
        
            
                
            
        

    
Dirty Office Series

5 BDSM BOOKS - Used Submissive Collection

Emily Colter


Copyright © 2023 Emily Colter

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Used at the Office

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Trained at the Office

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Humiliated at the Office

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Punished at the Office

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Shared at the Office

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

You want more?


Used at the Office


Chapter 1

Loudly, I slam the bathroom door behind me. I know it's ridiculous, that I shouldn't let myself be so angry. But I can't help it.

I thought I'd have some peace and quiet today. Having the office all to myself on December 31, I don't think that's too much to ask.

All the lawyers are on vacation, getting suntanned on paradise islands, or skiing. I'm alone. Or at least, that's what I thought.

All I wanted was to get ahead on my files, know them all inside out to impress my bosses when they come back. So that they finally realize that I’m the best for this junior associate position. But of course, Benjamin had the same idea.

Benjamin, my lifelong rival, competing with me for this job. With his arrogance displayed on his face. His proud smile. His mouth, so perfectly drawn. Perfect for slipping between my thighs and….

No. That's enough, Valentina. Stop fantasizing about him.

With a sharp gesture, I turn on the faucet, taking a little water to splash on the back of my neck to calm myself down. Wasted effort. With him, it's always been like this. From the beginning, everything is a competition with him. To whom would win the most cases. To whom would find the most prestigious clients. And now, this associate position.

I look down, almost unconsciously biting my lip as I stare at the marble counter, almost too fancy for a restroom. Flashbacks come to me.

The Christmas party.

His hands on my body, pulling up my suit skirt.

His fingers ripping my thin pantyhose to gain access to my skin, quivering under his kisses.

I still don't know how we got here. I can't even blame the alcohol; we hadn't joined the party yet. So how did one of our most violent fights turn into the best sex I've ever had?

I close my fingers around the edge of the sink. Against my bra, I can feel my breasts poke, reacting to memories of that night. I had never done anything like this.

I have always been focused on my studies, then on my work. One-night stands were never really for me. And the few boyfriends I had were quickly fed up that I was more interested in the law than in them. That's probably why I succumbed so easily. I needed sex, that's all.

My breathing quickens as the images jostle faster and faster in my head. I don't know what pissed me off the most.

That he turns me forcefully to slam my bare ass, exposed to his gaze. Or the fact that I loved it. He spanked me again and again, making my skin and my cheeks flush. He did it with such assurance, such naturalness.

Never had a man taken me like this. With so much strength. So much expertise. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once. Holding my neck firmly, keeping me in a passionate kiss, while the other greedily roamed my body.

I only need to close my eyes to remember the feel of his fingers firmly pinching my nipples, making me moan uncontrollably. I wanted to remain silent, out of misplaced pride. Pretending that what he was doing didn't have the slightest impact on me.

But of course, it was wrong. His warm breath caressing my skin had been enough to make me wet. So, when his fingers moved lower, discovering how drenched I was, it didn't take long for me to totally lose my footing.

Firmly, he grabbed my ponytail, forcing me to sit up and look at myself in the mirror. He made sure I didn't miss a single second of his body burying itself in mine, squeezing louder and louder sighs from me.

I tried to remain silent by biting my lip, destroying my lipstick. Even though I couldn't really think anymore, I was still conscious enough to remember that out there, just outside this bathroom, were our bosses and our most important clients. No question of tarnishing my reputation for this sudden madness.

Distractedly, I readjust my outfit. I need to stop thinking about that night. It was just a one-time thing. It had been a stressful week, and it had been a long time since I had been touched by a man. That's all. It will never happen again.

Benjamin will never touch my body again. Never mind that it was the best sex of my life. It's over. I will stop thinking about it. I'm gonna step out of this bathroom and leave it all behind me. No question of fantasizing again. I will stay professional.

Taking a deep breath, I put my good resolution into action, placing my hand on the door handle with determination.

Professional.


Chapter 2

I hold back an exasperated sigh. Of course, he's still here. Doesn’t he have a life?

As if it were not enough to be in constant competition, we have to share the same space. Not for long. In three months, I will be appointed junior associate, I will have my own office.

I will no longer have to bear his mocking gaze. His bragging all day long, all because he managed to put his socks on properly when he got up. I can't help but smile at my own silliness.

“A thought to share?”

I roll my eyes, trying to ignore him. Three months is going to be way too long. Just hearing him breathe infuriates me. I'm gonna end up needing a lawyer if this keeps up. I don't know how I'm going to hold on without trying to wipe that smirk from his lips.

His lips so perfect… I have to bite the inside of my cheek to stop myself from thinking again about what they could do to me, if placed in the right place. His head stuck between my thighs… That would be a great way to silence him.

The worst part is that I'm sure he would be talented. It would make him even more arrogant if he could make me cum like that.

I clear my throat, focusing on my case. But very quickly, the lustful ideas resume. I can't stop my mind or my eyes from wandering. Without really realizing it, I stare at his hands.

They are perfect. Long and well-defined. Enough to get deep inside me and make me moan with pleasure. As for his thumb, it's the perfect size to take care of my clit, drawing circles on my button of nerves until I cum.

I quietly lick my lip. He could make things even more intense. Press me against the wall, holding me firmly by my wrists, preventing me from moving. I would be totally subject to his will. Maybe he could swing me onto his lap, give me a good spanking. Never has a man treated me like that, and yet, the idea obsesses me.

A mocking sound snaps me out of my thoughts. I look up, meeting Benjamin's snide eyes. Immediately, my cheeks turn red. I hate my body for having such a reaction. Usually, I’m really not the shy type.

In a courtroom, when all eyes are on me, I feel more powerful than ever. But being caught in the act makes me feel like a kid.

I focus on my screen, pretending none of this happened. But of course, he won’t do the same. As I pretend to work, I feel him get up. Slowly, he advances in the room, as if he wanted to mark it with his intoxicating presence.

“You're all alone for the new year, it's a bit sad, don't you think?”

“You can talk, you are too.”

“Don’t worry about me. I know I’ll find a beautiful creature to end up the night with.”

I roll my eyes before reading the same sentence for the third time. But his playful tone interrupts me again.

“Jealous?”

“In your dreams. Shut up now, I want to finish my report.”

He chuckles but says nothing, content with pacing the room. Even more than his comings and goings, it’s his perfume that bothers me the most. Before that famous Christmas party, I had never realized how good he smells. His cologne is intoxicating. A single puff is enough to awaken all my senses.

Just as a single look at me takes me back to that night. Without the slightest effort, I remember the feeling of his full lips kissing me so well. His hands knowing exactly where to touch me. His hard cock making me sink into unknown pleasures...

Stop Valentina. Ok, you're missing sex, and he's good, but that's not a reason. Fantasizing about the one man that's driving me crazy... It's got to stop.

I swallow hard as soon he’s behind me. However, I show nothing of my confusion, concentrating on the screen. Never has a contract seemed so exciting to me. Seconds pass, and nothing happens. Annoyed by his motionless presence behind me, I can't help but speak.

“Don't you have better things to do? Like, I don't know, finish the Johnson case, or go buy yourself one of those horrible things you call ties?”

An amused sound is heard behind my back, annoying me even more. I can’t wait for him to go.

“I finished my work a long time ago. As for my ties, it's called fashion. I'm not surprised you haven't heard of it.”

“If you're really done, why are you still here? Is your life really that boring?”

“Why would I leave when I’m in such good company?”

“You really think you’ll get good points because you stay late at work? That's not how they're going to choose the associate.”

“Nope. But I'd be silly to leave when I can look at your pretty face… And your tight ass. It looks so appetizing in your tight little skirts. You know you don't make my days easy when you wear them?”

I roll my eyes, exasperated. And yet, I do feel the blush rising to my cheeks. I’m pathetic. This man is the most annoying I have ever met. And yet, I blush like a schoolgirl. And for a phony compliment at that.

I shudder as he leans in towards me, remaining at a reasonable distance.

“Admit it, you were hoping I would come today, right?”

“No!”

I bite the inside of my cheek. I responded far too quickly and far too eagerly for someone indifferent. And he knows it. His laugh leaves no doubt about it.

I shiver as he takes another step, bringing our bodies dangerously close.

“Dare to tell me you haven't thought about what we did that night.”

“I… I haven’t.”

I can hardly articulate, my throat is so tight from his intoxicating presence next to me.

“Really? You didn’t think about how I pinned you against the wall? About my hand slipping through your soaked panties? About my big cock that comes and goes inside you?”

His voice deepens as his mouth moves closer to my ear. I shake my head weakly. I can't even utter a word now. His hand brushes against me without ever touching me, his hot breath makes me lose all reason.

And yet, I have to hold on. No way I’m giving him the satisfaction of agreeing to his lustful words. But he makes it harder than ever.

As I focus on my screen, he leans closer to me. With the tips of his teeth, he captures the tip of my ear. It's so light that I barely feel it. And yet, this gesture alone is enough to inflame my whole body.

I don't know where this little game will take us, but the heat between my legs indicates that my body is ready to go all the way. My mind still resists as his voice whispers in my ear.

“Seems to me you loved it last time.”

“Please. I needed a cock to release the pressure. Yours was the first available, that's all. Don’t give more importance to this incident than it had.”

“Hmm… Sure. So, if the old Bernstein had been there, you’d have cummed on his cock twice?”

I bite my lip at the memory. Two orgasms in less than five minutes I thought was only possible in books. But he proved me wrong.

I hold my breath as his hand slides around my neck, light but present. I’ve a hard time keeping still as his deep voice reaches my ear.

“If you need to release some pressure again, I can give you a hand. That's what co-workers are for.”

“Fuck you.”

I manage to hiss between my teeth, my mind fighting with all its might against my urges. I have only one desire, lean forward on the desk and lift my skirt to show him my soaked pussy. I want to feel his hard cock inside me.

He laughs, more vicious than ever. He loves hunting and competition, like all lawyers. But with him, it's incredibly sexy.

“That's what I'm trying to do.”

I bite down on the inside of my cheek with all my might as his mouth settles on my neck, his hand moving dangerously down to my erect nipples. And I remember his cock. Tough. Perfect.

I barely stifle a squeal as, without warning, he removes his hand from my neck and steps back, walking to his desk without looking at me. I can't help but be disappointed. I wanted it to happen. But I think the moment has passed.

I finally have peace to work, but of course, I can't. All I care about is watching him. He sits in his chair, legs slightly apart. With two fingers, he unties the knot of his tie and unbuttons the top of his shirt, giving me a brief glimpse of his perfectly muscled chest. Of course, he catches everything of my observation. Again, he teases me.

“Are you sure you don't want to take advantage of this? You look desperate for it.”

“Me, desperate? You’re the one who keeps insisting.”

A smirk forms on my lips. My turn to play. Rolling my hips, I approach him. He likes my curves stuck in that tight skirt, right? I intend to drive him crazy.

Arrived at his side, I put my hands on his shoulders. Thus positioned, my chest seems bigger. Appetizing, I hope. I lean towards him, my lips brushing his.

“I think you're the one who can't get this night out of your head. Tell me, how many times have you jerked off in the shower thinking about my tight little pussy around your cock? I'm sure you're thinking about it right now.”

As I say those words, I let my hand slide slowly down his chest. Through his shirt, I can feel his perfectly defined abs. His jaw clenches as I keep going down, not hesitating for a second before placing my hand on his bulge.

Through the fabric of the pants, I apply a simple pressure, feeling his cock grow bigger every second I touch it. I can't help but smile viciously. He thought he had me in his net, and yet, the opposite is happening. At least for the moment.

Before I have time to realize it, his hand grips the back of my neck firmly, approaching my face with force to capture my lips. For a moment, I can't breathe. This kiss is way too powerful for me to even think.

Without the slightest resistance, I let him introduce his tongue into my mouth, coming to meet it with mine. I don't think anyone has ever been kissed like this. My hand remains motionless, still tight against his cock growing between my fingers.

With his free hand, he encourages me to unzip his pants. Feverishly, I comply, not because he asked me to. I want to play with him. To take all my time, to make him beg.

But he has something else in mind. His hand slides on the front of my neck, holding it just enough to make me feel his power. He breaks the kiss, leaving us both gasping. Between his teeth, he hisses an order that makes me shudder.

“On your knees.”

I hate to admit it, but hearing him order me around turns me on as much as it annoys me. I don't know how to explain it. I want to rebel, but deep inside me, a little voice orders me to obey him. To give him whatever he wants. To submit.

But my pride forbids it. Despite that hand squeezing my neck, I stare at him, not moving an inch as my eyes remain intently on his. He can't help but smile at my resistance. His hand tightens a little tighter, his voice is firmer.

“I said. On your knees.”

“No.”

He clicks his tongue, visibly displeased. A high-pitched scream escapes my throat as suddenly his free hand lands on my ass. The surprise is such that I cannot hide my excitement at this gesture.

And when his hand falls on me again, I can't help but let out a slight squeal of pleasure. He smiles, visibly proud of my reaction.

“On your knees, or you will be punished.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I can't believe he just said that. Worst. I can't even believe I want him to. But I do. When he said those words, I felt my clit throb, as if it was begging me to let him do these things to me.

I remain silent, unable to make the slightest movement. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he leans over me, his whisper against my ear making me lose my footing.

“I'm going to punish you. If it gets too much for you, you say red, and I'll stop everything. You understand?”

I frown, unable to react. Is this what I think it is? I read many erotic books in the evening, hidden under my covers. And I can't deny it, the ones with dominants have always been my favorites.

I never could have believed he was one. But the safe word he just gave me. The punishment. The ease he exudes... There is no doubt about it. I can already imagine him handcuffing me, whipping me...

And that's what I want.

I snap out of my lethargy, realizing he's waiting for an answer from me. Mouth half-open, I answer without even thinking about it. I nod my head, and immediately he flips me over onto his lap.

I barely breathe, the anticipation is so strong. Without missing a beat, he pulls my skirt up over my ass, tugging the fabric so hard it's a miracle it doesn't rip.

In the same way, he takes down my pantyhose, offering himself a perfect view of my ass. With a sound of approval, he plays with the lace thong I put on this morning.

I wanted to be sure that I was ready, if I ever decided to go out and meet a beautiful lover to move on to the next year. At no time did I think that I would offer it to him.

He doesn't take it off, just lets go of the rubber band so it snaps against my skin. I bite my lip. Soon, something much more powerful will come crashing down on it.

A sound of surprise dies in my throat as his hand falls for the first time on my bare ass. Two more hits follow before he pauses. With the same force, he massages my aching skin, his deep voice echoing through the room.

“Did it hurt?”

“I felt nothing.”

He sneers. I probably shouldn't provoke him while I'm in this position, totally submissive to his will. But I can't help it. My position is already humiliating enough. No way I give him more satisfaction by admitting that I’m wetter than ever.

His response is not long in coming. With even more force, he hits my ass. I bite my lip, holding back the slightest sound. Pain or pleasure, I don't really know what I feel. All I know is that I want him to continue, while he still hits me.

“Still nothing?”

“Nothing at all. Wondering why you spend so much time in the gym.”

He sneers again, putting even more force into his next strikes. My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands. I swallow with difficulty. It’s more and more difficult for me to remain unmoved by this treatment.

Soon, I'm shaking. He stops for a moment, caressing my ass with too much force for my skin, sore from these treatments.

“You complicate your life you know. It would be much easier if you admitted that you love what I do to you. That you want to belong to me.”

“Never!”

My voice chokes as an even stronger blow than the others falls on my skin. My breathing is getting harder. I have a hard time holding myself back.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as he suspends his spanking, using his hand to descend much lower. Without waiting, his fingers slide over my slit. Slowly, he covers them with my arousal as he comes dangerously close to my clit, making me moan despite myself.

“You're awfully wet for someone who doesn't feel anything. If I had known that the all-powerful Valentina loves being punished like this, I would have done it a long time ago.”

“You’re full of shit.”

Not a word comes out of his mouth to contradict me. Instead, he prefers gestures. Slowly, he lets two fingers slide inside me. My breathing betrays me, faster, louder, as he slips deep inside me.

My cheeks are red with shame. I can't believe I let him do this to me. I thought that we would fuck hard on his desk. I never thought I could submit to someone so easily, let alone him.

And yet, as his fingers move back and forth inside me, I feel all my barriers come down. It takes superhuman effort not to beg him to take me here and now.

“You’re so stubborn. Did you really think you could hide how much you want me? Look at you, soaked and desperate for my cock. I'm sure you're dreaming of me putting it in your tight little pussy.”

I swallow, using every ounce of control I have left to stay quiet. I'm not ready to satisfy him yet. But it gets harder, as his thumb lands on my clit, making delicious circles over it.

“Don't worry. You don't have to say a single word. I’m still going to take care of you. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk for days. And after that, I'll take care of that little hole.”

All the air escapes my lungs as he spins his hand, his thumb now resting between my ass. Without the slightest shame, he caresses my crenelated contour without penetrating it. My cheeks burn so much they are red.

No man has ever touched me there, let alone penetrated. I would like to play offended, get up and get dressed. Get away from this pervert for good. But I can't deny it. A dark desire is born in me. I want to try it.

“You’re even sluttier than I thought. Good girl.”

I bite my lip at this unexpected and original compliment. And yet, being called that awakens a strange warmth in me. Slowly, his fingers slip away from me, leaving me agonizingly empty.

This time I can't hold back a moan as his hand hits my ass again. It doesn't have the power he put out earlier. It looks more like a gesture of conclusion, to mark the passage to something else.

I lick my lip, hoping that something else involves his cock inside me. Anywhere inside me. I believe that if he asked me again to kneel, I would do it without hesitation. Not for fear of another painful punishment. No. Because I want to.

More than anything, I want to feel him inside me again. Remind me of what it feels like to cum with such a powerful man pounding me.

A gasp of surprise takes me as he lifts me without difficulty, sitting me on his desk. In this position, my ass will undoubtedly leave a mark on the surface. Maybe even my excitement will flow on it. I can't help but smile, imagining him working there while remembering my passage.

My breath hitches as he plunges his fingers into his mouth, perversely tasting the taste of my arousal. It’s one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen. With him, everything is so hot. He withdraws his fingers slowly, as if savoring the best of food.

“You are delicious when you are desperate for my cock.”

I roll my eyes, not caring about the consequences. Still, I can't help but shiver when he gets up. He looks bigger than ever as he leans over me, his hands resting on my thighs to keep them wide open.

I can barely keep my eyes open as his fingers dig into the thin skin of my inner thighs. I want to feel it inside me. Even more so now that his body is against mine, warm and imposing.

I want to lose myself in his arms. To be crushed under his weight. Spreading my legs to let him take me again and again.

His lips crash against mine again. An emergency arises between us. No more games and speeches. Only our bodies expressing themselves, only our desire that envelops us in its protection. It doesn't matter that we’re at work. We must satisfy this need that takes hold of us.

Without even thinking about it, my hands move down his body, grabbing his cock. His length is hot and thrilling. He wants it as much as I do. He growls against my lips, letting me stroke him for a few more moments before taking control again.

With a quick movement, he clears everything that was on his desk. Keyboard, files, everything crashes to the ground. But none of us care. Forcefully, he turns me around, pinning me against the desk.

I'm bent over, and I no longer have any will of my own. I barely react when he spreads my legs. I shudder, ready to moan with all my might as his cock begins to slide down my slit. He makes this wait last a few moments, before finally diving into me.

My breathing stops. I had forgotten how big he is. Yet, I let him enter me without a single complaint. I feel like I'm splitting open, and I love it. It's as if I could feel the slightest of his veins caressing my walls.

I take a deep breath, getting used to his presence as he already withdraws. Slowly, he makes long movements back and forth, making me feel his power. In this position, I have no control.

He pins me against the desk, his hand on my upper back. I just have to let go and moan as he takes everything from me.

His movements are faster, more abrupt. I bite my lip, still trying to hide my pleasure. A shiver runs through me as his thumb slips between my ass again.

I tense without stopping him. If I wanted to, I would have only one word to say. Red. And everything would stop.

But the only thing that comes out of my mouth is a long moan, as his finger begins to sink into me. He slows down his hip movements, making them longer to make the pleasure last longer.

No doubt he relishes my position. He does what he wants to me. I'm his little thing, lying on the desk for him. I let him spank me. I now let him use my most taboo entry. I will never be able to erase that from his memory.

I moan again as his other hand slips between my hips and the desk. Without hesitation, he finds my clit, rolling it between his fingers. My eyes are half close to better feel these delicious sensations he offers me. He leans over me.

“Look at you. You hate me and yet you're going to come on my cock, my thumb in your little ass.”

I bite my lip as he thrusts harder, shoving me against the hard edge of the desk with every move. For the first time, I can't find a smart answer to retort.

The pleasure is far too strong. It comes in waves, breaking faster and faster in the pit of my stomach. My moans turn into screams that I can't stop. I surrender completely, forgetting where I am, and with whom. There is only this intense pleasure that I feel.

Unexpectedly, my entire body tenses, a devastating orgasm coursing through me. For long moments, I no longer feel anything, my mind struggling to come down from this intense experience.

It's only when I feel him emptying into me in a triumphant gasp that I come to. Without waiting, he moves back and lets himself fall into his seat. As I start to straighten up, he clicks his tongue.

“I didn't allow you to move. I want to see my seed dripping out of your little pussy.”

In one motion, I straighten up and furiously pull my skirt down. No question of continuing to play this game. I have humiliated myself enough as it is.

I bend over to catch my thong, but he's faster than me. Furious, I watch him stuff it in his pocket. He pats it, looking me straight in the eye.

“I’m gonna keep this. It's my trophy.”

I clench my fists. I want to hit him. It’s impossible to be so annoying. In anger, I turn on my heels. Without a word, I grab my things and leave the room without even bothering to turn off my computer.

I really shouldn't have come to work today.

And yet, as I head for the exit, a degrading desire arises in the corner of my head. To kneel before him and call him Master.


Chapter 3

I’m stupid.

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

What got into me? I could be home right now. In a nice bath, wiping every trace of him off my body. Or on my couch, eating a pizza and watching some stupid movie.

And instead, I'm in this hotel bar, surrounded by drunk people saying goodbye to this endless year.

I look up, immediately meeting Benjamin's eyes. For once, he doesn’t have that insufferable smile that's driving me crazy. He just looks at me, as seriously as when he caught up to me earlier.

The elevator doors were soon closed. I no longer thought of him. But at the last second, he broke into the elevator. His mere presence was enough to suck in all the air around us.

I took a step back, more out of play than fear. He continued to walk towards me until my back touched the wall.

“Quite a scene you gave us there, Valentina.”

“Isn't it what you wanted? If you think I'm going to let you fuck me in the elevator while there are cameras, you're dreaming.”

“Don't worry, that's not my intention at all.”

At these words, I couldn't help but feel a hint of disappointment. Not that I particularly wanted to be fucked in that tin can. But I wish he wanted me. What he said next ignited the fire.

“I'm just not in the habit of leaving a submissive unsupervised after a session, no matter how intense.”

“I'm not a submissive!”

“Yeah, sure. And I didn't spank you in the middle of our office. Believe what helps you sleep, Valentina. But you are a submissive. You could even be a very good one, if you were trained by the right master.”

Those words still resonate. When he said them, I pretended to be annoyed. But in the pit of my stomach, I could feel a rising heat.

For the rest of the descent, we remained silent. It was only in the lobby of the building that he offered me a drink. It was not very far from my house, so without thinking, I accepted.

Now I don't really know what to do with myself. We both remain silent, observing the people around us, before looking back at each other.

It should be forbidden to be so sexy. He’s hot, and he knows it. He’s playing with it. This makes him even more annoying.

I take another sip of my mocktail to regain my composure. I need all the help I can get for this. Along my thigh, I can feel his seed dripping. I have never done anything so depraved.

And apparently, that was just the beginning. I shiver as he leans toward me, the scent of his perfume intoxicating me again.

“Go to the bathroom.”

I remain speechless at this new order. I should roll my eyes, put my drink down, and wish him goodnight before walking away without a look.

We've done enough things in public as it is. And yet, I want to go there. He has way too much control over me. It's dangerous. And yet I don't care.

After all, I too have power over him. Otherwise, he wouldn't be there, staring at me like I was candy to devour. Yes, he wants me as much as I want him.

Forgetting all reason, I get up and walk away. To taunt him a bit, I start rolling my hips excessively, drawing all eyes to me.

But even if this room is filled with countless attractive men, there is only one that interests me. And if he wants to play, I’m gonna play.

I'm sure he's already imagining what we're going to do in that bathroom. About the way he's going to slam me against the wall, lifting my skirt and shoving inside me without preparing me. He's gonna take every bit of me.

And I will let him do. Just tonight. For once in my life, losing my mind.

Time seems endless as I wait for him in the bathroom, ready as ever. I intend to give him his money's worth. But the more time passes, the more worry arises in the pit of my stomach. What if he doesn't come? What if it was a way to make fun of me?

I snap out of my thoughts as my phone rings. A message.

Show me how wet your little pussy is.

My lips part, as much excitement as surprise. So that's his plan. That I send him pictures of me. The idea is exciting, but I'm not stupid.

Photos, messages… It’d give him proof of what we did. He could even use them against me. He's so twisted, I know he would do it without hesitation.

So, I decide to rebel. I turn on my phone's camera, but don't slip it between my legs. Instead, I place my free hand on my chest, making sure to give him a slight glimpse of my cleavage. Then I take a photo and send it to him.

I’d love to see his face when he opens the message, discovering a middle finger in place of the naughty photo he wanted to receive. Will he smile, amused, or will he grit his teeth, angry that I'm disobeying him?

Minutes pass with no response. I thought he would have insisted more than that. Now I expect him to show up any moment to punish me for my audacity.

I shudder, wondering if I can handle another spanking. But the idea excites me. I think if he asked me, I would drop to my knees and suck his cock as an apology.

But nothing comes. As I'm about to leave the bathroom to join him, my phone rings again.

Room 417. Now.


Chapter 4

My hand hangs in the air for a second. I'm nervous about joining him. I know it, the moment I enter this room, there will be no turning back.

I probably completely lost my mind. Play such games with a colleague. With an enemy. It's like jumping into the lion's den. And yet, I can't make up my mind. It's stronger than me. I want to enter this room.

The door is ajar, but I knock anyway. I shiver as his deep voice comes from the room.

“Come in.”

Without thinking more, I comply. So much for common sense. Only lust matters now.

The sound of my heels is muffled by the thick carpet covering the room. The room is incredibly pretty. Luxurious. But I don't really have time to watch it. Immediately, my gaze goes to the man.

I can’t help it. He’s like a magnet. His presence hypnotizes me. Obsesses me. To make matters worse, he made himself comfortable.

Sitting on a velvet armchair, he keeps his legs slightly apart, like a silent invitation to settle down between them. With difficulty, I manage to stop looking at his crotch to observe the rest of his body.

He took off his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeves. His finely chiseled forearms are left exposed, now appearing to me as the sexiest thing in the world.

I stay perfectly still, not knowing what he expects of me. This situation is completely new. I probably shouldn't worry so much. After all, he's not my boss. I have as much say in this as he does.

And yet, the words he said in the elevator remain etched in me, like a haunting thought. Submissive.

Oh, I know that term well. I have often encountered it in my nocturnal readings. But I refuse to admit it to him. To give him the satisfaction of obeying him a little too quickly.

Finally, he looks up at me. His piercing gaze is enough to make me shudder. Everything about him exudes power and confidence. If it usually annoys me to the highest degree, tonight it excites me like never before.

Can he guess how crazy he’s driving me right now, as he mechanically licks his lower lip while looking at me?

“Close the door and take your clothes off.”

I frown. Really? He wants to do it like that, here, in the entrance of this huge room? Out of habit, I contradict him.

“You, take your clothes off.”

He sighs loudly before leaning forward, resting his elbows on his thighs. A position I've seen him adopt many times when dealing with customers a bit too recalcitrant. If he thinks his little negotiation skills are going to work on me… He's probably right.

“You want me to believe you came up here to discuss the MacMillan case? Take off your clothes.”

I remain motionless for a few more moments, an annoyed pout on my lips. But soon, I find myself closing the door, sealing for good the course of the evening.

Without a look for him, I undo the buttons of my shirt one by one, taking longer than it really should. I have no experience in stripping, but I know how to make things last. And if I do, it's as much for the sexy effect as for the opportunity to annoy him.

My skirt doesn’t take long to join my blouse on the floor. Here I am, unveiled before him. My bra remains the only rampart to protect my modesty, since he has already stripped me of my thong. So, making things last no longer has the slightest interest. I take it off as well.

I bite the inside of my cheek as he gazes unabashedly down my body. Little by little, he explores what will soon be his.

“Crawl.”

I swallow hard, unable to speak. That I crawl? Has he lost his mind? No. I'm not going to do that. Without being able to speak, I shake my head no, at the risk of upsetting him. He sighs loudly again. This time, he gets up to come to meet me.

“You have to stop being like this, Valentina. The sooner you admit your true nature, the better for you. Believe my experience. You are a submissive. There's nothing to be ashamed of. To be honest, I find it really hot.”

I bite my lip when he's finally near me, letting his hand slide down the back of my neck in a gesture that's as reassuring as it is sensual. He leans towards my ear.

“Now you’re gonna crawl for me. You wouldn't want to be punished again, would you?”

My cheeks flush immediately, my mind wandering in memories of his hand falling hard on my ass. Maybe this time he could use his belt? He chuckles softly at my reaction, patting my cheek condescendingly.

“Alright. Be a good girl now.”

Without even thinking about it, I nod my head, making him smile. Without another word, he returns to his chair. Once installed, a single movement of the head is enough to bring me to my knees.

Ignoring the burning blush on my cheeks, I get down on all fours. The feel of the carpet beneath me is almost comfortable as I slowly move toward him. His gaze is on my body, making me shudder with every movement.

When I finally get between his spread legs, I dare not look up at him. I feel far too ashamed for that. And yet, I can't deny it, I'm more excited than ever. Even if I wanted to deny it, my body would betray me. The wetness between my legs is way too glaringly true.

I shiver again as his hand slides through my hair, pulling it up into a makeshift ponytail. Firmly, he tugs at it, forcing me to look up at him.

“Perfect.”

It's just a whisper hissed between his teeth, and yet it's enough to set my whole body on fire. He runs his thumb over my lips, smearing my lipstick all over my face. I don’t care. I’m so hypnotized by this gesture that I forget who he is. There is no more work or competition. It’s just the two of us now. Just this man that I want to satisfy.

“Now show me how good you want to be for me.”

As if he needed to be clearer, he looks down at his pants. I lick my lips, suddenly excited to finally taste him. Feverishly, I unzip his pants.

Without wasting any time, I pull out his cock, hardening at my touch. Slowly, I begin to stroke his length, enjoying every little twitch of his skin against my fingers.

There is no doubt about it. He likes what I do to him. But that's not enough. Firmly, he tightens his fingers on my hair, making me realize what he wants now.

So, I lean down, looking up at him as I let my tongue run over the ribs of his erect cock. Slowly, I go up toward his tip. I never really liked doing that. Each time, sucking my partners has been more like a chore than a pleasure. But with Benjamin, it's different.

With each lick, I can't wait to discover him a little more. To learn every corner of his cock. To discover the salty taste of his excitement which begins to bead from his slit. Never has a man seemed so delicious to me. And I never thought that one day, I would find myself so eager to open my mouth wide for one of them.

And yet, it’s with enthusiasm that I swallow his rounded tip. I can't help but smile when I hear the soft sigh he makes. He can laugh at me, remind me how much I submitted to his will. But we'll both know how crazy I drove him with my mouth.

His fingers instinctively close in my hair. Seeing him in such a state excites and encourages me. Without delay, I push him a little deeper into my mouth, only stopping when my limit is reached.

His cock is big. Much bigger than any man I've known before him. And yet, the challenge doesn’t scare me. So, I take a deep breath, driving him a little deeper inside me.

A new rattle comes out of his throat, barely stifled by his gritted teeth. I wonder if the submissives he's had in the past have taken him that far. I can't help but feel a pang of jealousy. Competition has always been my strong as well as my weak point.

So, despite my body's reflexes and my breathing quickening, I keep ramming him, only stopping once he's fully inside me, his cock slamming mercilessly into the back of my throat.

His fingers close like a trap around my hair, forcing me to stay in this position. I try not to panic as he leans slightly into me, his voice hoarse with excitement.

“I knew you had a big mouth, but I had no idea how much. Tell me, you've been dreaming about this for a long time, huh? I'm sure every day you've seen me, hoping that I shove my cock into your mouth. You were born for this. Go ahead, suck me.”

These words are by far the crudest he has spoken to me. And yet, they excite me like never before. As soon as he releases the pressure on my hair, I start moving my head again, moving back and forth faster and faster on his cock.

At a steady pace, his fingers close in my hair, without ever forcing me. I’m the master of the game now. I decide the rhythm, the depth. I keep my eyes on him, trying to give him the most pornographic of visions.

It seems to please him. He holds my gaze, keeping his jaw clenched. It seems like he too is trying not to show me how much he loves what I do to him. But soon, he can't take it anymore.

As I shove his cock deep into my throat again, he empties into my mouth without warning me, letting out a most exciting gasp.

It doesn't matter, I swallow his seed without him even having to ask me. He can't hold back a "Shit" when he sees me doing it. I don’t take my eyes off him, feasting on this image. Him, still dressed, panting and trying to come to his senses after what I just did to him.

I add some more, licking my lips in a sexy way. He lets out a chuckle before patting my cheek in a gesture of compliment. That's it. I've completed my first mission.

Barely recovered from his emotions, he already seems ready to go again. I stand still, watching him with mixed curiosity and concern. Without hurrying, he gets rid of his belt. What does he plan to do with it? Is he going to punish me again? But I did whatever he wanted.

I swallow hard as he picks me up, laying me firmly in his lap. Then he grabs my wrists and crosses them behind my back. With expert gestures, he wraps his belt around my arms.

Soon, I find myself completely immobilized. I should be worried about being so deprived of my movements, totally at the mercy of this ruthless lover. And yet, I feel incredibly good.

It's as if something freed me. Not being able to move means I'm out of control. I can no longer do anything wrong. All I have to do is savor the present moment.

Moments later, he picks me up again, placing me astride one of his thighs. My clit is now in contact with the fabric still covering his skin. I'm so wet, I’m staining his pants with my excitement.

This suit must be worth a fortune, and yet he doesn't care. He prefers to grab my lips again, his tongue visiting every inch of my mouth. I moan into the kiss as his hands settle on my breasts.

Mercilessly, his fingers grab my nipples and forcefully twist them, sending electric shocks through my body. My nerves are raw, unable to determine whether they feel pleasure or pain at the man's treatment.

I don't care. All I know is that I want him to continue. I could never have thought myself so insatiable. With him, I want it to last for hours. Let him take me again and again until I pass out from exhaustion.

One of his hands leaves me. Instead, it grabs my hip firmly. I moan again as he’s forcing me to undulate on him. My clit throbs at the delicious friction offered by the man's thick thigh.

As if he wanted to hear me moan better, Benjamin breaks our kiss, keeping his face close to mine to watch my every reaction. I can no longer think. My mouth hangs open as my chest heaves, panting. I no longer try to hold back my moans.

The pleasure only increases as he lowers his head, coming to capture my free nipple in his mouth. His tongue curls around my tense tip. From time to time, his teeth nibble at me, making me squeal.

He knows exactly what he's doing. Every moment, he reminds me that if he gives me pleasure, he can also make me suffer. He’s the one who holds the power.

I never thought when I woke up this morning that I would end up in a hotel room, my hands tied, straddling the leg of this man who drives me so crazy. And yet, now, I want this night to last forever.

But as I feel the orgasm getting closer, he strips me of all contact, lifting me up again. Without really understanding how, I find myself thrown on his shoulder.

Without delicacy, he throws me on the bed. My still-bound arms sink into the mattress as he's already on top of me, forcefully pushing my thighs apart. My chest heaves with excitement, but also with anxiety. What will he do with me now? I feel like a sheep about to be devoured by a wolf.

With painful slowness, he leans over me, his lips caressing mine, never giving me the kiss I've been waiting for. I swallow as he begins to move down my body, placing kisses here and there on my skin covered with goosebumps.

It’s as if he was marking his territory with his mouth. I hate to admit it. But I’m his property. His little thing.

I hardly breathe while his face is now between my thighs. I bite my lip. His hot breath caresses my wet pussy.

Without waiting any longer, he captures my throbbing clit. As if he wanted to drive me crazy, he stays motionless for a few moments, his lips offering me a warm blanket, but not enough to bring me the relief I hoped for.

After a few moments, he finally starts to move. His tongue draws unknown symbols on my nerve button, immediately making me moan. As I had imagined, his lips are perfect for this. I don't know who taught him to be so good, but I'm grateful to them.

My fingernails dig into the palms of my hands, failing to dig into his hair. A scream stays stuck in my throat as he plunges two fingers into me without the slightest difficulty. I’ve never been so wet.

I don't care what he wants to give me now. I will accept everything, if it means obtaining the orgasm that makes me dream so much. Yet I should be wary of what I desire.

After long minutes of this treatment, the dominant seems to get bored. I'm so mesmerized by his tongue movements over my clit that I barely realize he's pulling his fingers away from me and aiming them lower.

It’s only moments later that I sit up abruptly, feeling his index finger soaked in my arousal land against my most taboo entrance. Faced with my reaction, Benjamin stops licking me for a moment, raising his head to give me a reassuring look.

“Relax. I promise you’re gonna love it. And if not, you remember your safe word, right?”

Without a word, I nod, gently leaning back as his finger begins to intrude. I close my eyes, concentrating on my breathing. All my senses are confused as he resumes sucking my clit in the most delicious way.

Slowly, he pushes his finger deep inside me. I bite my lip. The feeling isn't nearly as bad as I thought it would be. Yet, it’s much more intense than what he did to me earlier, as he fucked me on his desk.

He goes a lot further, bending his index finger from time to time to pull me further apart. I take a deep breath, trying to ignore the intrusive thoughts racing through my brain as a second finger invites itself inside me.

If he prepares me in this way, it’s because he has something in mind. I don't have the slightest doubt about it. He's going to take me there. Plunge his large cock in my ass. Take everything there is to take from me. This idea is terrifying.

And yet, I’m ready to do it. There is no longer any shred of reason in me. I don't care who he is. I don't care about the consequences. I want to belong to him, body and soul. Let myself be enveloped by his powerful presence.

After long minutes of this unacknowledged pleasure, Benjamin removes his fingers and his mouth from my most intimate parts. Slowly, he moves up my body, capturing my lips to give me a taste of my own excitement.

Soon he grabs his cock, smoothing it down my slit. I can't help but be nervous, wondering what part of me he's going to shove it into.

I almost sigh with relief when his rounded tip slowly enters my soaked pussy. Despite my hands tied behind my back limiting my movements, I arch my back, trying to get even more in touch with his body.

The man can't hold back a smile, seeing me so impatient. Leaning over me, he forcefully grabs my legs, resting them on his arms to open me up even wider.

I can't hold back my moans as his cock is now deep inside me, tearing me apart in a tug. He’s massive, and I love it. I love feeling his hard rod take possession of every inch of my anatomy.

His lips brush mine, playing with my patience for a few moments, pretending to kiss me, only to pull back. I bite my lower lip as he begins to move back and forth.

His rhythm is excruciatingly slow but powerful. With each thrust, I feel like he’s burying himself deep within me. Never has a man gone so far inside me. Never has a cock made me feel so much pleasure.

The amused look in his eyes seems to tell me he knows. He knows he's the best cock I've ever had. He has no doubt about it. My pride wants me to remain silent. To not react at all to break his beautiful arrogance. But I can’t.

Not when his hip movements get faster, more precise. I can't even think anymore. With each movement of his hips, his body rubs against my clit, giving me just enough pressure to push me ever further into pleasure.

The orgasm is not far away. When he starts pounding me hard, there's nothing I can do to stop myself. My head goes backward as my feet curl up. I savor these intense sensations, ignoring Benjamin's face inches from mine, not missing a thing of the show I'm giving him.

For long moments, my body vibrates. Benjamin continues his movements a little longer, accompanying my pleasure to the end. I remain stunned for a few minutes, lost in the mists of pleasure.

It’s only when he withdraws from me without having cum that I come back to my senses. I know what he’s going to do. The way he turns me over gives me no doubt. Thus posed on his knees, my head buried in the mattress, I offer him a royal entrance to my ass.

Despite my urge to try this new and depraved thing, I can't help but be nervous. And he feels it, caressing my back with an unprecedented softness.

“Breathe.”

I do as he says, ignoring the warning signs in my body as he towers over me. I close my eyes, as his tip already aligns with my entrance. Without forcing, he pushes his way through my crenelated barrier without meeting the slightest resistance from my body.

However, my breath stops. This feeling is so strange. I felt like I was full when he was inside me earlier. But that was nothing compared to now.

His cock continues to enter me without stopping. Inch by inch, he takes possession of my body. I breathe harder, gradually making myself aware of this intrusion. I feel full. Whole. As if all my life, I had missed this cock lodged deep inside me.

Benjamin doesn't move. His hand gently pats my lower back, as if congratulating me for holding on. I feast on these welcome caresses, finding the comfort necessary to support this humiliating position.

Slowly, my one-night dominant begins long movements back and forth. I bite my lower lip. I don't quite understand how I manage to bear this. He’s so big. So imposing.

Even though I don't feel pleasure yet, I don't feel the pain and discomfort that I had imagined either. And he seems to savor every moment of this most perverse exchange. Behind me, I hear him grunt with exertion and excitement.

I may be overwhelmed by my emotions, but I don’t forget my true nature. Playful, I contract, trying to make him feel even more of me. He growls a little louder, before bringing me his revenge.

His hand slips between my legs, grabbing my clit without hesitation. A gasp of surprise escapes me as he presses hard on it, stimulating it almost too much after my recent orgasm.

I moan louder and louder as his thrusts became more intense. My body completely opens up to him. He no longer receives any resistance. He just has to take what he wants.

I can barely breathe. The pleasure is far too strong. He pounds me now, forgetting all restraint. It suits me perfectly. I’m moaning without caring anymore. I never thought I could have so much pleasure being taken like this in my ass.

I still can't believe he's the one making me feel such intense things. He still annoys me, even though it doesn't really matter anymore.

It doesn't matter who he is, or the dirty tricks he's done to me in the past. I only want one thing: to cum on his cock.

The heat in my belly is intense. Suddenly, all my members tense, devastated by an orgasm even more powerful than the others.

Behind my back, the man no longer has the slightest restraint. Letting go of my clit, he grabs my hips in both hands, pounding me like his life depended on it. I scream now, my orgasm not seeming to end.

We no longer have any control over our bodies. There is only this frantic search for pleasure.

After two thrusts more brutal than the others, the man comes to a complete stop inside me, emptying himself in long spurts in my most taboo entrance.

I don't know what time it is. Whether we passed the new year or not. I also don't know what will happen now that we have satisfied these animal desires.

I know only one thing: I want to do it again.


Chapter 5

With a groan, I wake up. I don't really know what bothers me the most. The outside light hitting my face, or the aches that make every square inch of my body scream.

The images of the evening come back to me in flashes. Benjamin, holding me in all possible positions, taking me in every part of my body. I still can't believe I submitted to him like this.

I’ve always been a strong and independent woman. Now, I’ve turned into the sex doll of my worst enemy. This is bound to backfire on me. I gave him way too much power. This new year to come is going to be terrible...

I finally manage to open my eyes, scanning the room. He's not here anymore. There are no longer his clothes, nor his overpriced coat.

I blink, still sleepy. Then, I notice a note on the nightstand next to me. I catch it with a grimace, my body sorer than ever. I’m going to have a really hard time walking today.

The note is brief. He has lunch with his family. I can use the room as long as I want. I should take a bath and drink tea. To call him if I have a problem.

Sure, like he's the one I’d call for help. I toss the paper on the floor in a nonchalant gesture, observing the city through the large windows of this luxury room. There are worse places to spend the first day of the year.

I'm going to get some more sleep, then order room service. I'll take whatever's most expensive on the menu, and a bottle of champagne that I can sip while in a hot bubble bath. Yes, spending his money seems to me to be the best answer to my worries.

At least I won't be seeing him for a good week, given the files we have to deal with. A week without him and his mocking face. That should give me enough time to recover and find a way to save face when we meet again.

I swallow, suddenly realizing when it will be. In ten days. The Gibson Affair. Los Angeles. The city of all desires. Several days spent behind closed doors in a hotel.

Who knows what might happen there?

With a sigh, I sink back into the comfortable pillows. Although I'm worried about succumbing to his power again, I can feel something other than fear growing inside me.

Excitement.

Apparently, one night isn’t enough to get rid of my desire for him.

Who knows. Maybe this trip out of town will be the perfect excuse to kneel before him again...

- To be continued -


Trained at the Office


Chapter 1

“Ssh, everyone’s gonna hear you. You don't want the whole plane to know what a little slut you are, right?”

A growl comes out of my mouth. God, I hate this man. I don't know why I'm still wasting my time with him. He’s arrogant. Always so proud of himself, as if he were the best person on earth.

A new thrust makes me moan louder. That's why I still do it. He may have an awful personality, but he's the best I've ever had in my bed. And by far.

With him, it’s so good that I forget all reason. If I were sane, I would never let him fuck me like that, in the bathroom of an airplane. Airplane in which most of our colleagues and superiors are.

I can already imagine the headlines in the press if we were to be caught. Two lawyers from the biggest firm in the country getting laid in a public place. It’d look so great on our CV.

And yet, we can't help it. Even if we’re always in competition. Even if we hate each other.

It started ten days ago. That famous evening of December 31st. The night he fucked me hard on his desk. The night he told me he’s a dominant.

The night I discovered that I’m a Submissive.

Bend over his lap, I let him spank me. Slap after slap, I surrendered to him. Of course, I’d have preferred to get that first experience with someone else. He’s my competitor. My enemy. The main obstacle to my race for the position of junior associate.

I should be working on the current lawsuit. Show my superiors that I'm the best they could find for this job. Not spreading my legs for the man I hate, in the plane’s bathroom. Benjamin clicks his tongue as I moan again.

“I told you to shut up.”

As I'm about to reply, the man shoves his tie in my mouth, forcing me to silence. With rage, I bite into it, hoping to damage it. I can't help but smile as I imagine him going back and sitting next to our boss, his tie covered in my saliva.

One of his hands wraps around my throat, making me shiver. I should hate that he has so much power over me. And yet, I love it.

I thought the last time was just some crazy incident. A way to pass the time and get rid of all the pressure of this stressful job. I thought that after that, everything would go back to how it was. That we would avoid each other or fight over stupid things. The usual.

But as soon as our eyes met at the airport, I knew that it wouldn’t happen like that. Apparently, one look is all we need now to lose our minds.

I squeal against my makeshift gag as his free hand slams down on my ass. My cheeks blush. Not because of the potential risk of being caught. No. Because of the shame I feel.

I don't know what I find more humiliating. Loving the pain so much. Fucking with Benjamin. Or that I’m letting myself be turned into a little toy without the slightest will, just for some sex.

But what sex.

His hand slips between my thighs, making me shake for good. With an expert gesture, he begins to play with my nerve button. The pressure is enough to bring me pleasure, without allowing me to fall completely into orgasm.

Now I'm glad he stuck that gag in my mouth. Without it, I think I would have started begging him. And no question of lowering myself to that. Not again.

I close my eyes, remembering how I begged him last time. Without the slightest hesitation, I implored him to put his cock in my ass. Never before did I let a man take me in this intimate part of my body. But to him, I gave it without thinking.

It's like he cast a spell on me. Each of his gestures hypnotizes me a little more, making me discover the extent of his talent. It should be illegal to be so good.

Usually, I’m a woman who knows what she wants. Independent. Strong. I was the best in my class, and when I plead in court, I fear no one. But as soon as Benjamin puts his hands on my body, I completely transform, becoming as gentle as a lamb.

I become his little thing, ready to do anything to satisfy him. He opened a door to my personality that I didn't know existed, and now I want more. With him or another, I don't care. I want to experience BDSM. Understand what it’s like to be a true submissive. Totally surrender to pleasure and pain, without fear of judgment.

Without even realizing it, my mind wanders to the thought of another dominant. I have a pretty good idea of who it could be.

Eric Miller. The strong man of the Los Angeles branch of the company. I only met him once, but I immediately understood why he was considered one of the most desirable bachelors in our country.

He may be older than me, but I wouldn't hesitate for a second to kneel before him and call him Master if he asked me to.

I wonder what Benjamin would say to that. It's not like we have a relationship. And I certainly don’t want one.

My mind keeps wandering, imagining what it would be like to find myself between the bodies of the two men. I’m brought back to reality when Benjamin quickens his movements, now pressing harder on my clit.

I bite the tie harder and harder. But not in a vengeful spirit this time. No. To hold back my cries created by the waves of heat that invade me.

Without my being able to hold back, I cum on his cock, creaming it until his turn comes, unleashing himself without the slightest hesitation deep inside me.

He pulls away immediately, leaning into my ear to whisper condescendingly.

“Good girl. You better clean yourself up before you go out. You don’t want the bosses to find out what kind of girl you are.”


Chapter 2

“Come on everyone, let’s wake up. It’s off to a good start for us, but we can’t relax just yet. It's the home stretch, I need you to give all you have. You all know what you have to do, so get to work.”

Immediately, everyone is on their way. The room buzz with excitement. I’d never seen so many lawyers and assistants in one room. Everyone is focused on the case, doing their job seriously.

And me? I can't do anything but look at the one who just spoke so eloquently. Eric Miller. The man is even more attractive than I remember. Square jaw, piercing eyes. A plump mouth that looks delicious.

In his brown hair, a few white threads betray his age. He must be a dozen years older than me, but I don't care. The man is simply attractive.

When he presented the case, I could hardly focus, my eyes glued to his hands that could easily break me. I imagine them, grabbing my waist as he pounds me hard, sending me ever further into pleasure.

I know I shouldn't be thinking about that. Even if he’s not really my boss, he remains one of the important associates of the firm. He could get me fired if he knew I was fantasizing about him instead of working.

I bite the inside of my cheek. This is the most important trial of my career. My chance to prove my worth. And yet, I can't help but fantasize. Like yesterday, at the trial, when I watched him plead confidently.

The man exuded such charisma. It’s impossible to not sink into desire. Whatever he was doing, my eyes were drawn to him. I couldn't focus on anything but his charismatic presence… And pray that my excitement didn't seep through my skirt.

I must focus. I've worked way too hard on this career to make a fool of myself like that. And yet, as soon as he approaches me, I quickly forget my good resolutions. Even his perfume is captivating. A blend of musk and amber, strong enough to cover my arm with goosebumps.

Nonchalantly, he leans against the wooden table of this luxurious meeting room. All my energy is focused on the expression on my face. I can't be smiling like an idiot. I must contain myself. I'm no longer a high school girl facing her first crush. I'm better than that. Even if his smile makes me melt. I must stay strong.

With professionalism, I answer all his questions on the case, answering point blank even when he tries to trick me. A satisfied smile forms on his lips, and he leans towards me, almost flirtatious.

My breathing stops. This man is attractive. And he knows it. He is playing with it.

“I understand why they’re raving about you. I understand you're aiming for a junior associate position at the New York firm?”

“Yes. It’s been my goal since I joined.”

“Good. Very good. We could discuss it over dinner tonight, what do you think?”

“With pleasure.”

The man stands still for a moment, staring intently at me. I don’t know if I’m taking my wishes for reality, but it seems that there’s more than professional curiosity in his eyes. Desire.

He gives me one last smile before getting up. Even after he leaves the room, my eyes remain fixed on the door where he disappeared. A throat clearing brings me back to reality. I forgot Benjamin is there. All the others are out. It's just us now.

I focus back on the case, pretending to ignore his insistent gaze on me. I shiver as he stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. Is it too much to ask for a little peace? Did they decide to torture me or what? At this rate, I'm going to have to go buy myself new panties, so much the excitement these men cause in me ruins the ones I took in my suitcase.

My breathing quickens slightly as he’s now close to me. I pretend to focus on my computer, flipping through the mountain of papers next to me from time to time. But in reality, I'm waiting to see what he’s going to do.

With him, everything can turn quickly. Like yesterday, in court. I barely had time to get to the bathroom when he was already pushing me into a stall, lifting my skirt to better slide between my thighs. He whispered nonsense in my ear, telling me how sexy I was as his thick cock pounded inside me.

Yeah, when he's around, I don't have the slightest restraint. No longer common sense. And I feel like it's about to happen again. I shiver as his voice comes in, stern.

“I'm surprised, Valentina. And a bit disappointed. I really didn't think you were the type to spread your legs for a promotion.”

I frown. Ok, I do fantasize about Eric. However, that doesn't mean I'm going to use it. I hit back, a smile on my face.

“Good, you've already realized that I'm the one who’s getting the job. But you and I know perfectly well I’ll get it thanks to my work, and nothing else. Plus, do you really think a guy like Eric Miller would be interested in someone like me? I usually attract losers, you know?”

I stare at him. His jaw clenches, as if holding himself back. I hold my gaze, pretending to be serene. Still, my heart is pounding. It doesn't get any better when he leans over me, almost menacing.

“Be careful what you say, Submissive. You know perfectly well that I could make you regret those words.”

I swallow hard but hold on. I try to ignore his presence, and the excitement in the pit of my stomach. Every time he calls me submissive, I feel my knees wobble, ready to drop at the feet of this man who annoys me so much.

My eyes close for a moment as his hand slides down my neck, making me shiver. Slowly, his fingers close around the back of it, forcing me to look at him. He leans closer, his lips inches from mine.

“Trust me Valentina. This man wants you. And from what I've seen in the past few days, you want him too.”

“I obsess you so much that you spent all this time watching me? That's cute Benjamin.”

I let go with a mocking smile. It's a dangerous game I play. I shouldn't push his limits like that. I see it. He’s close to cracking. And yet, I can't help myself.

It's always been like that between us. One pushing the other until they crack. But now when it happens, we don't just leave the room and slam the door. No. It ends in much stronger sparks. Pain. Pleasure. Orgasm.

His fingers close a little tighter, his lips come a little closer. But just as I'm ready to receive a kiss, I find myself surprised. Without delicacy, his teeth grip my lower lip, biting it just enough to make me moan, without hurting me.

My thighs clench against each other, trying somehow to control my excitement. He releases my lip, a mocking smile on his.

“Yeah, I think you really need a punishment to remind you of your place.”

I swallow with difficulty. This is madness. There are a thousand reasons why we shouldn't do this. But when he starts to undo his belt, I forget about them all, licking my lips longingly.

It’s not the first time he's using his belt to tie up my arms. I liked it before, and I'm not against doing it again. But my eyes widen in horror when I realize that's not really what he has in mind.

In a theatrical gesture, he claps the leather strap in the palm of his hand, before sitting down in the seat next to mine. He spreads his legs before pointing to the floor with his head.

“On all fours.”

I stay still for a moment, the time to let these words sink in me. But a harder look from him is enough to knock me to the ground.

Unceremoniously, he grips my hips, setting me up in the position where he wants to see me. On all fours on the ground, I turn my back to him, my ass pointing ostentatiously in his direction.

With force, the man grabs the sides of my skirt, pulling the fabric up on my hips, leaving my ass in the open air. He says nothing, but I can feel his gaze captivated by my skin thus offered to him.

With his fingertips, he plays with my thong, lifting it to better let it slap on my sensitive skin. I shiver, knowing that what’s coming is going to be much more painful than that.

I swallow with difficulty. I can't believe this is really going to happen. I think the hardest part is waiting. The longer he drags things out, the more my concern grows. I’ve never been hit with a belt before.

I loved being spanked by his hands. But will I be able to bear this? It must hurt a lot more. What if I hate it? Oh, Benjamin is not a bully. Even if he likes to push me to my limits and play with my patience, he wouldn’t put me in danger. That's why he gave me a safe word after all.

But I don't want to pronounce it. A voice inside me forbids it. It would be like losing to Benjamin. And that's an idea I can't bear. I must, and will, hold on. No matter the pain.

Still, an anxious shiver runs through me as he runs his belt over my ass. He loves it. I'm sure he's gloating behind my back, watching my every reaction. Delighted in seeing me nervous because of the wait.

I bite my lip when the first smack hits. The pain is sharp, and more concentrated than with his hand. However, it’s not unbearable. It’s even almost pleasant.

Of course, Benjamin doesn’t miss any of my reactions. He sees everything. He knows everything. It's as if he read me like an open book. So, he starts hitting harder, faster. My fingers clench against the ground, as if they were looking for something to cling to hold on better.

“Lean forward.”

My breathing stops. Yet, without thinking, I obey him. Soon, my head hit the ground. I try to ignore my disgust. Who knows what shoes walked there? For a moment, my mind wanders back to Eric. He stood there. So, it's a bit like I found myself at his feet.

Benjamin quickly brings me back to reality, leaning over me. In this position, he has a perfect view of my pussy. And my most taboo entry.

His hand slowly slides down my back, tracing the line of my spine until he arrives between my ass cheeks. With the tip of his thumb, he slips under my thong, absently tracing my jagged outline.

“This little hole belongs to me, you hear me, Valentina? I'm the only one who can decide what to do with it.”

“Y… Yes.”

I curse myself for saying such a thing. My body belongs to me. I’m my own mistress. And yet, I leave him in charge without the slightest hesitation. Behind me, I hear a small, satisfied sound. His hand descends lower, slipping between my lower lips. He clicks his tongue.

“Look at you. So wet when I barely touched you. They all think you're a good girl. I wonder what they would say if they saw you like that, offered to me. I'm sure they would line up to taste you. Eric in the lead. You’d love that, right?”

I squeal as he slowly pushes two fingers inside me, thrusting all the way. The image he just painted remains fixed in my mind. Men, cock in hand, wanting to use me.

One man in particular haunts this image. Eric, of course. I fantasized about him all week. But if I were to do something with him, I’d want Benjamin to be there too. After all, he’s the one who introduced me to BDSM. He who made me discover pleasures that I didn’t even suspect.

I can't hold back my sighs of pleasure as he plays with his fingers inside me. Lustful images assail me. I imagine the two men surrounding me with their bodies, taking me, exploring every part of my body for hours, until I pass out from exhaustion. Yes, that’s what I want.

I let out a disappointed squeal as he removes his fingers.

“Turn around.”

Legs still shaking, I obey him, kneeling before him. I place my hands on my thighs and look up at him. Without even thinking, I keep this position of submission, waiting for his next order.

“Open.”

Without waiting, he pushes his fingers soaked with my wetness into my mouth. I wince as I feel my own taste on my tongue. I prefer that of his cock. But I know, I have to deserve it. So, I put all my heart into cleaning his fingers, with as much ardor as if it were his tense member.

He lets me do it, a crazy gleam in his eyes. I don't know what he likes the most. Sex, or the power he has over me. Maybe a mix of the two. Maybe that doesn't really matter.

Slowly, he withdraws his hand, patting it almost condescendingly on my cheek. I stay still, even if I’d like to get up. We still have work to do, and someone could come. I really don't want to be caught like this, kneeling at my colleague's feet.

But he doesn't care at all. I gasp in surprise as he pops the buttons on my blouse. Why does he always have to destroy my clothes? He could have just opened it normally.

I’m in a bad position now. I’ll have to go out with a neckline that is way too provocative. But that's obviously not his problem. His eyes roam my chest made bigger by my bra. He seems particularly interested in the hook located on the front.

With his fingertips, he begins to fiddle with it, playing with my nerves. Then, with a sharp gesture, he pops the hook, freeing my chest in one movement. The glare I give him has no effect. He leans towards me again, capturing my chin between his fingers.

“You really want me to believe you’re worried? You are not credible at all. Not after what you let me do to you on the plane and in court yesterday. Don't pretend. I know you want this as much as I do. Your body doesn't lie.”

To back up his words, he lowers his hands, grabbing my tense nipples between his fingers, pinching them mercilessly. I bite my lip, trying to suppress a moan. The man is not fooled. He saw the state he put me in. He saw how soaked I am. And he knows that no matter what I say, his hands on my body are driving me crazy.

For long moments, he plays with my nipples, pinching them, pulling them, until he hears me squeal with pleasure. Then he moves forward, sitting on the edge of the seat. A crazy smile lights up his face.

“How about we put those pretty boobs to work?”

I swallow, not quite sure what he means. It's only when he pulls his cock out of his pants that I understand. I lick my lips at the sight of his member stretched out for me.

I feel almost proud to see him in this state because of me. He can tell me what he wants. Call me a desperate bitch. He's in the same condition, and he can't hide it.

I replace myself next to him, grabbing my breasts with both hands. Then I look into his eyes, patiently waiting for him to give me permission to move. Silently, he grabs his cock.

In an instant, it gets surrounded by my generous breasts. A growl comes out of his mouth. I can't help but smile. I love it when he can't hold back his reactions. It only makes things more exciting.

I keep my eyes fixed on him as I begin to stroke back and forth along his length. We don't talk, just stare at each other. Sensual sighs escape from his mouth from time to time.

With a mischievous smile on my face, I lower my head and stick my tongue out. Every time its tip approaches my mouth, I tickle it gently. Little by little, he starts to move, each time lifting his hips a little more so that his cock approaches my mouth.

Eventually, he loses his patience and grabs my hair. Losing interest in my breasts, he repositions me so that my mouth can close completely on his tense member.

I can't help but smile in the face of so much impatience. Even though he's in charge, I'm still in control. I’m the one who pushes him to have such reactions. And it makes me incredibly proud.

Before him, I never wanted to satisfy a man so much. But with Benjamin, it's different. I think I could do anything for him to admit out loud that what I'm doing to him is driving him crazy. But for now, I'm content with the reactions of his body.

I yelp in surprise as he suddenly pulls out of my mouth. As if I weigh nothing, he lifts me to sit me on the table. Beneath my ass, the case papers are crumpled. I could be fired for this most depraved behavior.

But that no longer matters. Not when Benjamin pushes my thighs apart forcefully, plunging his face between them without the slightest hesitation. My breathing quickens as his tongue begins to weave its way up my slit, skimming expertly over every corner of my pussy.

My fingers curl over the edge of the desk. Never has a man been so good with his tongue. I feel like I could cum in just a few moments. My head tilts back and I have to bite my lip to hold back my squeals of pleasure. I'm sure if I didn't, people would hear me from outside.

Slowly, his tongue traces careful circles over my clit. From time to time, he closes his lips over it, pinching it in the most delicious way. Then he moves back, descending ever lower.

This time, his tongue invites itself into my entrance, mimicking the movements his cock would have inside me. I look down at him, pleading. I need him. All of him. Even if I could come against his mouth, it’s with his cock inside me that I want to go to seventh heaven.

The man seems to hear my thought. Immediately, he sits up, wiping his mouth in a way that I find incredibly sexy. It doesn't make any sense, and I don't care. Right now, all that matters is that he takes me. Makes me his for good.

His mouth crashes hard against mine, taking my breath away again. The kiss is wild, passionate. Everything I love with him. Never mind that I can taste my taste on his tongue. I just want him to swallow me up. He can devour me as he pleases.

Unceremoniously, he grabs my thighs, lifting them with such force that I find myself lying on the hardwood of the table. Automatically, my ankles cross behind his back, inviting him closer.

His tongue continues its crazy dance in my mouth. Without ever breaking the kiss, he lines up with my entrance. In one fell swoop, he thrusts himself inside me. I moan against his mouth, feeling a tug. I may be completely soaked, he’s rather big. Without a doubt, he has the nicest cock of all the men I've slept with.

Without even thinking about it, my hands land on his shoulders, my fingers already digging into his skin as he comes and goes inside me at a brisk pace. Guess he still has an ounce of common sense in him.

We are right in the middle of the meeting room where all the elements of the case are. We’re already incredibly lucky that no one came. There's no time to lose. Now is not the time to play games of patience, to try to drive the other crazy. We have to be efficient.

It suits me well. The orgasm I've felt in the pit of my stomach since we started is just waiting to be released.

I have to break the kiss to bite my lip It's the only way I have to silence the cries that want to escape my chest. With each movement, his lower abdomen rubs against my clit, sending me ever closer to the precipice.

He starts biting my shoulder as he growls louder and louder. The pain associated with his increasingly erratic and powerful jerks drives me completely off my feet.

A warmth spreads throughout my body. The pleasure is intense. My members tense, my pussy contracts against him. It doesn't take much for him to let himself go, emptying himself inside me.

For a few moments, we remain panting, unable to move. Then, common sense takes hold of us. Quickly, we readjust our clothes and our hair as best we can, without looking at each other.

As I sit down in front of my computer, he picks up his things. Before leaving, he casually announces.

“See you at dinner.”

“At dinner?”

A mocking laugh escapes his throat. I glare at him, annoyed that he treats me so condescendingly while his hot seed is still inside of me.

“You really thought you were going to fuck Eric tonight, didn’t you? We’re all invited. Sorry Doll. You're going to have to fight fair for this job.”


Chapter 3

I scan the room, taking another sip of my soda. Benjamin was right. This is really not a one-on-one dinner. The whole firm is there, and even outsiders. This evening looks more like a gathering of Hollywood starlets than a bunch of lawyers in the middle of a trial.

Eric's house is exactly as I imagined it. A huge modern villa in the hills of Los Angeles, overlooking the city lights. Everything here exudes luxury. The rooms are large, the walls few, so many windows. As for the furniture, it was chosen with taste. Probably by a designer. I can’t imagine a lawyer as busy as him taking the time to worry about such things.

Discreetly licking my lower lip, I look around for Benjamin. Like me, he took the time to change. He still wears a suit, but even more elegant than the one he wore today. The cut is modern, highlighting each of his assets. His broad shoulders. His narrow hips, perfect for slipping between my thighs.

I bite the inside of my cheek and look away. It took me way too long to clean up after what we did. I can't ruin another underwear yet. Besides, it's not normal to be so turned on all the time. He made me cum not two hours ago, I should be satisfied.

Ever since he first laid his hands on me, I've become a needy little thing. I always want it. I constantly think about it. At this rate, I'm going to ask him to buy me a new vibrator. Mine will never go the distance.

“Can I ask what makes you smile like that?”

I shiver as I look up at Eric. I don't know how, but I didn't feel him approach me. Now that I see him, his charismatic aura surrounds me entirely. I forget everything around. There’s only this man two steps away from me, his bewitching perfume making me want to melt into him.

I'm trying my best to find an intelligent answer to his question. I can't decently tell him that I'm smiling thinking about how my co-worker railed me at our workplace.

“I was just admiring your house. It’s very different from the farm I grew up on.”

“Well, maybe one day you'll get one like that. I know you're not doing this job for the money, but it's still a nice bonus.”

I find myself confused. It’s true that I told him why I chose to be a lawyer. But that was months ago. I had just joined the firm. I didn't expect him to remember. A smile lights up his face, digging a few fine lines at the corner of his eyes.

“I have an excellent memory, Valentina. Especially when the person is interesting. One thing is sure, they’re going to have a hard time deciding between you two for the position.”

I nod, finding nothing to answer. I'm a lawyer though. And a good one, at that. But the man impresses me so much that I have lost all my beautiful eloquence.

At the mention of Benjamin, my eyes turn to him. From the other side of the room, he pretends to listen to the conversation going on around him. But I know him too well. All his attention is on me and Eric.

He looks at me intently. That same look that melts me every time. He's dripping with desire, and that's driving me crazy too. Between that and Eric's intense attention to me since the beginning of the party, I feel like the most desirable woman in the world.

I frown as I catch eye contact between the two men. It's quick. As if they were silently agreeing on something, from opposite sides of the room.

It's probably in my head. But between that and the two men's stares staring at my body all evening, I can't stop my mind from wandering again. Fantasies jostle before my eyes.

This party is so boring. I would a thousand times rather find myself naked, lying on the floor, offering myself to their darkest desires. To let myself go to incessant orgasms, until I pass out.

I bite my lip. I can't indulge in those kinds of fantasies when Eric is there, a stone's throw from me. Still, I can't help but stare down at his hands. They are delicate and perfectly manicured.

My mouth opens slightly as I imagine his long fingers coming and going inside me, at such a slow pace that I'd have to beg him to take me for real. Maybe he would use his large hands to spank me, punishing me for giving him an order.

Yes. I’m sure of it. Eric would make an excellent dominant. He and Benjamin would be the perfect duo to turn me into a desperate submissive.

I almost jump as the older man speaks again, snapping me out of my lustful daydreams.

“Let's go to my office. I would like to talk to you and Benjamin.”

I nod, excited. All I can think of is his hand resting on my lower back, guiding me as he motions for Benjamin to join us. I know he wants to talk about the junior associate position.

And yet, in my head, I pray that the topic of discussion is far less professional.


Chapter 4

Nervously, I tap my fingers against my lap. I don't know why, but sitting here feels awfully like being in the principal's office. Of course, at that thought, my mind can't stop thinking salacious things.

Me, in schoolgirl clothes, leaning over the desk to be spanked. I purse my lips not to smile at this image. Something is seriously wrong with me. I need to calm down. This will end badly.

From now on, I’m going to remain professional. To prove that I’m a model employee. To prove that I deserve the job, no matter what questions Eric may have. I’m ready.

“Can I ask you what you were doing earlier? When you were alone in the meeting room?”

I swallow with difficulty. I'm livid, as if all the blood had drained from my body at once. That's a question I didn't expect.

I pull myself together. There's no reason to think he knows what we did. He probably has no idea I let Benjamin spank me before I sucked him off and he fucked me on the table. I have to keep a cool head. It’d be stupid to get caught giving information that wasn’t known.

Next to me, Benjamin remains silent. I decide to play the innocent.

“Earlier? I'm not sure what you're talking about.”

“Really Valentina? Let me refresh your memory.”

Pressing a remote control, Eric turns on the screen hanging on the wall. My breathing stops. This is a surveillance video. The image is very clear. There is no doubt about the identity of the woman who gets violently rammed into the oak table.

I could almost find myself sexy in this position, if the situation were not so catastrophic. I can say goodbye to the position of junior associate. I can say goodbye to my career.

I've worked so hard, and now it's all screwed up for a little sex? All because I can't keep my legs together? I don't have the slightest doubt. I'm fired. No one will want to hire me after that.

I’ll find myself in a seedy country office, settling a dispute between two farmers over the boundaries of a piece of land. This is not why I went to law school. Not why I sacrificed everything. I’m so stupid.

I remain silent. What the hell could I say anyway? That's me in the video.

“We installed cameras a few months ago, after the document theft case. Looks like you didn't know.”

Discreetly, I glance to the side. Benjamin says nothing. He looks oddly serene. Did he know? No, probably not. It wouldn't be good for him either. And yet, I can't help but think he's part of it all.

I turn back to Eric. I don't see the stern look that I expected to find on his face. He doesn't seem upset, or about to fire us. He almost looks satisfied.

“Don't worry, I’ve already deleted the video from the system. No one will see it. This is the only copy, and now that you’ve seen it, I’ll destroy it too. It's a shame though... Even with this bad framing, it's much hotter than most videos online.”

My whole stomach is on fire hearing him say those words. He liked what he saw. He liked a video with me. This man can have whoever he wants in his bed. I'm sure every week he goes out with a different woman. Models or starlets, each one more beautiful than the other.

That he’s interested in me makes me melt. In his eyes, I see it. He wants me.

“I thought I’d been a better teacher for Benjamin. For a punishment to be good, you have to take your time. There's no point in hurrying things.”

My heart skips a beat. Teacher? Punishment? Does that mean… I turn to my colleague, questioning him silently. He just smiles, letting our eldest respond.

“I taught him a few things when he was an intern for me at the end of his studies. He was particularly appreciated in the club where I go from time to time.”

My mouth hangs open in surprise. I try to assimilate all the information that has just been given to me. So, Eric was his teacher, in all areas. No wonder he is so talented then.

My breath hitches as the man gets up, moving closer to me. He sits on the edge of his desk. In this position, he’s only a few inches from me and has a perfect view of the neckline of my dress.

I find it hard to breathe, I feel so excited. Surely that's not right, but I don't care. I’m getting even wetter when his voice gets deeper, sexier.

“Tell me Valentina, do you want to see what it's like to be with someone with experience?”

Immediately, my gaze turns to Benjamin. I really don't know why. It's not like there's a relationship between us. Sure, I let him take me as he pleases. That doesn't mean I'm his property. And yet in this moment, he represents a semblance of normality. Something to hang on to.

“Hmm. Looks like you did some things well, Ben. She already has the reflex to turn to her dominant. Good girl.”

An icy shiver runs up my spine at those words. This is completely crazy. No reasonable person would do that. I should get up and leave, but instead, I stare into Eric's, a proud expression on my face.

“Okay. Show me.”

A smile forms on the man's lips, and I feel Benjamin move beside me. He seems as excited as I am at the prospect. Éric gets up again, heading for one of his bookcases.

“Let's get this straight. What we do tonight is confidential. And none of this will influence my recommendation for the job. Here, there is no longer a boss, no law firm. Just two dominants and a submissive who want to have fun. Is that clear?”

We both nod without hesitation. Without a look for us, Eric switches a book in his library. My eyes widen as the heavy wooden cabinet moves, revealing a secret passage to another room. The man smiles, proud of my reaction.

“Rule number 1. In LA, always beware of appearances.”

I close my mouth and gently grab the hand he offers me. The contact is exhilarating, electric. His skin is warm against mine, and I can't wait to feel him all over me. With ceremony, he guides me towards the hidden room, Benjamin following us nonchalantly. He's clearly been here before.

When we enter the room, my eyes don’t know where to rest. In this windowless room, the walls are covered in deep purple. Glass shelves display a collection of toys of all kinds, worthy of an adult store. In the middle of the room, a bench sits proudly, awaiting the arrival of a submissive.

I swallow with difficulty. So far, I've only indulged in BDSM in light touches, in the office or a hotel room. Oh, sure, I’ve been curious, spending more time than I should have on websites dedicated to the practice.

But I didn’t think that I would take action on this trip. And even less in Eric's office. The man smiles, visibly satisfied with the effect his room of pleasure has on me.

He lets go of my hand, leaving me there. With a nod, he motions for Benjamin to come forward.

“Get her naked.”

I shudder hearing him say that first order. And he's not even addressing it to me. Immediately, my companion steps forward, laying his hands on me without hesitation. A crazy smile stretches his lips. No doubt. This situation excites him at least as much as me.

I bite my lip as his fingers land on my hips, lightly crumpling the fabric of my dress. Playfully, he does not take it away from me, preferring to press his lips against mine. I relax as his tongue invites itself into the kiss.

I may be excited, I remain nervous. This is all so new to me. This kiss brings me a little comfort. But soon, his hands are busy, lifting the bottom of my dress to go up along my body. He breaks the kiss to pull the garment over my head.

Then, he shifts slightly, allowing the other man to discover me. I hold back with all my strength from wrapping my arms around my body to protect it. It's ridiculous. It wouldn't help. Why hide from a man who will soon do the most depraved things to you?

So I raise my head, almost in defiance. The older man smiles before addressing Benjamin again.

“Keep going.”

With his eternal mocking smile on his lips, my colleague complies, passing behind me to pop the closure of my bra. My breasts fall under their weight, offering themselves to Eric. He stares at them shamelessly, licking his lips at the sight of my pointed nipples.

Although I feel embarrassed about my position, I also feel incredibly sexy. All attention is on me, and no one else. Soon, my thong is found on the floor. I’m completely naked, offered to the two men. I love this. Between my thighs, I feel the excitement flowing.

My gaze passes from one to the other, observing their slightest gesture, the slightest of their reactions. What are they going to do with me now? They don't seem in a hurry to show it to me.

Both are content to observe me, browsing the slightest of my curves, probably already imagining all that they will do to my body. I lick my lips, hoping to find out soon.

Benjamin positions himself next to me, blocking my view of the other man. I focus on my very first dominant, moaning softly as he presses his lips to my neck, nibbling at the thin skin.

I can't help but worry. I don’t want to get marks on such a visible spot. I'm sure he would do it, just to embarrass me. But none of that mattered when his fingers settle between my thighs, slowly playing with my clit.

My mouth opens, my breathing gets a little harder. I can't help but look around for the other man. Without my noticing, he approached us.

My gaze drops to his hand, to see what he's holding there. My brow furrows as I discover small clamps that he rolls between his fingers. Soon, images come to mind. I know what he wants to do with them, and that excites me as much as it terrifies me.

Benjamin takes two steps back, making way for his mentor. With his free hand, the latter caresses my face with unexpected gentleness, placing a light kiss on my lips. There is no urgency, no passion.

And yet, my whole body ignites at this contact. I've wanted him so badly that every little sign of attention he'll give me will be enough to knock me off my feet.

I sigh against his lips as he grabs hold of one of my breasts, gently stroking the skin before grabbing my perky nipple. Slowly, he twirls it between his fingers, making my breathing quicken.

I break the kiss with a squeak as I feel a metallic mouth close around my tense tip. The man looks at me intently, analyzing my every reaction. I focus on my breathing as he begins to play with my opposite nipple, his gaze on me burning me with as much intensity as if I were in hell.

Soon, the second clamp finds its place on my body. The sensation is new, but far from unpleasant. They are like little bites, attacking my nipples to make me wet.

The men stand motionless, admiring my body thus adorned with these lewd jewels. I shiver as Eric puts his hand on my body again, tracing my curves until it reaches my ass.

He grips it firmly, kneading it in the most erotic of ways. His teeth grab my earlobe, making me moan a little louder. I feel like I'm melting. We've only just started, and yet I’m totally soaked.

I want to be his right now. But I know I'll have to be patient. His mouth against my ear makes me vibrate.

“Tell me Submissive, do you see anything in the room that you’d like to try?”

I take a deep breath, trying to regain control of my emotions. I scan the room to find an answer to his question. I want to test everything. There's nothing I don't want.

But one object in particular catches my attention. Timidly, I point to it with my finger. The owner of the place begins to smile while patting my ass.

“Excellent choice.”

Without wasting another moment, he grabs my hand, pulling me after him. Benjamin follows us closely. He's the one holding up this most unconventional swing for me to sit on.

I bite my lip as one by one the straps close around me. Having my thighs locked in this way causes me crazy excitement. Never have I felt so ready to fuck with someone.

Suspended in the air, tied up, I no longer have any control. I give myself to them, fully. They can do whatever they want with me.

I shudder as the two men walk away, leaving me alone in the middle of the room. I suddenly feel incredibly vulnerable. Their presence near me was like a comforting sun. Now there’s only the loneliness of the night.

Hearing them talking behind my back doesn't help. They are probably looking for what object to put on my body next. What game to make me discover. But the wait is harder than ever. Especially when I hear Benjamin making comments.

“Yeah, she loved that last time.”

I wonder what he’s talking about. He never used toys on me. I don’t have time to ask myself more questions, they’re again in my field of vision. A gasp of surprise escapes me when I see Eric holding a flogger with many straps in his hands.

This is something unprecedented. After all, he had spoken of punishment. But I had not expected such an object for my first time with him. His hands are large and warm, I'm sure they’d have made me vibrate. But that's not for me to decide. I’m the submissive, they are the dominants.

A trail of goosebumps forms on my body as the older man brushes my skin with the tips of his straps.

“Benjamin gave you a safe word, I believe. We’re going to begin. If there is the slightest thing that bothers you, you say this word, and we stop everything. Without him, nothing will stop me. Understood?”

I nod, both eager and anxious to get started. The man clicks his tongue, lightly tapping the flogger on my sides.

“Is that how you address a dominant? Use words.”

“Sorry! Yes, I understand, Master.”

A smile lights up the man's face. He likes the title Master, it seems. Slowly, he resumes running the leather straps over my body. I close my eyes, trying to get used to this new feeling.

He doesn't seem to be in a hurry, as he announced in his office earlier. Taking his time is part of the game apparently. The least I can say is that it works. I’m more nervous than ever, unable to know what will come next.

In this position, my ass is facing the ground. What part of my body is he going to hit? Will I bear it? So many questions that I can't wait to find the answer to.

My eyes widen as I suddenly feel something between my legs. I straighten up slightly, enough to see Benjamin pushing an unidentified object inside me. When he pulls it out, the little piece of silicone is coated in my wetness. My cheeks turn red when I understand what he wants to do with it.

“How about we show Eric what you can do with your little ass.”

I swallow, barely finding the strength to say yes. I can't think anymore. All my senses are awake. Between the caresses of the flogger and the plug pushing against my most taboo entrance, I don't know where to turn.

I can barely feel any shame. I should feel embarrassed to be there, open, showing this powerful man what a slut I am. He could tarnish my reputation with a single phone call. And yet, I trust him, abandoning myself completely to his decisions.

I bite my lip as Benjamin finishes inserting the plug into me. The object is far from being as imposing as his cock, but without preparation, it feels bigger than ever.

Soon, I forget my embarrassment. A sharp pain runs through my body. The flogger just crashed on my chest. Each strip is like a sharp bite attacking my skin. My breath hitches as the dominant resumes his gesture. Once. Twice. Thrice.

Thus tied, I can do nothing. Even my arms are set up to remain still. I can't massage my sore skin. I must wait, and hope for the best.

I focus on my breathing as the man begins to circle me, hitting my meatiest parts randomly. Even if it’s present, the pain is bearable. I even feel a strange pleasure. I couldn't explain it, but that's how I feel.

Benjamin steps back, not missing a moment of his mentor's exploits. My breath hitches as the straps gently caress my clit, slowly covering themselves with my wetness.

The movement is gentle, but my nerves are so raw that I feel it with the same intensity as if it were a vibrator. A small moan of pleasure escapes me, making both men smile.

A cry quickly replaces it when Eric starts slapping the inside of my thighs mercilessly. I don't think I will get any marks from it, but his blows will remain etched in my memory forever.

I can't help but sigh in relief when I hear the object fall to the ground. It's done. And I managed to endure it.

My heart skips a beat as Eric's hand lands between my legs, squeezing just enough to make me moan. I roll my hips, trying to find a little more friction. But immediately, the man withdraws.

With calculated slowness, he circles my body, grabbing one of the swing ropes to reposition me. I now find myself completely horizontal, my head hanging in the void.

I quickly understand the interest of this new position. A few inches from my face, Eric opens his pants, taking out his already taut cock. I lick my lips at this sight.

His cock is beautiful. Long, and slightly thicker than Benjamin's. Without him even asking me, I open my mouth wide, sticking my tongue out in a silent invitation.

The man chuckles, grabbing his cock to bring it closer to my face. With my head back in this way, I offer him a royal route to my throat. He doesn’t hesitate to take it. Inch by inch, he sinks into me. He doesn’t stop, even when I gag.

There's not much I can do right now. Just focus on my breathing. It's difficult, and yet, I wouldn't want him to stop for anything in the world.

He begins to move back and forth, going ever so deep inside me. My fingers cling around the straps that hold my wrists, the only control I can have over the situation.

A gasp of surprise takes me as I feel something cold running between my legs. Lubricant. Then, something pushes against my soaked entrance. A dildo. It's not as wide as the two men around me, but it's enough to make me feel full.

Benjamin rams it in without restraint, only stopping once it’s deep inside me. Soon, he’s copying his movements to Eric's in my mouth.

The position is degrading. Humiliating. And yet, I don't want them to stop. I want them both to use me as their little toy. This is exactly what I had hoped for when I entered this room. To be deprived of all self-will. Submit to their darkest desires.

My heart skips a beat as Benjamin removes the plug inside me, replacing it with the dildo. He goes slowly this time, giving me time to get used to this imposing presence.

Eric withdraws in turn from my mouth. He did not cum. It does not seem to matter to him. He seems more captivated by his apprentice making the object disappear always further into me. Distractedly, he strokes my hair, as if to encourage me to hold on.

When the object is fully inside, I let out a sigh of relief. Slowly, the men help me up, changing again the position of the swing. I find myself sitting, legs wide open. Behind me, Benjamin continues to move back and forth, opening me up little by little.

I'm almost disappointed when he removes the toy, leaving me agonizingly empty. Eyes full of longing, I watch him walk around me nonchalantly, taking his time to reveal to me the rest of his plans.

In turn, he undoes his pants, dropping them with his boxers on the floor. His cock is tense as ever. He doesn't feel the slightest embarrassment about standing like this half-naked in front of another man. All that seems to matter to him is me.

He slips between my thighs held open by the straps of the swing. In a single movement, he enters me, tearing me a cry of discomfort and pleasure mixed. My reaction makes him smile. Forcefully, he grabs my lips, pulling me into a passionate kiss as he begins to thrust his hips hard.

I moan in the kiss, pleasure invading every inch of my body. I’m ready as ever to cum. Still, my entire body tenses as I feel a presence behind me. Eric.

His hands rest on my hips before going down on my ass to grab it with force. He spreads my lower cheeks, letting me glimpse the thoughts that inhabit his brain. Benjamin breaks the kiss. I stare at him intently, panting.

He said it in the meeting room. This hole belongs to him. Of course, it’s truly mine. I can very well decide to give it to Eric if I want. And I want it. Yet, I don’t feel entitled to do so. Benjamin remains a dominant, even if he carries out the orders of his mentor.

From his smile, I see he understands the torment in which I find myself. This amuses him immensely. He grabs my chin between his fingers, eyeing me sternly.

“Go ahead. Ask for it. You know you're dying to.”

I bite my lip, trying to hold myself back despite his delicious cock pushes that make me lose my mind. To make it harder for me, he puts his thumb on my clit, pressing just enough to torture me. I close my eyes, not daring to look at him as I say those demeaning words.

“Please Master. Can Eric take my ass?”

Chuckles greet my request. Yet I hear it in the back of their voices. It excites them more than anything.

“Yes. You’ve been a good girl. You deserve it.”

Immediately, I feel the other man's lubricated cock slide against my ass. Now that it’s here, it feels even bigger than when it was in my mouth. I wanted it. Now it's up to me to prove that I'm capable of taking it.

Benjamin stops all movement, giving the other time to settle down. His cock is much thicker than the dildo that was inside me, and I have to grit my teeth to get used to this most imposing intrusion.

Inch by inch, the older man is tearing me apart, making a place for himself inside me. I feel fuller than ever as their two large members take me on either side of my body.

All I can do is focus on my breathing as Eric finally finds himself fully inside me. I feel strangely well, thus stuck between their bodies. Their warmth comforts and excites me just as much. I feel myself melting into them. We are now one unit, the ultimate means to orgasm.

I can't hold back my moans as they start to move inside me. I don’t care there are people out there. Too bad it's colleagues, bosses. Safe in his dungeon, I fear nothing.

I just want this moment to last forever. To keep being dispossessed of my own body as they now pound me. They’re no longer holding back either, obscene growls echoing around us.

I don’t know who owns the hands that roam my body. Who's the one removing my nipple clamps and replacing them with his fingers. Who grips my hips with so much passion. Who presses on my clit with such fervor. They’re dominants. They’re the ones who decide. And yet, it seems that only my pleasure counts.

I scream now. I no longer have the slightest ounce of restraint. I don't even remember my name anymore. Nothing else matters except the orgasm that I feel growing in the pit of my stomach, powerful and destructive.

A scream dies in my throat as my entire body tenses, contracting around their cocks as the most violent orgasm I have ever experienced slams through every cell of my being.

It's like electric shocks, waves of fire, a tsunami sweeping away everything in its path. I’m a disjointed doll, surrendering completely to these sensations as the men speed up, chasing their own ends.

I don't know which of the two comes first. And I barely realize I'm speaking when I beg them a few minutes later, their seeds running down my skin:

“Please. I need more.”


Chapter 5

I shiver, tightening my scarf around my neck. The weather is quite warm in Los Angeles. But my throat is sore. Probably because of what the two men did to it. They really didn’t hold back.

Oh, I'm not complaining. That was the most amazing night of my life. I never thought I would ever want to be taken like this. Before Benjamin, I even never imagined experimenting anal. So, getting fucked in my two entries at once? It was beyond my imagination.

But I’d do it again without hesitation. I'm almost disappointed to go back home. But that's how it is. We won the case; some others await us on the East Coast.

From a corner of the room, I watch everyone shake hands and say goodbye. I can't stop looking at Eric. Now that I know what he looks like in private, he hypnotizes me even more.

He exudes such an aura, such confidence. I was ready to call him Master before I knew he was a dominant. Now, I dream of staying here a little longer. A week, maybe more. Stay in his dungeon or at the hotel, spreading my legs for him when he wants. Let him take all of me. Begging him to let me cum over and over again.

I snap out of my thoughts, feeling an insistent look at me. Benjamin. I quietly clear my throat to regain composure as I feel my cheeks flush. He smiles. I’ve no doubt that he’s going to use this unforgettable night as a way to tease me.

I won't hesitate to respond. Because I know he liked it as much as I did. I saw his look when I was fucked by Eric. It pleased him to share me with another. Like something feral. Two wolves from the same pack, sharing the fruits of their hunt.

As we’re about to leave after the others, Eric stops us both. As we wait for the room to empty, I can't help but feel nervous. What is he going to tell us?

“I made my recommendations for the junior associate position, as requested. What we did last night is irrelevant. I told them what I think. Both of you would make excellent elements, and they won't make a mistake in choosing either of you. You both deserve it.”

We thank him quietly, having nothing else to add. As we are about to leave, Eric approaches me. Discreetly, he hands me a card.

“My personal number. Next time you're in LA, call me. I still have a thing or two to teach you.”

I nod, feeling my cheeks redden. Without delay, I carefully store the card and grab my suitcase. I can’t miss the plane.

In the hallway, I follow Benjamin, troubled. In my back, I feel the lustful gaze of the man we shared the night with. This simple sensation is enough to set my body on fire again.

No doubt about it. The flight home is going to be orgasmic again.

- To be continued -


Humiliated at the Office


Chapter 1

A greedy smile lights up the man's face. He saw it in my eyes. I’m ready to submit, whatever they ask of me. I bite my lip as, in my back, his mentor thrusts into me.

Inch by inch, his large cock takes possession of my most taboo entrance. Without delay, the two dominants begin to move in rhythm, splitting me open. My cries of pleasure fill the room, the heat in my belly more intense than ever. I'm going to…

“Valentina, did you hear me?”

I jump, coming out of my perverse daydreaming. At the door stands Mr. Davidson, one of the partners who own the firm. One of the men I have to impress to get this promotion I want so badly.

And now I look like an idiot, mouth wide open, unable to know what he just asked me. All because I can't stop thinking about what I did a few weeks ago in Los Angeles.

“Excuse me Mr. Davidson. You said?”

“Send me all the elements of the Mariner case, I’m seeing the client this afternoon.”

“It will be done.”

I sigh as the man disappears down the halls, taking his grim, dusty presence with him. I who usually like powerful men, this one puts me off. He really has nothing to do with his sidekick from the West Coast office.

Immediately, I start dreaming again, thinking about the feel of Eric's hands on my body. The man was so talented. The perfect dominant. Self-confident, with perfect control of his emotions… And of my reactions.

A mocking sound makes me jump. I turn my head to Benjamin. I almost forgot he was there. A surprising idea, considering he's the second man in my lustful daydreams.

“You are so desperate, Valentina. It’s pathetic.”

I roll my eyes and shrug, preferring to focus on my computer. Out of pride, I pretend not to know what he means. But the man can perfectly read me, and I know it.

I've submitted to him far too many times to pretend he doesn't know me. And that drives me crazy. Because even though I've spread my legs for him countless times over the past few weeks, I still hate him just as much.

Since his arrival at the same time as me in this law firm, everything has been a competition between us. And the position of junior associate that makes me dream so much is no exception. I can't let sex with him, no matter how good, get in the way of my career.

Ignoring his gaze weighing on me, I focus on my work. But I barely have time to dive back into the files when someone knocks on the door again. I look up, discovering Dany, even more exuberant than usual.

The office mailman is holding a shiny red package in his hands. I frown as he places it in front of me. On the package is a card, saying in bold letters: Be my Valentine.

“Valentina, you’re keeping secrets. Spit it! Who’s the wonderful man who sends you sweets for Valentine's Day? Come on, open it, I want to see!”

Slowly, I undo the gold ribbon, feeling Benjamin's intense gaze on me. Is he jealous?

Perfect. It's probably my best friend sending me something, but I love that he can believe that another man wants me. Even though we’re not together, I like this little game.

With a sudden gesture, I close the package immediately after opening it. I don't need to see them to know that my cheeks are now as red as the wrapper of that particular package.

“Well, what is it? Show us!”

My mind is racing at full speed. I need to find an excuse, and fast. I certainly can't show Dany what this package contains. It’s NOT chocolate, or a romantic gift of that kind.

I bite the tip of my tongue, preventing myself from looking at Benjamin. I'm sure a huge smile lights up his face. I don't have the slightest doubt. He’s the one behind this unexpected gift. Who else would have send me a vibrating egg to work?

“What… It's an erotic thing, isn't it? Come on, spit it out, I want to know!”

“She'll tell you at the break. In the meantime, some of us have work to do, Dany.”

The errand man rolls his eyes before motioning for me to join him at the coffee machine. In his dreams.

I breathe a sigh of relief when he finally disappears, leaving me alone with Benjamin. I look up at the man. He’s back at his work.

I ignore him for a moment, opening the package again. I can't believe he could give me such a thing. Let alone have it delivered to the office. And on Valentine's Day at that!

“You really have a problem in your head.”

“Sure, Valentina. Pretend you don't like to play. You’re very convincing.”

I let out an annoyed sigh before closing the box, putting it in a corner to focus on my work. But no matter how hard I try to pay attention to the legal case in front of me, my mind keeps going back to that little toy right there at my feet.

It doesn't get any better when Benjamin gets up, approaching me with his predatory gait. My breath hitches as he leans over my shoulder.

“Well? What are you waiting for to put your new toy in your little pussy?”


Chapter 2

I remain petrified. He didn't say that, did he? I can't decently put a vibrating egg in me while we're at work. Okay, he already fucked me here, on this desk.

But it was different. It was December 31, no one was there. It was just the two of us, no risk of getting caught.

Today, offices are bustling with activity. I can’t do that. I can't... I want to. But no. I can’t.

I shiver as he towers over me, letting one of his hands brush my hair slowly. I swallow hard as he puts it on the back of my neck. I don't need more to melt. Heat is already born in me, intense.

I’m a strong, confident woman. I fear nothing and no one. And yet, as soon as Benjamin's fingers meet my body, I change totally. I become a perfect little submissive, desperate for her master's attention.

Master.

I can't believe I call it that. I hate him, to the point of craving violence sometimes. But when he wants to make me his, it's like he's hypnotizing me, taking control of my mind to make me say what he wants to hear.

A gasp of surprise escapes me as his hand slides from my neck to my chest. He doesn’t hesitate for a moment before plunging it into my cleavage, playing with the curves of my breasts.

“You’re crazy, someone might come.”

“I know. You know what you have to do.”

“You’re insane.”

“No kidding. It's up to you, Valentina. You can go to the toilet to put this toy in your pretty little wet pussy. Or I'll take you there, on the desk.”

My breathing quickens at those harsh words. I should clap his hand, tell him to fuck off. Refuse to accept any of his conditions.

And yet, he’s right. I’m soaked. Once again, my libido takes over my reason. It makes no sense. But I want him. Here, now. And since I can't decently let him fuck me in the middle of the day, in the middle of the office... This egg now seems to be the right solution.

As if he felt me sway, the man takes his hand away and steps back. Without looking at him, I bend down to grab the toy, hiding it in my purse before heading for the restroom.

In the hallways, I curse myself. It's so humiliating. Stupid. Degrading. There are a thousand reasons not to. I’m a self-respecting woman… I was. Because what decent woman would hide in the bathroom of her office to slip into her a toy offered by her lover?

No, I can't deny it anymore… I'm a slut. Nothing else can explain my state of excitement. I’m so soaked that the egg enters without the slightest difficulty. It's not that big, just enough for me to feel it.

I wait a few moments, wondering if my dominant is going to turn it on. Seeing nothing coming, I wash my hands before leaving the toilet.

I focus on my walk. Every time I meet someone, I feel like they can see right through me. As if everyone knew what a dangerous and perverse game I’m playing with my colleague.

To think that we're supposed to be the future of this firm... Our bosses wouldn't hesitate to fire us any second if they found out what we do during our working hours. But I don't care now. I want to play this depraved Valentine's Day game.

As I walk through the door to our office, I can't hold back a squeal. Benjamin has just turned on the toy. The vibrations are light, but their start surprised me.

The man doesn’t pay me the slightest attention, preferring to focus on his work. Yet his hand remains resting on his phone. A way to show me that at any moment, he can change the rhythm of the toy in me. Make me scream in pleasure or sigh in frustration.

Nonchalantly, I sit down at my desk. No question of giving him the satisfaction of abandoning myself completely to his hand. Things are always spicier when I resist him a little.

More dangerous, too.

I lost count of the number of times I found myself lying on his lap after defying him, his hand slamming down hard on my ass.

I bite my lip, fondly remembering the feeling of pain and pleasure mixed. I don't know why, but being in pain does me incredible good. It's as if it freed me from something. It anchors me in the moment. There is no good or bad anymore. Neither enemy nor annoyance. Just a feeling of fullness and abandonment.

For a long time, Benjamin doesn’t change the rhythm of the vibrations. Miraculously, I manage to work. I can’t find myself behind him in the race for the position of junior associate. Especially because of his perverse ideas.

He can fight me any way he wants. Submitting to his darkest desires won’t cause me to lose this promotion.

My willpower is being tested. Because quickly, Benjamin begins to increase the speed of the vibrations. They’re still bearable, but their intensity distracts me. How to focus on the gibberish of a contract when heat fills my belly?

I reposition myself in my chair, trying to find a more comfortable position. A position that will make me bear this ordeal a little better… If that’s possible.

I take a deep breath, staring at my screen. Near me, Benjamin doesn’t miss a beat of the show. He may pretend to focus on his work, but the glances he throws at me from time to time are unmistakable.

I bite the tip of my lip to hold back my sounds of pleasure. How can such a small toy bring me so much pleasure, and in such a short time? As my dominant picks up the pace, I feel closer and closer to falling apart.

If I listened to my inner voice, I would get up. I would go near the man. Without hesitation, I would lift my skirt and bend forward, laying down on his desk to offer myself entirely to him.

It's completely insane. I can hardly believe I’ve such thoughts. Since we started these lustful activities, I no longer recognize myself. I’m totally driven by my libido. By dark desires that I had no idea existed.

I take off my suit jacket. Why is it so hot here? Haven't they heard of global warming or what? Why put so much heat on? I feel like I'm going to liquefy on the spot.

A mocking sound makes me turn my head toward Benjamin. A devilish smile forms on his lips. I frown, trying to understand.

It's only when I follow his gaze that I realize what puts him in such a state of amusement. My nipples point through my blouse. I'm so horny that my bra isn't enough to hide them.

I blush, hurrying to put my jacket back on. Someone could come in and see me like this. I can’t stand it anymore. I must do something.

Suddenly, I stand up. Without bothering to see if my excitement has crossed the fabric of my tight skirt, I leave the room. In the hallways, I don't pay attention to anyone. Too bad if I look like a mad woman.

I'm going to explode soon, and I need to be safe for that. Without thinking, I throw myself into the first toilet I find. Finally safe, I lay my head on the cool door of the stall where I have settled.

It’s quite clear now. Benjamin is going to kill me. I need to stop letting myself be like this. I'm about to cum, in the middle of my work, just because it amuses him.

The pleasure is intense, I can hardly restrain myself. Slowly, I squat down, ignoring the pain caused by my stilettos. In a fit of common sense, I pull up my skirt, trying to protect it as best I can from the flood of excitement pouring out of my body.

Benjamin doesn’t spare me, further increasing the intensity of the toy in me. How many gears are there on this stupid toy?

But my pain is not yet at its peak. I clasp my hand to my mouth as I hear someone enter the bathroom.

Of course, it has to be Brenda and Sophie. I know them, they’re not there to relieve themselves. They’re going to stay there for a long time, to put on makeup and talk about all the other employees. Nothing escapes them. And if they find me... My reputation is gone.

Before the hour is up, the whole cabinet would be aware of their discovery. The so-promising Valentina masturbates at her workplace. Unacceptable behavior.

So, I bite my hand, trying to contain my squeals as best I can. As if aware of my torment, Benjamin increases the speed of the toy one last time. I will make him pay. I don't know how yet, but I swear I will.

For now, I must find a way to remain silent and invisible to the two bitches. The heat waves are getting more and more intense. I want to scream at the top of my lungs. To lower my hand to press hard on my clit.

But I dare not. I make the pleasure last despite the delicate situation in which I find myself. I don't know why, but my ego orders me to. It's like a way to resist Benjamin's will. As if it was me who decided when to cum or not.

It's stupid. He's not even here to see it, so why fight him like this? It’d be so much easier to let the pleasure take over me completely, and then wait to be able to come out. But no. Waiting makes things stronger. More delicious.

I breathe a sigh of relief when the two women finally come out, leaving me alone with my toy. One of my hands lands on the wall, trying to find some support. I feel like I'm totally melting. I'm not far away.

My eyes close without realizing it. The waves in the pit of my stomach are getting closer, more violent. Soon, my whole body begins to shake as an orgasm ravages me.

I bite my lip almost until it bleeds to contain my cries of pleasure. My pussy contracts on the toy, making it almost too powerful as I slowly come to myself.

I could take it off, be rid of this stimulation. What could Benjamin do? Punish me? This prospect enchants me more than it frightens me.

But as I get up, readjusting my skirt, the toy turns off completely. I smile, relieved. This calm is most welcome after the storm it has just given me.

In front of the mirror, I readjust my hair, wiping the lipstick that has smudged slightly. No one should suspect anything.

After taking a deep breath, I step out of the bathroom. My body freezes while a few feet from me is Benjamin. He pretends to make photocopies. He never made photocopies.

I can't believe he could use such a bad excuse to keep an eye on me. Especially since from here, he couldn't see anything more than from our office. I'm sure he came just for this moment.

To see me come out of the bathroom, my cheeks still flushed from orgasm. My slightly shaky gait as I try to stay stoic. Yes. He enjoys every second of the decadent spectacle I offer him.

He doesn't even try to hide it, giving me a lustful wink. I ignore him, walking back to our office. I have work to finish. That's enough now.

He follows me closely. I'm sure his eyes are on my ass. He doesn’t seem to fear the gaze of others. However, if someone saw him, the gossip would run rampant. Sometimes this place looks more like a high school than a big law firm.

I sit back in my seat, completely ignoring him when he comes in after me, putting his photocopies on the corner of his desk. I go back to work. For a long time, he leaves me alone.

I manage to complete my tasks one after the other with impressive efficiency. Maybe I should cum more often at the office, it seems to boost my productivity.

I immediately regret that thought as the egg starts to vibrate again. I grit my teeth and look up at the man, glaring at him. He winks at me again, smiling at his own stupidity.

I close my eyes for a moment, summoning all the courage in me to stay focused on my work. I already showed him once that he had complete control over me. I don't want it to happen again immediately.

This time, he doesn't seem to want to push things. From time to time, he increases the intensity of the vibrations by a notch. But he always ends up bringing them down. It's as if he just wanted to remind me of his presence. His power.

Maybe he's keeping me warm for later. Who knows, he might have other plans for this unconventional Valentine's Day. I hadn't planned anything. Maybe buy me some chocolates and eat them in front of some romantic comedy. Using my vibrator while thinking about all the things Eric and Benjamin have done to me.

Now I secretly hope I don't end up alone at night. This orgasm was good, sure. But that's not worth a man's skin against mine. His warmth. The power of his cock sinking into me.

I lick my lip quietly, feeling the heat rise inside me. I wonder if he will take me to this small hotel where we have met several times. If he is going to tie my hands again with his belt. Or hit me with it.

He has already bought a toy for today. Maybe there are more, ready to be put on my body to make me scream in pain and pleasure. I hope it more than anything. I want him. Tonight, I want to be his submissive.

I don’t care it's the day of lovers. I want this to also be the night for girls desperate to be touched by their dominant.

I can't help but be disappointed when I see him get up and gather his things. He barely says goodbye to me. I grit my teeth. My reaction is ridiculous. I can't feel sad because he's leaving without me.

I don't need him. Neither to orgasm, nor for anything else.

I sigh, getting back to work. I still have a case to close. So much for the egg in me. It can stay where it is. I'll take it off before I leave. At least he had the decency to turn it off. I couldn't have endured those vibes for long if he hadn't been there to watch the show.

Only the beep of my phone a few minutes later manages to get me off my job. My breath catches seeing the message. And above all, its sender. Benjamin.

Meet me in the parking lot. Now.

A smile tugs the corner of my lip. What authority. I think I'll make him wait a little longer. I go back to my file, determined to finish it before leaving. A few minutes later, a new message.

You're playing with fire, Submissive.

My breathing quickens. I love it when he calls me that. It makes me feel even more like I'm his. Like I’m nothing more than an object that he can dispose of as he pleases. A little thing that spreads her legs at his will.

Without rushing myself, I send one last email before turning off my computer. Then, I grab my things, taking care to put on my coat. I know it. A stain of excitement marks my skirt. Even if the office is almost deserted, I don't want to take the risk of being seen like this.

A shiver takes me when, arriving at the elevator, the doors open on Benjamin. He came back to get me. At this idea, I feel my pussy throb. He doesn't look happy. He surely going to punish me. Good.

He grabs me forcefully, pinning me against the wall of the elevator as he presses the button for the doors to close. His face is only an inch from mine. A crazy gleam shines in his eyes.

He’s menacing, and yet he excites me even more. I know, even if he shows authority, he’s not dangerous. It's part of his game, his role. But one word, and I can make it all stop. He's proven that to me in the past. If I say my safe word, he stops everything he does to worry about my physical and mental state.

So, I let myself go in the face of this outburst, shivering as his hand closes around my neck. With violence, his lips are pressed against mine. His tongue forces me to open my mouth. He invests it with force.

The kiss is violent, passionate. Like a storm tearing everything in its path. My legs are shaking. If he let go of me, I think I would fall to the ground, drained of all my substance.

But he holds me tight until we get to the parking lot. I don't know by what miracle, no one showed up. With any luck, this will continue.

Obediently, I let him grab my hand. Without the slightest patience, he guides me to his car. I trot behind him, trying to keep up despite my high heels rattling against the asphalt in the parking lot.

Gentleman, he opens the door for me, helping me into his car. A sudden gallantry singularly contrasting with his violence of the previous minutes.

I have no idea where he wants to take me, and I don't care. The promise of pleasure outweighs my need to control everything. I want him. Now.

I bite my lip as I watch him sit next to me. The suit. The sports car. Everything about him breathes money. Power. It had never particularly interested me before. But since I discovered this submissive role, it only reinforces my fantasies.

As I reach for my belt to buckle up, he clicks his tongue, stopping me dead in my tracks.

“We're not going anywhere. I had planned a whole evening for you. To reward you for having obeyed me so well today. But you didn't deserve it.”

I look up at him, nervous. So what? It’s going to stop there? Why put me in his car if it's to let me go without touching me?

Not adding anything, he slides his perfect hands to the waistband of his pants. In a few movements, he frees his cock. I lick my lip seeing it proudly tense in front of me. Looks like he enjoyed those little games even more than I did.

“You’re going to be punished. But first, show me how sorry you are for your behavior.”

My mouth opens. I suddenly realize where we are. Even though most of the employees have already gone home, there are still a lot of cars parked around us. Anyone could show up at any moment. The place is far too bright to offer us any hiding place.

“Valentina. You don't want to push me. Not if you want to cum tonight.”

His firm voice tells me he's not kidding. I have a choice to make. Suck him right here, right now. Or go home, alone and frustrated.

The choice is quickly made. Without the slightest hesitation, I lean over him, forgetting all about good sense to take care of this erection I've caused. Gently, I wrap my hand around his base, ensuring a good grip.

Looking up at him, I stick my tongue out to lick his tip. Then I slip it between my lips without going any further. I alternate these gestures for a few moments, taking malicious pleasure in provoking him. He told me to suck him. He didn’t specify the pace at which I had to go.

Of course, he doesn’t let it pass. His fingers tangle in my hair. If he's not pushing on my head yet, he's reminding me of who's really in control. If he wanted to, he could make me take his long cock in one gesture. Hitting the back of my throat mercilessly until I choke.

He has already done it. And I loved that. Never mind the pain. Never mind my body's reflexes. Being transformed into his little sex doll excites me more than anything.

So slowly, I begin my descent on his member. Its taste is delicious. I don't know why, with him, everything is incredibly sexy and good. Even the things that disgusted me with others. Under his gaze, I’m limitless.

As my pace picks up, his fingers tangle in my hair. Not out of need for control. No. Because he loves what I do to him. Every once in a while, a growl escapes his lips. It just excites me even more.

So, I put in more ardor, taking him further and further down my throat. Even when he starts moving his hips, I keep pushing him deep inside of me. Muffled sounds come out of my chest, but I ignore them.

I have to hold on. I want to satisfy him. I want him to cum in my mouth. May the pleasure he feels make him forget the anger that held him, not fifteen minutes ago. Maybe if I do well, my punishment won't be too severe.

Without stopping, I curl my tongue around his length. I feel it. He's close. His stomach contracts. His eyes close. His fingers are tighter than ever around my skull.

His sighs turn into groans. He can no longer contain himself. A few more thrusts and that's it, he empties deep in my throat. I welcome his seed with pleasure, taking all my time before leaving him.

I make sure he looks at me before swallowing every last drop of his offering. In a provocative gesture, I stick out my tongue. As if to prove to him that I took everything from him. He smiles, patting my cheek condescendingly.

“Good girl.”

I bite my lip, yet I can't stop a smile from stretching my lips. I love it when he calls me that. It fills me with stupid pride, boosting my ego.

Without further ado, he zips up his pants and fastens his belt, motioning for me to do the same. After obeying him, I rearrange my hair while questioning him.

“Where are we going now?”

“My place. It's time for you to discover my toys.”


Chapter 3

“Interesting decoration. Not afraid to show what you are, uh?”

Benjamin turns to me, looking at the painting I point out. A woman in black lace underwear, a mask over her eyes. She’s on her knees, her face turned towards a man whose legs are only visible, covered with suit pants. In the eyes of the submissive can be seen the devotion for this man who pats her head.

I’m fascinated by this photo. A warmth rises in the pit of my stomach. I recognize myself in this picture. I'm almost jealous of the young woman. I would like to be in her place. Even if it means wearing this leather collar around my neck.

Benjamin approaches me, handing me a glass of water. My eyes still riveted on the image, I drink the liquid in small sips, appreciating the appeasement it offers me.

“Most people who come here know what I am. The others think it's just a porn-chic photo that looks good in a bachelor pad.”

I smile. This man is a walking cliche. An influential job. Money. An apartment in a tower overlooking the city. To believe that all powerful men come out of the same mold. No matter how much I look around the room, nothing of his personality shines through. No personal photo. No sign of any hobby.

Definitely, apart from sex, this man has nothing to offer me. It's ok. I don't need more. I just want to sleep with him. Explore this new world that is opening to me. The day I want more, I will find a dominant with a personality of his own.

At this thought, my mind wanders. I think of Eric. I remember his house filled with books and pieces of art. I remember our few discussions around music or politics. Oh, I'm under no illusions. If the man is still single despite his age and status, it’s no coincidence. But it gives me hope. The perfect dominant exists. I just have to find the one who wants me.

In the meantime, Benjamin makes the perfect playmate. I shiver as he takes off my jacket, his fingers caressing my skin through my sheer blouse. If our minds don’t agree, our bodies want each other. They attract each other, always hungrier for more.

“I’ve something to show you.”

Obediently, I set down my glass before following him down a dark hallway. Out of gallantry, he opens the door and lets me into a room. His bedroom, no doubt. His cologne floats in the air, intoxicating and reassuring at the same time.

I’m almost disappointed. I expected a room entirely dedicated to BDSM. A dungeon arranged by him, with the sole aim of leading his submissive conquests there. But no. It's just a regular bedroom. A huge bed, a minimalist decoration, and in a corner…

My mouth opens in surprise. I just spotted the camera installed to film the whole room. So, this is what he had thought of to “reward” me? Keep proof of what we do together?

But the man has not revealed everything to me yet. I freeze as he turns on a screen. Immediately, the image that appears makes me shiver. A video streaming website. Connected to the camera in this room.

He wants to stream our session online.

I turn to him, taken aback. He smiles slightly, visibly unaffected by my concern. I can't utter a single word, so many ideas are swirling around in my head.

This is madness. We are lawyers. We both dream of becoming among the most powerful lawmakers in the country. If the wrong person comes across these images, our careers and reputations are over.

Faced with my silence, the dominant ignores me, going to look for something in his closet. Then he comes back to me, a leather mask in his hands. I bite the inside of my cheek, worried.

“No one will recognize you with that on your eyes. Don't worry. I know what I'm doing.”

Without flinching, I let him install the mask on my face. His hand slides to the back of my neck, stroking it gently, giving me brief comfort. I hate to admit it, but I think he's right. This headband gives me a feeling of protection. Yet they can still see my eyes. My mouth. The shape of my face. Someone who knows me would have no trouble recognizing me.

But I don't care. Benjamin just put his lips on my neck, making me moan softly. I want his body against mine. I want him to take all of me. It doesn't matter who is watching us. His voice against my ear makes me shudder.

“There are plenty of men who feel lonely out there. We'll show them what you're worth. After that, I'll draw one. Only he will see how far you let me take you.”

I nod my head, almost absent. I'm ready to accept anything. As long as his hands stay on me, I don't need anything else. Gently, he catches my lips, pulling me into a soft, comforting kiss. It’s giving me strength.

And I need it. The man detaches himself from me, going to position himself behind the camera. I remain the only one visible. I take a deep breath as he begins the broadcast. Little by little, I see the names scrolling on the screen. People connect. I really have viewers now.

I look down at my dominant, now seated in a leather chair. He smiles at me without saying anything. I have to stay there, standing, in my suit and my stilettos. Alone, exposed to all. I bite my lip, trying to resist the voice telling me to run away.

I know it. It will end up being worth it. Each time he put me in a difficult position, the result always ended up pleasing me. So, I have to hold on. Even when his voice cracks through the air.

“Take off your clothes.”

A shiver runs through me. And yet, without even having to think about it, my fingers move toward my blouse. One by one, I undo the buttons, revealing my silky skin, my fine lace bra.

The sound of the messages gets faster and faster as my body reveals itself. Apparently, they like my red lace ensemble. I don’t read the messages, however, preferring to focus on the man present with me in the room.

“Take off the rest.”

I bite my lip. Taking off my blouse and skirt was easy. Even if my underwear is ultra-sexy, it was still protection. Like a slightly lustful swimsuit.

Now he wants me to show all of myself. And I don't know if I'm ready. But one look from him manages to decide me. Slowly, I let my fingers slide down my back, undoing the opening of my bra.

The pings are even closer now that my generous chest is freed from its prison of fabric, offering itself for all to see. I take a moment for myself before continuing, my hands descending over my body.

For a few seconds, I play with the elastic of my thong, building up the pressure. Benjamin smiles slightly. He obviously appreciates that I get into the game. Without taking my eyes off him, I let the last barrier of fabric slide down my legs.

That's it. Apart from my pair of stilettos, I’m completely naked. Offered to the eyes of all the curious who have connected to join us.

I'm not sure what to do now. I stand still, watching my dominant with growing anxiety. He’s the one who holds the reins. He can ask me whatever he wants. And that's what worries me.

“Play with your boobs.”

I barely hold back a sigh of relief. Yeah, I can do that. Without hesitation, I place my hands on my chest. I gently massage my globes, enjoying the weight and softness.

Then I grab my nipples, pinching them slightly to make them point even more. My mouth opens with the pleasure I already feel. Between my thighs, my excitement begins to flow.

The egg is still in me. Secretly, I hope Benjamin turns it on again. I need to feel more than these simple stimulations of my breasts. I want more fun. Let him make an orgasm grow inside me again. I’m ready to do anything for this.

“Stop. Turn around and bend over the bed.”

My breath hitches at those words. Trying to hide my nervousness, I rock my hips to turn my back to the camera. Do our viewers like my curves? Do they appreciate the roundness of my ass? The length of my legs? I can't see it now.

Slowly, I lean over the bed as he instructed me. Now I understand why his mattress is so high. Everything is calculated not for a restful sleep, but to have the best sex possible.

“Spread your ass. Show them how soaked you are.”

I feel my cheeks flush with shame. I can't believe we're really doing this. And yet, I let my hands slide down my back to obey him. I really hope this mask is enough to hide my identity.

Who knows, maybe there's someone I know watching. Someone from work. And he can see everything about me. Even the string of the egg still stuck in my pussy.

I dug my head into the mattress in a vain attempt to hide. To control my humiliation. I have never felt so bad. And yet, I’ve no intention of stopping.

And neither does my dominant. Behind me, I hear him move. I haven't the faintest idea what he's doing. Is he going to join me? Is he going to insert another toy in me? A plug, maybe. With him, anal has become an essential part of our sessions.

I shiver as his voice echoes through the room, announcing with solemnity.

“That's it. We have a special guest. Let the game begins.”


Chapter 4

I remain frozen in my position, unable to know what is going to happen now. Benjamin still won't come near me, and his lack of explanation only makes it harder for me. Finally, he speaks.

“That’s it, I disconnected everyone. It's just the three of us.”

I take a deep breath. Alright. Three is fine. It's better than hundreds, maybe even thousands. I can do it.

I close my eyes, trying to calm my worry. I don't know anything about the man who was drawn. It could be a pervert. Someone who will record everything to broadcast this video all over the Internet, so many times that it will be impossible for us to erase it.

Worse, it could be someone who will blackmail us. I really don't know why we're doing this. It's crazy... But I must admit, it's also incredibly exciting.

I’ve always been the reasonable type, doing things the right way, calculating all the risks of my actions. So, for once, I want to forget my shame and my fear. I want to let myself go in the thrill of danger.

To better bear the idea of this stranger looking at me, I imagine that I know him. That it's Eric, logging on to be with us for this very special Valentine's Day. That, so unable to do without my body for a moment longer, he could not help but participate in this session from a distance.

Benjamin's voice rings out again, filling the entire room with its commanding presence.

“Our friend just turned on his microphone. He’s going to give you orders that you will try to follow. If he needs it, I will help him. I will be his hands. As usual, you have your safe word available. If you say it, we'll stop the broadcast. Understood, Submissive?”

“Yes Master.”

Silence falls again in the room.

Heavy. Intense.

I wonder if the man behind his screen has ever done this. If he has ever dominated a woman in person or online.

What will it do to me to have to obey someone I can't see? To someone I can't feel? This opens the field of possibilities. And that excites me terribly.

“Get back into the position you were in earlier. Touch yourself again.”

I tense up. This voice. It seems excruciatingly familiar to me, without my being able to put a name or a face on it. My mind races, desperate to find an answer. I even forget my mission. Benjamin clicks his tongue.

“Well, Submissive. Our guest has given you an order. Don't embarrass me. Don't think I forgot your punishment. I’m counting on our guest to help me set it up, if he agrees.”

“Sure. Looks like she needs a lesson. I have a few ideas.”

I'm shivering. I think I know who our mystery guest is. I find it hard to believe it's him. And yet, it really sounds like Eric's voice.

Am I taking my dreams for reality? Are these my fantasies that come back to me, making me believe that they’re really happening?

Never mind the reality. I want to believe it's him. Plus, if I don't obey them very quickly, I'm going to have a bad time. So, I straighten up as he asked, facing the camera again.

Already shaking on my heels, I start touching myself. My breasts are the first to be visited by my hands. As before, I roll my nipples between my fingers, squealing slightly.

We haven't done anything yet, and yet I'm already wet. Slowly, I let one of my hands slide down my body, tracing a slow line on the soft skin of my belly. Eyes fixed on the camera, I hope to captivate the man who has earned the right to share this night with us.

Is he already hard? Does he have his cock in his hand, jerking off imagining that it’s his fingers that are on my clit right now? I lick my lips, secretly hoping so.

Slowly, I draw circles over my nerve button, letting out soft sighs of pleasure. I look at Benjamin, silently hoping to convince him to turn on the egg still hidden inside me.

But that doesn't seem to be part of his plans. The man looks at me, perfectly stoic. For endless minutes, I keep touching myself, desperately waiting for one or the other of the dominants to tell me what to do.

But they both seem to take malicious pleasure in remaining silent, observing me touching myself without the slightest shame.

“Shit, Valentina. You’re still so hot.”

I completely freeze when I hear those words. The man knows my name. He knows me. I keep telling myself that it's Eric, without daring to believe it. A laugh comes to me again.

“Well, I thought I was a more memorable Dominant than that.”

A huge smile forms on my lips. So much for the sexy side. I was right. I've only had two dominants in my life. It's Eric. I turn to Benjamin, who raises a mocking eyebrow.

“You really thought I was going to share you with just anyone?”

If I listened to myself, I would throw myself on his neck. But I know my place too well. And if that wasn’t the case, Eric now takes care of it.

“Tell me Valentina. I heard you were naughty today. You challenged your dominant. You know that such behavior deserves punishment, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

I immediately pinch my lips close, regretting having responded with such enthusiasm. I probably shouldn't be so excited about being punished. But I don't care. I'm not ashamed of who I am or what I love. My answer makes the two dominants laugh, before they too resume their role.

“Benjamin, cuff her.”

I look forward to being tied again. There is something incredibly relaxing about losing your freedom of movement. I no longer have to think about my every move. No more wondering if I'm doing it right or not.

I just have to let go. To take what is given to me. To focus on pain and pleasure.

My breathing quickens as Benjamin crosses my wrists in front of me. I stare into the camera as the rattle of handcuffs echoes. I can't help but smile, imagining the dominant behind his screen, not missing anything that happens to me.

At my feet, the other man imprisons my ankles. I’m completely stuck now. He can do whatever he wants with me. And I love this idea.

I know a punishment is about to befall me. What are they going to use? A whip? A flogger, like the last time? I remember the feel of the leather straps on my sensitive skin. Thousands of little stings, igniting my butt with force.

But Benjamin seems to have another idea. He sits on the bed before grabbing me by the waist. In an instant, I find myself bent over his knees still covered with his pants.

He loves doing this. Stay dressed as long as possible while I'm naked against him. Another way to show his power over me. He is the dominant, I am the submissive.

I bite my lip, waiting for the sentence to fall. The two men remain silent for what feels like an eternity. I can't help fidgeting a little, as if to silently protest the unbearable wait.

His answer is not long in coming. His hand slams down on my ass with force, making me groan in surprise. I had not expected so much power, from the start. Eric's voice echoes through the room.

“Here's how it's going to work. You're going to count out loud and thank him after every spanking. Is that understood, Submissive?”

“Y… Yes Master.”

Immediately, a new slap falls on my ass. It's just as powerful as the first, making me cry out again. But I must remember my order.

“One. Thank you Master.”

“Again.”

I barely have time to hear his voice before the other man acts accordingly. For endless minutes, this little game continues. Benjamin hits. I count and thank him. Eric tells him to start over.

Five slaps. Ten slaps. Fifteen slaps.

I'm out of breath. My butt must be red as ever from being treated like this. They must see it. And yet, neither of the two men seems ready to slow down.

I scream a little louder when his hand just lands on my thighs. My heart races as he now traces my slit, ignoring for a moment the order to continue given by his mentor.

My breath catches. He just hit my pussy without the slightest restraint. The pain is intense. And yet, I still don't want to stop it.

“Twenty-three. Thank you Master.”

“Again.”

I groan as I hear the man behind his screen pronounce his sentence. I want to hold on. Go through with my punishment. I deserved it after all. But I don't know now if I'll get there without saying my safe word.

Benjamin has never put so much force into his spanking. I don't know if it's the presence of his mentor that pushes him to give of himself like this, or the little scenario of this very special Valentine's Day. But I'm starting to suffer, and I can't go on anymore.

I tremble as the twenty-fourth slap lands on my ass again. My breath catches, and for a moment I remain silent. Stuttering, I whisper.

“Twenty-four. Thank... Thank you, Master.”

“Again.”

I bite my lip, feeling tears well up in my eyes. But I hang on. I can do it. One last effort. I take a deep breath, anxiously awaiting the next slap.

I almost sit up when it arrives, surprisingly soft. It feels almost like a caress, compared to the others. Perplexed, I stammer.

“Twenty… Twenty-five?" Thank you Master.”

I stand perfectly still as the seconds tick by, endless. I don't know what he's waiting for. Eric stays quiet, so the other man doesn't move either. Even though they are both dominants, it’s the mentor who leads this lustful waltz. Finally, his voice is heard.

“It's alright. You took your punishment well, Submissive.”

I sigh at this announcement. Benjamin begins to massage my ass. The warmth of his hand soothes my damaged skin, and warms my body, which begins to cool from being left naked and motionless.

I lick my lips as his hand descends lower, caressing the contours of my lower lips. A satisfied sound escapes his chest as he discovers how soaked I am.

I can't hold back a disappointed moan as he pulls out the egg that was still buried inside me. I had hoped he would turn it on. Or better yet, let Eric do it. But that is apparently not part of their plans.

“On your knees.”

Without protest, I let myself slide onto the ground, taking my submissive position. My body is still numb from its punishment, and my heels sinking into the skin of my sore ass make me wince.

But all this is quite futile compared to what I know is coming soon. I lick my lips looking at Benjamin's swollen crotch. His cock seems perfectly ready to be taken in my mouth.

The man corrects me, shaking his head no, a mocking smile on his lips. He doesn't have to say it out loud for me to hear what he's thinking. Slut. A qualifier that suits me perfectly.

Without a look for me, he gets up, leaving again to look for an accessory. My mouth drops in surprise as I watch him install our next game.

In his hands, a large suction cup dildo. He hangs it halfway up against his mirror wall. I feel my body ignite, as much shame as excitement. I can't believe I'm going to do this.

And yet, when he reaches out his hand to help me up, I have not the slightest moment of hesitation.

Slowly, he guides me to the mirror. I turn my back to the object. My breathing quickens as the dominant places his hand on my back, helping me down. Soon, I find myself aligned with the dildo.

I have trouble breathing. It's so decadent. And yet, I let myself go when the man pushes lightly on my shoulders, causing the dildo to enter me at the same time.

I take a deep breath, trying not to panic as he pulls away from me. I'm now alone against the mirror, with this silicone cock half buried in me. My cheeks are red with shame.

I have never felt so vulnerable, so exposed. The camera pointed at me does not help me at all. No more than the silence of the two men. I stand perfectly still, waiting for an order that never seems to come.

“Go ahead. Show us how well you take that big cock.”

I bite my lip, feeling a wave of warmth fill my stomach at the sound of Eric's deep voice. Immediately, I obey him. Inch by inch, I let the toy slide inside me.

I can't hold back a moan. Even if it has nothing to do with those of my dominants, this fake cock remains pleasant. Between the toy and all these lustful games, I'm soaked like never before. I need to be filled.

Although wide and long, this dildo is not enough. I need to feel someone's warmth. The weight of a dominant crushing my body. But that will only happen if I manage to satisfy them first.

So, I get caught up in the game, going back and forth on this artificial length, taking it to the point of touching the mirror with my ass. I can't help but smile.

I imagine Benjamin getting ready in front of his mirror every morning, seeing the trace of my passage encrusted there. The idea of him having an erection every time helps me bear the shame that remains anchored in the pit of my stomach.

“Faster.”

Eric's voice comes to me from the screen, harsher than ever. Despite my trembling legs, my tired body, I accelerate the movement. My hips ripple, my ass slams against the mirror.

I look up at the camera. Does he see the determination in my eyes as I let out my moans? It's getting harder and harder to keep going, but I'm holding on. No matter how cold and lonely I feel. I want to show them what I’m capable of.

I look at Benjamin. His eyes are fixed on my body, as if hypnotized. Yet his expression remains stoic. If it wasn't for that bulge stretching his pants, I would think he was totally indifferent to my performance.

“That's enough. Put her in the other position.”

My breath hitches as my colleague approaches me, responding without hesitation to his mentor's command. Slowly, he lifts me off the wall, before lowering me to my knees.

I can't help but glance discreetly at the dildo. A smile forms on my lips when I see how soaked it is.

Without taking care of me, the man takes it off the wall before repositioning it lower. I lick my lips. On all fours, it should be easier for me to use this object of lust. Maybe they'll even let me cum.

Obediently, I let him position me. But when I expect to feel the dildo inside me again, the man pours a large dose of lubricant between my ass cheeks. I look up at him, slightly worried.

He just smiles, inserting one of his fingers into my most taboo entrance. A gasp of surprise escapes me. I can't believe this is what they both want.

My cheeks are red with shame as Benjamin replaces his finger with the tip of the dildo. He walks away from me again. I hardly dare to look at it. His arms are crossed over his chest, and a mocking expression lights up his face.

Being fucked in my ass is already something very special. But having to do it myself? It's something quite different. It's degrading. And that’s without counting this camera which misses absolutely nothing of my decay.

And yet, I don't hesitate to push my hips back, letting the object slide slowly inside me. I embrace these conflicting feelings. I let myself go in the moment. So far, I have loved everything they’ve made me do. So, I must trust them for that too.

Small sighs come out of my mouth as the object sinks deeper and deeper into me. I'm starting to get to know that tight feeling, as uncomfortable as it is delicious.

Little by little, I begin to move back and forth, getting used to this imposing presence within me. If my hands weren't always cuffed, I'd run them between my legs to bring some relief to my tight clit.

I speed up my movements, taking the object inside me like a pro. I'm soaked and shaking. Never has an orgasm seemed so close and so far away at the same time. I could never reach it without a helping hand.

As if he had heard me, Benjamin approaches me. He strokes his crotch through his pants, looking at me intently. I lick my lips, hoping he offers me his thick cock again.

But again, my hopes are

dashed. He slaps my ass before pushing me forward, robbing me of the large presence of the toy within me. I feel incredibly empty, and I hate it. But I know I must be patient.

My mouth opens as I feel a new toy enter my most taboo entrance. A plug. It’s nowhere near as long as the dildo, but its width is impressive. I'm out of breath. I have never had something so thick in this intimate place of my body.

I barely feel the man move next to me, freeing my ankles from their handcuffs. I'm way too busy focusing on my breathing. I feel like I'm split open. I don't know how I'm going to be able to bear this, let alone if he decides to use my soaked entrance again. I have to hold on.

A cry escapes my mouth as suddenly the plug starts vibrating inside me. This is something unprecedented. I'm short of breath. The sensation is intense, but far from unpleasant. I look up at Benjamin, hoping to see if he plans to increase the intensity of his vibrations soon.

But seeing his empty hands, I realize that he’s not the one controlling this toy. Immediately, my gaze goes to the camera. I hear Eric laugh softly through the screen. Then, the toy increases in intensity inside me, making me moan.

The feeling is delicious. But I’m quickly cut off in my thoughts by Benjamin's hands which land on me. With force, the man lifts me up. But he doesn't bother to take me to bed as I expected.

No. It’s on the ground that he puts me down, lying me on my back. Without wasting a moment, he kneels beside me, spreading my thighs as wide as he can before sneaking in.

I look into his eyes, staring at him intently. I want him. I want to feel him inside me. To have his body covering mine, crushing me with all his weight.

My wishes don’t take long to become reality. The man leans over me, his mouth catching mine forcefully. Languidly, he kisses me, making me his own with a flick of his tongue.

Between my legs, I feel him busying himself, feverishly undoing his belt to pull out his taut cock. It didn't take long for him to grab it and slide it down my lower lips.

I moan at this gesture, spreading my legs a little more if possible. Silently inviting him to finally take me. I've been waiting for this all day. I want him inside me.

A long moan escapes my throat as he finally sinks into my soaked pussy. His cock is swollen like never before, much larger than the dildo he made me play on. I lick my lips, happier than ever to find back that feeling now so familiar.

There is something incredibly soothing about being fucked by a man you know. It's like things are back to normal. Never mind that he's so big I feel like I'm being split in half. I would never want to get rid of this feeling.

Each thrust of Benjamin inside me adds to the pressure from the plug. I have never been open like this. Except maybe when they both took me. And with this remote-controlled toy by Eric, it's as if he were there too.

Even though I miss the warmth of his body, I feel him close to me. And that makes me feel incredibly good.

My back scrapes on the rug adorning the bedroom. I think this is the first time I find myself like this, fucked on the floor. It's decadent. Degrading. And incredibly exciting.

My still-cuffed hands rest on Benjamin's chest, trying to find some support as he thrusts into me at a mighty pace. My mouth stays open when the man has fun nibbling my neck.

I know I'm going to have to wear a scarf to work tomorrow if I don't want my colleagues to notice the marks it leaves on me. But I don't care. The feeling is too good. I want him to mark me. Let him make me his.

My eyes close to better face the sensations that run through my body. I shiver as my body is on fire. Nothing makes sense anymore. I no longer have a shred of shame in me.

Forget the humiliation of the camera, the egg, the parking lot. There is only this crazy race to orgasm. Benjamin is pounding me now, each of his thrusts pressing his pelvis against my clit. In my ass, the plug vibrates at its maximum speed.

I feel like I'm going to die. It's not possible to have so much pleasure. Maybe I'm already dead and in heaven. If so, I don't mind being deprived of life on earth. This one is much more delicious.

A cry louder than the others comes out of my mouth. Benjamin just pushed himself deeper into me. So far that I let go. A wave of warmth filled me, starting from my pussy and pouring out to the rest of my body. All my members tense.

I can’t see anymore. I can't hear anymore. I barely feel the man emptying inside me with a grunt. It's only his rambling compliments that finally snap me out of my trance.

“You were perfect. You’re such a good girl for us. Our perfect, perfect Submissive.”


Chapter 5

I sigh as the warm water runs over my body. I don't know what time it is. Definitely late. I've lost count of the orgasms. Lost count of how many times he put his cock inside me, taking everything in his path.

I'm not going to be fresh tomorrow at work. I don't have a shred of energy left in me. I only want one thing: to wrap myself in fresh sheets, surrounded by comforting arms. Oh, not that I have any new feelings for Benjamin.

No, he still annoys me. But after an intense session, it feels good to receive a little tenderness, even if it’s without feeling. Either way, he wouldn't let me go. He explained it to me the last time.

This is the first rule that Eric taught him. Always take care of a submissive after having subjected her to domination. Even when the session was not that strong. He must watch me. To make sure that I’m safe, both physically and mentally.

That's why I find myself here, standing in his shower. With my hands pressed against the glass wall, I relax as the hot water runs over my raw skin. Behind me, the man takes his time, carefully washing my hair.

I had never really liked taking a shower with a man. At least, not without it involving hot sex to make it more interesting. But there's something incredibly soothing about getting cleaned up by the one who degraded you for hours.

It's like a reward. Almost a way to be forgiven. Even if neither he nor I regret what happened tonight.

I still can't believe I did this. What a Valentine's Day. I hid a vibrating egg inside me when at work. Sucked him in a car. Let him expose me online and share me again with Eric.

I bite my lip thinking about him. About what he told us before cutting the connection. We're going back to Los Angeles. They have a big case, and he asked that we both go help them.

Oh, they have enough talented lawyers there. We all know very well why he called us. And it's not for our ability to plead, even if it’s good.

Despite the exhaustion that grips my body, I can't help but feel excitement rising in the pit of my stomach.

In a week, I'll be stuck between their two bodies again.

Their submissive, in pain and pleasure.




- To be continued -


Punished at the Office


Chapter 1

“Good girl.”

I shiver as my master's hand gently strokes my hair. I don’t think I can live without that kind of gesture anymore. Many would find it humiliating to kneel at a man's feet.

But me? I love it.

All I want is to obediently wait for him to take care of me, as if I were a toy or a pet.

It hasn't been that long since I discovered BDSM. I who have always been a strong and determined woman, I discovered a side of me that I didn’t suspect. Now, every opportunity is good to submit to the will of a man. Become his little sexual thing.

I look up at Eric, once again struck by how handsome he is. The man is older than me and exudes crazy charisma. I’ve always been attracted by him, but I never thought I would find myself in such a position with him.

The most influential lawyer on the West Coast. A hot and powerful man. He surely has no trouble finding company. But it’s me he chose to spend the night with.

This isn't the first time I'm submitting to him. But usually, we are not alone. We are accompanied by Benjamin, my colleague and rival. The lawyer to beat.

I frown and gently shake my head. I don't want to think about him anymore. Even if he helped me to discover my sexual inclinations, becoming my very first dominant, I don't want to think about him anymore. He is the past, and his mentor is much better than him.

My mouth opens as Eric delicately places his thumb there. Playfully, I pinch it between my lips, reminding him of what I can do with my tongue. He smiles, making the moment last a few more moments before turning away from me again.

I stay alone, on my knees in the middle of his bedroom. Like the rest of his house, the place is modern. The caricature of the Hollywood villa. And yet, I feel very comfortable here.

Maybe because his scent is floating in the air all around me. Maybe because he's there, a few feet away from me, his eyes intently on mine. When he looks at me like that, I feel like the most beautiful woman on earth. It's what makes me accept everything, even this leather collar imprisoning my neck.

This is the first time I've worn such a toy. I certainly should feel humiliated, or at least embarrassed. But I find it particularly sexy. With this lustful jewel, I feel like I belong entirely to him. I’m his little plaything. And there's nothing more I want right now.

Nothing, except maybe his fingers on my body. Because I don't have to slip my hand between my legs to discover I'm soaked like never before, even though he barely touched me. And I’ve played these games enough to know that only he can bring me relief.

If I want this to happen, I must behave. Respond to the least of his desires. I know I can do it. So, even if I want to move to take a more comfortable position, I don't.

It's my thong that bothers me the most. I would like him to take it off me, and that in the process, he shoves his cock inside me. But I know that's not going to happen any time soon. The man has way too many games to put me through first.

So, I close my eyes for a moment to take a deep breath, and try to forget the feeling of tightness I feel. Because under the taut string of my thong is the plug he installed in me a few minutes ago.

He never gave me such a big one. I feel like I'm split in half. Yet I know it. His cock will be even more imposing in me.

I lick my lips thinking that, soon, he’s going to take me in this taboo part of my anatomy. A few months ago, I wouldn't even have thought of trying anal. Now I can't get over it.

I can't stop myself from moving to settle down more comfortably. It may have happened hours ago, but I still feel the passage of his paddle on my ass, intense as ever. Secretly, I can't help but hope that he punishes me again.

I’m probably not normal. A grown woman shouldn't want to be spanked like that. And yet, I can't help but shudder when I think back to what he did to me in his office.

But as I indulge in my fantasies, I'm interrupted by the doorbell. I open my eyes again, gazing into the dominant's for some comfort. He smiles, visibly pleased. His deep and sexy voice makes me shiver.

“Let's go, Submissive. Our guests are here.”


Chapter 2

- A few hours earlier -

With a sudden gesture, I close the screen of my laptop. I know that's not very professional behavior, but I don't care. I worked so hard, all so that Benjamin could get the promotion to junior associate?

I’ve done so much. Accepted everything. I'm even here, on the other side of the country, to help our Californian branch on a thorny issue. And they don't even bother to wait until I'm back in New York to tell me that.

Angrily, I get up, determined to get to the bottom of this. With a determined step, I head for Eric's office. Maybe he’ll have some answers for me. I know it's a bad idea, that I should calm down first.

Even if he’s not my boss, he is still an influential person in the business. I can't screw up my whole career just because of a failed promotion. Before knocking on his office door, I take a deep breath, trying to pull myself together.

His deep voice makes me shudder. I haven't forgotten what we did the last time I came to Los Angeles. The way he touched me. Spanked me. Took me in every part of my body.

This time, we haven't done anything yet. It wasn’t the desire that was lacking, if I’m to believe the heavy looks that we’ve been throwing at each other for a week.

As soon as the door is opened, the same heat spreads through my body. It's like a punch in the stomach every time I see him. My body reacts to his, as if they were connected in the most powerful way.

And yet, I don’t forget the reason for my visit. The anger and frustration are far too strong for my libido to take over. Forgetting all my beautiful resolutions, I almost lose my temper, slamming the door behind me.

“Benjamin! They gave the job to Benjamin!”

“Sit down, Valentina.”

“I work more hours; I bring back more contracts. I can't believe it. It's complete bullshit.”

I pace around his office, ruminating aloud on all the thoughts that have been twisting my stomach since the announcement of my defeat. I barely pay attention to the man, using him as a reel of my anger.

And he doesn’t like that. His voice is heard again. Strong. Severe. Enough to make me stop short and turn to him.

“I said. Sit down.”

I swallow. He looks more menacing than ever. And instead of scaring me, it excites me. I can feel my nipples starting to poke against the fabric of my bra. Wetness forming between my thighs.

I can't control it. The man exudes such power that my submissive nature returns immediately. How can I forget the pleasure I felt each time I followed his orders? Obediently, I sit across from him while praying not to stain my skirt with my excitement.

“If they gave the job to Benjamin, it's because I asked them.”

I open my mouth, puzzled. I can't believe he sabotaged my career like that. The blood throbs in my veins. I want to yell at him. But I can't do that. So instead, I stand up, ready to leave. His voice stops me dead.

“Sit down.”

My legs no longer obey me, bending to settle me back into the seat despite my desire to flee. The man stands up, approaching me with his predatory gait. I feel myself melting when his bewitching scent reaches me. Despite the hatred bubbling inside me, I want him.

“I told them to promote Benjamin because I want you here.”

“Are you telling me that you ruined my career just to be able to fuck me?”

I’m furious. What a stupid reason. My anger only grows as he bursts out laughing at this question.

“No. Even if you are a good submissive, it’s for your qualities as a lawyer that I need you. New York is great, but it's in LA that you can get your career off the ground.”

I say nothing, confused by all this information. He had never spoken to me about this possibility, and I had certainly not thought of it.

I can't think anymore as the ideas are mixed up in my head. And his presence near me does not help matters. My breathing quickens as all the consequences of such a choice begin to flash before my eyes.

If I stay in New York, I'll have to put up with Benjamin's victorious air. He will become my boss. This idea is unbearable to me. Letting him dominate me is one thing. Owing him respect in the professional setting is quite another.

But coming here... It's across the country. Totally different clients, no one I really know except Eric…

I don't know what to think, what to feel. I'm angry, confused, and relieved all at the same time. My breathing is erratic, making it even harder for me.

Gently, he puts his hand on mine, bringing me immediate comfort. I don't know why, but he has the gift of calming me down. The man smiles, before speaking softly.

“You don't need to answer me right away. I just wanted you to know that it's part of your options. Breathe. You really don't have to worry about your future. Whatever you choose, I know you will succeed.”

I smile weakly, still tormented. My leg taps the ground nervously without my being able to control it. He can't help but smile again.

“Looks like you could use a pick-me-up. I can get you a drink if you want. But I have something even more effective to relax you.”

I look up to check if I understood the implication in his voice. He leans towards me, his warm breath caressing my face.

“A good spanking would help you relax, I'm sure. Besides, technically, I'm not your boss yet. So I guess we can have a little fun.”

My breathing quickens immediately. I know I shouldn't accept. My career is at stake, and sleeping with the man who offers me a job is probably not the best thing to do.

But after all, he already made me the offer, and I know him well enough now. No matter what we do, he wouldn’t withdraw his offer. And I have to admit it. A session with him right now seems to be exactly what I need.

Without daring to speak, I nod my head to give him my answer. A smile forms on his lips. Slowly, he lets his hand slide down my neck. This touch is light, but enough to make me feel incredibly good.

This man always creates conflicting feelings in me, soothing and exciting at the same time. Because this simple gesture is enough to ignite me whole. Immediately, it makes me want to kneel for the man. To be there, fully open and available for the least of his desires.

I close my eyes as his lips brush mine. I'm more ready than ever for him to kiss me. But the man is playful and withdraws without giving me the long-awaited kiss. My sigh of frustration makes him smile without stopping his plans. With a gesture of a simple nod of his head, he points me to his office.

“Lean over there.”

I shiver at this order, almost surprised that it's already happening. I probably shouldn't allow it to happen like this, in the office, where we can be surprised by anyone. But I don't want to think anymore. I just want to feel better. And that's his promise to me right now.

So, I get up and obey him. I surrender completely, presenting him with my ass still covered by my tight skirt. Patiently, I wait for the man to begin his lustful game. But as usual, he takes his time, not touching me when I'm dying to.

I can't help a small squeal coming out of my mouth when finally, his hand lands on my ass. It's light, I can barely feel its warmth through the fabric. But it’s definitely there, making small circular movements while observing me.

My heart beats faster as his fingers move down, grabbing my skirt and pulling it up my hips. He stops again when my bare skin offers itself to him. Distractedly, he plays with the elastic of my thong, without taking it off me.

I shudder as I feel his hand creep dangerously close to my pussy. Subtly, I push my ass back, hoping he decides to venture under my underwear to touch me.

The man can't help but laugh softly at my impatience. But of course, he doesn’t act accordingly. I don't know why I keep hoping. He's the one leading the way, and the more desperate I get, the longer he'll keep me waiting. Just like that, to show me his power.

I moan softly as his hand firmly grips my ass, kneading my skin without the slightest delicacy. It's not very comfortable, and yet, I love it.

I'm disappointed when he walks away from me. His warmth against my skin was too short-lived. I want more. Much more. Even though I know it, he's definitely not going to hold back.

I stay still, resisting the urge to look up when I hear him rummaging through his things, wondering what will come of it. Crazy ideas cross my mind.

Maybe it will be handcuffs, to tie me to the legs of his desk. That's something that wouldn't bother me in the least. Along with spanking, I think being tied up is one of the things I love the most about BDSM.

Unless it’s to satisfy a man and to be rewarded in return. In the end, there's not much that I don't like. Except perhaps this interminable wait. I know it only makes things more intense later on. And yet, I would like these little games to be over already and for him to be near me again.

My breath hitches as a loud sound escapes behind me. He went to get a toy, and I don't know what to expect. A crop? A flogger?

Suddenly, I feel something hard caressing my ass. I think I know what it is. A paddle. My breathing quickens. Never before have I experienced this impact toy. But my research on the Internet allows me to know perfectly the power released by this instrument of torture.

I swallow hard, wondering if I would be able to handle it. During this time, the man passes the object on my ass in a caress of an unbearable slowness. At any moment, I know that the blow may fall. Hard, inflexible.

I concentrate on my breathing, the only thing in my power. I can't hold back a cry when suddenly the paddle crashes down on me. The pain is much more intense than I had imagined.

I'm suddenly scared. Will I be able to bear this punishment? To satisfy my dominant? I need to. I certainly don't want this impromptu session to end too soon. I need it to relax.

The man leans into my ear, his raspy voice making me shiver.

“Watch out for your screams, Submissive. You don't want the whole office to know what we're doing here, do you?”

I shake my head no, suddenly horrified. If these people are my future colleagues, they can't find out that I'm sleeping with Eric. And even less the kind of games we indulge in there, on his desk. If everyone were to find out that I'm a submissive for him, my career would be over.

Despite this terrifying thought, I can't help but feel excited. The thrill of danger is something I have learned to love, and even seek out.

I bite my lip as a second, equally powerful blow lands on my ass. We may be in a public place, but he obviously doesn’t intend to hold back. It's up to me to prove to him that I can hold on and follow his orders.

“Well? You no longer thank your Master?”

“Sorry! Thank you, Master!”

A satisfied sound escapes from the man's mouth before another blow falls, even more powerful than the previous ones.

It's only been three hits, and yet I feel like my ass is already on fire. I swallow with difficulty. If he's going to go into twenties, I really don't know how I could handle it.

I take a deep breath, trying not to worry about it. After all, we're doing this to help me relax. Not to make me more anxious. And then, I have my safe word. At any time, I can stop it if I need to.

I relax a little, taking advantage of the few moments of respite that the dominant offers me. Of course, it doesn't last. Soon, a new blow falls on me, making me squeal despite myself. Quietly, I thank the man, trying to ignore the intense burn on my skin.

I grit my teeth, already preparing for what's next. The paddle collapses against my skin once more with a thud. I wonder if people passing by his office can hear it. If they can understand.

I swallow hard, imagining that any minute someone is going to come in, looking outraged, to hold us accountable. My master doesn’t seem the least bit worried about this prospect. He keeps hitting me again and again.

Now I bite my lip until I bleed. All of this is really far too intense for just one person. He continues, knowing perfectly how to observe the signs of my body. Each time, he knows how to take me on this fine line, pushing me to my limits without ever exceeding them.

Finally, I allow myself to let go. I don't worry about anything anymore. Even my breathing seems to regulate itself without me having to think about it. There is only the hand of my master directing this object on me, making me heave little sighs barely stifled.

I'm grateful that this time he didn't make me count. No doubt he would have made me start over several times, I’m so incapable of thinking.

A small sigh of relief escapes my throat as he puts the paddle on the desk next to me. That's it, the punishment is over, and I feel more relaxed than ever. All the tension in my body evaporated. I no longer have any worries. There is only this suspended moment between him and me.

Gently, he begins to massage my ass, as if trying to erase the traces of his misdeeds. I let myself go, my body sagging slightly on the desk as it relaxes. A shiver runs through me as he leans over me, whispering in my ear.

“So, you look to feel better?”

I nod enthusiastically, making him laugh softly.

“Thank you, Master.”

“Whenever you need me, Submissive.”

I laugh softly, imagining myself coming into his office whenever an annoyance shows up in my work. An unpleasant client, a lost lawsuit... And here I am on his desk to be spanked. I sit up to look at him, suddenly realizing something.

“You keep a paddle in your office?!”

“Only for emergencies. Lie down. I'm not done with you.”

I lick my lips and obey him, pressing my generous chest against the cold surface of his desk again. I'm sure I’m going to wrinkle my blouse, but I don't care. I'm ready for what's next, whatever it is.

Maybe he's not going to do anything special, just admiring my exposed ass without the slightest shame in his eyes. Or maybe that little punishment turned him on. I'd like to turn around to see the condition of his pants. Is it deformed by a large erection?

The idea is appealing. But I know that if I straighten up, changing my position without his permission, that would be an excuse for him to punish me again. And that, I don’t want.

Even though his blows made me wet like never before, I don't think my body can take any more right now. So, I stay quietly lying against his desk, waiting for the next event.

A cry of surprise dies in my throat. I expected to hear him undo the belt of his pants. That he plunges his cock deep inside me, tearing me apart from his thick length without even taking the time to prepare me. But no. It is with his fingers that the man decides to play now.

Slowly, he slips them down my thong, playing with the piece of fabric. I can't hold back my contented sighs. I want him so much that the slightest of his caresses seems to me the most delicious in the world.

He catches my underwear, bringing it down my thighs. One by one, he pats my legs, making me lift them to completely remove this black lace thong that must now be completely soaked.

Nonchalantly, he places it on the desk next to me. He doesn't seem the least bit bothered by the idea of my wetness touching the surface where he works every day. For me, it's the opposite. My cheeks blush at the idea of leaving such an indecent trace of my passage.

But these considerations are quickly forgotten. Slowly, the man traces the contours of my lower lips, covering himself in my natural lubricant. Then he reaches my clit. With an expert gesture, he begins to press on it, making me moan.

I probably shouldn't be this excited already, when the man barely touched me, didn't even bother to kiss me, or caress the rest of my body. And yet, that is who I am. A little thing completely submitted by her body and her libido, spreading her legs to give him better access.

I bite my lip to hold back a moan. His fingers just slide into me, long, delicious. All of my energy is dedicated to remaining silent, as the man begins his back and forth inside me.

No matter how intense the pleasure, I must not forget that there are people outside, who can hear us at any moment. I have to control myself. Even though the man's thumb rests on my clit, pressing just enough to make my body shake.

His fingers accelerate into me, bringing me ever more pleasure. Mine close in on the edge of the desk, trying to find some semblance of support and control over the situation.

All of this is illusory, however. Nothing can prepare me for what my master has in mind. He alone knows my fate. There is no point in trying to anticipate it or having any control over the situation. I just must let myself go to the moment, take what he wants to give me and thank him for it.

I can't help but moan in frustration as he removes his fingers from me, leaving me excruciatingly empty. My disappointment is only short-lived. I shiver as his hand moves up, sliding between my ass.

With his fingertips, he traces the contours of my crenelated entrance, soaking it in my own excitement. I moan a little louder, more excited than ever. I can’t hide it. I love being caught up in this part of me. Just as he likes to take me there, as he proves to me again.

One of his fingers begins to slide inside me, opening me up to him. I bite my lip, pushing my ass back, as if to encourage him to go further. He laughs softly at my lack of modesty before adding a second finger.

I bite my lip, trying to stay quiet. But how could I, as his other hand slides up my pussy, pressing down hard on my clit. In the pit of my stomach, I feel a very recognizable heat rising.

I blush thinking about my position. Here I am, lying on the desk of the man who may become my boss, my skirt pulled up over my hips as he fingers my ass. I don't know if I can go any lower than that.

And yet, even if I were offered it, I wouldn't change my position for the world. Too bad if that makes me a slut, a depraved. I’m ready to give myself entirely to this man, as long as I can continue to feel this intense pleasure.

Soon all my limbs are shaking, my legs struggling to support my weight, wobbling with pleasure. My master is not weakening, quite the contrary. He keeps thrusting into me and playing with my nerve button, doing everything to rock me into pleasure.

A few more seconds, and he succeeds. In a muffled squeal, I let myself go to orgasm, waves of intense heat engulfing me, taking everything in their path.

The man accompanies my orgasm for a few seconds, before moving away from me, leaving me empty and panting.

“You can get up.”

He walks away from me without a look, leaving me alone to wash my hands in the bathroom adjoining his office. As best I can, I get to my feet, rearranging my skirt, hoping not to look too scruffy.

The man returns to sit at his desk. Looking at me, he spreads his thighs. Then he gestures for me to come closer. I do it without hesitation, just as I don't hesitate to drop to my knees in front of him when he asks me to.

Thus installed between his legs, I look up at him, waiting for his next order. The man is dragging things out, looking at his computer. Absorbed in his work, he distractedly undoes his belt and the opening of his pants to pull his cock out.

I lick my lips seeing it, long, thick, and above all stretched to the extreme. A few drops of excitement are already beading at its end. I only want one thing: to collect them with my tongue.

“Go ahead. Show me you're grateful.”

It doesn't take much for me to move forward, my hand curling at his base as my mouth approaches his silky skin. Slowly, I let my tongue run his length, enjoying its ribbed contours.

Then I open my mouth, letting my lips cover his erection. I had forgotten how delicious it is. I don't know why, but the submissive position makes me love blowjobs.

With enthusiasm, I try to satisfy my dominant, to offer him everything I can to give him back some of the pleasure and serenity he brought me earlier.

I look up at him, wanting to watch his every reaction. Of course, he enjoys playing with my patience. This time he completely ignores me, focusing on his screen, visibly more passionate about his contracts than the woman sucking him off.

It makes me want to fight a little more. To do everything to succeed in diverting him from his work. To be the best.

I put more spirit into my comings and goings, taking him ever further, going so far as to hit the back of my throat with his imposing length. From time to time, his hand gets lost in my hair, caressing it absently, as if to encourage me in my mission.

He may try to concentrate, but I can see that little by little his mask of indifference is cracking, that the pleasure is starting to be too strong for him to control. So, he finally let go, turning away from his screen to focus only on me.

Sitting a little more comfortably in his chair, he lets his fingers tighten around the back of my head. Firmly, he forces me to take him ever further, feasting on my muffled little sounds.

Soon, he no longer holds back, emptying himself in the back of my throat without warning me. He leans toward me, jaw clenched in an attempt to hide his ragged breathing.

“Swallow.”

Despite the surprise of having received his seed so brutally, I obey him without hesitation. What he offers me, I gladly accept. Once this is done, I stick out my tongue to prove my obedience to him. Eyes still misty with pleasure, the man pats my head proudly.

“I could have you at my feet all day. This position looks great on you. But you're far too good a lawyer for that. And if they're too stupid to fight to keep you, lucky for me. »

The man pushes his seat back before reaching out his hand to help me up. I wince. My legs are sore from having been used like this for so long. The man gets up in turn, gently rubbing my chin, probably to remove the traces of my lipstick that must have run there.

“Come to my house tonight. I could show you what your life would be like here. I know people who would be happy to take care of you as well as I do.”

I shudder when I realize what he means. I should surely refuse such an indecent proposal. But I don't want it. After my disappointment today, I have only one desire: to forget reason and give in to my darkest desires.


Chapter 3

After a long hesitation, I finally ring the doorbell. The man's home is even more impressive than I remember. I don't know why, but being here makes me nervous.

I've been here before, and I know Eric well now. Maybe it's because I’m about to meet strangers. I understood that the purpose of this meeting is clearly not to build a network in this unknown city.

So far, I have only known two dominants. I have no idea if I can handle to have more, and at the same time. But it's too late to worry about that now. Eric has just opened the door, a carnivorous smile on his lips as his eyes scan my body.

I shiver, as every time I realize how much he wants me. I know he could have anyone. Women all more beautiful than each other. And yet, it looks like I'm the only one he wants to subject to his perverted games.

I grab the hand he extends to me, letting him guide me inside his huge villa. I know the path he takes me. We’re already heading to his bedroom. I swallow. He doesn't waste a moment, I see.

“I bought a little something for you. I’d like you to try it now.”

My mouth opens in surprise, and my cheeks turn pink as I see the outfit he has spread out on his bed. I don't need to get closer to see it better. It’s a sexy maid dress.

I've never played role-playing games in the bedroom before. But with him, I’m ready to experience everything.

“I have no one to do the service tonight. I thought it would look good on you, what do you say?”

I remain silent for a few moments. I should probably refuse that. It means having to serve his guests, in this far too-sexy outfit. It seems embarrassing. Humiliating.

My reason tells me to refuse. But my libido begs me to accept. The man approaches me, slipping his hand on my neck, his hot breath caressing my lips, making me want to kiss him without the slightest restraint.

“You'll be so pretty, sucking my cock while they're watching us. They’ll all want to be in my place, I’m sure of that.”

I smile, excited by this image. The man sees the change in my attitude, smiling victoriously. With a nod, he shows me the outfit, before sitting down on the bed.

Slowly, I shed all my clothes, dropping them to the floor. The man has his gaze fixed on me, not losing the slightest crumb of the spectacle that I offer him. I feel myself grow wings, intoxicated by the attention he gives me.

His face may be impassive as I stand there, completely naked in front of him. But the flame in his eyes reveals all the desire that consumes him. It’s with the same intensity that he watches me put on the outfit he has specially selected for me.

It fits me perfectly, as if it had been made to measure. I feel incredibly sexy, being devoured by this imposing man's gaze.

He pats his thigh, beckoning me to join him. Rolling my hips, I approach him, playing with his nerves until I find myself at his level. He places his hands on my hips, looking up at me.

For a moment that seems like an eternity, we stare at each other silently. Then he pulls me to sit on his lap. I shiver at the touch of my bare skin on his precious fabric pants. More than ever, the demarcation between us is displayed. He has the power; I am the submissive.

His hand slides to the back of my neck, squeezing it tightly as his lips land on mine. Without missing a beat, he begins to kiss me hard, his tongue digging into my mouth in the sexiest way.

I moan into the kiss, unconsciously moving my hips in hopes of finding some friction. Our little game has only just begun, and yet I already feel ready to explode.

If he wanted to slide his cock inside me, I wouldn't object to him. I want to feel myself disappear. That he melts into me, that he takes me again and again. But I know it won't be like that.

Without the slightest delicacy, he picks me up and throws me on his bed. I find myself with my ass in the air, pointing in his direction. I squeal as he smacks it with his large hand, more for fun than real punishment.

A shiver runs through me as he towers over me, dripping lube in my ass. Without wasting another moment, he pushes a plug against my most taboo entrance.

I grit my teeth. The object is imposing, especially without more preparation to help me to welcome it. And yet, it ends up entering me. I remain motionless, trying to get used to this thick presence.

I look up in surprise as I feel the dominant pull the thong I left on the floor up my legs.

“You wouldn't want our guests to see all of you, would you?”

I bite my lip, my cheeks red with shame. I was already ready to offer myself to them, this light dress for all the protection of my naked body. My dominant has understood it, and he plays with it, having fun making me feel ashamed.

He knows it, it’s by taking me to extremes that he will make me come in the strongest possible way.

“On your knees.”

Without the slightest hesitation, I let myself slide to the ground. My face is turned to him, waiting to see what he wants to do with me now. He doesn't seem ready to give me that information. His eyes are on me, carefully studying the curves of my breasts barely hidden by the deep neckline of this dress.

My eyes widen as he pulls out of his pocket something I've never experienced before. A leather collar. I bite my lip looking at it, unable to know how I feel about wearing such a thing.

Eric leans over me, gently stroking my hair in a reassuring gesture. I close my eyes, letting myself go in this fit of tenderness which, I know, will be too short.

But when I open my eyes again, falling on those of the dominant, I forget my concern. It doesn't matter what he wants to do with me tonight.

I will take up his challenge.


Chapter 4

Nervous, I stay hidden in the kitchen. From there, I hear everything going on in the living room. Two unknown voices join that of my dominant. Two men.

My dominant told me to come here, and take the tray he had prepared before joining them in the living room. I don't know if I can. Showing myself to strangers like this, in this depraved outfit, while a plug is tearing me apart.

Of all the crazy things I've done since I discovered BDSM, none has reached this level of stupidity. What if the two guests are also lawyers? I should work with them every day, knowing that they saw me in such a degrading position. I would lose all credibility.

And yet, I know I’m going to do it. To please my master, of course. But mostly to satisfy my own depraved cravings. Because I recognize the excitement in the pit of my stomach as soon as I think of the way other men look at me.

My dominant wants to expose me, make me a trophy to show off. I’m ready to let it be without asking myself any questions.

So, taking a deep breath, I grab the tray and put all my worries aside. Without losing my composure, I enter the room, sure of myself. Fake it ‘til you make it, right?

The passionate conversation the men have is immediately interrupted. Three pairs of eyes are now on me. I keep moving forward, as if it doesn't affect me. However, I can clearly see the smiles forming on their lips, a mixture of amusement and desire.

Yes, I’m definitely the attraction of the evening. And that pleases me. I find the same adrenaline as when I plead in court and all the attention is on me. Of course, usually it is for my intelligence and my ability to speak that people admire me. But it doesn't bother me that for once, people are more interested in my shapes.

So, I decide to play the game thoroughly. Sensually, I bend down to put the tray on the coffee table, making sure to highlight my generous chest at the same time. I take more time than necessary, letting them observe my sexy curves at their leisure.

Then I straighten up, biting my lower lip almost innocently as I cross my arms behind my back, arching slightly to emphasize my boobs. I look at my dominant and take my most innocent voice.

“Is there anything else I can do, Sir?”

He can't help but lick his lips, a slight amused smile lighting up his face. Apparently, he didn't expect me to show off so much. With his usual assurance, he answers me.

“There is a bottle in the fridge. Go get it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Immediately, I turn around in the most sensual way possible. Head held high, I go back to the kitchen, rolling my hips excessively, fluttering the little skirt of my dress.

I'm sure that way they can get a glimpse of the top of my thighs, the line of my ass. Maybe they even imagine what those hips could do, if I were to straddle them.

My stomach is inflamed at the thought. I didn't have time to observe them, but from what I saw, these men are attractive. I can totally imagine myself losing myself in their arms, as long as Eric is there too.

Staying in my role, I come back to them, setting everything up on the coffee table, worrying as much about what we offer them as about the sensuality of my gestures.

When everything is ready, I stand in front of them again, waiting for my next mission with mixed excitement and nervousness.

With a nod, Eric tells me to approach him. Still ignoring the other men so as not to be intimidated, I comply. With a snap of his fingers, he makes me understand what he wants. So, I bend my legs, settling on my knees at his feet.

I stare at the ground, my cheeks flushed with shame. I obeyed his order far too quickly, proving to them all that I'm used to this sort of thing. That I'm a real little slut, desperate and ready for anything when a man shows authority.

I put my hands on my knees as Eric begins to serve his guests. I stay focused on the movement of my hands, finding the distraction necessary to support this humiliating position.

Around me, the men resume their discussion, sharing news that I don’t understand much. I don't really try either. All I care about is fighting the shame in my stomach.

He didn't introduce us. I’m indeed his little thing, his object. I'm not his equal, so I'm not worth having my name said or knowing theirs.

As if sensing my nervousness, my master puts his hand on my hair, stroking it gently. The contact is light, distracted, as he continues to talk with his guests. But it is enough to relax me little by little.

Thus kneeling at his feet, with my collar and his caresses on my head, I look more like a dog than a woman. And yet, it leaves me indifferent. I should probably be furious, humiliated that he treats me like this.

But the opposite is happening. I feel incredibly good. As if with this simple contact, he proved the unbreakable bond that binds us. That of submissive and dominant.

Oh, I'm not fooling myself. We have no special relationship. For all I know, he might have a sub for every day of the week. But tonight, I'm the one who benefits from his attention. And that fills me with joy.

I take courage, no longer feeling the need to hide. So, I venture to observe his guests, discreetly, out of the corner of my eye. One thing is certain, they both have money. I don't recognize any of them. I don't believe they work at the firm. So much the better. It would have made things more difficult.

I tense as one of them turns to me, surely feeling watched. However, I can't look away, hypnotized by his two steel blue balls staring at me intently.

The man wears a very particular look. His dirty blond hair is long and wavy, sporting a messy look that looks carefully studied. Around the thin lips of the man, an impressive mustache falls into an unshaven beard.

The man gives himself a false air of neglect, and it suits him perfectly. It gives him a rough edge. I'm sure he's the kind of person to change his attitude in the blink of an eye. The kind to slam a woman against a wall to take her wildly.

I lick my lips imagining myself in this situation. Then my mind wanders. I wonder what it would be like to have his thick mustache between my legs, while he’d devour me.

I look away, suddenly embarrassed to have had such thoughts. I feel my cheeks flush with shame, and I'm sure the man could see it. However, he says nothing.

A few minutes pass, and as I regain my senses, I tense up again. The voice of the other man resounds.

“That's a good little submissive you've there. She looks pretty docile to me. And this body… I'm jealous Eric. You always find the best one.”

My dominant chuckles softly, patting my head proudly. My cheeks are red from hearing such words used to describe me. Oh, it happens that I get hit on. But it's the first time I've heard words spoken like that while I'm here.

These words are worthy of a gym locker room. I don't even feel ashamed of being treated like I'm a mere object. Like a work of art or a car. No. It makes me proud.

“Valentina, I think my friend is sad to be alone. Would you mind helping me cheer him up?”

I raise my face to my dominant, waiting for more precision. Gently, he pats the sofa, silently inviting me to sit between him and his friend.

Trembling slightly, I straighten up and comply. Despite my desire to obey him, I stay against him rather than get too close to his guest. But he doesn't seem to care too much. He approaches on his own.

My breathing quickens as his heady cologne reaches my nostrils. When his hand lands on my thigh, I feel ready to faint. That's it, the serious things are about to begin. I couldn't be more delighted. Even though I'm nervous, I want to embark on this new experience.

The tension in the room just escalated. Everyone understood that the niceties were over. The whole time, we pretended to ignore the elephant in the room, as if it was normal to have a woman in a sexy maid outfit sitting at the foot of the host.

By now, all bets are off. Yet, I stand still. This is all new to me, and I don't know what I should do. Should I throw myself into the arms of the man? That I enthusiastically show him my desire to satisfy him? Or should I stay perfectly still, and let him lead the way?

I know that in any case, I can find myself punished if I don't make the right choice. I didn't have a clear order, other than to sit on this sofa. So, I decide to wait, my eyes glued to this hand that rises with crazy slowness on my thigh, flirting with the limits of my skirt without ever exceeding them.

My mouth opens. I'm already running out of air from this sensual massage. Yet I know it will be nothing compared to what awaits me later, when the three men use my body.

My breath catches as the man places his free hand on my jaw, spinning me towards him. Unlike the other guest, this man is brown, and not a single hair on his face is unkempt. All are perfectly cut, styled.

I shudder, wondering if he'll take the same care controlling me as he does controlling his look. I close my eyes as he leans over me, pressing his lips to mine. I can feel that, against the fabric of my dress, my nipples are sticking out in arousal.

The man knows how to do it with his tongue, dragging mine one way and then the other, titillating me to better take control of the situation.

I can't help but think of the miracles that mouth would do if it were placed between my thighs. I'm sure the man wouldn't hesitate to devour me, licking me over and over, making me cum until I cried out for mercy.

His hand slides from my jaw to my neck, applying light pressure there for a few seconds before continuing its descent further south. Through the fabric of my dress, he grips my breast, feeling it in a gesture that makes me moan against his lips. I don’t know the name of this man, and yet, I am already ready to give myself to him.

I can't help but tense as I feel my master rise. Even though I know he will stay in the room, not having his comforting warmth directly against me anymore makes me nervous.

Especially when, moments later, I feel the couch slump next to me again, and a hand land on my inner thigh. I don't have the slightest doubt. Those fingers that greedily run over me don't belong to Eric, but to the blond man from earlier.

As I had imagined, he shows no delicacy. What he wants, he takes. This idea makes me shiver, as much concern as excitement.

The man to my right breaks the kiss, leaving me gasping. But I barely have time to catch my breath when it's the blond who pulls me to him and captures my lips.

For this as for the rest, the man does not show the slightest delicacy. His mouth takes possession of mine with force, leaving me not the slightest bit of control. I let myself go, ignoring the discomfort and worry inside me. I know, I have to let myself go right now.

I moan as hands move up my body, lifting the light petticoat of my maid dress to give themselves better access. A hand slips under my thong, pressing my clit with delicious force.

“She is already completely soaked.”

“I told you she's a good submissive.”

I ignore these degrading remarks, far too busy concentrating on the fingers that plunge into me with force. I moan, pulling my head back so I could breathe better. The blond man's eyes light up, he seems amused by my reactions.

He doesn't kiss me immediately, preferring to slide his lips down my neck. I moan again as he nibbles on my thin skin, marking me in turn.

A high-pitched squeal escapes my throat as suddenly I find myself lifted. The coffee table is cleared of everything. I'm on it and hands are attacking my dress. In a snap of my fingers, I find myself completely naked, exposed to their gaze like a Greek statue.

My discomfort doesn’t last long. Immediately, the strangers grab me again, laying me down on the coffee table. I stay nervous until my dominant appears above me.

My relief is only short-lived, as immediately I see what he is holding in his hands. Some ropes. My breathing quickens a little more when I know very well what he intends to do with it.

Still, I let him obediently grab my arms and bring them above my head. Without rushing, the man makes complicated knots around my wrists, before tying them to the legs of the coffee table.

A few moments later, he takes care of my legs, repeating his gestures. I’m now completely immobilized, my thighs apart. Offered without the slightest shame in the eyes of these two men whose names I don't even know.

My breathing quickens. I'm more nervous than ever. And yet, I can't look away. I bite my lip, watching these men stare at me. They have all the power here, and yet I am not afraid. I am ready to give myself to them.

My dominant is the first to react. For a few moments, he disappears from my field of vision, before returning, two leather floggers in hand.

I swallow with difficulty. I have never been punished by two men at the same time. The flogger is already a difficult thing to bear. So, two?

A smile lights up the faces of the men who seem to see my torment. That doesn't stop them though. The dark-haired man grabs the flogger my dominant hands him, not wasting a moment before sliding it over my skin.

I shiver and close my eyes for a moment. Sometimes I think it is more difficult for me to deal with these kinds of caresses than with the blows that follow them. The wait is always unbearable. Not knowing when the pain will come makes it much harder. But that's part of the game, I have to comply.

I open my eyes again as I feel the second flogger begin to caress me. This one is held by my dominant. I’m relieved. I'm sure the blond man is very talented, but his power scares me a little. I don't think I could handle any of his punishments.

Slowly, the two dominants embark on an infernal dance. The leather straps roam my body, sliding over my bare skin, exploring it without giving me the slightest respite. My thighs, my stomach... Nothing is spared.

I don't have to look down to know that my nipples are pointing, that my pussy is soaking wet. This whole situation excites me to the highest degree, and I only want one thing, to surrender myself completely to them.

It doesn't matter if it means receiving a new punishment today, feeling the greatest pain. I’m ready to bear anything, if it allows me to receive such great pleasure in return.

A scream dies in my throat as suddenly his guest drops his flogger onto the thicker skin of my inner thighs. The pain is sharp, and yet the sensation is much more pleasant than it seems.

It is with delight that I welcome his next blow, while my dominant remains motionless, observing the dark hair man’s exploits. His other guest doesn’t lose a crumb of the show either.

A vicious smile spreads his mouth, making me shiver. Everything about this man screams danger. And I think that's what makes me want to succumb to his charm the most.

Slowly, my dominant begins to caress my body with his flogger, letting him trace the curves of my breasts. It's slow, delicate. So much so that I forget the purpose of this object. It only makes the pain worse when suddenly it hits my chest.

My breath hitches for a moment. It wasn't as hard as if it had hit my ass, but the surprise mixed with the delicacy of my skin makes me feel this blow as the most violent I ever received.

He smiles, visibly proud of his effect. Then he goes back to caressing me, resuming his vicious little game. On my thighs, the blows resume slowly. The man seems to like to take his time. I'm beginning to believe that's a characteristic of all dominants.

For a time that seems endless to me, the two men have fun with me, alternating between caresses and blows, in a dance that seems perfectly synchronized.

The blond seems tired of waiting, motionless. He comes to stand next to my head, putting his hand in my hair. His caresses may seem innocent, almost kind, but I can't help but shiver. I don't think he's the type to be soft.

He proves me right a few moments later. My heart beats a little faster as slowly the man undoes his belt, showing his taut cock. Despite the concern that takes me, I can’t help but feel a touch of excitement and pride at the sight of this erection that I caused.

With an evil smile on his lips, he kneels down, positioning himself so that his cock lines up with my mouth. I know this is going to be difficult. My head is upside down, and although they seem to be slowing down, the men continue to play their floggers on my skin.

Obediently, I open my mouth for the man who immediately thrusts his length inside. He is neither as long nor as wide as Eric. And yet, in this position, I find myself coughing like a newbie as he pushes himself into me.

The man laughs seeing me in trouble like this, but he doesn't stop, making sure to enter me fully. He can't help but let out a curse when this is done.

“Damn, she knows what she's doing.”

“She's the best, so you better take good care of her.”

I can't help but blush when I hear this compliment coming out of my dominant's mouth. Oh, I probably shouldn't feel so proud of such words.

But I can't help it. I enjoy pleasing this man far too much not to get fired up when he gives me evidence of his approval.

Soon, the three men are back to their game. I do my best to satisfy them, focusing on my breathing as they use my body, hit me, own me.

I squeal in surprise, my throat vibrating around the man's cock. One of the floggers comes to rest on my pussy, without hitting me. Slowly the straps caress my taut clit, making me moan.

Fingers venture in its place, having fun tickling my entrance before sliding towards the plug, pressing it without the slightest shame. I don't know where to turn, especially since one of the floggers starts caressing my breasts.

My whole body is stimulated. In my mouth, the man goes faster and faster, making me cough. I'm good though. Even when he lets himself go, squirting all his seed into my mouth without warning me.

Without being asked, I swallow everything, as much for docility as to find my breath more quickly. The man laughs, patting my cheek before turning to the other stranger.

“We switch places?”

The other man nods without hesitation, letting go of the flogger to unzip his pants, grabbing his cock before he's even near me. My eyes stay on the blond, wondering if he's going to hit me now.

But he's not the least bit interested in the flogger on the floor. No. When he gets near me, he immediately drops to his knees between my legs held apart. My mouth drops open as I wonder what he's going to do.

Immediately, the man plunges his face between my thighs, letting his tongue trace a long line down my slit. I can't hold back a moan, quickly stifled by the other stranger’s cock sinking into me.

I close my eyes to better focus on these sensations. I’m nothing more than a toy that they can use as they please. And that excites me more than ever. Between my legs, the man is busy, more gifted than most of my lovers of the past.

I who imagined him as a caveman, taking everything for his sole pleasure, I discover that this is not the case. The man obviously has experience. He knows how to satisfy a woman.

Gradually, the heat in my belly grows. I can no longer focus on anything, letting myself be carried away by the movement without trying to control it. I let the other man use my mouth as he pleases, just concentrating on my reflexes as he slaps the back of my throat.

My limbs are tense, it’s more and more difficult for me to keep up the hellish pace that the man between my legs imposes on me. When he adds his fingers to the combination, I lose all control.

The dark hair man removes his still taut length from my mouth, letting me scream at the top of my lungs. I moan louder and louder, my fingers closing against the rope holding them down to find some control.

A few more tongue movements, and the stranger makes me come against his mouth and his fingers. He accompanies my orgasm for long moments, continuing his gestures until they become almost uncomfortable.

When he stops, he’s quickly replaced by the other stranger. He’s stroking himself, looking at my pussy shining with my excitement. He in turn lowers himself, settling between my open legs.

But it's not his mouth that meets my clit. No. It's his hard cock that he slides against me before shoving it into my soaking-wet entrance. I bite my lip, keeping my eyes fixed on his. I'm still sensitive from my recent orgasm, but I welcome it with unhidden pleasure.

I moan even louder as the blond places his hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples intensely, making me feel as much pleasure as pain.

My dominant remains on the side, a simple spectator of their actions. I smile at him as he winks at me. Then, I refocus on the man in me.

Thus attached to the table, I can do nothing but suffer the onslaught of his delicious cock. With each thrust, I find myself a little more pressed against the hard surface, feeling each of his thrusts with intensity.

The man is going faster and faster, his moans are getting louder. His orgasm is near. I moan more and more myself, the pleasure reborn in the pit of my stomach. And yet, the man doesn’t help me at all, leaving my clit untouched.

He climaxes alone, emptying himself into me with a gasp. I can't help biting my lip, disappointed and frustrated that I couldn't share this moment with another orgasm. But my disappointment is only short-lived.

As soon as the man has removed himself from me, the other two approach. Without waiting a moment longer, they undo the ropes that hold me. Taking advantage of the moment of respite they offer me, I move my aching limbs.

Then, I observe them, patiently waiting for them to decide on my fate. My dominant is the first to move, finally laying his hands on me. I can't help but sigh in relief. I hadn't realized how much I missed his touch on my skin.

He turns me around, giving him and his friends a perfect view of my ass, and the plug inside. He grabs it, having fun playing with it for a few moments before removing it completely from me.

My mouth opens. I knew this moment was coming, but now that it's here, I can't help but feel nervous. Only two men took me there and saw how enthusiastically I let them.

Still, I relax. After running a large dose of lubricant on his cock, he lifts me by the thighs, installing us in the most comfortable position possible. My back against his chest, I find myself totally exposed to the gaze of the other two men.

And yet, I'm unable to close my eyes as my dominant plunges his large cock into my most taboo entrance. I want to see the approval in their eyes. Their desire. Their jealousy too. Because there is no doubt that they dream of being there, in the place of my dominant. But only he can do it.

I end up closing my eyes as he goes deeper and deeper inside me. His cock is thick, and even though I've taken it there before, I feel just like the first time. I feel like I'm split in two. And this feeling is not about to go away.

Because no sooner has he impaled me completely on his length than the blond man approaches us. His cock is hard again. He slides it into his hand, his eyes fixed on where my dominant disappears.

In this position, I’m perfectly open to welcome him. He doesn’t hesitate to come and visit me. Without the slightest hesitation, he pushes his rounded tip against my soaking wet-entrance.

Without the slightest effort, he manages to slide inside me. My body welcomes him entirely, opening up completely to his passage. My breathing quickens. I’m ready to receive all the pleasure they want to give me.

Without even thinking about it, my arms wrap around the stranger's neck. I can't believe I'm letting myself be so taken by someone whose name I don't know as my dominant begins to take possession of my ass.

My fingernails dig into the man's skin, as I turn my head in search of my dominant's mouth. This one doesn’t play, immediately offering me his lips, kissing me with passion.

Gradually, the men find their rhythm, pounding me rhythmically, not giving me a second of respite. At every moment, I’m completely full, subject to their law. I can't do anything but take their cock strokes and moan. Moan again and again.

On an armchair, the third man is seated, his hand firmly holding his cock. He is already hard when he has just come, the spectacle that we offer him rekindling the desire in him.

I give him a sexy wink, before plunging my head into the blond's neck. When a hand slips between us, I completely lose my footing. My screams are getting louder. I can no longer think, no longer breathe.

There is only this orgasm that I hunt, letting myself be invaded by the increasingly violent waves of heat in the pit of my stomach. And then there is the explosion.

All of my limbs tense, my holes contracting uncontrollably around the men's cocks as a most violent orgasm shoots through every square inch of my body.

It doesn’t take more to push the men to abandon themselves in turn, emptying themselves one after the other deep inside me.

When I finally come back to reality, they have already withdrawn from my body and placed me on the sofa. After giving me a glass of water, my dominant approaches me, a smile that I know well on his face.

“How about we go to the bedroom?”

At the prospect of finding myself again in his dungeon, my brain doesn’t take long to give him an answer. Without saying a word, I grab the hand he offers me, ready to follow him on new lustful adventures.


Chapter 5

“You want bacon with your scrambled eggs?”

I nod, a bit absent-minded. Sitting at the island in the man's huge kitchen, I let my fingers tap against the luxurious marble counter. I hadn't imagined him to be the type to cook, let alone for a woman he spent the night with.

And yet, here he is, busy preparing us a gigantic breakfast. I really need it after this intense night. I don’t know how many times I came. How many times I took them, in all parts of my body.

All I know is that it all helped me to relax. To see more clearly. When Éric sits in turn, placing a plate in front of me, my decision is made.

“I agree to work for you. But on one condition.”

“I'm listening.”

“I don't know if you intend to continue playing like that with me. But if that's the case, nothing can happen at work. It's too risky. I don't want to ruin my career by being the office slut.”

“That sounds reasonable. I have a request too.”

I freeze, trying to prepare for all eventualities. The man keeps the suspense going, taking a bite of his meal before revealing his idea.

“If I can't touch you in the office, I expect you to spend many, many overtime hours here. I’m a very busy man. And I have plenty of plans for your pretty mouth and your little pussy.”

I bite my lip, unable to suppress a smile. The idea that he still wants me makes me even more excited than the prospect of a new life. He doesn't seem to get tired of my body, and the things he does to it. For my greatest pleasure.

“I think that can be done.”

“Good. We'll see the details of your salary at the office.”

I nod, suddenly relieved of a weight. It really is the right decision. I know that my future here is going to be most amazing, both professionally and personally. I turn my head towards him, feeling his heavy gaze on me.

“Well, aren't you going to thank me? On your knees, Submissive.”

I lick my lips, putting my fork down enthusiastically. As I drop to the ground, I can't help but smile.

Yes. My life in Los Angeles is going to be the most exciting.

- To be continued -


Shared at the Office


Chapter 1

Slowly, I pull my stockings up my thigh before tying them to my garter belt. A few steps back, and I can admire myself in the mirror. In this red lace lingerie set, I look to die for.

I already imagine myself in front of my dominant, revealing to him what I hide under my suit. Oh, I know it's unprofessional to do such things, especially on a trial day. But I don't care. The gleam of desire I will see in his eyes is well worth it.

Now I put on my blouse. The one that perfectly highlights my generous chest, my slim waist, while still making me look like a serious lawyer. As for this skirt, it perfectly embraces the curves of my hips and ass. A bait for my Master.

We’re supposed to do nothing at the office. Stay completely professional. A normal relationship between employee and boss. But nothing prevents me from showing him what will await him later, when I offer myself to him in the privacy of his villa.

Will he rip off my skirt to give me that spanking that has haunted him all day, as he stares at my tight ass in their fabric prison?

I shiver, already remembering the delights of his hands falling on my thin skin. Maybe he will use a toy. Paddle or flogger, I know them by heart now. And I adore them.

Normally, I'm the strong-headed type, fighting for my opinions and ideas. But when I find myself under the hand of this man, I turn into the perfect submissive. I surrender totally to his law, letting him do what he wants to my body.

I have no limits anymore.

Even if he wants to share me with friends, letting them take me all at once, using every part of my body without the slightest shame. I’m now a true little slut, no longer refusing anything to this man so powerful and so sexy.

It will soon be two months since I moved to Los Angeles, accepting his job offer. And since then, every night has been more delicious than the last. He barely lets me go home, preferring to keep me in his dungeon of pleasures.

I take a look around me. There are as many moving boxes in the room as there are bags from lingerie stores. I've never bought so many, but I have to do my best to keep the flame that consumes my dominant alive.

Even if these bits of lace stay on my body only for a short time. He always ends up undressing me without care. Or worse, he asks me to do it, forcing me to strip as he sits comfortably on an armchair, his eyes riveted on my body offered to him.

I have never felt so desirable since I started these games. At first, I did it with Benjamin, my colleague. He was not bad, I must admit, for someone I couldn’t stand.

But he does not have a tenth of the charisma and talent of his mentor. This is the first time that I have succumbed to the charms of an older man. He has it all. Experience, reputation, power.

I still find it hard to believe that it's me he wants in his bed every night, when he's regularly voted one of LA's hottest bachelors. Actress, model... He could have anyone.

It would surely be easier if I wasn't his employee. Because of this, we must remain discreet. Him, for his image. Me, for my credibility. Even though everyone recognizes that I’m good at what I do, I haven't been practicing long enough to be safe from such a scandal.

It is how it is. We must remain discreet. It suits me perfectly. I don't need complications, nor a relationship. Just raw fun. Indulge my darkest, most animal desires.

Forget about shame and good morals. I want to spread my legs and be devoured whole by this talented man. That, night after night, he make me his, until I become the perfect submissive.

I bend down to put on my heels. The final touch to my outfit. I know, with this, my walk will be perfect. Determined. Feline. Sexy. I'm used to eyes turning to me when I arrive in court.

But only one of them really matters to me. I hope he too can't stop looking at me when he sees me appear in the courtroom. Too bad if it distracts him during his plea. I only want one thing: to drive him mad with desire.

For a moment, I let my mind wander. I imagine him forgetting all common sense. He’d grab me and forcefully lay me down on the floor. He’d rip my panties to allow access to his cock barely out of his pants.

He would take me there, right in the middle of the courtroom, in front of the judge, the jurors, and all the people attending this trial.

Maybe they would even join us, in a crazy and depraved orgy. The story would surely make headlines. After that, I would just have to change my career to do porn, no one else will want to employ me.

I smile, imagining myself doing this full-time. But no. I love my career as a lawyer far too much for that. So, after touching up my lipstick one last time, I grab my things and leave my apartment.

I have a dominant to seduce.


Chapter 2

I sigh quietly, my eyes glued to the documents in front of me. I must stay focused on my work. Listen carefully to all the pleadings. And above all, ignore the burning gaze of my dominant on me.

I know I wanted to play with him, taking subtly sexy positions to tease him. But now that I must concentrate, I regret it. I can barely breathe. His presence is so intoxicating that it makes me lose all my means.

The delicious smell of his cologne wafts around me, turning me on more than ever. I can feel my nipples poke against my bra. It's ridiculous. Sitting next to him shouldn't put me in such a state.

And yet, there is nothing I can do to control it. My body responds to his, greedy and desperate. Even though we stand at a respectable distance, I can feel his warmth radiating, knocking me out of control.

Luckily, I don't have to plea today. He’s the one conducting the interrogations. I bite my lip as he gets up to question a witness. I can barely hear what he’s saying, too absorbed in observing his body.

His broad shoulders highlighted by his overpriced suit jacket, the V of his hips, perfect for slipping between my thighs and using me. I know everything that these clothes hide, and I have only one desire, to find myself again under this naked body to experience ecstasy.

I feel my cheeks blush slightly when he returns to sit next to me, giving me a discreet wink. I want this man more than ever.

Finally, the session ends. Feverishly, I gathered my things in my bag. Then, I get up without looking at my colleague and our client. With difficulty, I make my way through the onlookers who attended the trial.

I have only one idea in mind: to reach this small corridor and the toilets located at the end. I need to run cold water on my neck. And to wipe away the excitement that is staining my panties, dangerously threatening to seep through my gray skirt. And maybe even… Touch myself. Try to bring some relief to my clit tense with excitement.

Finally, the corridors empty, and my goal is within reach. But as I'm about to push open the bathroom door, fingers close firmly around my arm.

In an instant, I'm dragged into the men's room. I barely have time to understand what is happening to me that already, I find myself in a stall, the body of my dominant pinning mine against the tiled wall.

My breathing is erratic as we stand there, staring into each other's eyes without saying a word. My mouth opens, almost inviting him to kiss me. But it's something else that he puts on my lips. His thumb.

Without him even having to ask me, I start licking it, letting my tongue roll over it greedily. An amused smile forms on his lips. He looks visibly delighted with my docility.

I suck on his thumb, giving him suggestive looks, arching my body in hopes of getting his touch. But instead, it's on my neck that his hand tightens, menacing and dangerous.

I know I shouldn't react like that, but seeing him show so much power makes me vibrate, and get a little wet. I’m his little thing. He can do whatever he wants to me.

I let go of his thumb, determined to have a little fun, ignoring the danger I'm running into to provoke him.

“I thought we weren't supposed to do anything at the office? That it was bad for our image?”

“Really? You want to play the innocent after the show you just put on? I should punish you right now, in the middle of the court. That's all you deserve.”

I shudder, imagining him doing it. What a humiliation that would be. An adult woman, spanked in front of her colleagues by her superior. Something must be wrong with me. Because rather than being horrified, the idea excites me even more.

Slowly, I place my hands on the man's chest. Through the fabric, I can feel the muscles he so carefully maintains. I have already tried to train with him. Each time, I ended up lying on a weight bench, legs apart as he took me forcefully. This is the kind of sport I love the most.

I shiver as his free fingers slide over my chest, gripping one of my breasts through the fabric. I want him. I don't care about the dangers and the consequences. I would give anything to make that happen. So, I take a sulky pout, trying to coax him.

“What can I do to be forgiven?”

My dominant smiles devilishly, obviously as excited as me. This impression is confirmed when I push my body forward, sticking to him a little more. In this position, I can feel his cock straining through his pants.

“On your knees.”

I'm shivering. I've lost count of the number of times he's said those words in his deep, sexy voice. Dozens, hundreds maybe. Each time, it creates in me the same tremor of desire.

Without even having to think about it, I let myself fall slowly, sliding down his body. I wince when my legs hit the cold bathroom floor. Surely, I should be disgusted to touch this ground like this. But I don't care. When I'm on my knees, only my dominant's satisfaction matters.

Now, all I have to do is rely on my stockings to offer me some semblance of protection, and pray that they don't rip against the floor. The day is not over, I can't decently show myself in front of the judge with a scruffy outfit.

I put my hands on my knees, raising innocent eyes to my dominant. He smiles at me, always appreciating when I indulge in these little games. He caresses my cheek gently, before pointing to his cock.

I nod my head and put my hands on the waistband of his pants. With calculated slowness, I undo the layers of fabric covering him, letting them fall without caring.

All I care about is finally seeing his cock. I'm totally addicted. Yet I saw it last night, worshipping it with my mouth and my hands, before receiving it deep within me. And yet, I never seem to get enough.

So, I can't hold back a big smile when I see it. Gently, I take it in my hand, as if it were the most precious thing on earth. I bite my lip greedily. He smiles too, his breathing quicker now that I touch him.

He too imagined things. Otherwise, he would not already be so hard. From his tip, a few precum drops are already flowing. I dream of licking them, of rediscovering the taste that I love so much. That of lust.

But I decide to play a little. These are the only times he lets me have some power. So, even if we are in a public place and we could be discovered at any moment, I take my time.

Slowly, I trace his length with my fingertip, as if discovering it for the first time. However, I know it by heart now. It even seems to me that I would be able to recognize it among others if I were blindfolded.

I lick my lips, excited at the thought. It has happened to me to be surrounded by several men at the same time, their cocks presenting themselves proudly to my face, waiting impatiently to finally enter my warm and welcoming cavity.

So, I know how it would feel. Being blindfolded would only reinforce the feeling of being a disjointed doll, without a will of her own, there only to satisfy all their needs.

I don't know if my dominant intends to share me again one day. But if so, I think I would suggest this blindfold idea to him.

The man shudders as my thumb reaches his rounded tip. With a cruel slowness, I caress the thin skin there, playing with his slit. When I look up at him again, I realize he's not amused by my game at all.

Inwardly, I smile, delighted to put him in such a state. But his stern gaze quickly calls me to order. I have a mission to perform. Almost shyly, I stick my tongue out, causing it to replace my thumb. The contact is excruciatingly light, but still makes the man vibrate.

Even if I don't see myself being anything other than a submissive, these few moments of control make me understand why he likes to dominate me so much. There is something incredibly powerful about holding your partner like this. Playing with his nerves, making him waver towards pleasure without ever letting him down.

But the growl that greets my gestures quickly puts me back on the right track. He is indeed the master. I better not forget it. The longer I make him wait, the more he’ll make me pay.

It could be a severe punishment. Maybe he’ll hit me with his hands or his impact toys, making me count and thank him until tears stream from my eyes. Or maybe he will do much worse.

The blows, I can take them. I love them, even. But his other way of punishing me seems unbearable, maybe even cruel.

For hours, he stimulates me, bringing me ever closer to climax before stopping at the worst moment, letting the pressure drop and the orgasm disappear. I cried in frustration the last time he did that.

I totally lost control, begging him, promising him anything he wanted, if it could convince him to let me cum. When he finally gave me what I so pathetically asked for, the orgasm was unparalleled in strength.

I felt like I was coming for hours. That my whole body was turning into a terrible storm, making me feel an incomparable pleasure. And yet, I'm not sure I'm ready to do this again.

So, I behave, and close my lips on his rounded tip, snatching a slight sigh from him. The man rarely leaves his role. Usually, he does everything to remain perfectly stoic, making it more difficult for me. So, when he lets out satisfied sounds, it makes me feel incredibly proud.

Slowly, I slide his cock into my mouth, taking it inch by inch. The man is thick and long. Yet, I know that I can take it entirely. It is often laborious, I have to fight the reflexes of my treacherous body. But the pride of success always outweighs the difficulty.

However, I don’t decide to try it right away, going up slowly until I let go of his cock with a loud pop. I would almost forget where we are. My hand still wrapped tightly at his base, I stick my tongue out, letting it run his full length.

Happily, I rediscover every nook and cranny, playing with his ribbed lines. When I get to his point again, the man runs his hand through my hair, giving me the message. I have to stop playing now. I know what he expects of me.

So, I open my mouth again, capturing it without hesitation. With the same slowness as before, I slide my mouth over his cock. But this time, I'm not stopping. Looking up at him, I continue to go down. A slight smile forms on his lips. He sees how hard I try, just for him.

Suddenly, our moment of intimacy is disturbed. The bathroom door just opened. My eyes widen in horror. Of course, I knew it could happen. I even fantasized about being taken in front of the whole court.

But that it happens for real, that someone is there, a few feet from us, terrifies me. There is only this door to protect us.

I try not to panic, as the man's cock is still shoved deep in my throat. He smiles at me, as if to reassure me. Yet his hand remains clenched in my hair, holding me in this difficult and shameful position.

Worse, he begins to make me come and go on him, resuming my blowjob as if we were alone, in the shelter of his house.

I focus on my breathing, trying to get used to this new test that my dominant imposes on me. More than anything, I pray not to make noise. I'm really not ready for anyone to find us.

Finally, we hear the door close. We are alone. My dominant gently tugs on my ponytail, forcing me to let go. I look up at him, waiting for what's next. He didn't come, his taut cock twitching before my eyes.

But relieving him is apparently not part of his immediate plans. Without the slightest delicacy, he lifts me before pressing me against the cold wall of the bathroom. His mouth immediately lands on mine, pulling me into a fiery kiss.

He doesn't care where my tongue was moments ago. He plays with it, making my legs wobble with the passion of this kiss. With the same force, he turns me around, pressing on my upper back so that I bend over the toilet bowl.

Thus positioned, I offer him a plain view of my ass enclosed in my skirt. He caresses it gently through the fabric. Then he lifts the garment over my hips, giving himself a perfect view of my skin and the sexy underwear I put on this morning. He clicks his tongue.

“And you really want me to believe you're innocent, huh? Look at you. Only sluts come to the office dressed like that.”

My cheeks are red with shame to hear him talk to me like that. And yet, I love it. I don't know why, but I'm hornier than ever when he degrades me like that.

Without delay, his fingers attack my panties, pulling them down my legs. Once they're on my ankles, he forces my feet apart, using the lace tip as a makeshift rope to hold me in position.

I shudder as his fingers slide down my slit, covering himself in my arousal.

“Look at you. You're so desperate, Valentina. Good girls don't get wet like this. Only whores get turned on by giving blowjobs.”

I bite my lip to hold back a moan as his fingers plunge into me without difficulty. I'm so soaked that my body opens for him. For endless seconds, the man plays inside me, spreading his fingers to prepare me to receive his massive cock.

I must bite my lip when it lines up with me. Without waiting a moment, he plunges it into my wet entrance, taking what is his with power. My fingers resting on the tiles in front of me, I try to calm myself down.

He may have prepared me, but his cock is so big it feels like I’m split open. In a gesture of rare generosity, the man remains motionless, giving me time to get used to his presence.

To occupy himself, he lets his hands roam my ass. From time to time, he squeezes it hard, reminding me of the kind of pain he can inflict on me, if he chooses.

I must make every effort in the world not to moan as he begins his slow back and forth inside me, taking possession of my body. I’m nothing more than a doll, a toy subject to his desires.

He can do whatever he wants with me. I’m ready. Only one thing matters to me now: orgasm. He barely touched me, and yet I feel a recognizable warmth in the pit of my stomach. A feeling that I have learned to welcome with pleasure, and which I couldn’t do without now.

Never before having tested BDSM, I felt so much pleasure with a man. Now it seems to me that one look could make me take off.

A gasp of surprise escapes my throat as his hand moves higher up my ass. Slowly, he begins to trace the contours of my crenelated entrance. He took me there many times. I’ve learned to love it.

But I didn't expect him to indulge in something so depraved in our workplace. We've dragged this game out for way too long already. I don't know how long we've been locked in this bathroom, but our absence will be noticed if we don't hurry.

He seems far from these considerations. With his thumb, he collects my natural lubricant, before riding it again on my most taboo entrance. This time he doesn't hesitate, plunging his finger inside me as his thrusts continue to pound me.

I bring my hand to my mouth, biting my fist hard as the man quickens his movements. I think I'm going to come on his cock like that, without more stimulation.

His opposite hand grabs my ponytail tightly, forcing me to arch my back a little more. Thus positioned, I feel everything about him. His cock does not leave me the slightest respite, taking me with force.

“Touch yourself. I want to feel you cum.”

I can't even think anymore. I'm just a slave carrying out my master's dreams and orders. I let go of the hand I'm biting, bringing it down between my legs as my other arm gives me the support I need to keep from collapsing.

Without hesitation, I place my hand between my thighs, pressing down on my hungry clit. I don't need more than a few hand movements to succumb. Biting my lip almost drawing blood, I let the waves of heat wash over me, contracting around my master's cock.

These contractions push him in turn into orgasm. With a soft grunt, he empties into me, letting his seed wash fill me, mark me.

I hover there for long moments, trying to catch my breath. It's not until I feel my dominant's hand between my thighs that I snap back to reality. My cheeks flush as I realize what he's doing.

He cleans me with toilet paper. This is the first time he's done this. The gesture is both sexy, intimate, but also humiliating. Even after we're done, it keeps me in this object position that you clean up after using it.

When he's done, he helps me up. Then, he removes the few hairs that have stuck to my face. Slowly, he kisses my forehead before putting his hand on the door handle.

“I'm going ahead. You should fix yourself. Your look is really unprofessional.”

The man disappears with a wink, causing me to roll my eyes. It's his fault I'm like this.

Gradually regaining my senses, I pull up my panties before rearranging my hair and redoing my makeup. This little break was exactly what I needed. Now I feel perfectly prepared to work… Until our next round.


Chapter 3

Looking at myself in the mirror, I readjust my outfit. My Master is there, a few feet from me, not missing the slightest of my gestures. A lustful gleam shines in his eyes. He seems to like what he sees. I must admit that I do too.

The man really has an eye for that sort of thing. Again, he chose the perfect outfit. A dress, of course. Pants would make it harder for him to get access to my body. None of us want that.

Slowly, I play with the fabric, making it twirl. This is the first time I've worn such a gala dress. Of course, my Master wants me to be sexy. My generous chest is highlighted by a falsely modest neckline. My legs meanwhile seem endless, thanks to this slit that goes up to the limit of decency.

My outfit is completed with a pair of stilettos. My mouth is decorated bright red, and my hair is pulled back into a ponytail that I hope he'll pull on before the evening is over.

I have no idea where he wants to take me. Is it a gala? Dinner in town? A movie premiere? The man refused to tell me, sternly ordering me to get dressed when my questions became too many.

I turn to him, crossing my arms almost innocently behind my back, waiting to see his reaction. I shiver as he stands up. He's dressed in a particularly elegant tuxedo, showing off every last one of his assets.

And to think that it’s on the arm of this man that I’m going out tonight. I'm going to make a lot of people jealous, I'm sure. It may be complicated to make friends in Los Angeles under these conditions. But right now, I don't care.

The man just put his hands on my hips, making me shiver. The slightest contact with him, and I ignite. After careful inspection, he grabs a box that looks like it comes from a jeweler.

My mouth drops open when he opens it in front of my eyes. This is a necklace made of a black velvet cord. To this hangs a small gold medallion on which is engraved a V. Valentina.

I look up at him, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. However, an amused gleam shines in his eyes. He flips the medallion. On the other side, an E is engraved. Eric.

My cheeks blush. He had already made me wear a leather collar, owning me for an evening. But this is special. This gem looks innocent. But for those who look more closely, they will see a mark of his possession.

I probably shouldn't get carried away, this man has the means, it's not because he has a jewel engraved with our initials that he wants it to go further. As far as I know, there are dozens of submissives who walk around town with such a jewel around their necks.

And yet, I can't help but feel closer to him, as he closes the jewel around my neck. A trail of goosebumps forms on my skin as he presses his lips to my bare shoulder, slowly moving up to my neck.

A few more kisses, and I could totally indulge my desires. Cancel the evening that awaits us to spend it just with him. We could order food, before he lays me on every surface of his house to take my body with passion. This is a project that I wouldn't mind.

But my dominant seems determined to show me off in town. His hand slips into mine and silently he leads me to the garage. There, he helps me into his sports car, of a red as deep as the one that decorates my lips.

Throughout the drive, I can't help but glance at him, far more interested in his hands gripping the steering wheel firmly than in the city lights streaming past my window.

I don't know enough about Los Angeles yet to know where it's taking me. So, I let myself go, enjoying these last moments of intimacy with him. From time to time, his hand gets lost on my thigh, his thumb playing lightly with my bare skin.

To my surprise, he parks in front of a house. I should say a palace. Eric's villa already seemed huge to me, but it would almost look like a dump in front of this one. Many cars are already parked, a sign that an evening is in full swing there.

Timidly, I grab the hand he offers me to help me out of the vehicle. I hadn't expected to spend the evening at someone's house. He probably wants to introduce me to acquaintances, expand my network in Los Angeles.

I suddenly feel nervous. More than anything, I don't want to disappoint the man who gave me my chance in this city of all possibilities. So, I take a deep breath, and let myself be guided inside.

When we enter the villa, I can't help but open my mouth wide, so impressed by the luxury that reigns here. Everything exudes luxury, from the works of art on the walls to the marble on the floor.

The guests are fitting with the premises. Everyone is wearing luxury pieces. I’m suddenly grateful to my dominant. Even if I don’t have to be ashamed of my salary as a lawyer, I’m only at the beginning of my career. I could never have afforded the designer pieces I'm wearing tonight.

Impressed, I let Eric guide me. Occasionally, he greets someone, briefly introducing me. I try to remember the names, but I'm far too distracted by my observations to really care.

Everyone is so beautiful here, men and women. Again, I let my mind wander. Since I was introduced to the joys of group sex, I can't help but fantasize about it.

The most I did was with three men. But now I can't help but want more. A real orgy, as we see in porn. Man or woman, it matters little to me, as long as I’m allowed to orgasm.

After greeting countless people, we finally find some respite. By the pool, Eric makes me sit down. His hand slides up my thigh, only further heightening my excitement.

I need to calm down. The likelihood of this being anything other than a mundane event is low. I need to stop taking my wishes for realities.

Still, I can't help but watch my hopes grow, as I notice other women wearing tight necklaces around their neck. Immediately, I imagine them submissive, tied in the middle of the room, their legs open, hit and humiliated, but loving it.

I shake my head. I really have to stop. It’s inappropriate. This kind of necklace must surely be fashionable in Los Angeles.

I focus again on my dominant. He moves his hand higher and higher as his lips crawl over the thin skin of my neck. I can't hold back a small moan when he nibbles on it.

This man always knows what he has to do to make me lose my mind. I think he knows my body better than I do. It's like he has a map in his head, a blueprint of all my erogenous zones.

For a few moments, I forget where we are, abandoning myself shamelessly to the caresses of my lover.

When my attention shifts back to the party unfolding around us, I start to blink. It seems that we are not the only ones to indulge our lustful desires, as if we were alone in a hotel room.

Gently, my dominant grabs my chin, forcing me to take my eyes off the show and stare at him.

“I think you understand. It's a somewhat special party, among knowledgeable friends. We don't have to stay if it makes you uncomfortable. But when I saw how enthusiastically you took my friends last time, I thought you might like it.”

I bite my lip, inflamed by his words. He’s right. Even if the prospect of taking action for real worries me a little, I want to try. I don't want to give up right away.

But before I have time to give him my answer, Eric speaks again, pointing at me with a nod a man approaching us.

“You have to make your decision now. The Master of Punishments is coming.”


Chapter 4

I'm shivering. The Master of Punishments, really? It sounds a bit extreme… But also, terribly exciting. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch the man approaching us. He must be about the same age as Eric and has the same confidence, although he looks a little arrogant.

I turn to Eric, a smile on my face. He doesn't need more to understand my decision. I know it well. If I want to stop a session because I feel uncomfortable, I only have a say. So why chicken out now, when what I've been fantasizing about for weeks is about to happen?

After squeezing his hand on my thigh one last time in a gesture of encouragement, my dominant gets up to greet the newcomer. They pat each other shoulders, the way men sometimes do.

Without wasting a moment exchanging small talk, the stranger turns to me while continuing to address my master.

“It’s a pretty thing you brought us this evening.”

“My new submissive. She’s very promising. Probably the best I've had in years.”

My cheeks blush with pleasure hearing those words. Even if my dominant never fails to compliment me, often calling me his good girl, hearing him compliment me like that makes me prouder than ever.

The other man nods, looking interested. With a few steps, he closes the distance between us, hovering over me as I'm still seated.

“Tell me Submissive, did you do anything that deserves punishment today?”

I bite the inside of my cheek, feeling the blush rise there. But I can't hide it. I haven't known the man for two minutes, and he's already talking to me about punishment.

I turn to my dominant, hesitant. Do I really have to tell the truth? I guess what we did in court today deserves punishment. But I'm not sure I can really admit it. He smiles at my hesitation and gently encourages me.

“Go ahead. Tell him what you did today.”

I suddenly feel shy, not entirely sure I can say those words out loud as their eyes are on me with authority. But I have to. So, taking my courage in both hands, I finally dare to speak.

“I slept with my boss at our workplace.”

“Oh, what a naughty girl. You really deserve a punishment. You’re lucky though. You have in front of you the master in the matter. I take it you trained her, Eric?”

My dominant nods, an almost proud gleam in his eyes.

“And she proved to be a particularly attentive and gifted student. You can go. She’ll take it.”

I blush even more hearing him talk like that. Okay, I always knew how to take his punishments. But even with spectators, he was the one administering it to me. And then, there were a lot fewer people. We were well sheltered in his dungeon in his villa.

It certainly had nothing to do with this place filled with dozens, maybe even hundreds, of people, all there to indulge in lust. And yet, despite the worry in my stomach, I don’t hesitate for a moment when the other man extends his hand to me, inviting me to follow him.

My eyes stay on my dominant who walks beside us, making sure that at every moment, I feel his presence close to me. I know it. As long as he's by my side, I'm in no danger.

Around us, the atmosphere has already changed. Everywhere, the skins are bare, and the bodies meet. As if the arrival of this mysterious master had triggered the activities. Although I don't know him, I squeeze my hand a little tighter in his as he guides me through the crowd.

For a few minutes, he will be my surrogate master. And already, I feel a connection. I don’t know him, but I’m ready to submit to him. To suffer his blows which, I know, won’t be tender. Why else would they call him the Master of Punishments?

I shake my head gently. I need to clear my mind. Everything is going to be fine. I’m not in danger, far from it. I know that the experience will be most enjoyable, provided that I let myself go.

When we get to the middle of the room, I try to ignore the people crowding around us, obviously eager to see the Master of Punishments at work. Me, I can only see one thing: the rope suspended from the air, waiting for me.

I swallow with difficulty. Although I like to be tied up, I usually do so horizontally. This position seems much more difficult to me. I’ll have to bear it. This is my test. I shudder as the dominant's voice is heard, loud and deep. Theatrical, too.

“This submissive was very naughty today. Her master asked me to punish her. Let this serve as a warning to all those who intended to disobey their dominants.”

I take a deep breath as my cheeks flush. The humiliation is at its height, and yet, I also feel incredibly turned on. Onlookers have become more numerous, closer than ever.

An assistant approaches, handing a rope to the Master of Punishments. This one makes complicated knots around my wrists, before hanging them in the air, connecting them to the hook descending from the ceiling.

When I lower my eyes, I meet those of my dominant. The least I can say is that they have a sense of the show here. An armchair has been placed in the middle of the room. And he settled there. Like a throne from which he can better observe my degradation.

I take a deep breath as he winks at me. The gesture is quick, but it is enough to help me calm down. I know it. Thus installed, he will watch the least of the gestures of the other man, and the least of my reactions. Nothing can distract him.

This idea helps me relax as the other man bustles at my feet. One after another, he imprisons my ankles in shackles connected by an iron bar. With such an instrument, I find myself totally stuck in this position. And it's not very comfortable. One bad move and I could fall, hurting myself terribly.

I close my eyes again to prepare myself for the ordeal that awaits me. Everything will be alright. No matter how much pain he inflicts on me. I know that in the end, the game will be worth it.

For minutes that seem endless, nothing happens. Here I am, exposed, vulnerable. I suddenly feel horribly alone. As best I can, I try to stay calm as the pressure builds in the pit of my stomach.

And to think that I still have all my clothes, what will it be when he takes them off? I shiver as the man is back beside me. He leans into my ear, whispering softly.

“Your dominant gave me your usual Safe Word. Do you want to change it?”

“N… No. Red is good.”

“Perfect. Relax now. You'll see. You’ll love what I’m going to do to you.”

I nod shyly. All of this goes far beyond what I have been able to explore so far and yet, I’m dying for it to begin.

The man's hands finally land on my body. Without a moment's hesitation, he grabs the zipper of my dress, pulls it down, removes my fabric protection at the same time.

My eyes stay locked in my dominant's as I feel the cool air from outside caressing my bare chest. Was he planning this moment when he told me not to wear a bra?

Whether that is the case or not, it doesn’t change much. I now find myself almost naked. Only a lace thong gives me some semblance of protection. Not for long. Because the man is now attacking it.

Rather than sliding the fabric over my legs, letting it rest on the metal bar, the man prefers to be theatrical. With both hands, he grabs the thin strip of lace, tearing it off without the slightest difficulty.

Here I’m now naked, exposed to everyone's gaze. Nervously, I bite my lip, trying as best I can to control my racing heart. With his fingertip, the man draws unknown drawings on my skin, exploring my body in the most sensual way.

He never touches my breasts or my ass, preferring to linger on my sides, on my thighs. I can feel the excitement welling up inside me. I get aroused easily now, the slightest stimulation making me wet.

I know it, however, soon, something much more difficult awaits me. I shudder as out of the corner of my eye I can see his assistant approaching. He doesn't come empty-handed. No. It’s a crop that he brings. He stays on the side, waiting for the dominant to finish exploring me before giving him the object.

Despite the nervousness in my stomach, I can't help but admire this show that seems well-established. Who knows how many other submissives have been in my place before me? Maybe this is all a rite of passage. A way to be accepted in their society.

If so, I intend to distinguish myself, and make my dominant proud. Whatever happens, I will do my best to hold on until the end. Still, my beautiful confidence wanes as the dominant reaches out, ceremonially grabbing the crop. That's it. It’s going to begin.

The man decides to take his time. Slowly, he lets the leather end of the object slide down my body. This time, he doesn’t hesitate to pass it on my breasts, making me shudder. I've been hit by floggers here before. This is probably the hardest thing for me to bear. But if he wants to do it, then I'll accept it with grace.

I tense up a little more as his crop slides lower and lower on my body. Soon it arrives where I feared it the most. Between my legs. I have to bite my lip to hold back a squeal. I’m so sensitive that this simple little gesture is enough to electrify me.

The man seems to see it, because he continues the movement without the slightest pity, surely having fun to see me struggling with myself like this. Then he brings the crop to my eyes, a smirk on his lips.

Cheeks red with shame, I realize that traces of my excitement are there. It's horrified that I see him hand the object to the crowd, reinforcing my humiliation by proving my depravity to them.

“Look what we found there. A real little slut. She’s already wet. I don't think she has any idea what the Master of Punishments can do.”

A few laughs echo around him, making me shiver. Never has the shame in the pit of my stomach been so strong. I must remember that this is just a game. No one really wants to hurt me.

To reassure myself, I look down at my dominant. A slight smile parts his lips. He barely seems to hear what is going on around him. His eyes are focused on me, and me alone. So, time seems to slow down a bit. It's like there's only us in the room.

But as I finally relax, that's when the dominant chooses to strike. A scream dies in my throat. The blow was violent, much more violent than I expected. My ass is already burning, as he lands two more blows on my thin skin.

My breath is cut off by so much force. However, I’m ready for him to start again. Of course, this happens quickly. I lick my lips, almost moaning with pleasure when the next stroke proves much more delicate. Compared to the previous one, it almost feels like a caress. Almost.

The man makes a satisfied sound. Slowly, he lets his crop caress my ass again, taking his time to explore my curves thus offered to him. This moment of respite is most welcome, while the skin of my ass burns me more than ever.

Yet, by now, I should know better than that. Recognize the games of a dominant. They are never generous by chance, especially during a punishment.

Without the slightest pity, the man whips my thigh, snatching me a cry higher than the others. Tension mounts in the assembly. I have the impression that our spectators are getting closer, eager to see the best spectacle of my torture. I don't blame them. I would be the first to do the same.

The pain sharpens as the man hits my opposite thigh with the same force. I shiver, trying to get used to the heat radiating from my skin. Once again, it’s in the gaze of my dominant that I find my comfort.

I shiver as he gets up, walking towards me. I can't help but worry. Did I do wrong? Made a mistake? More than anything, I don't want to disappoint him. Never mind the feeling of humiliation and pain. All that matters to me is him. I want us to get out of here and be proud of me.

The smile he gives me reassures me. I didn’t disappoint him. He just wants to have fun with us too. Behind me, the dominant continues to hit me, until my master comes close to us.

Only then does he offer me some respite, as Eric delicately places his hand on my face, stroking my cheek with the tip of his thumb with a tenderness he usually reserves for the end of our sessions.

This change of attitude doesn’t bother me, quite the contrary. It helps me regain confidence, as the beating resumes. I feel excruciatingly proud that he’s so intimate with me in public. If any subs had their sights on him, word got through. He wants to be with me. He leaves no doubt about it.

The assistant approaches again, holding out small silver clamps to my dominant. I lick my lips, knowing full well what he intends to do with them. One after the other, he grabs my nipples, pinching them before hooking the torture objects.

As the other man continues to pound my ass in a perfectly steady rhythm, my dominant slides his hand between my thighs, pressing down on my clit. I feel faint at this feeling oh so delicious.

I feel like I'm going to pass out, as the sensations going through my body are so strong and opposite. On one side, a sharp, stinging pain, giving me the impression that at every moment, my skin is going to tear in two. On the other, an intense pleasure given by the expert hands of my dominant.

Seeing my struggles, the man places his free hand on the crook of my waist, helping me stay on my feet. My arms start to hurt, my breathing is difficult. It seems to me that my ordeal will never end.

I shiver as my dominant leans in, his mouth against the hollow of my ear making me shudder.

“He won’t stop hitting you until you cum. Come on Baby Girl, show them what you're worth. Come on my hand.”

My mouth opens in surprise. I didn’t expect such an outcome. All I have to do is cum? It doesn't seem that hard, as my master's fingers accelerate over me, and the clamps on my nipples give me the perfect stimulation.

I close my eyes, focusing on the wave of warmth growing inside me rather than the intense pain I feel. Forget the awkward position, forget this crop that hits me relentlessly. I know it, the orgasm is not far away.

So, when my dominant slide two fingers inside me, I lose all common sense. Everything disappears around me. There are no more curious people watching us. It's just me and my dominant, in perfect communion.

Even the crop stopped hitting. Waves of intense heat devastate my body. I'm just a disjointed doll. My dominant has to catch me to keep me from collapsing and hurting myself.

Still in the mists of orgasm, I sketch a slight smile when I hear him whisper in my ear.

“You were perfect, Baby Girl.”

I sigh in relief when my hands find themselves untied, and my feet freed from their shackles. Slowly, my dominant wraps his arms around my body, gently massaging my shoulders for relief.

Then, he picks me up. Automatically, my legs wrap around his waist and my arms cling to his neck. Eyes closed, I enjoy the warmth of his body against mine as he leads me into another bedroom. I forget everything else. There’s only us.

It’s only when he puts me on the bed that I come back to reality. Pride shines in his eyes. Desire, too. Without waiting, he bends over my body to cover me, both imposing and reassuring.

His lips capture mine with force, immediately awakening the desire in me. It doesn't matter that I just cum. When I’m under his hands, I no longer have the slightest measure.

With an evil smile on his lips, the man moves away from me, descending along my body without ever stopping to look at me. My breath hitches when he's between my legs. Immediately, he plunges his face between my thighs.

With his tongue, he traces a long line down my soaking wet slit, making me moan softly. Then, his lips capture my bundle of nerves, sucking it in slowly. I moan a little louder, trying to get used to the delicious feeling.

A noise catches my attention. Without my noticing it, people have been watching us, perhaps for several minutes already. I feel my cheeks flush. After the show I gave them in the big room, I shouldn't be embarrassed that they saw me like this.

And yet, it is as if we let them into our privacy. Despite my nervousness, I certainly don't want my dominant to stop. So, I close my eyes, focusing only on him.

But he stops. I look down at him in disappointment, trying to coax him with a sad pout. He shakes his head, amused. His hands rest firmly on my thighs.

“I have a few friends who would like to play with you. Do you want them to join us?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Even if I appreciated these few moments one-on-one with my dominant, I do not forget my fantasy. I will have other moments of intimacy with Eric. But who knows when I'll find myself in such a villa again, surrounded by such attractive people who want me?

However, despite my answer, no one moves. My dominant smiles again, pulling a piece of cloth out of his pocket.

“How about we spice things up a bit?”

I nod again. Of course, I will test this blindfold on my eyes. Anything he wants. Without delay, he goes up my body and plunges me into darkness.

I shiver as I feel people coming closer. It makes me a little nervous not being able to see them, not knowing who is near me, what they are about to do. But I trust my dominant. He will never leave me alone.

I let out a cry of surprise when, suddenly, I’m turned around. I’m now on all fours. But not for long. Someone is pressing down on my hips, pushing me down until my pussy is in contact with a mouth.

My breathing stops. I can't believe they’re making ride a face. It's so depraved. And so exciting. Soon, my own mouth is put to use. Someone digs their hand into my hair, directing me to his cock.

Without even thinking, I take it in my mouth, docile. It's not my dominant's. It's not big or long enough. So much the better. Everything is already so stimulating that I feel a bit overwhelmed. So it’s good that I don't have to choke on too big a cock to begin with.

My thoughts race as I feel another body approach my face, surely patiently waiting its turn to take advantage of me. I can't believe this is happening for real.

The atmosphere in the room is electric. Some are touching themselves, the recognizable sound of their hands running through their cocks reaching my ears. I don't know how many they are, jerking off on me.

All I know is that this tongue playing on my clit is more than good. Suddenly, I let out a cry of surprise as a lubricated finger enters my taboo entrance. I tense before immediately relaxing when a voice reaches my ear. My dominant.

“Don't worry. It's me. You know I'm the only one with your little ass.”

As best I can despite the cock pacing back and forth in my mouth, I nod. Immediately, he slips in a second finger, pulling me apart to prepare for what's to come.

I can't stop squealing despite my mouth being full. I’m in heaven. It’s everything I dreamed of. With enthusiasm, I take the new cock that comes to me, more imposing. Yet, I'm working on it like a pro.

Nothing scares me now. Neither judgment nor pain. All that matters is this mad rush for pleasure. This union of bodies, without judgment, without expectation other than pleasure. Never in my life have I felt so liberated.

I moan louder as I suddenly feel something pressing between my ass. A wide plug. Without difficulty, my dominant lets him into me, filling me like never before. I can't help but be impatient. To dream of the moment when he slips his cock in place of this little silicone object. But it's not for now.

The person beneath me pulls out, leaving my clit still hungry for an orgasm. They change my position again, straightening my hips. It only takes a few moments for someone to settle behind me, his outstretched cock caressing my pussy, even patting my clit to make me moan.

Then, the swollen tip begins to push inside. This cock is wide, taking every square inch of space, pushing the plug inside me. My fingers tighten on the sheets under me. I must hold on.

Here I am, taken from all sides. My body opens up to the stranger, letting him fully enter me. Without wasting a moment, the man begins to move back and forth. The one in my mouth coordinates. Soon, they alternate their movement, sending me on one cock then the other, like a perverse game of ping-pong where I would be the ball.

I moan, the roar of my throat causing the man's cock to quiver in my mouth. His hand tightens on my hair, and a few seconds later, he lets go deep in my throat.

I barely have time to swallow his offering when another cock comes into my mouth. I’m nothing more than the little toy of these men. Their reel. They use me as they please, taking possession of every square inch of me. And I let them do it without bringing them the slightest opposition.

Behind me, the man empties in turn, quickly replaced by someone else. I don’t know how much cock I take in me. It seems to me that it lasts for hours, that there are dozens and dozens of them lining up for me. And that excites me like never before.

Yet no one lets me cum. It's as if they knew when my orgasm was coming, stopping just before I could sink into intense pleasure.

My dominant hasn't touched me yet. I’m sure of that. None of those cocks felt like his. His absence is beginning to be long. I want to feel him inside me, to receive his reassuring hands on my body again. But that is not for me to decide.

Together, the two men in me empty themselves, filling me with their seeds in the most degrading of ways. I breathe with difficulty, I need a moment to recover. That's when two hands land on me.

Immediately, I calm down. It's Eric. I don't have the slightest doubt about it. His hand caresses my sides, helping me ground myself in the moment. Then he lays down on the bed and turns me around, pulling me against him. My back meets his muscular chest. Although I know what will happen now, I feel soothed to be held in this way.

With delicacy, the man removes the plug from my ass. Then, I hear him cover himself with a large dose of lube. Moments later, his hands direct my hips on top of him, aligning me with his cock.

I grit my teeth as he begins to enter me. He seems larger than ever. Still, I must hold on. So, I focus on my breathing, letting my body open up to him. Inch after inch, he enters me, until I’m comfortably installed. His mouth rests on my shoulder, like a discreet encouragement. Then he whispers in my ear.

“I proposed to the Master of Punishments to join us. You agree?”

Enthusiastically, I nod. Now that I've gotten used to his presence inside me, I want to experience again that feeling of being taken by two men at once. And better have it done with the one who knew how to punish me so well earlier. He too has the right to a reward.

A few seconds are enough for him to be there. I can't see him, of course, but I recognize his perfume. I know it's him. His hands settle on my thighs, opening them a little more so that he can settle between them. And then he slides his cock inside me.

A scream chokes in my throat. He’s incredibly wide. Bigger than any man I've had so far. I feel like fainting, so full. And yet, I hold on, my nails sinking into my dominant's arm to make sure I don’t pass out.

Soon, they’re completely inside me. I hear a few admiring murmurs in the room, without really paying attention. When they finally feel me relaxed, the two men begin to move in rhythm. Slowly, first. Then, faster and faster.

My head falls back, resting on my dominant's shoulder. I don't even know if I'm screaming or if I'm mute, so much pleasure and so much. When my dominant's hand lands between my thighs, I totally lose my mind.

The orgasm that has been hiding since I laid down finally appeared. It bursts in the hollow of my belly like the most powerful tsunami. For what feels like hours, waves of heat ripple through my body, electrifying me. My dominant follows me in ecstasy, emptying himself into my tight hole.

However, he doesn’t withdraw immediately, leaving time for his friend to come in turn. I moan, almost ready to feel another orgasm run through my body as the man continues thrusting into me, powerfully.

I gasp in surprise as he pulls away abruptly, emptying himself onto my stomach. I can't help but smile. This is the perfect gesture to finalize this most depraved evening.


Chapter 5

I sigh as I slowly descend into the pool, letting the water engulf my body. After what I experienced yesterday, I have only one desire: to relax. I lick my lips, the images of the evening coming back to me. This orgy was everything I had hoped for, and more.

Since we got back, it's like I've been on cloud nine. Even my body aches don't feel so bad anymore. Such intense pleasure may well come with a few small inconveniences.

Once again, Eric took great care of me, taking the time to wash me, feed me, making sure to give me lots of water to drink and settle me comfortably in this now so-familiar bed.

I believe that since I arrived in Los Angeles, I have slept at my place only once. I probably shouldn't stay here so often. But how could I resist? On one side, there is my soulless apartment, in an average neighborhood.

On the other, there is this incredible villa where I can dive into the pool, eat the best dishes… And where I can get fucked whenever I feel like it. Yes, Eric got me used to this lifestyle, it will be difficult for me to go back now.

Slowly, I caress my neck, remembering the feeling of the tight collar there. I know it probably meant nothing, but I'd love to wear it again. Show everyone that I'm his thing. His submissive.

I smile as the man joins me, making himself comfortable on one of the loungers. He remains silent for a moment, observing my body floating on the surface of the water.

“How’s the temperature?”

“Perfect. You know, if you're not careful, I'm gonna get addicted to this life, and will never want to leave.

“Why should I be careful of something I want?”

I open my mouth, stunned. I can't say anything, as I didn't expect such words. I just thought I was teasing him, maybe even throwing him off balance. But now, once again, he’s the one who finds himself in the position of power.

The man smiles at my reaction, before turning serious again.

“You've been practically living here for two months. Usually, I'm not one to get attached. Never has a woman spent so much time here as you. I didn't expect this to happen. But there's something special about you that goes way beyond just being a good sub. Although I must say that it also plays.”

He adds with a wink before continuing.

“You can take the time you want to think, there is no obligation. It’ll change absolutely nothing in our work relationship. You won't get any special treatment because you live with me. But as far as I'm concerned, I think your place is here.”

I bite my lip. I didn’t expect such a declaration of feelings from Eric. My decision is not difficult to make.

When can I bring my things?”

The man smiles in response, before leaning forward to tower over me a little more.

“Everything in its time, Baby Girl. You're going to take off that little swimsuit first. It’s of no use to you.”

A smile lighting up my face, I hurry to obey my dominant, tugging on the straps to reveal this body he now owns.

I know it now. No matter what the future brings us.

I will do everything to remain his good submissive.

- 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?

Servicing my Dominant
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“Oh, Doll... When I'm done with you, you won't even remember your name.”

All I wanted was to explore my darkest desires. A one-night stand, with a dominant met on a BDSM website. I had no idea how far this dirty encounter with this older man would take me... Or how much pleasure I’d get from hurting so bad.

Pain or humiliation, I’ll stop at nothing to become his perfect Submissive.

Every time we meet, he pushes me further. Whether he ties me up with handcuffs or ropes doesn't matter, as long as he makes me submit to him. Under his hand, the spankings are delicious. My body belongs to him. Even in the most vulnerable of positions, I don't say my safe word.

And if he wants to share me with his dominant friends, I will totally open myself to them.

◆◆◆

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.

◆◆◆

House of Pleasures Series
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“Spread your legs for us, pretty doll.”

Since I walked through the door of this BDSM club, my life is no longer the same. I used to be an ordinary woman, with dark, unspoken desires. But since I finally dared to indulge them, I discovered how far pleasure can go.

No matter how many men want to take me, I'm ready to be their perfect SUBMISSIVE.

They can tie me up with ropes or handcuffs. They can punish me with their hands or a riding crop. Put a blindfold on my eyes, or a gag in my mouth... Nothing scares me anymore.

I will submit to any of their desires. Even if it means doing it with another woman. Even if it means letting them take every part of my body at the same time.

Insatiable, I’m going to offer myself to every DOMINANT of the House of Pleasures.
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