
​My Body, His Choice

A BDSM Dom/Sub Quickie Collection

––––––––

By Madeline Woulfie


Table of Contents

Title Page

Blindfolded on the Bed

Cuffed in an Alley

Folded & Fucked

Collared at the Door, Unleashed over his cock

Tied to a Tree

Between the Trees

Bent & Bound

On the Table

Tied to a Chair

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Blindfolded on the Bed

[image: ]


Later that night, I was still sore from the kitchen table. The ache between my legs hadn’t faded, and the faint marks on my wrists reminded me of the ropes he’d tied so tightly. I thought I might be left to rest. But then I heard his voice from down the hall.

"Come here."

I stepped out of the shower, skin still humming from the heat and the salty sweat I hadn’t fully washed away. The towel I wore was more suggestion than coverage, clinging wetly to my hips. My hair dripped down my back. I was flushed, clean, exposed.

The bedroom was dim. Soft linen sheets were pulled tight across the bed. The room smelled like him—crisp and dark, some blend of cologne, sweat, and something more animal. 

I stepped inside barefoot, small droplets of water still pooling behind me. He was standing at the foot of the bed, watching. Calm. Still. Dangerous in that way only he could be.

He didn’t speak right away. Just stepped forward and slid a hand down my arm, brushing water from my skin. The towel dropped to the floor.

He kissed my shoulder, then moved to my ear.

"You know what I want tonight, don’t you?"

I nodded. My breath caught in my throat.

He pulled a blindfold from his back pocket. Slipped it over my eyes. He tied it tightly. Not as tight as the ropes, but tight enough. 

Darkness. Just like that, the world became heat and nerves, again.

His hands roamed, familiar and unrelenting. His touch made me forget how to breathe. He pulled me forward by the hair and kissed me—slow, deep, claiming. I melted against him. There was nothing else.

Then I felt his arms around me, lifting me. My feet left the floor, and I was weightless in his control. The cool sheets welcomed me as he laid me down. I shivered. 

He held onto my head for a moment, before slipping a thick, firm pillow underneath.

"Hold it," he said.

I reached out, hands gripping either side of the pillow. Arms spread. Body tense.

He walked away. Silence.

I held my breath.

Then I heard his voice, low and certain. "Open your legs."

I did. I sensed him moving around me, but didn’t know what he was planning. Fortunately, I found out soon enough. 

I could feel his breath before I felt his mouth. Hot air danced across my clit. I gasped as I realized what he was about to do. 

First, he kissed my clit, then his tongue...

He licked me slowly. Thoroughly. Long, languid strokes that sent sparks down my spine. Sometimes his tongue circled lazily, sometimes it flicked fast and sharp like he was reading my pulse. He sucked my clit softly, then hard enough to make me cry out.

I gripped the pillow tighter as his lips played with mine. I moaned. My back arched without permission. 

He didn’t speak. He just kept going.

I was close. Too close. The pleasure was a constant hum, unbearable in its precision. Just when I felt my body clench, when I was ready to fall over the edge—

He stopped.

I whimpered. Empty. Desperate.

The bed shifted. I felt the pressure of his body again. The head of his cock, slick and hard, replacing his tongue. 

He didn’t even give me enough time to anticipate it. Maybe that was the plan. 

He slid into me in one deep thrust. I cried out.

His hand went to my throat—firm, measured, not enough to hurt, just enough to dominate. The other hand grabbed my leg, pulling it up, spreading me even more as he began to fuck me.

Every thrust hit deep. Full. Deliberate. He fucked like he owned me—like my body existed only to take him, be reshaped by him.

My blindfold dampened my awareness but amplified every sensation. The sound of the bed. His breath. My own panting moans. My thighs burned. My skin was on fire, and my cunt was a volcano ready to erupt with its lava. And erupt, it did.

I came hard. My entire body seized. My orgasm hit in waves—sharp, electric, unstoppable. I screamed his name without meaning to.

But he wasn’t finished.

He pulled out slowly. My pussy clenched around nothing, well fed yet still hungry. A second later, I felt the mattress shift again.

He straddled my chest.

I didn’t need to see. I could smell him. I opened my mouth.

The tip of his cock tapped my lips, urging them to open wider. I did. His cock, slick with both of us, positioned itself at the entrance to my throat. I stuck out my tongue for easier access. Taking the hint, he slid in.

I tried to raise my hands instinctively, wanting to hold him, but he pinned them down to the bed.

"No hands," he growled.

I nodded against his cock.

Then again, harder, as he pushed deeper.

I sucked him with the same need he’d pulled from me earlier. My mouth wrapped tight. My tongue swirled. He groaned—one hand still pinning my wrists together, the other resting on my head.

He came. Hot. Heavy. Spilling into my mouth.

I swallowed all of it. Every drop. It was a mouthful, but a delicious one. 

"Good girl," he murmured.

That praise? It undid me more than the orgasm.

He leaned down and kissed my cheek, then reached up and slipped the blindfold off. The first thing I saw was him—sweaty, smug, glowing with satisfaction.

He laid beside me, pulling me into the curve of his arm.

We stayed like that for a long minute, breathing slowly, skin still hot and sticky.

Then he tilted his head toward me and smirked.

"Wanna have dinner? I’m starving."

I laughed softly, still curled into him.

"Only if I don’t have to get dressed."

He kissed my forehead.

"You won’t need to."

And I didn’t.
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​Cuffed in an Alley
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The alley was narrow, the kind of space that made you feel like you weren’t supposed to be there. Damp brick walls closed in on either side, muffling the distant hum of traffic, isolating everything into stillness. The air smelled like old concrete, rusted metal, and the hint of rain that hadn’t yet fallen.

I stepped in anyway.

My heels clicked against the ground—each sound magnified in the silence—and I found it, just like he said I would: a velvet pouch hanging from a rusted gate, swaying slightly like it had been waiting just for me. I didn’t need to look inside. I already knew what it held.

I opened the pouch with trembling fingers. The handcuffs glinted in the fading daylight—cool, silver, polished, and purposeful. Tucked beside them was a folded piece of paper. His handwriting. Clean. Precise. Dominant.

"Panties off. Cuffs on. Arms through the bars. Wait for me."

My breath caught.

Nervous, I stood there for a full minute, my heart pounding so hard I was afraid someone might hear it echo. What if someone walked in here as I, as we did something? Despite my fears, I didn’t hesitate. Not really. Not when it came to him.

I looked around—empty. Still. Just shadows, fading light, and me. I reached under my skirt and slipped off my panties, folding them neatly into the pouch before securing the cuffs around my wrists, threading them through the bars of the gate.

The metal clicked into place.

And just like that, I was bound. Bent slightly forward, arms behind the gate, the cold metal biting into my skin. My chest rose and fell in quick bursts. My skirt barely covered anything, my thighs parted just slightly, just enough. The thrill that raced through me was electric and terrifying and beautiful.

Anyone could’ve walked by.

But I wasn’t doing this for anyone.

Just for him.

Minutes passed. The tension in my legs began to ache. My breathing slowed, sharpened, grew quieter—but inside, I was burning. And then, I heard it.

Footsteps.

Slow. Measured. Confident.

Him.

I didn’t turn—I couldn’t—but I felt him behind me before he spoke. The heat of his body against mine, his breath ghosting over my shoulder.

“You followed instructions,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “Good girl.”

I moaned, quietly, involuntarily.

His hands were on me in seconds—over my braless chest, fingertips grazing my nipples through the thin fabric of my tank top, teasing until they hardened. I bit my lip, my breath hitching as I arched into his touch.

One of his hands slid lower, underneath my skirt, finding me wet and swollen. He groaned approvingly, his fingers dipping between my folds, playing, stroking, claiming. 

He wasn’t going to play around this time. He wanted to give into his lust right away. I guess both my pride, and my pussy, were in for some satisfaction tonight. 

“You’re soaked,” he whispered, mouth close to my ear. "Already." He kissed the side of my neck, then my cheek, then, once my head turned towards him, he captured my mouth with his—hot, demanding, a kiss that bruised us with its need. Our tongues tangled as his fingers pushed deeper, curling just right, making my knees weaken.

“Fuck,” I gasped into his mouth.

He didn’t stop. His rhythm quickened, his grip tightened. My hands clenched around the iron bars, knuckles white, the cuffs rattling as I braced myself.

Then he pulled back. My body cried out in protest.

Just when I thought my pride was going to take a hit, he reached down, lifted my skirt, and I felt him—hard, thick, pulsing—press against me from behind. My breath left me in a rush. I was shaking.

He grabbed my hips and sank into me in one slow, devastating thrust.

I cried out—sharp, raw, honest. The sound echoed in the alley, but I didn’t care. Fuck whoever hears my pleasure. Fuck them, and fuck me. If Master wants, they can fuck me right after him. 

He moved inside me, one hand keeping my hips still, the other sliding over my breasts again, pinching my nipple until I moaned like I was losing my mind. Every thrust made my cuffs jingle against the bars. My body rocked with his, perfectly synced, like we were built for this. Like this was the only thing we’d ever known.
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