do it too? Or do they just know because of those locker room talks men sometimes have?

I do not know what to think, both troubled and exhilarated. I pictured things. But I had not imagined that it could go further. It's not three men I could have in bed with me. But three dominants…

I shudder at the thought, quietly closing my thighs to bring some friction to my already throbbing clit. I don't know why I’m expecting it to happen that. My Master never gave me the slightest sign of wanting to continue in this direction.

I jump as he snaps me out of my thoughts, his hand gently pressing down on my chin to snap my mouth shut, still wide open in surprise.

“Don't be so surprised. Arthur and Charles have the same passion as us. That's how I met them. And I'm sure that's why you were drawn to them.”

I blush but don't look away, supporting one by one the gaze of the two men in front of me. There is electricity in the air. A tension, like before a storm broke. But here, no need for lightning to trigger it. No. My Master knows exactly what is needed.

“How about we show them what you can do in the dungeon?”

I shudder, taking a few moments to register those words, not really sure I heard them correctly. I glance around the room. Even though some guests have left, there are still a lot of them. My dominant grabs my chin between his fingers for me to look at him.

“Don't worry about them. It’s not the first time I abandon them to take care of a beautiful creature. They won’t miss me.”

I lick my lips, my eyes going from my Master to our two guests. These are on the edge of the couch, looking ready to spring to their feet the instant I make my decision.

This situation is crazy. But since I have been playing with Daniel, each madness has brought me to unexplored sensations, to incomparable pleasure. So, without hesitation, I nod, letting myself fall into the clutches of these hungry men.


Chapter 4

In the corridor leading to the pleasure room, I feel incredibly tiny, surrounded by these men with perfect bodies. They are all much taller than me, and so muscular. I can't believe that in a few minutes I'll be lost in their arms.

I feel myself melting as Charles places his large hand on my lower back, inviting me into the room Daniel has just opened. I shudder to find myself back in this now so familiar room. Everything has been arranged to satisfy the pleasures of the flesh.

A bed. A shelf full of toys I didn't know existed a month ago. A large cross that hangs on the wall, while a bench stands in one corner of the room, ready to receive me. I lick my lip, remembering the day he tied me to this piece of furniture. I wonder what their plan is for tonight.

As we walk into the room, my dominant reminds us of the rules of the game. I have a safe word, and the second I use it, everyone has to stop, no matter how excited they are. Both men nod, looking serious.

They must know all of this by heart, yet I appreciate my Master taking the time to make sure we are all aligned. After all, I am about to offer myself to three men. It is neither trivial nor easy. And yet, I quickly forget my concern, waiting for only one thing: that we begin.

Arthur is the first to take the lead, as I expected. A smile on his face, he stops a few inches from me, his mouth brushing mine. His hands slide down my neck, making me shiver.

A wave of heat takes me as his mouth joins mine. Slowly, his tongue meets my lips, making me open them gently. I comply without hesitation, sighing as our tongues begin to discover each other, playing with each other.

I barely realize what's going on, this kiss making me melt. I forget where we are, who we are. It's not until I feel Charles' broad chest stick to my back that I snap back into reality.

His hands rest delicately on my hips, as if he wanted to give me time to get used to his presence near me. I can't help leaning against him, seeking some support against his muscles. He lets me do it, gently stroking my skin through the light fabric of my robe.

I sigh with relief against Arthur's lips, enjoying the calm that I know will only be short-lived. I don't have to wait long for proof. Slowly, Charles's hands move up my body, making me shiver. No need to be a diviner to understand where he is heading like this.

A few more moments, and his fingers land on my back, catching the zipper of my dress. Slowly he zips it down, making the gesture almost theatrical. I shudder as he whispers in my ear.

“Let's see what you're hiding under there.”

His fingers slip under the straps of my dress to slide them down my body. It doesn't take much for the fabric to spread out at my feet. Arthur breaks the kiss, taking two steps back to admire the spectacle his sidekick has just given him.

His lips curl into a huge smile as he takes in my outfit. If my bra highlighting my generous breasts is still there, my panties have disappeared, leaving my privacy completely revealed to the eyes of the men in the room.

Without violence, Charles places his imposing hands on my hips so that I turn around and face him. His eyes slid over my body, lingering on my perfectly shaved pussy. He seems to like it, if I believe the big smile on his lips.

Slowly, he puts his finger over my mouth, sliding it in a perfect line down my throat, between my breasts, down to my lower stomach. I shiver as his thumb meets my clit pointing between my lower lips.

It doesn't take much for me to feel a wave of heat going through my body. I can't believe I'm really here, stuck half-naked in the same room with three men who have only one thing in mind: to take my body.

Arthur walks away from us, responding to my master's invitation to come and select toys to spice up our session. Charles doesn't seem to care, his hands sliding down my back and neck to press me closer to his powerful body.

I inhale deeply, intoxicating myself with his scent. A mixture of leather and forest, tinged with a light touch of cigarettes. Finally, his lips capture mine. It's warm, passionate, and at the same time amazingly sweet. This man could break me in half in one move, if he wanted to. And yet, he is incredibly gentle.

I feel myself melt as his tongue traces the contours of my mouth, inviting me to let him in. I agree immediately, my moan muffled. His hands are more pressing, descending on my buttocks to squeeze them firmly and bring me a little closer to his body, if possible.

I shudder as his mouth withdraws, preferring to meet my ear, nibbling gently on my earlobe. I shiver, discovering this new sensitive area of my anatomy. As I hear Arthur and Daniel talk about differences between two pairs of handcuffs, as if they were golf clubs, I question Charles.

“Don't you want to go pick out a toy?”

“You’re my toy.”

I squeal at the statement, my cheeks flushing with pleasure and embarrassment mixed together. I never thought I would ever hear a man speak to me so bluntly. I let out a slight gasp of surprise as his hands slide to the back of my thighs, lifting me up like I weigh no more than a feather.

Immediately, my legs wrap around his waist. With passion, he takes over my lips, making me lose my mind. I press my hips closer to his, starting to hump him, using him like a sex toy as his mouth devours me.

He growls against my lips as I grind harder and harder against him. He may still be dressed, but I feel the bump stretching his pants. As I had imagined, he’s huge. My whole body is on fire at the thought that, soon, he will be naked and ready to take my body in the wildest of ways.

I forget that the others are in the room, so intoxicating are the sensations. My clit almost burns from being rubbed bare against the man's jeans. But this burn is delicious, igniting every nerve in my body, driving me crazy.

I break the kiss as a hand lands on my back. Daniel is there, a big smile on his face. He no doubt appreciates seeing me so devoted to the task he has entrusted to me. If I take good care of his friends, then they too will take good care of me.

Still in the giant's arms, I turn my head to meet my dominant, capturing his lips as his fingers lazily caress my spine, until they come up my neck, which he holds firmly.

Slowly, Charles lets me fall back to the ground. As he pulls back, Arthur notices aloud the stain that now adorns his friend's pants.

“Shit. She really wants it. Why don't you show us your tits now, princess?”

Cheeks flushed, I run my fingers over my bra, meticulously undoing the metal clasp before dropping the fabric to the floor. I want to bring my hand to my chest, to hide it, suddenly feeling incredibly exposed.

Arthur is the first to come out of his contemplation, approaching me. Without the slightest embarrassment, he places his hands on my breasts, weighing them to appreciate the shape and texture, before placing his thumbs on my already tense points.

His gaze is burning, I find it hard to support it. He barely blinks, feasting on my every reaction, on every little moan that escapes my lips. The other two men are in the background, observing the scene.

I let out a slight yelp as he begins to pinch my tips, twisting them just enough to get me to the point of pain, without it being unbearable. I bite my lip as I watch him pull out the toy he severed from my master's shelves.

Nipple clamps, connected by a chain. Without wasting a moment, he places them on me, adorning my body with these lustful jewels. A smirk on his lips, he pulls back, admiring his work, tugging lightly on the chain to make me grunt. The sensation is indescribable, deliciously painful.

Daniel is the next to approach my body. As his lips land in light kisses on my neck, one of his hands traces a line down my spine again, until it reaches between my buttocks.

Gently, he grabs the plug between my buttocks, pushing it in and out, mimicking the effect of his cock inside me. Small moans come out of my mouth. I do everything to avoid the gaze of our two visitors, my red cheeks to show how much I like my master to take care of this part of me.

I let out a soft sigh as the plug leaves me for good. I don't stay empty for long. His fingers quickly replace the toy, making me shudder. He muffles my sounds with a kiss, before showing me what he picked out of his shelves. Another plug, much larger than the one that just left me.

I open my mouth without resisting, letting him slip the silicone object between my lips. Obediently, I begin to suck it, my eyes glued to my master's face. His expression is impassive, but I know from the intensity of his gaze that he is proud of me.

Did he imagine when we started, that one day I would accept to do such depraved things? Between my legs, my clit throbs, begging for someone to give it some attention. But that's not on anyone's agenda.

For several more minutes, my master lets his fingers and the plug slide on each side of my extremities, imposing a steady rhythm on me. I'm sure if he put his hand between my legs, I'd be coming in no time.

Suddenly, he removes the plug from my mouth, a thin thread of saliva connecting me to the object. His mouth brushes mine without ever taking it. I know why he does this. He doesn't want to deprive himself and others of my pathetic squeak as the plug worms its way inside me, tearing apart my jagged edge.

My breathing quickens as I try to get used to this presence within me. I know, my master's cock is bigger than that. He places a quick kiss on my lips, then presses down on my shoulders, forcing me to kneel in front of him.

I look up, my doe eyes completing the submissive position I'm in. He caresses my cheek in a gesture of approval before walking away. With a nod, he allows his guests to approach.

I swallow as they come up to me, looking bigger than ever. I can't ignore the bumps that distort their pants. I know only too well what is about to happen here. I've seen it in movies before. I never would have thought that one day I would be the one doing it.

I shiver as their belts come undone in unison, the click of the buckles sending a weird excitement through me. It's what I've been wanting all night, after all. Seeing them naked, finding myself face to face with their cocks. And yet, I can't suppress a gasp of astonishment at seeing their outstretched members just inches from my face.

Unsurprisingly, Arthur is the first to take control, his fingers sliding limply through my hair, simply encouraging me to get to work. With a shaking hand, I grab the base of his member, starting to slide it down his length, almost timidly. Then I approach my face, sticking my tongue out to lick his tip already beading with pre-cum.

The man lets out a sigh, his fingers closing a little tighter against my skull. I understand the message, and open my mouth to let it slip into my wet cavity. For the moment, he leaves me in control, allowing me to go at my own pace, without rushing me.

He’s neither as long nor as wide as Daniel, but his shape more than compensates for that detail. His member is slightly bent, escaping with each coming and going to caress my palate. My intimacy contracts, imagining what this curve could do inside it.

I snap back to reality as a slight clearing of the throat is heard. Pulling Arthur's member out of my mouth, I turn to his sidekick. There he is, his member stretched out in his hands.

Keeping my fingers tight around my first lover, I turn my head to offer Charles attention. I swallow, seeing his size. He’s long, but above all thick. One thing is for sure, they will all have to prepare me for a long time before I can slide this member inside me.

With the tip of my tongue, I play on the outline of his ribbed lines, following each vein, each hollow, snatching light sighs from him. His hand rests on my head, without imposing a rhythm on me. He just reminds me what he expects of me. As if I could stop, when his cock tastes as delicious as his body.

I go back and forth a few more times before letting go of him to give Arthur some attention. I take his cock a little further, never forcing it down my throat. Meanwhile, I force myself to continue my movements back and forth with my hand on the giant's cock. No matter what, I want these one-night stands to be happy with my work.

As I prepare to change partners again, my gaze meets that of my master. He stands aside, a satisfied smile on his lips. I give him a knowing wink before getting back to work. Seeing myself like this, who would believe that barely a month ago, I had never even given a man a blowjob?

I continue like this for long moments, going from one queue to another without ever going all the way, fearing that I can’t take them without gagging. It seems to suit them.

I give Arthur a big smile as he pulls his cock out of my mouth, forcing me to look up at him. He pats my cheek in a condescending gesture before announcing in a most erotic voice.

“You like it huh? Sucking our cocks like a little slut? What about we punish you, huh? We could give you a good spanking before destroying your little pussy.”

My cheeks flush intensely. Despite the shame I feel hearing such crude words, I can’t help but nod, confirming his words. A carnivorous smile forms on his lips.

“Very well Princess. On all fours. Show us this pretty ass.”

After taking a quick look at my dominant for permission, I comply. I shiver when a breath of fresh air caresses my intimacy, as my hands meet the cold floor of the dungeon.

I shiver as I feel the presence of the three men next to me. I can’t see them, but I don’t really need to. Their aura is strong enough to make me tremble. They are all Dominants. Men who fantasize about owning a woman. Making her suffer absolutely everything they want, without asking for accounts. I know it, I’m not in danger with them. And yet, the prospect of what we are about to do makes me shudder.

I tense as a recognizable sensation washes over me. No one has hit me yet, and yet I know what object they have chosen. A flogger. I shudder as those straps almost innocently caress my skin, sliding from my arched back to my ass, before exploring my thighs.

I know it. The person in charge is going to drag this little game out for a while, just to get my guard down. And when I least expect it, I will find myself violently impacted by this object with a thousand straps.

I take a deep breath, trying to calm my nervousness. Daniel has used this item on me before. And each time, I loved it. There's no reason for it to be any different this time around.

I let out a squeal as finally, a first blow lands. After my punishment in the office, my skin is already on fire. I grit my teeth, knowing that I have to be brave. I have no doubt that each of them will want their turn in this little game. I have not been given any instructions, nor ordered to count. I have no way of knowing how long this punishment will last.

I grit my teeth as the blows continue to rain down. Not knowing how long this will last, or who is holding this painful object, makes it more difficult for me. I take a deep breath, trying to get some control over the situation.

A cry more powerful than the others escapes me as the swift strikes the soft skin of my thighs. This part of me had been spared until then, but I understand now that they will deny themselves nothing during this session.

A pause, then the beating resumes. This could be another dominant. Or it could be the same, playing with my nerves. I have no way of knowing. So, I decide to let go and stop trying to find out. It doesn't matter who holds the flogger, if in the end, the sensations are there.

I have to admit, as painful as this punishment is, I greatly appreciate it. And, my master is there. Often he knows my limits better than I do. As long as he's by my side, I know I'm safe.

Still, I feel incredibly vulnerable as Arthur remarks aloud how wet I am. I suddenly feel humiliated. I shouldn't feel this. It is not normal. But from this humiliation is born an indescribable excitement.

A loud moan escapes me as the flogger begins to slide over my lower lips, tracing its way from my slit to my throbbing clit. In my field of vision, I see a pair of men's shoes appear.

Images come to mind. I saw him in an adult film once when Daniel's absence became too much to bear. A woman was kneeling in front of her boss, completely naked. While sucking him, she rubbed on his shoe, polishing it with her arousal. I imagine myself doing the same, my intimacy contracting at this idea.

I look up, meeting Charles' calm expression. He caresses my cheek before lowering to point to his crotch with a gesture of his chin. Without violence, he helps me straighten up, my face arriving in front of his member.

I look up at him again, waiting for his approval. He moves his head almost imperceptibly, urging me to go. Still shaking from the punishment I just received, my hand wraps around his cock, holding him firmly in position. Then I let my tongue run his length again, almost sighing to find back his taste.

Without playing with him any longer, I open my mouth and let his first few inches enter me. I do my best to take it, never daring to go very far. I'm scared by his thickness and length. I'm not sure I can let him sink as deep as I let my master.

So I put my whole heart into it, hoping to satisfy him enough. He lets me do it for a few moments, letting out a low growl here and there. But as I speed up my movements, I feel a hand slip into my hair.

Without ever letting go of the man's cock, I look sideways, discovering Arthur's blond curls. His steely blue gaze challenges me. That of letting him take control of the situation. To decide how fast and how deep I take his friend.

I meet his gaze, a wave of pride washing over me. Surely, I shouldn't be so proud. I know he won't spare me anything. Arthur proved to me that he is not the delicate type. But tonight, it’s exactly what I want.

He presses down on my head, pushing a few more inches into me. My hands automatically land on Charles's thighs, trying to find some support in this unusual situation. Slowly, the blond rocks me back and forth, forcing me to take the other one deeper each time. I let myself go, intoxicated by the taste and the sounds my one-night lover makes.

The pace picks up, and obscene sounds escape me as Charles' massive cock presses against the back of my throat. I can't do anything but focus on my breathing, pushing my body's reflexes to their limits.

Beneath my fingertips, I feel the man's muscles twitch in a steady rhythm. He is not far from orgasm. Arthur noticed it too, making me move back and forth even faster.

But before the other can come, he tugs my hair harder, causing me to pull back. He keeps his hands firmly gripped in my hair, holding me in this position. I'm confused, wondering what he expects of me.

“Make him cum with your hands.”

I gulp but comply. Trying to replicate the speed at which my mouth moved back and forth on his cock, I squeeze the man's member between my fingers. I look up at him, an innocent expression plastered to my face.

It doesn't take much for him to let himself go, his seed coming to paint the pale skin of my breasts. His body slowly relaxes. Arthur pushes on my head, asking me to clean the other's cock, slowly becoming limp again in my mouth.

Then the two men help me up. I wince in pain, my body aching. But I quickly forget this feeling when I discover what Daniel has installed while his two guests take care of me.

Suspended from the ceiling, is a swing. I bite my lip, already excited at the thought of finding myself suspended, my body encircled by its straps. Gently, Charles grabs my hand and guides me to the object. With ease, he lifts me up and settles me on this still unknown toy.

My hands wrap around the cords as, one by one, he installs my feet in the fabric stirrups. I wince, the still raw skin of my buttocks burning from the straps under it. But I quickly forget that unpleasant feeling.

Without ever leaving my gaze, the giant kneels before me. Slowly, he slides his lips up my thighs, leaving a trail of goosebumps in his path. A louder moan escapes me as his tongue enters the equation, licking my already swollen slit.

My fingers cling a little tighter to the straps as his movements become faster, more precise. If I dared, I would run my hands through his dark hair, just to make him feel how crazy what he's doing to me is driving me.

He probably doesn't need that to know. Not when his fingers enter me in a sound so wet it's obscene. If anyone still doubted it, here's the reassurance that I'm perfectly excited about everything that's happened between us.

Between my swollen breasts, I can watch him activate with passion on my intimacy. Often, he looks up at me, his two black marbles adding even more excitement. I feel like it's going to eat me whole. I'm certainly not going to stop him.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, wrapping around my clitoris before moving down and joining his fingers in my drenched pussy. I don't even try to control my sounds anymore, moaning loudly as my limbs start shaking in pleasure.

Feeling like I'm about to sink, I turn my head, looking desperately for Daniel. My master is not far away, a smile on his lips. I could never have believed that he would like it so much to see his submissive being devoured by a different man than him. In a last ditch effort, I remember my place.

“Can I cum, Master? Please.”

A soft laugh escapes Arthur, obviously the type to like seeing a woman lose control of herself completely, while Charles growls against my clit, apparently excited to hear me pleading in this way under the effect of his tongue.

Slowly, my master nods, and it doesn't take much for me to completely surrender to this warmth in my belly, letting it invade me completely. Charles doesn't give up on me right away, continuing to lick me gently until my breathing returns to normal. Before getting up, he places a quick kiss on the inside of my thigh, making me shiver.

No sooner does he move away than Arthur takes his place between my legs, his eternal smirk on his lips. With his fingertips, he grabs the chain connecting the clamps hooked to my nipple, gently tugging on it. I groan, not entirely sure what I'm feeling. All I know is that I don't want him to stop.

I open my thighs a little wider, inviting him to come a little closer. He whispers a low good girl, before sticking his hips to mine. Slowly, he slides his cock down my slit, squeezing frustrated little moans from me as he pats it against my taut clit.

His hand slides through my hair, gripping the back of my head to pull me into a passionate kiss. As his tongue gives me no respite, he takes the opportunity to insert himself inside me, making me sigh against his lips. I'm so soaked that he enters his full length inside me in one motion.

“Damn, you’re so tight princess. What a treat you have here, Daniel.”

“And you don’t know it all. You're only the second one to visit this place.”

My cheeks blush strongly at this revelation of my dominant. I had forgotten it myself. Who could believe, seeing me in the middle of these three men, that I was still a virgin a month ago? And now… I look like a real porn star.

Soon, Arthur's thrusts make me forget these scandalous thoughts. This swing is driving me absolutely crazy. Thus harnessed, I’m pretty much trapped. I can do nothing but spread my legs and let myself be pounded eagerly by this experienced man. Because there is no doubt about it, the man with blond curls knows how to use a woman's body perfectly.

Soon, I find myself again moaning and panting, forgetting all countenance and behaving like a dog in heat. But I understand that a new orgasm is not for now, as Charles approaches us, his hand sliding lazily over my body.

“What about we take this number to three?”

His friend nods, catching my lips between his teeth in an excruciatingly erotic gesture before stepping back and making way for the giant. I swallow, my eyes moving down to his tense member. It's so thick, and so long. I managed to take it in my mouth, but can I have it between my legs?

“You can take it.”

It wasn't a question, but I nod vigorously anyway. The way he said it. Authoritarian. Until then, the man had shown patience and gentleness. What he shows now is another facet of him. And I must say that I find it particularly exciting.

Firmly, he presses my thighs to spread them wide apart, pushing through for his wide hips. My eyes locked with his. I try to focus on my breathing, hoping to make the ordeal easier that way.

But when his tense member begins to sink into me, I grit my teeth, realizing that there would be nothing easy about this task. How can a man be so built? Behind me, Arthur comes to settle, sticking his chest to me to give me a little support.

His arms wrap around my stomach, comforting me while keeping me still. I try to forget the parasitic thoughts that take me. He would only have to remove the plug for me to insert himself there, and quarter me in the most intense way. Even though I like what they do to me, I don't think I'm ready to welcome anyone other than my dominant in this place.

But before I can worry anymore, Charles's cock snaps me back into reality. His tip finally entered me, clearing the way for the rest of his length. I turn my head in search of Arthur's lips, smothering my moans in a slow kiss.

Before being completely pushed into me, the giant stops, and goes back. His movements are slow, and little by little, I relax and get used to his imposing member.

Feeling that I'm relaxing, Arthur develops the rest of his plan. Detaching himself from me, he presses gently on my shoulders, making me rock back. I now find myself completely lying down, my head suspended in the air.

He caresses my lips with the tip of his thumb before forcing me to open my mouth. Without the slightest hesitation, he slips his cock into my offered cavity. I don't even notice my own taste on his damp skin, too focused on not closing my jaw around him as Charles increases the speed of his thrusts.

With each push, I groan, feeling every inch of my inner walls electrify as he passes. The presence of the plug inside me only makes me feel even fuller, the man's member pressing down on it. I no longer control anything. And when Charles comes to put his thumb on my clit, I completely lose my footing, a violent flash crossing my body, making it tense around my lovers.

Moments later, Arthur empties into me, letting his seed invade my mouth and throat in a delicious burn. I swallow it entirely, even agreeing with joy to lick his finger having recovered a few drops having escaped from my mouth.

That's when I realize my master is next to me, his cock visibly aching with arousal. Slowly, his finger traces the contours of my mouth, before plunging into it. Obediently, I lick his thumb.

“Is that what you want, Baby Girl? That I take your mouth?”

“No, Master.”

“What do you want then?”

“Please. Fuck my ass.”

A broad smile lights up his face. He seems both proud and pleased to hear me suggest something so decadent. However, I’m already almost filled by Charles. How could I bear them both? I push that idea away. The recent orgasm makes me lose all common sense. I just want to be treated like their little plaything.

Daniel wastes no time in straightening me up and removing my plug, his friend still inside me as he does so. My hands leave the swing posts to cling to Charles's shoulders. I know it, I'm going to need all the comfort necessary to support this intrusion. And what better than the warmth of a man's skin for that?

After copiously spraying himself with lubricant, my dominant lines up at my entrance. Unconsciously, I tense up. The other man gently caresses the inside of my thigh to reassure me.

I take a deep breath, welcoming my master's cock inside me. He slides his mouth against my ear, whispering encouragement that helps me relax. Once his swollen tip passes my jagged edge, everything becomes easier.

I lay my head on his shoulder, letting myself go with the feeling. I feel torn in half, I know that tomorrow I will have trouble walking. But for now, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world. Once he's in fully me, the two men gently caress my skin, whispering belly-warming compliments. I'm proud to have made it. And even more proud to succeed in satisfying these men.

Slowly, Charles undid my nipple clamps, grabbing my aching breasts between his lips, making me moan as my dominant began to move inside me. The sounds die in my throat as the two men begin to move, alternating their movements so that I'm never left empty.

My fingernails dig deeper into Charles's skin, as my head spins to seek out Daniel's lips. I can't believe this is happening to me. Pathetic squeals escape me as the pace picks up even more. My dominant growls in my ear, driving me crazy.

“You’re going to cum one more time for us, Baby Girl?”

“I don't think I can.”

“It wasn’t a question.”

Before I can protest, his hand slides down my stomach, landing authoritatively on my clit. With an expert gesture, he pinches it between two fingers, bringing just enough strength to make me dive into orgasm.

I don't even have the strength to scream anymore, my body convulsing uncontrollably as my entries contract around my lovers’ cocks. My vision blurs. Lightning flashes through me, bathing me in incomparable warmth.

Charles is the first to follow me in the ecstasy, grabbing my hips to empty deep inside me. He doesn’t come out of me right away, enjoying my comfortable presence around his member until the last moment. After a few more thrusts, my master empties in turn, muttering a slew of curses between two grunts.

I'm on cloud nine, my mind totally fogged after this indescribable experience. As they undo the swing straps, I can't even get control of my legs.

Gently, Daniel takes me in his arms, carrying me to the big bed in the middle of the room. He lays me down carefully, before laying down next to me and pulling me against his chest to help me recover from my emotions. Without worrying about the seed of the two men now flowing on my thighs, I sink, my head full of dreams.


Chapter 5

I groan as I shift my position in bed. These men really didn’t go easy on me. I don't think there's a single part of my body that isn't sore right now. But if I had to do it again... I would do it all over without the slightest hesitation.

I have absolutely no regrets. And I don't care if I have to walk strangely for a few days. The pleasure and intensity of these sensations were far too great to complain about the painful counterpart that I have to accept.

For the thousandth time, I grab my phone to look at the photo Daniel sent me. Arthur took it, I believe, showing more thoughtfulness than I would have imagined. Once our games were over, they got dressed and left us alone, giving me the necessary space to recover from these thrills, safe in my master’s arms.

This is what is shown in the photo. Still naked and covered with the marks of the passage of the three men, I’m curled up against my dominant, his arms surrounding my body in a protective embrace. The tenderness that emanates from this shot stands in stark contrast to the actions that took place moments before it was taken.

I sigh with joy, remembering all the compliments Daniel gave me as he held me in his arms, lovingly stroking my hair. But above all, I remember our conversation the next morning.

That's it, my four tests have taken place. Even if I have not always had the best behavior, I have always been able to make up for it, knowing how to take my punishments with obedience. Until the last moment, I doubted my master's decision, fearing that he still did not find me good enough, preferring to find a more experienced or more docile submissive.

I had tears in my eyes when he told me he wanted to continue with me. Of course, the road is still long, and I still have a lot to learn. But he wants to do it. He wants to continue to guide me in this unconventional way of life.

I would already like to pack my bags and move in with him. Welcome him every night, naked and ready to serve him in any way he wants. But I have to be patient. This week, he is on a business trip. But he promised me. As soon as he returns, he will have me come to his house for a final test. A kind of graduation ceremony, if I want.

In the meantime, I will do everything to prepare for this new session. I know it, my master will spare me nothing.

Perfect.

I have only one desire : to experience intense emotions again.
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“Come on little slut, show me you can take it all.”

Sun, pool, luxury villa… Everything was shaping up to be a dream vacation. But with my DOMINANT, everything must be earned. As soon as the jet had taken off, he asked me to kneel beside him, completely naked. And too bad if I felt humiliated, thus exposed to the eyes of the flight attendant. I have to accept my Master's decisions.

Only a good SUBMISSIVE has the right to experience ecstasy.

And ecstasy, I will experience. Again and again and again. Immersed in the pool, I’m about to scream once more under his expert touch. Or so I thought. Because our lustful actions are troubled by the arrival of the owner of the place... And his dirty ideas.

Before I can realize it, I find myself tied by chains, with my eyes blindfolded and my naked body offered to the will of these two dominants. Spanked by a belt or used in my most private parts by a toy, everything is good to make me loose my mind.

Tonight, my whole body belongs to them.

No matter what they ask from me, I will spread my legs for their pleasure… And mine.

◆◆◆

Submission
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“On your knees. Show your Master how sorry you are.”

A young woman shouldn't fantasize about the man renovating her apartment. Especially when she's only twenty-two and without experience, while he's in his forties. But how could I resist, when he takes off his shirt to work, revealing his perfect body?

And when I’m caught touching myself while moaning his name, the fantasy turns into reality. Everything I read in my BDSM books is even better in real life. But there is one thing that I did not learn in my readings…

NEVER provoke a DOMINANT.

The pain of his belt crashing into my thin skin makes me cry and scream. And yet, not once do I think of using my safe word. I'm way too excited for that. Who knew I was such a slut?

Naked and on my knees, a plug stuck in my most intimate entrance, I have to wait patiently for my Master to finish his work. I know that if behave, the pleasure I will receive as a reward will be enough to drive me crazy.

I was innocent. But for this man, I am ready to offer every part of me.

◆◆◆

First Time BDSM Erotica

Liked this story? Here are 17 of them in just one book! 

[image: ]

“I’m going to ruin you. Beg me for it. Submit.”

The women in these books used to be sweet and innocent. But when their paths crossed a dominant older man, everything changed.

It doesn’t matter what they were before. Roommate, intern, or hot wife… They’re all sluts now, ready to do anything for their masters. Even expose themselves in public or in front of a camera.

And if they act like brats… They’ll be punished.

With a crop or a paddle, tied up to the ceiling or to a table, they’ll have to take it all to please the dominant man they serve. Even if it means spreading their legs for other men.

They’ll be used in every way imaginable, and whether it’s pain or pleasure they get, whether they scream or moan…

They’ll always beg for more.




◆◆◆

The Dirty Roommate Bundle

[image: ]

Before I met my roommate, I’d barely heard about BDSM.

Now? I couldn’t live without it.

It all started when I caught him in our living room, spanking a complete stranger. Seeing him treat a woman so brutally should have shocked me. And yet... I'd never been wetter.

So when he offered to train me to be his submissive, it didn't take me long to accept the deal. Even if it meant agreeing to wear a collar engraved with his name, and crawling behind him on a leash.

Because no matter what he asks, I have to obey his discipline.

In my college’s bathroom or in front of the cameras, he will spare me no humiliation. Clamps, crops, or ropes… No matter the pain he’s gonna make me feel. In the end, I will scream with pleasure. Whether he's enjoying my body alone, or sharing me with four other men, my dominant won't forget to use any of my holes.

What can I say? I'm just a needy slut for my Master.

◆◆◆

Training the Submissive Wife

[image: ]

"I don't know anything about being a submissive, so why am I tied to my bed, spread open for my husband to use?"

I never knew that my husband fantasized about dominating a woman, using her in every way, and making her scream in ecstasy until I stumbled on a few videos he'd saved on his computer. At first, I was disturbed, but the longer I watched, the wetter and more desperate I became.

This is what our marriage has been missing.

So, I’ve decided to give this a chance. I'm opening myself to my husband and the dirty things in his mind. No holes barred. Tonight, I become his submissive, and he gets to do all of the things he's ever dreamed of.

Tonight, I become a submissive. More than that, tonight I become my husband's fantasy.




>This story if part of a 5 books series that you can find in one bundle : The Submissive Wife Series Bundle.
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