 
Desire in the Dark
Secrets Seduction and Forbidden Desire in the Shadow of the Night 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Copyright © 2025 Maria Valleetsy. 
 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.
 
 
 
 
 
Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.
 
Front cover image by Maria Valleetsy. 
Book design by Maria Valleetsy.
 
 
 
First printing edition 2025.
 
C/O IMPRESSUM-SERVICE VALLEETSY 
PADRE BURGOS AVE,
1000 METRO MANILA
 
valleetsy-boutique.company.site
 
 
 
 
 
 
Desire in the Dark
 
Secrets Seduction and Forbidden Desire 
in the Shadow of the Night 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Welcome to a World Without Taboos 
A Captivating SM & BDSM Book Series
Desire. Control. Submission. Pain. Passion. This book series takes you deep into the most forbidden desires and thrilling fantasies of the SM and BDSM universe. Each book tells a unique, electrifying story—intense, uninhibited, and completely uncensored.
This book is one of five—each a standalone masterpiece, yet all filled with raw passion, dominance, and surrender. From powerful masters to devoted submissives, from the intoxicating thrill of control to the ecstasy of surrender—nothing is left unsaid, no boundary untouched.
Are you ready for a series that will captivate, challenge, and awaken your deepest desires? Then step inside and experience pleasure in its most intense form.
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The New Dom
￼[image: Dingbat Diamonds Dingbat Diamonds]
 
I had ridden my motorbike into town because I needed a part for my computer. Since it was nice outside, I had only put on my T-shirt and leather jeans. I am 16-2, 90 kilos, have short dark hair, a smooth face and my name is Marvin. When I got off the bike and put my helmet and kidney belt in the case, I made my way to the computer shop. I ran into a woman who caught my attention with her body language. I followed her at a safe distance. I wanted to get the computer part later. She looked at some displays before going into a cafe and sitting down in a corner. As I enter the cafe, I just see her looking at me and then lowering her gaze. I can't help but smile when I see her lowered gaze, go into her corner and sit down at a table. The waitress comes and asks for her order, she orders a coffee and a piece of cake. Then the waitress comes to me and says: "Unfortunately, the table is reserved!" I should look for another seat. I quickly say "no problem" and go to her table and ask if there is a free seat at the table. She doesn't look up, she just nods and points to the seat opposite her. This allows me to take a closer look at her. I really like what I see, especially when I see that she must be very embarrassed and aroused, because her nipples are visible despite her bra. She grabs her hair and puts it behind her ears. Then I see two different plugs on her ear. 
One shows a pair of handcuffs and the other a crop. Since I know what these symbols mean, I'm just about to ask her something when the waitress comes and brings her the order. I place my order and when the waitress has gone I ask her if she stands by these signs. She doesn't look me in the eye, but she starts to nod. So I ask her about her master."I don't have one anymore, he rejected me because I wasn't ready to serve him unconditionally." I take my time with the next question because I want to see if she will ask me for something. She still hasn't started on the cake. Then my order comes and I say: "Enjoy your meal!" Now she reaches for the fork and starts to put the first piece of cake in her mouth. Since I still don't say anything, she starts and says that she would like to live out her disposition again. She quickly puts the next piece of cake in her mouth. I ask her if she has time now and if she is ready to put herself in my hands. She nods again. When I ask how long she has been without a master, she says embarrassedly. "For eight years, then I met my husband and married him. But he can't give me that feeling. I often lie awake at night and dream of a man who just takes me." She blushes and embarrasses. "Can I ask your name?" "My name is Emilia!" "Good Emilia, since you just said that you have time, I would like to ask you to tell me when you would like to start?" She says quietly:"Please, master, start immediately!" "Good," I say, "then from now on you will address me as master and only speak when I ask you something or you are asked something. Do you understand that?" She wants to ask something, but I look at her angrily and say that all you need to say is one word: "yes" or "no". My sudden outburst makes her sure that she has understood. So she says: "Yes!" After she says yes, I am relieved that she could be the right one to play with. As she is shifting very restlessly in her seat, I tell her that if we start now, there is no turning back. Not until she says a code word. "But think carefully about whether you are going to say that word too quickly." I raise my voice again and ask if she has understood. 
A quiet "Yes!" comes quickly. "I can't understand anything, what did you say?" "Yes," comes louder now. Then she says: "Yes, master, I understand everything!" Now I am happy with her.She asks me if she can go to the toilet. "Yes," I say, "and think about which word you want to use as a code! I expect your panties from you as a gift when you come back to the table." Emilia immediately blushes again because the waitress has just passed by and heard it. She quickly goes to the toilet. As the waitress passes by I see that she has also blushed when she looks at my face. 'Should today be my lucky day?' Then I see that Emilia is coming back. As she wants to sit down I ask her where my gift is. She reaches into her bag and takes out the panties and wants to give them to me discreetly. But I say: "Put them here on the table!" She puts them down reluctantly. Now I can see that they are black, transparent panties. As she wants to sit down I tell her to sit on the leather seat with her bare bottom. She looks around, lifts up her skirt and sits down. I can see between her legs and I like what I see because I now know that she knows the basics of a sub. I can see in her eyes that she is happy that she shaved this morning. When she quietly says the code word to me, "panties", I have to smile. I explain to her that she cannot possibly use that word. Because if I simply ask her what she is wearing under her skirt, she might have to say panties and this game would be over. So I choose the word. It will be "southern star". She immediately answers: "Thank you, master, for pointing out the mistake to me. I accept the word." So I wave to the waitress to leave the cafe. When she stands at the table I see that Emilia is embarrassed. The waitress says that I have a nice toy and that she would like to play with it too. But I make it clear to her that Emilia is my slave, but that I would possibly lend her out if the opportunity arose. She looks at me and says: "That is an offer!" Then she puts the receipt for €5.80 in front of her, which Emilia is supposed to pay. So she reaches for her bag, which is lying to her right. 
She offers the waitress another look at her legs with the hold-up stockings and her naked, shaved pussy. She puts a €10 note in front of her and says: "That's right!" When I ask what I have to pay, she says that she would like to have some of the wetness between my slave's legs and points to the panties that are on the table. Emilia stares at me and I can see how uncomfortable she is. I say: "I'm sorry, that's mine, but if you get a towel, I'll gladly let my slave pull that towel through her pussy." As I say that, I watch Emilia and see how she is shifting back and forth on her seat, becoming more and more restless. She says "one moment please",and comes back a short time later with a cloth handkerchief which she gives to Emilia. I tell Emilia that she should pull the cloth through her pussy, which is definitely wet. But when she wants to do it sitting down, I say: "Slave, it will definitely work better standing up." She looks around the cafe and sees that there are only three other guests in the cafe, but they are having a very intense conversation. So she stands up, lifts up her skirt and slowly pulls the handkerchief through her pussy. I tell her that she should push the cloth all the way into her pussy, which Emilia then does. The waitress looks at the whole thing with lust and then says that she should wipe the stain on the seat away. But now I say to the waitress: "If you want the cloth, you will remove the stain with your tongue. That way you can taste her and smell her through the cloth."She looks left and right, pushes the slave aside, gets down on her knees and licks the stain away. I can now look under her skirt and see that she is not wearing any panties and is shaved just like Emilia. When I look at Emilia, I see that it excites her to pull the cloth through her pussy. "Stop," I say to her and she stops immediately, "I didn't give you permission to stroke yourself, you slut!" I now stand up, grab the corner of the handkerchief and pull it out of Emilia with a jerk, which she accompanies with a loud moan. I ask her if she had an orgasm, she just shakes her head and then says: 
"No, Master, but it was close!" 
But I make it clear to her that only I decide when she has an orgasm and when she doesn't. "That will have consequences for you." Now I tell her to remind me of the punishment. "Yes, Master," is her answer. Emilia is disappointed that she was not allowed to have an orgasm. I give the cloth to the waitress after praising her for how well she licked the seat clean. When I ask her if she can have anything else, she says: "Yes, an orgasm right away!" Then we go outside through the door. As we go through the door, I look into the cafe again and see that the waitress is pulling the cloth across her face and then she holds it under her nose and watches us. We go into the shopping street and Emilia follows me. I can clearly see from her breasts that she is aroused. As we pass a shoe shop, I tell her that she should ask to see twelve centimeter high pumps and show them to me in the shop. She is about to say something, but I interrupt her abruptly. "A slave only has something to say when she is asked." She immediately lowers her gaze and says: "Yes, Master, it will not happen again." To which I say that she still has a lot to learn about the life of a sub. I allow her to answer. She says a quiet "yes", then she starts to say that her last master couldn't train her because he only wanted to cause her pain, but she doesn't want to suffer only pain. So I tell her that if she wants, I will carefully prepare her for her new life. This means that she has to carry out every command and everything without hesitation. She wants to say something again, but I tell her: "Save your words, you have a code word and you have accepted that you have put yourself in my hands. So I don't want to have any more discussions. I'm going to the shop now, I'll be back in a minute and do what I told you." Then I leave her standing there and go into the shop. After a few minutes she enters the shop and looks around at the shoes.She sees that I'm also standing in the aisle looking at the shoes. Then I point to a pair of red, at least twelve centimetres high pumps that have to be fastened to the ankle with a strap. 
When she sees them, she feels very strange and considers whether she should stop here. Because her thoughts tell her that if she has to put on these shoes, the salesperson will be able to see under her skirt and it will be even harder to walk in shoes that high than in her six centimetre high pumps.But in the same second she notices how wet she is at the thought. She forgets everything she has just thought, takes the shoe and wants to go to the saleswoman, but I give her a sign that she should go to the young trainee who is putting shoes on the shelf. She blushes and I think: 'I wonder what is going on inside her right now?' She is supposed to show her pussy to a boy, maybe seventeen years old. It would have been easier for her with a woman, but she goes over to him and asks him to get the shoes in size 38. As she wants to sit down I see that she stops. She turns left and right, then lifts her skirt and sits naked on the seat of the chair. Then the trainee comes with the shoes. He kneels in front of her and sees that she is wearing hold-up stockings because he can see a little bit of skin. I enjoy her shame, so I sit directly opposite her and watch what happens next. A smile crosses her lips. He lifts her right leg to take her shoe off her foot. She tries not to let him see everything, which she manages. But when he puts the new shoe on her, he does it in such a way that she is forced to open her thighs and he now has a wonderful view of her sex. With the second shoe, she no longer resists. He fastens the straps to both ankles and helps her to stand up. It looks breathtaking, she is suddenly a completely different woman. Her hold-up stockings can now be seen even better through the high shoe, which the trainee also likes. When she wants to walk off, he is just able to hold her and he leads her through the shop. When she can sit down again, you can see the relief on her face. The trainee asks if she likes the shoes, he could give her a special price. She looks at me discreetly. She seems to hope that I don't like them. When she sees my thumb slowly going down, I could see a smile on her face. 
She tells the trainee, no, maybe something else, she would like to take another look. Then she walks through the shop in her stockings and looks for other shoes. Now I show her a pair of high-shaft boots that he should get. I quickly give her back the panties, which she puts on straight away in the shop. When the trainee comes with the shoes and looks between her legs again, he doesn't know whether this is a dream or not. But these shoes don't look good on her either, so I signal that we want to move on. She nods, puts her shoes on and thanks the trainee. Then we go out into the street and into our next adventure.Even now I turn around again and still see the trainee watching her. I can't help but laugh. When I was young it would have been a dream to be able to see up her skirt like that. He looks as if he's about to go to the toilet and get his hands on her. But we go outside. I see her eyeing up a corner next to the shop and looking at me, as if to say: "Please, master, give me the opportunity to show you my feelings and also the skills of my mouth." But I continue down the street in the direction of the computer shop, which is why I had driven into town. We pass a group of street musicians who have gathered a group of passers-by around them. They are playing Peruvian sounds on panpipes. As I stop, she stands next to me. I take a closer look at her now, as the sun is shining here and is putting her body in the right light. Her nipples are still standing straight forward, despite her bra. But everything else appeals to me a lot too. When a drunk suddenly tries to hit on her and starts talking to her, I turn towards him and tap his shoulder with my finger. He turns around and has to raise his head to look at me and says: "Oh sorry, I didn't know that was your wife." I nod to him and he quickly walks away. After this incident, I now stand directly behind her. In a quiet tone, I tell her to lean back. As if she knew I was going to say that, she immediately lets herself fall gently onto my chest. Now I put my left arm around her shoulder and can feel and even smell her soft hair. I smell the smell of peaches. 
The musicians are now playing a song that you can sway to, so we both just sway along. But what is that? She presses her butt against my member, which has been rock hard the whole time. I lower my head slightly so that it looks to the others as if I am saying something to her, but in reality I am lightly biting her right ear.Then I whisper: "I just wanted to praise you for how you handled the situation in the shoe shop and now you're taking advantage of your horniness because your master allowed you to lean on me." She immediately stops rubbing her bottom. I take my right hand and guide it to her bottom. Since we're standing next to the band now, it's really tight. Then I get an idea, I tell her that she's just lost her panties again and I want them back within the next minute. I feel her start to tremble, but I also notice that she's very excited about losing her panties again. She looks further ahead and both her hands reach under her skirt at the same time, grab her panties and push them over her bottom. But because my left arm is holding her, she can't bend down, at the same time I ask her why it's taking so long. She thinks for a moment, then she grabs the right side of her panties with both hands and pulls on them. There is a brief snap and she reaches to the left, another snap and then she hands me a wet, torn pair of panties. I raise my right hand with the panties and smell them. They smell delicious. So I put the rag in my trouser pocket. I think I can read her thoughts, that she is annoyed with herself for rubbing herself against me. The fact that the panties weren't exactly cheap and that she now has to go the whole day without panties doesn't bother her anymore. She is even looking forward to what I will do to her next, even when she sees me holding the panties to my nose and smelling them. "Oh, master, I hope you like my scent." While she is thinking about this, I tell her that we want to move on. So we go to the computer shop where I get my replacement part. When we are at the exit I see a photo booth for passport photos and I have another idea. 
She sees me looking at the machine and suspects what I want from her now. Then the order comes. "I want a full-body photo of you. You should only wear your stockings and pumps in the photo. You should squat on the stool so that your shaved pussy is also in the picture." Her thoughts race with her, the devil (it must be exciting) and the angel (that's not what a decent woman does) appear again, but when the devil says to her, "look at your open pussy, it wants it," she knows that she wants it. She goes into the booth and pulls the curtain, then she opens her blouse and takes it off, the bra follows. Then the skirt follows and she quickly squats on the stool and looks at herself in the machine window. Then she remembers that she also needs a coin for the machine, so she looks in her wallet for the coin. Next to the slot for the money is a sign:"Are you sitting correctly, are you in the right position? If so, put the money in." She looks at the reflection in the machine again and then she gets an idea to appease her master. She takes the lipstick and paints her lips, then her labia too. That really turns her on, but she immediately calls herself to order. Now she is satisfied and puts the coin in. It takes ten seconds and it flashes once. The picture is shown to her and she is asked if she is satisfied with it. When she sees the picture, she knows that it is what I want. She quickly puts the few things she has back on. When she pushes the curtain aside, I am no longer standing at the machine, but have gone outside and am talking to someone. When she sees that, she suddenly feels sick. "What could have happened if someone had wanted to take a photo?" But that also gets her excited again. When the picture comes out of the machine, she takes it out and looks at it. It looks really hot. She then goes to the door and gives it to me. I continue talking to the man and look at the picture.I look at the picture, which she only hands me after I have looked at her and am about to ask for it. I like what I see, because now I know her breasts too. I show it to Marcel, my colleague, and say: "That's 50 euros!" Emilia looks at me and doesn't know what to say. 
He also praises her body, which makes her happy. When I point out half of her head, she realizes that the picture is not as requested. She tries to save the situation by reminding me of the punishment in the cafe. But I just shake my head and tell her that this will come at a later date. Marcel gives me the 50 euro note. As Emilia looks at me, I say to her: "He didn't want to believe that I had given a woman the task of taking a naked photo of herself in the photo booth for me." I smile and think: 'What a day!' Emilia now stands a little to the side, as befits a slave, so that Marcel and I can talk to each other again. He says: "Wow, I never would have thought that possible. Can I keep the picture?"I then say: "Yes, keep it, I'll have another picture taken, but this time I'll check it myself to make sure everything is on it." I say to Marcel: "But don't let your wife see the picture, or you'll definitely get into trouble!" He blushes a little and says: "Absolutely!" We both start laughing. Then I give Emilia a look to let her know that she should come to us. When she's with us, I tell her that I want a picture of my whole body and not half of my face. Then another thought occurs to me and I say to her: "So that the picture turns out the way I want it, Marcel will help you." I look at him and know that's what he wanted. But I tell him that he can only give you instructions, but not touch you. "It's a matter of honor," he says. I say that I'm going away for a moment to get something. He tells her to follow him. But I see that she's considering whether to use the code word. But then I see the two of them walking towards the photo booth.I see an older man coming out of the vending machine and I go into the store. My colleague says to her: "You can start getting ready." The older man turns around and she can see that there are wet spots on his pants on his bottom. Marcel looks at it too and asks her if it's hers. He starts laughing. She can't help but laugh too. The older man asks what's so funny. They both tell him that his bottom is wet. 
He turns around, looks at the spots and curses: "Damn brat!" His pictures come out and he walks away, scurrying away. Now Emilia goes into the changing room and takes off her clothes again. Marcel says to her: "I want your stuff!" 'Oh God,' thinks Emilia, 'what will happen if he runs off with the stuff now, then I'm done for.' 'Did my master discuss it with him?' she thinks, 'then she would have made a mistake again. She says to herself: Two fines are enough for now!' So she gives him her stuff. Marcel now tells her how to kneel down and when the machine asks if the picture is right, Marcel says: "No, I just see that you should put some lipstick on your lips." Emilia tells him that she has some in her pocket. He reaches into his pocket and gives it to her. She re-lines her lips and wants to put the money in, but my colleague says: "I didn't mean the lips!" She looks at him and then she knows which ones he means. So she re-lines her love lips too. "That's good," says Marcel. She puts the money in and it flashes. Emilia asks for her clothes, but Marcel says: "You won't get your stuff until the picture comes out of the machine and is OK." It takes an endless five minutes when she hears the machine start to rattle, but suddenly she hears someone asking how long it will be before he can take his photos. Now she is overcome with fear and she says to herself:'We're about to be arrested for causing a public nuisance.' But then someone hands her things one by one into the changing room. 'But where's the bra? Never mind, just get out of here quickly!' Then the curtain is pushed aside and... I smile at her kindly and say: "I'm happy with you, that's how I wanted the picture. I particularly like the lipstick. Why not like that?" Emilia thanks me for the praise. But what do I see? "Where's your bra?" I ask her.Emilia says that Marcel has it. Now I get even more angry because I ask her if I gave her permission to give him her stuff. She visibly collapses. "That's the next punishment for you." But I have to say, as we leave now, I like the way her breasts bounce. 
Emilia follows me back outside with her head bowed. We now walk a little way down the street and pass a sex shop. When I look in the display, I notice that there are a few handcuffs there. They are advertised as police handcuffs. So I tell her that she should get these handcuffs from the shop and that she can also get something else that I can punish her with later. Emilia nods and enters the shop. From her facial expression, I can tell that she likes having to follow my wishes. So I follow her into the shop. The first thing we notice is the smell, it smells like a rabbit hutch. But then she notices the things on the wall and goes to the shelves and looks at them. There she notices a dildo that is at least twenty centimeters in diameter. She seems to be asking herself: 'Who could take such a thing inside themselves?' As Emilia is standing at the shelf just looking, the salesman comes and asks her if he can help. "No thanks, I'm still looking!" But then she says bravely: "My master wants me to get something, but if I have a question I'll be happy to ask you!" He nods and goes back behind the counter. She has to smile when she realizes what she just said. 'My master! This morning I was still a normal wife and now I'm a slave.' But she also says to herself: 'So what, I only live once!' Then something touches her leg, when she looks down she sees a pensioner who is looking at something on the bottom shelf, but keeps looking up her skirt. When I see that, I whisper to her that she should show him everything. Then I move on to another shelf. Emilia turns a little more towards the pensioner and asks him if she has a ladder. She pulls her skirt up so high that he can see everything.He blushes and says: "I would like to be your master, like you just said." Emilia looks at him with wide eyes and says that her master is in the shop and there is no need for another master. So she looks around and goes to the next shelf where there are SM things and looks at the crops and clamps. 'What will my master expect me to get?' she thinks. She notices a book with a picture of a tied up woman. Emilia grabs the book and starts leafing through it. 
What she sees immediately makes her pussy wet again. When she has leafed through the book she knows what she wants to get. She reaches for the handcuffs, takes three clamps, one with a bell, and a crop. When she passes the shelf with the dildos she grabs a normal latex dildo. She thinks: 'If my master's cock is only half as thick I will scream with pleasure.' Now I stand next to her again and ask if she has everything. She nods and I tell her to tell me what she needs what for. The pensioner is now standing next to us again when I say this. Since Emilia doesn't say anything, I ask if she has lost her voice. Again, she feels uncomfortable talking now when someone is listening. 'But what the heck,' she thinks, 'let's give the pensioner a little something after all.' "Master, as you ordered me, I got the handcuffs and a crop to punish me for the mistakes I have made so far, as well as these three clamps." "Where are these clamps supposed to be attached?" I ask. "Master, I saw a picture of a tied up woman with one on each of her nipples and a clamp with a bell on her clitoris.Probably so her master can hear if his slave is still there." "What about this thing?" I ask and point to the dildo. Her face turns dark red but she answers bravely: "I've always wanted one. A friend of mine raved about it to me." "Why this one and not the big one?" Emilia says, a little embarrassed: "It definitely won't fit me."I smile and tell her: "It's all just a question of training. Imagine if you had a child, the head would be much bigger." "Now that you mention it, it makes sense to me." "You can put the whip away again, you'll be punished with something else later." Then I look at the pensioner and tell him: "There's nothing more to listen to!" He quickly goes into one of the booths and comes out of the booth as we're paying. He sees us standing there and quickly leaves the shop, but we see that he has a dark stain on his trousers next to the fly. We both start to smile. As we stand in front of the shop, I tell her what a depraved person she is. I look at her because I have the feeling that she wants to ask me for something, so I allow her to speak. 
The image of her standing there and stuttering makes me smile. She holds the bag of things in her right hand in a sickly way and stammers something about punishment for the many mistakes she has made. But I tell her that I expected something different. She blushes and says: "Please, Master, decide what I should do, I am just a little, ignorant slave who wants to serve you." When I hear that, I am happy and tell her that I will gladly accept it as a compliment. But what I expect is that she should not carry such a heavy load and so I order her to immediately put the clamps on her nipples and the bell on her clitoris. I am particularly curious about the bell. It seems to me that her next question would be where she should attach the clamps to herself. But I make a sign to her that she can attach the things at the kiosk over there. We both go to the kiosk and she lifts up her skirt, reaches into the bag and takes the clamp with the bell out of her pocket. She thinks for a moment and puts them on my flat hand. "Master, please show me how to attach these clamps?" I take them in my hand and tell her to spread her legs further. She follows the order immediately, then she sees how the clamp gets closer and closer to her clitoris, now the metal touches her and I pull a little on her clitoris. Then I snap the clamp shut, which causes her to take a sharp breath. When I ask her if there is anything wrong, she says: "No, master, it's just a bit unusual." "Then you don't mind attaching the other two clamps to your nipples in the same way." She reaches for the two clamps, opens her blouse and snaps the two clamps shut in the same way as you did to me. When she sees that I expected it to be like this, she is happy. Inwardly she asks herself: 'How long will I be able to endure this pain?' But we continue on our way and she quickly closes her blouse.The feeling of the clamps and the blouse on her nipples makes her horny again. We stop in front of a shop window and I look at the display. Emilia can now see her reflection in the window and realizes that you can see everything. 
Then she sees someone she knows coming towards us. She panics and quickly puts on her jacket. The woman is already standing next to her. I walk a little further and see what happens next. The woman says: "Hello Emilia!Oh man, it's great to see you, how about coming tonight?" Emilia now turns in her direction and hears the bell ringing for the first time. Her friend is her sister-in-law Cora, who has invited Emilia and her husband to a barbecue tonight. She also heard the ringing and looks around, but she can't see a bell. Her sister-in-law also thinks: 'Strange, I'm already hearing things that aren't there?' Then she looks at Emilia and asks her: "Are you out and about without a bra?" Emilia thinks for a moment and tells her that her bra gave up the ghost earlier and she's looking for a new one. So she asks Emilia if she can help her. But Emilia says: "No thanks, I'm meeting up with a friend who's in town." "Emilia, you look a bit different?" says her sister-in-law. But Emilia thinks: 'If you had clamps on your nipples, you would look different too.' But Emilia says: "No, I'm the same as always!" Finally, the sister-in-law says: "I'm glad that my brother has such a great wife. Well then, say hello from a stranger and see you this evening!" Then she moves on.Emilia is unable to move her feet in that second. I am still standing a little to the side and looking at her. But her feelings are screaming for freedom. She looks after her sister-in-law and when she has disappeared into the hustle and bustle of the crowd, she takes off her jacket again. Then she comes to me, a little uncertain. When she is six steps away from me, I hear the bell for the first time. But she also moves in such a way that it must ring. I can see from her face that she hopes that it might appease me because she has put on the jacket. But she has to learn to stand by it, no matter who sees her like that. I take my right hand, grab her face and lift it up. When I see that her gaze is still going down, I tell her to look me in the eyes. Slowly she raises her eyes and looks at me. 
When Emilia looks into my eyes, she knows that I am not angry with her. But I also tell her that she has to stand by it, no matter who is coming. She looks into my face, for the first time properly. She beams at me and begins to tell me what was going on inside her. Then she tells me who the woman was and that she knows that she shouldn't have covered herself. But that she will learn from my hand. When I nod, Emilia is satisfied. As we have almost reached the end of the shopping street, I ask her if she wants to continue. But then we would continue somewhere else. The risk of meeting more people who know us is too great. Quietly, she says: "Thank you, Master, for being so kind as to show me my way. I ask that you continue to serve under you." I explain to her that if she wants to continue now, she can only say the code word again this evening at 6 p.m. at the earliest. Her answer comes like a shot: "I will not use this code word at 6 p.m. or later, you would have to turn from a man of honor into a monster." Which she supports with a smile.I ask her if we want to eat something before we go on. She says quietly: "I can't eat anything at the moment, but if my master is hungry we'll go to a restaurant." "Yes, I'm hungry and I already know what I want to eat." Then we cross the street and stand in front of the cafe where we met. Her face reflects the excitement: 'What will he do with me and the waitress now?' I open the door and we enter the cafe. I see that the waitress is still there and is coming towards us in a friendly manner. I can tell from Emilia's and the waitress's faces that they are happy to see each other again.The waitress greets us and when she looks at Emilia's breasts, she knows that Emilia has clamps on her nipples. She asks us to go back to our table by the window, but I point to a table in the other corner that is a little more sheltered from curious onlookers. Emilia tries desperately to keep her bell quiet. But when we step up to the table, the two of them bump into each other. This causes it to ring, and everyone in the cafe must have heard it. 
When Emilia wants to sit down, she remembers that she's not allowed to sit on her skirt. She grabs the ends of her skirt and lifts it up. This allows the waitress to admire her. "Compliments on what he's done with you in such a short time," she says to Emilia. "It sounds wonderful coming from her mouth, considering that she's a woman too," Emilia thinks to herself. The waitress asks us what she can bring. I order a Vienna sausage with bread and a tea. When she looks at Emilia, she says: "No, I don't want anything!"A smile comes over the waitress's lips, then she says, "I don't think I could get anything down either," and leaves. When we are alone, I say to Emilia: "Give me the handcuffs, please!" Immediately, there is a light in her eyes as she hands them openly across the table to me. I take her right arm and snap the cuffs shut, take the key off the cuffs and put it in my trouser pocket. Then I say to her: "Close the other side behind your back, but so that they are tight." Emilia reaches behind her and I hear them click into place. Then I say that it is very warm here and I open two buttons on her blouse so that I now have a wonderful view of her now dark nipples. When I see this, I open another button and take the clamps off her, which she accompanies with a loud whistle. Emilia's nipples become hot and tingly, which she seems to like. After a moment I tell her that as a slave she shouldn't actually sit at the same height as the master. So I order her: "Go under the table!" The light in her eyes could have started a major fire, but she slowly slides under the table and to my feet. She puts her head against my leg. I go under the table with my right hand and stroke her head. Then I remember a story where a woman gave a man a blow job under the table in a restaurant. Then I open the zipper of my pants with my right hand and my stiff penis jumps out of my pants. I think: 'It was right not to put on any panties.' Emilia is happy that I stroke her head. 'But what is that, he's opening his pants, he won't, but he took out his cock!' She doesn't think for a second, but her mouth immediately goes to the cock and kisses the tip before she tries to put it in her mouth. 
But there is not enough space between my penis and the table. I notice that she would like to caress it more intensely, so I slide down a little and tell her quietly that I want to feel her mouth. Since she can't use her hands, she slowly brings her mouth to my penis.Then the cock gets to feel the mouth of its slave for the first time. Emilia is very tender, followed by her tongue and then I notice that she likes to give her master a blow job under the table while being tied up. Then the waitress comes and brings the sausage and the tea. When she asks where Emilia is, I smile and say: "She's in the toilet! Would you like to sit down for a moment?" She looks at the clock and says: "Sure, I'm on my break anyway!" When she wants to sit down, she looks at me again and then she grabs her skirt, lifts it up and sits down. I say to her: "Nice pussy, nice and smooth!"She smiles and says: "Yes, I don't like it with hair on it!" We both laugh at what she said. I ask her what her name is. "My name is Monika, but everyone calls me Moni." "Moni, what are you? Are you dominant or submissive?" Moni looks at me and says: "I'm more of a Dom than a submissive. Actually, I'm also a lesbian! I ask: "Really?" She grins and says: "Yes, I don't think much of men, I also live with a woman who wants to be dominated. But when you asked me to lick it up, I was very excited and when you left I went to the toilet and relieved myself." She blushes. What Emilia hears under the table turns her on and when she looks at Moni's legs, she notices that she is constantly opening and closing her legs. And while she continues to satisfy me, she looks at the shaved pussy and wishes she could lick it once. Moni says that Emilia is taking a long time! "She'll come. I want you to caress yourself here at the table." I look Moni deep in the eyes. "Will you do it for me here at the table?" Moni looks around and nods. Then I see both her hands disappear under the table. Emilia can now see for the first time how a woman does it herself. This gets her so worked up that she caresses me so intensely with her mouth that I notice that I'm about to come. 
But Emilia also notices that the time is almost here and is thinking about what she should do. When her husband asked her to, she refused. But now Emilia wants to taste it, and also: 'What does it look like when my master leaves the cafe with dirty pants?'Meanwhile, I watched Moni caressing herself with great devotion. I reached towards her breasts and asked if I could touch them. She nodded and I touched her breasts. 'But what is that?' I felt something hard on her breast. "I have rings through my nipples," she said. Then I noticed that I was coming into Emilia's mouth. She quickly swallowed the sperm and when nothing more came out, she licked the penis clean. Moni looked at me questioningly, but I said: "What you're doing is not leaving a mark on me." Inside, I thought: 'If you only knew that I had just come in Emilia's mouth.' But then another thought came. I asked Moni what she would do if Emilia came back now. She looked at me and said: "I would ask her to lick me, right here and now under the table." I look at her and say: "If my slave wants it, she should do it. As a small thank you for you stroking yourself here." Moni is now impatient, it looks as if she is longing for Emilia. But Emilia under the table was not unmoved by the whole thing and when she heard that I did not mind, she slid over to her and waited until Emilia had opened her legs wide enough. Then Emilia gave her a kiss on her lips. Then Emilia heard me asking Moni if ​​there was anything wrong. Moni said nothing for a moment and then just: "This is crazy, I am so naive!" Now Emilia really starts to spoil her while I continue to talk to her upstairs. When I see that Moni is tilting her head back and trying not to be loud, I suspect that she is about to come. Moni asks Emilia to put two fingers in her pussy. But I tell her that it is not possible because she is wearing handcuffs. When Moni also climaxes, I let Emilia come out from under the table again. She looks great, her lipstick is smeared and her hair is a mess. 
Moni tells her that it was the hottest thing she has ever experienced. Emilia looks at her and says: "I feel the same way!" I ask Moni if ​​she wants to give Emilia some relief too. "Under the table?" she asks. "No," I smile, "in the bag next to you is a toy from Emilia that she wanted." Moni reaches into the bag and takes out the dildo. She says quietly: "I have that at home too!" But I can see that Emilia would do anything to have Moni's dildo shoved into her pussy. When Moni has completely unpacked it, she says: "Oh, the batteries are missing, just a minute, I'll get some." When she wants to get up, she asks Emilia for the clip with the bell. I grab the clip and give it to her. Moni takes it and attaches it to her clit, then she stands up and leaves.As we watch her go, we have to smile. She walks as if on eggshells, but it rings so beautifully. Then she comes back with two batteries in her hand. She takes the dildo and puts them in, closes it again and turns the wheel. It starts to hum and turn. "Please stand up," says Moni to Emilia, "so I can insert it into you." Which Emilia does immediately. Then she puts the dildo on and rams it into her pussy. Moni pulls the cloth from this morning out of her skirt and holds it to her pussy. Now Emilia has to sit down again. "We don't want to mess up the seat!" We both look at Emilia and watch her enjoying it and about to climax. When I touch Emilia's nipples, it happens, we have to hold her so she doesn't fall over. I look at Moni and say: "I think she can take another one." As we do this, we look at Emilia. When she sees that we are looking at her, she says: "It would be a great honor for me if I could be of service to you both again." But we both decline. Then she comes for the second time. Someone calls: "Moni, could you come?" So Moni stands up and notices that she still has the clamp attached to her. She reaches for it and gives it back to Emilia. "I admire you," she says, "that you can handle all that. It would be too painful for me. But I know that someone else will get one of those tonight." 
She walks away smiling.It would be too painful for me. But I know that someone else will get one tonight." She walks away smiling.It would be too painful for me. But I know that someone else will get one tonight." She walks away smiling.Emilia looks at me and I say: "She lives with a woman who is also a slave and Moni is her master. I would say that the dildo has done its duty for now. Stand up and I'll get it out for you." When I pull it out, I notice that something is missing and so she considers asking me to leave it in. But then she tells herself that her pleasure comes last. I hold the dildo out to her and immediately her tongue pops out and starts cleaning the dildo. I take the key out of my pocket and unlock the clamps. Emilia takes the cloth and wants to give it to Moni, but I say: "Write down my email address for her, she can get in touch." I quickly tell her my email address and she
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