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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 -


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?

A Submissive Revenge
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It was supposed to be my honeymoon.

Instead, I find myself naked and offered to two strangers.

I had planned a lot of things in my life. But certainly not going on my honeymoon alone after being dumped at my wedding. In my misfortune, I find myself sitting between the two most attractive men I have ever met.

So, when one of them offers to help me get revenge on my ex-fiancé, I turn off my brain and indulge my darkest desires. On this plane, I give myself to him. And when I see him and his friend in my hotel, it doesn't take me long to invite them to come to my suite.

Under the hand of these dominants, I turn into a submissive with no limit.

I knew nothing about BDSM. Now, I’m their little toy. I obey their every wish. Even if that means crawling naked at their feet. Even if it means being tied up and spanked. There's nothing I wouldn't do to finally taste their bodies. To find myself stuck between them and lose myself in their arms.

Forgotten the wise and reasonable woman. For my revenge to be perfect, I’ll give them everything.

◆◆◆

Dirty Office Series

Liked this book? Find the whole series in just one book!
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“What a good little Submissive. I’d never have believed that of you, Valentina.”

I’ve always hated my colleague, Benjamin. And yet, when he orders, I obey. I kneel in front of him. I agree to use a vibrating egg at work. I can’t help it. He made me discover BDSM, and the intense pleasure that comes with it. Even if it's risky, I accept his most depraved games.

And when an older Dominant joins us, my training reaches another level.

With a crop or a flogger, the punishments are powerful. No more limits. In his personal dungeon or in the courtroom’s bathrooms, there's nowhere he doesn't use me. No part of my body is spared. My safe word is useless. Pleasure or pain, I take it all with enthusiasm.

They can share me with whoever they want. I'm ready to spread my legs and become the office’s dirty submissive.




If you like shorts better, here is the next book in the Series: PUNISHED AT THE OFFICE. Want to read first part? Click here:  Used at the Office

◆◆◆

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.
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