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Chapter 1

“I'll pick you up at eleven o'clock. Wait for me in front of your place. No need to wear panties.”

For the hundredth time since yesterday, I re-read my dominant's message. I haven't seen him for over a week. An eternity.

He was so busy with his job that he didn't even come to the BDSM club where I work. Usually, he comes to each of my shifts, making sure that I wear his collar clearly in full view of everyone. And when my breaks come, he makes sure that I spend them in the most enjoyable ways possible.

I have lost count of the number of times I have found myself kneeling in front of him, obeying his every command in the hope that he’d take care of me. If I behave well, his fingers quickly slip between my thighs, making me cum as many times as humanly possible. If I disobey him, then I am punished.

I have to admit it… I often behave like a bad girl. How could it be otherwise, when his blows on my thin skin make me tremble so much? No sooner does the pain radiate through my body than I start to get wet.

Before him, I had no idea that I was a submissive. I took this job like that, because it paid well. I never thought I would end up playing these decadent games too. Now, I have no more shame, no more taboos.

I lick my lips, remembering our last session. The way he got me on my knees. I begged him again and again to touch me. But he remained perfectly insensitive to my pleas. He didn't care that I was totally soaked. All he wanted was that I stay in my place. That I submit to him. That I show him a perfect obedience.

Under his hand, I turn into a true little slut. There is nothing I refuse him. He can hang me from the ceiling with ropes, beat the delicate skin of my ass with a crop, or even give me to all his friends at the club. And as for receiving his huge cock in my ass… I love it so much I'm ready to beg him to do it.

Yes. He really found out how to bring out the darkest desires of my soul.

Before leaving my house, I stop for a moment in front of the mirror, checking one last time that I match to his instructions. Red colors my lips, and my hair is held back in a high ponytail.

As for the dress I'm wearing, it couldn't be sexier. It's so short that it perfectly reveals my legs, and my cleavage is much deeper than what I'm used to wearing. He was the one who offered it to me, having it delivered here. A perfect choice.

I'm sure he's going to love seeing me arrive like this, perched on my heels. I usually would never dare to go out in such an ordinary. But with him by my side? I fear nothing. Only the pursuit of pleasure matters to me when I’m in his company. And that's what he's going to give me, right?

On the sidewalk, I wait nervously to see his car appear. I have no idea where he's taking me. When he offered me this weekend out of town, I didn't hesitate for a second. Two whole days of letting him use my body in every possible way? I would be crazy to refuse that.

My heart skips a beat as he parks in front of me, getting out of his car immediately. The man is incredibly attractive. He's a dozen years older than me, which makes him even sexier in my eyes. Nothing beats experience, especially when it comes to being dominated.

His broad shoulders are made even more impressive by his tailored suit. My eyes can't help but continue to descend on the man's body. I don't miss a single detail.

I know it, under these clothes hides a perfect body. And in these pants, there is the most perfect cock. I had never seen one so beautiful. Long. Thick. And whose taste intoxicates me. Before him, I’d suck guys only out of obligation. But now, I could keep him in my mouth all day long.

I greet the man with a big smile. Immediately, he leans over me. His fingers close around my throat in a possessive gesture. His lips press against mine with authority, making me moan.

It's so good to find my dominant after so much waiting. His body is warm against mine. If we weren't in public, I would already be kneeling in front of him to serve him with my mouth. But I must behave. It’s up to my master to make the decisions anyway. I'm not allowed to act on my own… Unless I want to be punished.

As much as I like it when he spanks me, I don't want to start the weekend by being a bad girl. I want to prove to him that I can behave well, and that he was right to offer me this lustful trip.

He breaks the kiss, leaving me panting. My mouth drops as he pulls a familiar item from his pocket. A leather collar, the mark of his possession on me. On the small golden medallion, we can read the letter C, for Chloe. On the other side, it’s inscribed "Property of M." His initial.

I blush with pleasure as he put it around my neck. I should find that degrading. But it is quite the opposite. Nothing satisfies me more than being his little thing.

“Are you ready to go, Submissive?”

Enthusiastically, I nod my head, making him laugh softly. He helps me settle into the car before taking his place behind the wheel. We are off for I don't know how many hours on the road.

With all my strength, I refrain from asking him where we are going. I know that would be unnecessary. He won't tell me anything. Soon, he offers me a much more interesting topic of conversation.

“Tell me, Submissive, did you follow my instructions?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Show me.”

Without hesitation, I slowly lift my skirt. My bare pussy finally appeared, perfectly shaved as he asked me. A smile forms on the man's lips. He reaches out his hand, placing it without hesitation on my clit. A mocking sound escapes his mouth.

“Already wet, huh? It's good, Submissive. Very, very good.”

I can't help blushing with pleasure at those words. I like it when he talks to me like that, complimenting me on the most depraved things. A small moan escapes my throat. Eyes riveted on the road, the man continues his exploration.

Slowly, he runs his finger inside me. My mouth opens, my eyes close. He caresses me lazily, and yet, it's enough to awaken all my senses. A week without being touched, and I turn into a desperate little thing.

I almost moan in disappointment when he pulls his fingers away, leaving me agonizingly empty. A mocking sound comes out of his throat. The more I suffer, the more it amuses him.

“We'll be there in an hour. I have a house in the country, I'm sure you'll love it. I also invited some friends to join us.”

I barely hold back a disappointed grimace. I thought I would have him all to myself this weekend. Too bad. I must go with it. I shiver as he places his hand on my thigh, squeezing it gently.

“You know some of them. I count on you to behave well in their presence. I can trust you, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

I answer him without hesitation. My mind is racing. The only friends of his that I know are those who frequent the club.

Now I can't help but wonder. Are they one of those men who took me that time, when my master decided to humiliate me in public?

My lower stomach is on fire as I remember that crazy night, when he tied me to a bench on the stage, right in the middle of the club. How he shared me with whoever wanted to, letting them use me as they pleased.

What does he have in mind for this weekend? I don’t have the faintest idea. Only one thing is certain.

I can't wait to find out.


Chapter 2

My mouth drops in surprise as we finally park. When he mentioned a country house, I pictured a cabin deep in the woods. Not a huge mansion. Inside, everything is brand new. And in the large garden, there is a swimming pool worthy of a decoration magazine.

But I don't really have time to enjoy the facilities. Already, other cars are parking in the driveway. Male voices ring out, calling Matthew enthusiastically.

Suddenly shy, I almost hide behind my dominant as he greets the newcomers. I feel their burning eyes on me, and hardly dare look at them. But I end up doing it anyway. They are five, and they didn’t come alone. With them are two women. Two submissives, if I believe the collars around their necks.

My master was right. All of these faces are familiar. All attend the club. I don't know if it’s my sexually frustrated side that’s speaking, but I find them all more attractive than the other. I shiver as one of them speaks, leaning toward me.

“So, this is your first time here, right? Are you ready for a weekend of free use?”

I frown, not quite sure what that means. Before I can ask, my dominant intervenes.

“I hadn't told her yet. Subtility is still not your forte, right?”

The others laugh, leaving me still in the dark. Matthew turns to me, caressing my arm absently.

“That's what we do here when we come for the weekend. Our submissions are pooled.”

“P… Pooled?”

“It means that if a dominant wants to play with you, whether I'm there or not, you have to spread your legs and give yourself to him. A kind of shared domination, if you will.”

I swallow with difficulty. This is something I certainly didn’t expect. A whole weekend, letting them use me again and again? It sounds intense. Am I really capable of doing this? My dominant seems to think so.

“Of course, you can always use your safe word. In this case, the dominant you are with must stop everything and bring you to me.”

My mind is racing. I don't know what to answer. I don't want to disappoint him. And then, I must admit that the idea excites me. After all, I loved that he shared me last time. So why not try?

Seeing me relax, the man smiles and pats my cheek proudly.

“Good girl. I know you’re gonna make me proud.”

I nod, suddenly sure of myself. I’m ready to do anything for his pleasure... And for mine.

He pulls away, letting his friends see me a little better. I find it hard to bear their eager gazes on my body, but I face it. All of this is just the beginning. If I can't bear the stare, how could I bear their hands on my body, their cocks in my mouth? One of them finally speaks.

“All that is great, but I find her way too dressed. That's not what you got us used to, Matthew.”

“You're right, you're right. Chloe, you heard my friend. Take off your dress.”

My mouth opens in surprise. Has he forgotten that I'm wearing absolutely nothing under this dress? If I take it off, I won't be like the other submissives, who are already in lingerie. No. I will be completely naked.

If they'd ever seen me like this before, it was in the dark of the club. Here, my body will be exposed in broad daylight. All my flaws displayed to them.

But given the insistent look that my dominant gives me, I understand that he knows what is going on. So, I have no choice. What my master wants, my master gets.

Slowly, I tackle the zipper of my dress. In less time than it takes me to tell, it falls at my feet. The men whistle, visibly delighted with the spectacle that I offer them.

The other submissives are not shy to look at me too. I look down at the floor, suddenly embarrassed to have all these eyes on me. I shudder as my dominant approaches me, pressing on my chin to force me to look up at him.

My mouth drops in surprise as I see a long leather strap in his hand. A leash, which he quickly attaches to my leather collar. Immediately, I feel a wave of heat invading the lower part of my stomach. There is something incredibly depraved about being held like this. And I love that.

His hand rests on my sides, stroking me gently as he begins to kiss me, his tongue reaching out to mine and leading it into a libidinous dance. It's so good that I almost forget that we have spectators. My dominant is quick to remind me.

“Simon wasn't there last time, when you let the whole club take you like a little slut. I think he deserves you to take care of him first, right?”

I freeze for a moment. Things are getting very real. But I pull myself together. I nod, muttering an intimidated ‘Yes, Master.’ He pats my cheek to congratulate me. Then, he gently pulls on my leash, inviting me to follow him.

The said Simon is already sitting on the sofa, his legs wide open. My dominant leads me over to him, settling me between his thighs before tugging on the leash to force me to my knees.

Then, he unceremoniously gives the leather strap to the other dominant. He takes it, licking his lips looking at me. I swallow with difficulty. He'll make short work of me, I'm sure of it.

Still, I can't stop looking at him. His eyes are an intense green. I could drown in it. He gently strokes my hair, before looking up at my dominant.

“Looks like you trained her really well, Matthew.”

“Thank you. But I can't take all the credit. She’s naturally very docile. You'll see. You won't have any trouble getting her to do what you want.”

I bite my lip, and my cheeks flush. He talks about me like I'm not there. As if I were an object. A car or a watch that you exhibit to make your friends envious. I should be embarrassed, but I love it.

The man slowly undoes his belt, then unzips his pants. I lick my lips as he pulls out his already taut member. It hasn't been fifteen minutes since we've all been here, and we’re already doing it.

No doubt possible, this weekend is going to be the hottest. All I hope is that I will have the stamina to endure it. So far, my experiments have never exceeded a few hours. A whole night, at most. So, a whole weekend, having to satisfy all these dominants? Sure, I'm not the only submissive. But we are only three, for six dominants. No doubt about it, it’s going to be exhausting.

I take a deep breath, focusing on the man in front of me. One thing at a time. That's what my dominant taught me, right? Focus only on the present moment. No longer worrying about anything but satisfying my darkest desires. This is the BDSM creed that I know.

Patiently, I wait for Simon to signal me to start taking care of him. He doesn't seem in such a hurry, lazily stroking his length as he gazes at me. He plays with my patience. I just want to take him in my mouth and show everyone the extent of my talents.

“Come on Submissive. Show me what you can do with your tongue.”

I don't need to be told twice. The man has barely removed his hand from his member when I catch him between my fingers, holding his base firmly. Then I let my tongue run down his length, not hesitating for a moment.

Simon heaves a sigh as my fingers are already slipping over his balls, squeezing them gently, caressing his delicate skin. Then I place my lips on his tip, engulfing it just enough to tickle his slit with my tongue.

Immediately, the man forcefully closes his fingers in my hair, letting out a curse.

“Shit. She knows what she's doing.”

“I told you. Best submissive I've had in years. Perhaps ever.”

If I didn't have my mouth full of the man's cock, I'd turn to my dominant, just to see if he really means it. But that’s impossible. I have to satisfy the man. This is what my master asked me. So, I continue to move back and forth along his length, taking him so deep I make him swear again.

Then I go back slowly, bringing him out of my mouth to tickle his tip with the tip of my tongue. The man's belly is heaving at full speed. He seems to be having more and more trouble containing himself.

He moves his hips, driving his cock even deeper into me. It's hard, and yet I'm holding on. Finally, I’m rewarded for my efforts. In a long rattle, the man empties inside me.

His hand stays tight in my hair. He forces me to hold him deep in my mouth as he lines the back of my throat with his hot seed. I swallow it obediently as he tries to collect himself, gently patting my cheek.

I can't help but turn back to my dominant. It's his reaction that matters most to me. And from the smile that adorns his lips, it looks like I did my job well.

I stand perfectly still, waiting for my next order. None of them seem really rushed. They chat among themselves, as if it were any weekend with friends. As if they didn't have three submissives at their disposal, naked and ready to fulfill their every desire.

One of them ends up moving, grabbing the other two submissives by the waist to drag them toward the pool. Here I am now, alone with the five other dominants. I stay on my knees in front of Simon. He acts as nothing happened, just sitting on the couch, chatting with his friends like I don't exist.

I do my best to stay still, despite the discomfort I feel in this position. I wish I could get up, get dressed, or dive into the pool too. But that's not for me to decide. I’m their little thing. Only they can decide my fate.

I hold my breath as one of the men approaches me, his hand almost absentmindedly lost in my hair as his eyes roam my body shamelessly.

“If you want to test her mouth, do yourself a favor. I totally recommend it.”

“Tempting, very tempting. But I rather want to taste her little pussy. I've seen her parading around the club for months with her little skirts. I always wondered what she would taste like.”

My cheeks blush violently at those words. Of course, I know the effect my provocative outfits have. It's always great for tips. But hearing it said out loud is a whole different feeling.

Suddenly the man leans over me. My breathing quickens as his mouth is only inches from mine. He grabs my leash in his hands, pulling it down slightly.

“Lie down on the floor.”

Without a moment's hesitation, I obey him, letting my back meet the padded rug. I wonder how many other submissives have found themselves there, in this position, obeying these men they barely knew. How many of them wore my master's collar?

I shake my head. I don't have to think about that. It's no use being jealous. For now, I'm his, and it's up to me to keep it going. So, I refocus on this stranger and his most indecent proposal.

His ruby-colored lips are plump, and my clit is already throbbing at the thought of having them between my thighs. I who thought that only my mouth would be involved this weekend, I am delighted to see the opposite.

The man settles between my legs, a ravenous look on his face. But as he settles down, his hot breath already caressing my most private parts, my dominant's voice rings out.

“A moment. I have a rule before you start. Submissive, no matter what we do to you this weekend. No matter how much pleasure you get. You can’t come. If you disobey me, you’ll be punished. Is that clear?”

My mouth is wide open in surprise. How can he do this to me? He knows since he started training me, I come at lightning speed. It's stronger than me. The right stimulations at the right time, and I sink into the most powerful orgasms. How am I going to be able to get out of this?

“I asked you a question, Submissive. Don't disobey me when we've only just begun.”

“Sorry! I understand, Master.”

Smiles appear on the men's faces. They are ready to see me sink. The one between my legs even more than the others. A vicious smile stretches his lips. I can see that he’s going to do everything possible to force me to come.

It's more tense than ever that I get his mouth between my legs. I was right, it’s delicious. The man begins slowly, as if he wanted to take his time exploring me. Then he speeds up his movements.

His tongue seems everywhere at once, sneaking into every nook and cranny of mine before returning to my clit to stimulate it without the slightest mercy.

I close my eyes. The experience is completely new to me. Instead of letting go like I usually do, I have to focus, struggling with my traitorous body.

My breathing quickens, my body races. If this continues, I really won't be able to hold on. He makes it even harder for me, plunging two fingers into my soaking pussy as his lips suck on my nerve button.

My sighs turn into moans, and I feel the gaze of men more intense than ever on my body. They seem to hang on my face, waiting for only one thing: that I come, and disobey my master. Soon I hear myself moaning pathetically.

“Please, please! I’m gonna come!”

“No. Hold back.”

I squeal in despair as my master's voice thunders through the air. I can’t do it. It’s too hard. I already feel the waves of heat surging in my lower abdomen. I do my best to hold them back. I know, however, that soon, they will be too numerous, and that they will completely invade me.

I open my eyes in surprise as, after what feels like an eternity, the man pulls his fingers and mouth from between my legs. I look at him curiously. Without ceremony, the man wipes his mouth.

Then, he goes back on my body before kissing me hard, making me taste my own excitement. A lustful gesture that I love more than anything. Then he breaks the kiss. Against my thigh, I can feel his erection through the thick fabric of his jeans.

“You held up well against my tongue and fingers, I'm impressed. But can you resist my cock? That's what you want, right my little slut, my cock?”

Greedily, I nod my head, making him laugh. Without wasting another moment, the man unbuttons his pants, pulling out his member. He barely takes the time to undress, taking off his pants just enough to be free to move.

My breathing quickens. He’s rather thick. I know I will feel it pass. And yet, I lick my lips, eager to feel him inside me. When did I become so insatiable? We've barely arrived, and here I am, already with my legs spread, ready to take them all one after the other if that's what it takes.

His tip finally enters my wet pussy. I let out a long moan. These few moments of respite were not enough to reduce the pressure. I'm horny as ever, and I know orgasm won't be hard to come by. I know most women would be delighted about it. But for me, it's a curse.

Slowly, he sinks into me. I'm so sensitive that I feel everything about him. The slightest of his veins seems to caress my inner walls in the most perfect way. And while he burrows deep inside me, his fingers are no slouch.

Slowly, he pinches my nipples, as his mouth lays light kisses on my neck. All my senses are on edge. I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. And yet, I don't really have any other choice.

To try to distract myself, I turn my head outward. Maybe if I focus on a specific point, like the leaves in the trees for example, I’ll be able to fight this heat that takes over my whole body.

But it's a waste of time. At the edge of the swimming pool, the dominant has fun with the two other submissives, offering me a most pornographic vision. One of them is on all fours, getting fucked from behind by the man, while licking the other submissive lying on the floor. The moans of the latter are intense and excite me even more.

My fingers close on the carpet under me, hoping that with this little control, I can overcome this ordeal. The man is pounding me at a steady pace now. With each of his thrusts, his pubic bone comes to meet my clit, giving me the most difficult stimulation to bear.

I look at my dominant. This one doesn’t lose a crumb of the spectacle that we offer him. I beg him silently. My whole body is shaking, and I know that soon I won't be able to hold on anymore.

But the man remains perfectly insensitive to my pleas. His gaze is stern. He knows what I want, and he forbids me. I close my eyes. The ordeal so intense that I almost cry with frustration.

Suddenly, my body betrays me. Without my being able to control it, all my limbs tense. Electric lightning passes through me. I can no longer hold back my cries. I cum uncontrollably, my body arching against the other man's in desperation.

My pussy is contracting around his cock at a frantic pace. It doesn’t take more for the dominant to come in turn. With a long gasp, he empties into me, his head resting on my shoulder as he continues to pound me haphazardly.

It takes me a few moments to recover from the experience. When I finally come out of the mists of orgasm, the man has withdrawn, and my dominant is on top of me, looking stern.

“I warned you, Submissive. You were not allowed to do that. Now, you’re going to be punished.”


Chapter 3

My breathing quickens as my dominant pulls me outside. He’s not violent but exerts enough force on my arm to make me shudder. I know the power he’s capable of deploying in his punishments. And I disobeyed him when the session had just started. This can't end well for me.

I shiver as a rush of cool air caresses my naked body. He has exposed me like this before. But never outdoors. The thing is simply frightening.

Fortunately, we are in the middle of nowhere. There is no risk that a neighbor will stick his head over the fence to watch me. A naked adult being spanked by a man. What a shame it would be for me to be seen like this.

However, I still have spectators. The others followed us, and by the pool, the trio paused their playing, gazing at us with curiosity.

Arrived near the garden lounge, my dominant presses on the upper part of my back, forcing me to bend over the coffee table. Despite the nervousness that grips my stomach, I let him do it. I know the more I fight him, the more my punishment will be intense.

I have to prove to him that I'm a good girl, capable of taking his hits. That I can be obedient if he gives me the chance.

One of the other dominants approaches. In his hands are two chains, at the end of which dangle leather handcuffs. My heart rate quickens as together the two men trap my wrists. Then, they firmly tie the chains to the legs of the table.

I lick my lips. Although it makes me nervous to be in this position, I also really enjoy being tied up. There is something extremely liberating in being deprived of my movements like this. My master slaps my ass, before making me spread my legs.

“You really are a little slut, aren't you? To dare to disobey your master in this way, and in front of my friends at that. I should whip you for hours, just to teach you.”

“Pardon me Master, it was too difficult to hold back. I’m sorry!”

“Sssh Submissive. Breathe. You know you’re going to love this.”

I purse my lips, suddenly red with shame. What's worse is that he's right. I'm going to love every one of his strokes on my skin. Every time he punished me, I ended up totally wet. Today shouldn't be much different.

I swallow hard as I hear him unbuckle his belt. I can't believe this is what he's going to punish me with. I have already tasted his hand, a crop. Even to a flogger. But a belt? Never.

I close my eyes as he lets the leather strap brush my body in a menacing caress. He likes to do that. Whenever he wants to punish me, he takes his time to get on my nerves, giving me fake sweetness to make me let my guard down. Then he strikes when I least expect it.

“Submissive, you’re going to show my friends how well I trained you. After every hit, I want you to thank me. Is that clear?”

“Yes Master.”

I barely have time to say these words that the man drops his belt with force on my ass. I yelp at the rough contact. I don't know if it's because he wants to show off in front of his friends, but it seems he puts on a lot more force than he used to.

Usually, he always starts off slow, gradually building up the strength in his wrist movements. Today, it seems he’s not going to hold back. At least, I hope so. Because if that's the minimum he can do with a belt, I don't know if I can handle his maximum. I’ll have to, though.

I certainly don't want to say my safe word. Not when we are just starting our weekend. Not when the others are watching us. Who knows how many submissives they've seen on my dominant's arms before me? If they must compare me to them, I want to be ranked among the best.

So, I grit my teeth and thank him every time his belt slaps on my skin. I can't help fidgeting at times, feeling everything with unprecedented intensity. My dominant clicks his tongue as my chains rattle against the table.

“Hold still, Submissive. I'm far from done with you.”

I squeal pathetically but do as he asks. I don't want to risk his punishment becoming more severe. The man raises his arm again and drops it, once again loudly slapping my ass.

“Thank you Master.”

Although I can't see them, I perfectly feel the gaze of the others on my body. They can see all of me. My thighs trembling under the difficulty of the exercise. My red-skinned ass. My wet pussy.

I let out a much louder cry as my dominant decides to land his next blow right there. The pain is intense, almost impossible to bear. It feels like this pain is radiating for hours. I squeal as he places his fingers on the very spot where he just hit me, bringing me as much pleasure as discomfort.

“I don't think I'm punishing her hard enough. She is completely soaked.”

“Keep going then, Matthew.”

My dominant agrees with his friend's suggestion. Immediately he starts hitting me again. This time, it’s on my thighs that his blows are carried. I can’t stop moaning, the pain becoming almost unbearable.

My breathing is getting harder and harder. Tears start to well up in my eyes. However, I don’t stop him. I want to continue, just a little bit more. Make him proud. Pushing my own limits.

A terrible blow makes me scream even louder. I tremble in all my limbs. I gasp, my breathing controllable. Still, I have to say it. Stammering, I obey my master.

“Thank you Master.”

“My pleasure, Submissive. It's over now. You can relax. You took your punishment like a good girl.”

I can't help but breathe a sigh of relief, making him laugh softly. He places his hand on my ass, stroking me gently to soothe my burning skin.

He continues for long minutes, while the others lose interest in me, returning to their own pursuit of pleasure.

Gently, my dominant unties me and helps me up. He kisses me almost lazily, before catching my chin between his fingers so that I look at him.

“You’re good. You can go have fun again. But don't forget. If you cum again, I will punish you.”

I nod to answer him. I understood my lesson well. I won't do the same mistake. From now on, I’ll do everything to contain my next orgasm. Whatever it costs me.

With an amused smile on his lips, my dominant holds out his hand to lead me to a new challenge.


Chapter 4

With the tip of my foot, I project a spray of water. What a luxury to have such a pool available. I could spend hours sitting like this with my feet in the water. But that's definitely not the direction this weekend is heading.

I look up, automatically drawn to the moans coming from the other side of the pool. Anna is being taken from behind by Matthew. While pounding her, he shoves a finger deep into her ass. And she seems to love it.

I should probably be jealous to see my dominant fucking another woman. But it actually turns me on. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to bring some friction to my desperate clit. I would like to be in the place of the submissive. Be taken violently. Screaming so hard with pleasure that it damages my vocal cords.

I must be patient. Because I know my dominant isn’t going to give me permission to cum so easily. Not without making me suffer a little before.

And it looks like it's going to happen much faster than expected. Mark, one of his friends, approaches me with a big smile. I must admit, the man is quite attractive. I lick my lips as he approaches, silently inviting him to join me.

But rather than sit next to me and enjoy the coolness of the pool, the man grabs my leash. He tugs on it gently, forcing me out of the water. Without the slightest hesitation, I obey him.

Kneeling by the water's edge, I keep my eyes on him, eagerly awaiting his order. He pulls on the leash again, forcing me to get on all fours. Then he starts moving forward. My cheeks flush with shame as he’s making me crawl at his feet, like I'm his little dog.

Despite the wave of humiliation that comes over me, I follow him without the slightest difficulty, even feeling a warmth rising in the pit of my stomach. He finally settles on one of the deckchairs, sitting down on it before spreading his thighs wide.

Obediently, I kneel between them, keeping my eyes fixed on him. I try to ignore the monster standing between his legs. I thought Matthew had the biggest cock ever, I think I was wrong.

I swallow hard as he pulls it out of his shorts. So close to my face, it seems even more impressive. I don't know if I can take it, either in my mouth or in my pussy. It looks like I'll find out soon. The man pulls on my leash, before grabbing his cock in his big hand.

“Suck it.”

My heartbeat quickens. His request seems impossible to grant. But I have to. I stop thinking and open my mouth. I'm almost choking, with only his tip inside me. My jaw hurts already, but I hold on, continuing to take him ever deeper. Gently, he strokes my hair, encouraging me to continue. I do my best to satisfy him.

It doesn't matter that my dominant doesn't look at us. I want him to be proud of me when his friends tell him how well I take care of them. So, ignoring the reflexes of my traitorous body, I push him all the way inside me.

From time to time, the man growls, giving me signs that he likes what I do to him. As best I can, I begin to stroke back and forth along his length, alternating between speed and depth, making him hit the back of my throat.

Soon, the man no longer wants to play. With force, he grabs my hair and forces me to speed up my movements. I no longer have any control over the situation. I'm just a little toy he plays with. I’m his thing, and I love it.

His thrusts accelerate. He's pounding my mouth now. But when I expect to receive his seed in the back of my throat, the man does not. At the last moment, he withdraws, emptying himself on my boobs in a long rattle. Slowly, I try to catch my breath as the man pats my cheek with a laugh.

“The others were right. You really know what you're doing with your mouth. It deserves a reward.”

I shudder. Usually, I would have been thrilled at the idea of being rewarded for my efforts. Who wouldn't want a little pleasure? But now that I'm not allowed to cum, it almost feels like torture.

“Thank you, Sir, but I’m fine. I’m here to serve you.”

“You don't think it's going to be that easy, do you? I'm the dominant, it's up to me to decide. And I decide that you have the right to a little fun too.”

I moan in frustration as the man picks me up without difficulty. He throws me over his shoulder before slapping my ass.

“I know how to be nice. Where do you prefer to do this? On the table or in the pool?”

“In… In the pool.”

I manage to stutter despite the nervousness gripping my stomach. I figure that hopefully, the cool water will help me keep my heat down and control myself. I'm not really convinced, but right now, I have no other hope to cling to.

Without delay, the man drags us into the water, immersing us until I can no longer stand. I now completely depend on him. He forcefully presses his lips to mine. Automatically, I tighten my legs around his waist as my arms wrap around his neck.

As his tongue explores my mouth, his fingers grab one of my breasts. He doesn't have to do much to make me moan into the kiss. I'm so turned on my nipples are responsive, responding to the man's fingers as if they're resting on my clit.

Without further ado, he grabs my opposite nipple, tugging even harder if possible. I squeal. The sensation is almost painful. It's all I love. Being transported on that fine line between pain and pleasure. I can't explain it, but it produces a fire in me that I don't want to see extinguished.

Slowly, I begin to move my hips, rubbing against the man's semi-hard cock. One of his hands goes down to better caress my ass. He grabs one of my globes forcefully, digging his fingers into it to hold me against him as if afraid of seeing me fall.

I can't stop rubbing against him, hoping to find some semblance of comfort. That's silly. The more I rub myself, the more I feel pleasure, and the closer I get to my orgasm. But as I stop, listening to my reason, the man takes over.

One of his hands slides between us, and his thumb is quick to rest on my clit throbbing with desire. I break the kiss to catch my breath. I bite my lip in an attempt to contain my moans as he plunges two whole fingers inside me. Like his cock, they are long and thick.

Right now, I'm mad at my dominant. If he hadn't trained me so well, I wouldn't be so sensitive, and I wouldn't already be feeling another orgasm waking up in the pit of my stomach.

I try to distract myself, to think of something else. But my environment doesn’t help me. The other two submissives are still getting fucked hard, and their moans are worthy of porn movies.

I turn my head, feeling a gaze on me. My dominant is done playing with the others. He’s sitting on the edge of the pool, his gaze seeming to decipher my every reaction. I give him a nod, as if to prove to him that I remember his order correctly.

I’m not gonna come. I’m not gonna come.

I repeat this mantra in my head continually, naively hoping it will be enough to keep me going. But the man intensifies the movements of his thumb on my clit. It's as if he knows exactly what it takes to bring me down. He presses where he needs to, when he needs to, making me lose my footing.

I lean forward and start biting his shoulder. He doesn't stop me, even laughing at my pathetic attempt to get out of it. His fingers accelerate into me. I moan louder and louder.

I don't know how I'm going to get out of this. I don't want to cum. I don't want to be punished again. It would be far too difficult. And that's what will happen to me if this continues.

My mind is thinking as fast as it can. Suddenly I have the solution. In a high-pitched cry, I pronounce my safe word.

“Red! Red!”

Immediately, the man removes his fingers from my wet pussy. Then he looks at me, almost worried. If he's ever heard submissives say their safe word, it probably wasn't right as he fingered them. Rather, he was hitting them, or causing them intense pain. Not pushing them to orgasm.

I can't help but smile. The man understands and chuckles.

“Clever, Submissive. Very clever. Come on, let me take you to your dominant.”

I can't help but blush with pride. Using my safe word to avoid coming and being punished is something rather well thought out. Of course, I'm not sure my dominant shares that opinion.

His face is totally neutral as we swim toward him. Mark quickly leaves us alone. I put my hands on Matthew’s thighs, still sitting on the edge of the pool. He catches my jaw between his fingers, leaning in towards me.

“I knew you were a player, but I’d never have thought that of you. I'm not sure I should let you off the hook that easily. It looks a lot like disobedience.”

The man seems to hesitate. As he mentally debates my fate, Anna joins us. She slips into the water next to me. She sticks to my body, before looking at my dominant.

“Come on Matthew, be indulgent. She is still new to this after all. I'm sure you can find other ways to torture her.”

My dominant smiles without saying anything. Looks like she just saved me from punishment. She turns to me, a big smile on her face. I have always been attracted to men, and only men.

But I must admit that this woman might change my mind. Her long red hair floats around her, coming to stick to her generous breasts. I can't help but lick my lips as I stare at them, blushing and wondering what it would feel like to touch them.

She seems to notice, a mischievous look on her face. She leans a little closer to me, her full mouth inches from mine. Then she puts her hands on my hips, sending an electric shock through my whole body.

With incomparable sensuality, she begins to caress me, until she grabs my breasts. Between her perfectly manicured fingers, she rolls my nipples, making me squeal with pleasure. My dominant doesn’t miss a beat of the show, absently stroking my hair to remind me of his presence.

Anna leans towards me, capturing my lips in a kiss. Then she slips her hand between my thighs, beginning to press expertly. I moan against his mouth, my whole body igniting again at the stimulation.

I will never be able to get out of this. It's obvious now. I’m gonna be punished again because of an orgasm. But just as I feel it about to burst, the submissive pulls away and comes out of the water, leaving me panting and confused.

My dominant pulls gently on my leash to bring me back to the edge of the pool. He leans in to kiss me. Then, sitting cross-legged, he makes me lie on my back, my head falling on his bent legs.

I don't really understand what is happening to me. Not until Anna returns. She kneels in front of me, gently spreading my thighs before leaning over my body. My mouth opens in surprise.

I look up at my dominant. He smiles, amused at my confused expression. I’ve never been with a woman. I had never even kissed one before a few minutes ago. And now, this goddess puts her lips on my clit, making me moan.

My dominant wraps his arms around me, and immediately I dig my nails into them. How am I supposed to hold on, as the woman shoves two of her long fingers into my wet pussy? I squeak pathetically, desperate.

Her tongue explores me, titillating my clit before descending to meet her fingers dancing inside me. I raise pleading eyes to my master. He has to give me permission to cum. I won’t be able to hold myself back. The woman is way too good, and my nerves are way too raw.

A mocking smile forms on his lips. One thing is certain, he loves to see me suffer so much.

“Very well, Submissive. You can come. But only if you let Anna finger your little ass.”

I gasp in surprise. I had expected everything except this. He's the only one who touched me there. I never let anyone else do it. I never even thought of it. He was the one who introduced me to the pleasures of anal sex.

I never thought I would let someone else touch me there. This place is reserved for him. And yet, I can't help looking at the beautiful redhead, and imagining her doing these things to me. If it had been a man, I would have said no. But a woman?

I nod. Immediately, the young woman withdraws her fingers from me, sliding them in my ass. She begins by introducing one. She doesn't have the same patience as my dominant, who always takes his time. She pushes it all the way in with one thrust, making me moan in discomfort.

But soon her caresses on my inner walls help me relax and welcome her second finger soaked with my excitement. I close my eyes. My chest heaves with more force as my body adjusts to this unnatural intrusion.

To help me relax, the young woman places her lips on my clit again, pinching it gently. She even nibbles it, sending electric shocks throughout my body. As if to be forgiven, she starts licking my sensitive area, making me moan.

Little by little, she moves her fingers more and more inside me. It begins first with long back-and-forth movements. Then she spreads them, enlarging my most taboo entrance.

I lick my lips and look up at my dominant. He doesn’t miss a second of the show. Close to my head, I can feel that he is tense as ever. I can't help dreaming of his large cock, thrusting deep inside me. Each time, I loved it, despite the shame, despite the nervousness. I always came with his cock in my ass, open as ever for him.

I close my eyes, imagining him already inside me, taking complete possession of my body and my soul. This image is the tipping point. I no longer struggle, finally letting myself go to a devastating orgasm. All my limbs tense. Waves of intense heat pass through me one after the other.

The submissive accompanies my orgasm. She continues her movements with the same intensity. So much intensity that I wonder if she's trying to make me have a second orgasm.

“It's good Anna. I think she's had enough for now.”

I swallow, barely hearing my dominant’s voice. My head still in the mists of pleasure, I barely feel him lift me. My back is glued to his chest. Against my ass, I can feel his hard cock, desperate to enter me.

However, the man takes his time. His hands caress my body, patting my pussy firmly to make me squeal. Then he grabs my nipples again to pinch them hard. I can't help but wiggle against him, inadvertently rubbing his large cock.

“You haven't had enough, have you, my little slut? Who gave me such an insatiable submissive? I see only one solution, to put my cock in your little ass.”

No sooner had he said those words than he picked me up to turn around. I find my head pressed against the cold tiles of the terrace while my ass is in the air, pointing at him. Anna comes back to us, handing a tube of lube to my master before being dragged on the floor by another dominant.

I moan as Matthew lands two powerful slaps on my ass. Then, he makes the liquid flow between my globes, before covering himself with it. Seconds later, I can feel his tip stick against my crenelated entrance.

Subconsciously, I clench my fists, dreading this intrusion. Even though Anna prepared me, he’s still much wider and much longer than her fingers, and I know I'm going to feel him go through.

A long moan escapes my throat as he finally begins to sink inside me. No matter how slow he goes, I feel like he's tearing me apart with his big cock. He doesn't waver, giving me no pause as he tries to fully enter me.

Around us, the other men moved closer, their lustful gazes passing between me and Anna with unhidden pleasure. I breathe a sigh of relief as finally my dominant is inside me. I couldn't have taken half an inch longer.

He stays still for a few moments, letting me get used to his presence. He strokes my ass, slapping it occasionally, making me moan. Then, he begins long movements back and forth.

I feel like I'm torn in two. And yet, I have absolutely no intention of stopping it. Because despite the difficulty of the situation, I feel a new warmth rising in the pit of my stomach. I'm horny as ever, my arousal flowing out of me, dripping onto the floor.

His movements are getting faster and faster, making me moan louder. He almost pounds me. Now I only dream of one thing, that he slips his hand between my thighs to press his throbbing clit.

But that's not what's happening. Without warning, the man withdraws from me, leaving me horribly empty. In front of me, I see legs appear. I look up until I meet Mark's gigantic cock.

I swallow with difficulty. I have played these games too many times at the club. I know what will happen now. I find myself being lifted by the two men. Mark settles between my thighs, wrapping them around his waist while Matthew sticks to my back, holding me too.

Mark is the first to slide inside me. I’m so wet that I manage to welcome him without too much difficulty. I never thought I could fit his huge cock inside me. I was wrong.

For a few moments, he makes slow movements back and forth, as if to discover my warm and welcoming cavity. I moan. I think I could come very quickly, if he were to continue at this pace. But as I expected, my ordeal doesn’t end there.

Behind me, my dominant grows impatient. He wants to taste the tight heat of my most taboo entrance again. So, he ends up sinking into it. My fingernails dig into Mark's shoulders.

I have never felt so full. I don't even know how this is possible. And I don't care. The men begin to move rhythmically, filling me up completely. My brain disconnects. I can't think of anything anymore. Only their cocks pounding me, and that hand resting on my clit.

I scream with pleasure now, letting myself go completely pleasure. If we had been in town, I'm sure someone would have called the police when they heard me screaming like that. This is all way too much pleasure for just one woman. I’m going to pass out if they continue this hard.

Suddenly, my dominant empties in my ass, filling my most taboo entrance with his hot seed. I don't need more to come in turn. My pussy contracts around the other man, who growls against my shoulder. He fucks me like crazy now, using me until it’s his turn to reach climax.

When the three of us come back down to earth, my dominant takes me in his arms, making sure to bring me the comfort and tenderness necessary after such actions.

“Did you like it, Submissive?”

“It was awesome!”

“Good. Rest now. The weekend has only just begun…”


Chapter 5

I sigh with relief as I step into the hot tub that adorns the terrace of Matthew’s magnificent apartment. Lately, I've been here and at the club more than in my own apartment. Often, I only went there to pick up some clothes before meeting my dominant.

After our weekend at the cabin, he never let go of me, taking me to his place without even asking. As if it were the most natural of things. And this, for my greatest pleasure.

I smile as he joins me in my midnight bath. Without a moment's delay, he pulls me against him, sliding me between his legs. He wraps his arms around me, and lets his mouth run down my neck.

I shiver, and already I feel my nipples point. This man has incredible power over me. A single caress, and I'm wet. I have never felt anything so intense. As much on the sexual point as on the intimate side.

I have never felt so confident with someone else. So in symbiosis. Because it's not just sex between us. Even our discussions are most interesting. Despite the difference in age and social background, we constantly discover common traits, shared passions. We can sometimes chat for hours without seeing the time pass.

When I arrived at the club, I didn’t think for one minute that I would end up indulging in these lustful practices. But I imagined even less that I would fall so strongly under the spell of one of the dominants.

No one has ever taken care of me like this. He fucks me like I’m the biggest slut, before treating me like the most precious woman on earth.

“What are you thinking about, Princess?”

“How good I feel with you.”

“Me too. I've had a lot of subs in my life. I also had relationships with amazing women. But never both at the same time. Looks like you were made for me. The perfect combination of lust and wit. Actually, there’s something I wanted to talk about with you.”

I pull away from him, turning to face him. My eyes search him, as if I could see answers to all my questions in his face. He caresses my cheek gently, then kisses me before explaining.

“Things are going so well between us. Since I started your training, no other woman has interested me. You almost live here. But I need more. I want to make things official. Be a real couple. Not just a dominant and a submissive. I want you to live here full-time. We could go out to restaurants and museums, travel for romantic weekends. What do you say, Princess?”

I remain silent for a moment. I would like to make him wait, play with his nerves as he plays with mine when we are in the middle of a session. But I can’t. The smile that lights up my face betrays me too much. I put my hand on my chest, pretending to be thinking hard about it.

“I have a condition.”

“Oh, yeah? Go ahead, I'm listening.”

“When we go away for the weekend, we bring toys. And then, if from time to time you want to share me with a friend or two, I wouldn't mind...”

“Oh Princess, it was already planned.”

The man says with a laugh. I wrap my arms around his neck before grabbing his lips to seal our new deal. His hands slide to my hips, and soon I find myself rubbing my clit against his hard cock.

It doesn't matter what tests my dominant wants to put me through in the future. I’m now the queen of his BDSM kingdom.

- THE END -


You want more?

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

In the meantime, have you read this?

Filthy Discipline

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

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

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

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

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

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

If you like shorts better, here is the first book in series: Training the Club Submissive

◆◆◆

Filthy Training

22 short stories, in just one book !
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“On your knees. Prove me you deserve my attention.”

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

Training her
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“The rules are simple. As soon as you walk through the front door, you get naked and put on your collar. For the next twenty-four hours, you’re mine.”

My hot, charismatic neighbor haunts my dirtiest dreams. He may be older, but I've never wanted anyone but him. Only he will be able to twist my twenty-two-year-old body with pleasure. When he starts looking for a companion, I know this is my chance. I just didn't know he was looking for so much more.

He wants a SUBMISSIVE.

I may be inexperienced and nervous, but I don't run away. I'll let him do whatever he wants. He'll test my patience, forcing me to kneel beside him while he works. He'll punish me for coming uninvited and acting like the slut I am. I'm not ready for him to tie me up, but he knows me better than I know myself. Pain or ecstasy, he's going to give it all to me, filling my whole body with his toys... or him.

I’m ready for him to be my DOMINANT. Even if it means losing every bit of my innocence.
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